
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
   Joe Bruno’s Mobsters - Six Volume Set
 
   By Joe Bruno
 
    
 
   ************
 
    
 
   What people are saying about  “Joe Bruno’s Mobster – Six Volume Set” :
 
    
 
   A MUST FOR THE TRUE GRUE COLLECTOR!! By RJ Parker – “Best Selling Author/Book Reviewer
 
   JOE BRUNO'S MOBSTERS - SIX VOLUME SET is a collection of three Mobster's books and with just under 700 pages, a true history book of murder and mayhem. I love Mr. Bruno's books. He is the go to guy when you want information on gangs and mobs. A must have for the true crime collector. 
 
    
 
   Five-Star Book and a Bargain to Boot!  By  GinaBeena “Gina”
 
   Joe Bruno's Mobsters - Six Volume Set" is a definitive history of American mobsters, dating as far back as the early 1820's and continuing until the mid-1900's.

The first three books "Mobsters, Gangs, Crooks and Other Creeps - Volumes 1, 2 and 3" contain bios of scores of gangsters, both male and female. These three books also include famous murders (The Murder of Sanford White) and disasters like the General Slocum Paddleboat Fire.

The fourth book - "The Wrong Man: Who Ordered the Murder of Gambler Herman Rosenthal and Why" details a famous murder than took place 100 years ago. Bruno maintains the wrong man, NY City Police Lieut. Charles Becker, was executed, while the real killers testified against Becker and walked away free men.

"Murder and Mayhem in the Big Apple" focuses on the exploits of the murderous Black Hand, The Boys from Brownsville, and Murder incorporated.

And Finally "Mob Wives - Fuhgeddaboudit!" is Bruno's way of saying that the TV program "Mob Wives" is such an embarrassing abomination, no intelligent person should ever watch the show. And I wholeheartedly agree.

All in all, $2.99 is a cheap price to pay for so much information in one six-volume book.
 
 
   A great value for under 3 bucks!!  By JldB
 
   When I saw it was only $2.99 for six books in a boxed set on 'Mobsters', I was first skeptical that the quality would not be great. But, boy was I wrong! The entire book is well-written and quite informative. Highly recommended! 
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   What people are saying about  “Mobsters, Gangs, Crooks, and Other Creeps – Volume 1 – New York City.”
 
    
 
   Great Books for a true crime fix!!! - RJ Parker- Best Selling Author/Publicist
 
    
 
   If you're a mobster fan, this is the book for you! - Desmond Gill
 
 
   Great Read!!!!! Short and informed information about early NY. Criminals and history -- Efrain Perez
 
    
 
   I absolutely loved this book. In fact I could not put it down. As the title describes, when I finished it I really felt as if I just took an introductory course on this subject - Eponym
 
    
 
   A very interesting book with even more colorful characters - Mrs. Brady
 
    
 
   If you liked "Gangs of New York,  if you liked  “The Godfather,” you must read all three books - Rony Barbery.
 
    
 
   *******************************
 
    
 
   Product Information
 
   I have been a criminal defense lawyer for 34 years, specializing in organized crime cases. Like Joe Bruno, I was born in New York City's Little Italy. My first residence was 146 Mulberry Street on top of Angelo's Restaurant. At the age of six, I moved a mile south to the Lower East Side to a place called Knickerbocker Village, which borders the East River, and is located between the historic Manhattan Bridge and the majestic world-famous Brooklyn Bridge.
 
   Like Joe Bruno, I lived in Knickerbocker Village for more than three decades. Our neighborhood was filled with unforgettable characters, most of whom were criminals, and many of whom were in the Mafia. Joe got to meet and see many famous criminals during his years in Little Italy, and in Knickerbocker Village. It is no surprise to me that he was fascinated not only with the mafia characters, but with the entire history of Lower Manhattan, and New York City in general.
 
   His book, “ Mobsters, Gangs, Crooks and Other Creeps-Volume 1- New York City" is a composite of characters and events, that weaves the denizens of the underworld with the rich history of New York City, from  the early 1800's, through the early 1900's.  Although Italian-American criminals are covered, this is not just another mafia book. The book covers the Jewish gangsters as well (who truly were the pioneers of organized crime) and the Irish gangs, who were one of the first ethnic groups to run the New York City rackets. Joe even presents a few "lady gangsters" too.
 
   Most of all, “ Mobsters, Gangs, Crooks and Other Creeps-Volume 1- New York City" is easy to read. The short-chapter format is a stroke of genius. It is interesting, informative, entertaining, and to the point. You won't be bored reading it.
 
   Joe Bruno has hit the mark in presenting Old New York the way it really was. Rough and bloody!
 
    
 
   - Mathew J. Mari, http://www.mathewmarilaw.com/
 
    
 
                              ######
 
   Ah Hoon - The Murder of Chinese Comedian Ah Hoon
 
   Sometimes a comedian can be dead funny, but after one of his onstage performances, Chinese comedian Ah Hoon turned up quite dead instead.
 
   The Tong Wars started in Chinatown in 1899, with the powerful On Leong Tong dominating the gambling and drug interests in downtown Manhattan. The smaller Hip Sing and the Four Brothers Tongs joined forces and engaged in violent confrontations with the On Leong Tong, over the rights to control Chinatown's illegal activities. Almost daily, dead bodies littered the streets of Chinatown, which at the time only consisted of Mott Street, Pell Street, Chatham Square, and Doyers Street.
 
   Ah Hoon was a famous Chinese comedian, who was featured often at the Chinese Theater at 5-7 Doyers Street, right in the middle of the Tong War Zone. The Chinese Theater was a venue, not only for the Chinese, but for English speaking audiences who were brave enough to venture into an area where gunpowder permeated the air. Ah Hoon was an associate of the On Leong Tong, and the content of his jokes, in which he constantly disparaged the Hip Sing and Four Brothers Tongs, made it seem like he thought he was bullet-proof.
 
   Things started to get hairy for Ah Hoon, when the Reverend Huie Kim, the pastor of the Christian Morning Star Mission on Doyers Street, warned Ah Hoon that his jokes were not too funny with certain people. The good reverend also told Ah Hoon that Ah Hoon could get badly hurt if he kept telling his jokes on stage, where hundreds of people could hear the many indignities he spewed disparaging the Hip Sing and Four Brothers Tongs.
 
   Ah Hoon thumbed his nose at the Reverend Huie Kim, and as a result, the Hip Sing and Four Brothers Tongs formerly declared war on the On Leong Tong. Instead of holding back, Ah Hoon stepped up the frequency and the ferocity of his jokes on stage. This thoroughly annoyed the Hip Sing and Four Brothers Tongs, so they announced publicly that they were going to kill Ah Hoon. To make sure Ah Hoon got the message, they sent an emissary to Ah Hoon, giving him the exact time and date he was going to be murdered.
 
   Ah Hoon took the threat with a shrug. But it was Hoochy-Coochy Mary, who lived on the floor below Ah Hoon, in a boarding house on Chatham Square, who ran to the police and begged them to protect the comedian. On December 30, 1909, Police Sergeant John D. Coughlin and two patrolmen accompanied Ah Hoon to his performance at the Chinese Theater. Word had spread quickly on the streets of Chinatown that Ah Hoon was scheduled to be murdered, and as a result, the theater was packed with people hoping to see a live execution for the price of a simple theater admission. Standing-room-only tickets were also sold out, and there was a huge crowd outside, not too happy at being turned away from witnessing Ah Hoon's dramatic demise.
 
   Seeing the police presence, inside and outside the theater, the Hip Sing Tong decided to back away from their word, and at the end of the show, Ah Hoon, to the chagrin of the crowd, was still alive and joking. Sergeant Coughlin and his two underlings hustled Ah Hoon out of the theater, though a hidden underground tunnel, to his dwelling on Chatham Square. Ah Hoon climbed the stairs of his building, entered his room and locked the door. A group of heavily-armed On Leong bodyguards stood guard outside Ah Hoon's door, while dozens milled in the street outside his building looking for any impending attack. Ah Hoon went to sleep that night, but he did not wake up the following morning.
 
   Hoochy-Coochy Mary heard a shot in the middle of the night, and she ran upstairs to alert the On Leong bodyguards. When they broke through the door, they found Ah Hoon dead on his bed with a bullet hole in his chest. What made the matter all the more vexing was that there was only one window in Ah Hoon's room and it faced a blank building wall five feet away.
 
   The solution to Ah Hoon's death was quite simple and complicated at the same time.
 
   So they wouldn't be seen by the On Leong bodyguards, the Hip Sing assassins had slipped into a tenement several buildings down from Ah Hoon's building. They climbed the stairs to the roof, then they jumped across three roofs to the roof of the building next to Ah Hoon's building. There they lowered the killer on a boatswain's chair tied to a rope, down the narrow alley, until he was parallel to Ah Hoon's window. The killer then quietly entered Ah Hoon's room and shot the Chinese comedian right through the heart. The deed being done, the killer exited the room in the same manner in which he had entered.
 
   The Hip Sing Tong was so overjoyed at the success of their mission, they held a parade the next day in the streets of Chinatown, complete with fireworks, ancestral music, and the dancing of the mythical Chinese dragons.
 
   On New Year's night 1910, two days after the murder of Ah Hoon, the Chinese Theater was packed to the rafters again. In the middle of the performance, someone threw several packs of lit firecrackers into the air. People panicked, and they fled the theater quickly; except for five On Leong Tong members, who were shot dead during the distraction of the fireworks.
 
   No one was arrested for their murders, and the Tong Wars continued for another generation.
 
    
 
   Allen, John 
 
   He was a con artist, a drunk, a murderer, and a pimp, and he ran one of the most obscene dance halls in the history of New York City. For all his vast transgressions, John Allen was dubbed “The Wickedest Man in New York City.”
 
   John Allen, the youngest of eight sons, was born in 1823 in upstate New York. His father was a prominent Presbyterian minister, and two of Allen's brothers became Presbyterian ministers too, while a third became a Baptist minister. The rest of his brothers absconded to New York City and became burglars, crooks, and confidence men.
 
   Allen's father sent him to the Union Theological Seminary, hoping young John would pick the righteous path rather than the wicked road his brothers had traveled in New York City. Allen studied religion for a few months. But wanting more out of life, he packed his bags and joined his evil siblings in downtown Manhattan.
 
   Allen's brothers showed him the tricks of their trade, and in no time Allen became proficient at the crimes his brothers had taught him. One day, one of his brothers became suspicious of Allen, when he realized the police in the area seemed to know, in advance, what crime they were going to commit, and where and when they were going to commit it. His brothers accused Allen of being a stool-pigeon. Allen reluctantly admitted they were right, which induced his brothers to beat him to a pulp, then cast him out into the street, never again to return.
 
   In 1855, after freelance thievery earned him a significant sum of cash, Allen met and married a known criminal named Little Suzie. Little Suzie's specialty was rolling drunks, after she seduced them with sex, and then put knockout drops in their drinks. While Little Suzie plied her trade in the waterfront district of the 4th Ward, which included Cherry, Water, Dover, and Catherine Streets, Allen got a job working for a waterfront crimp who ran a boarding house for sailors.
 
   Allen's job was to entice sailors into the crimp's establishment, where they would get the sailor drunk, then drug his drink. When their mark was out cold, they robbed him of all his possessions. Then Allen and his boss would carry the unconscious sailor to an outgoing vessel, in which the sailor was shanghaied to faraway places, where he would spend several months, if not several years, in servitude.
 
   One day, Allen was dumb enough to have a drink with his boss. And the next thing he knew, Allen was on a ship to South America, not to return to New York City for six months. After Allen's return, his former boss was soon found beaten to death, courtesy of an iron belaying-pin, which was a device used on ships to secure lines of rigging. Allen was the obvious suspect, but since the cops had no evidence, and also because the dead man was so intensely disliked by everyone on both sides of the law, no charges were ever brought against Allen.
 
   Allen reconnected with Little Suzie, and they went to work for Hester Jane Haskins, called “Jane the Grabber,” a monster-of-a-woman, who ran several houses of ill-repute in the area surrounding Sixth Avenue and 30th Street, in the middle of what was called Satan’s Circus.
 
   Allen’s and Suzie’s gig was to travel throughout the northeastern states and fetch young girls, with the promise of getting them well-paying jobs in New York City. Of course, when these poor girls were introduced to “Jane the Grabber,” Jane immediately beat them and drugged them, then forced them to work as prostitutes in her brothels.
 
   This all went fine for Allen and Little Suzy until “Jane the Grabber” got greedy and started abducting women from prominent families, including the daughter of the Lieutenant-Governor of a New England state. Knowing heat from the police was inevitable, Allen and Little Suzie quit their jobs for “Jane the Grabber,” and headed back to the confines of the 4th Ward. That turned out to be good timing for them, since “Jane the Grabber” was soon arrested for her crimes and sent to prison for a very long time.
 
   In 1858, the Allens opened John Allen's Dance Hall, at 304 Water Street, which became known as one of the most licentious establishments in New York City. Allen dressed his 20 or so “dance hall girls” in short skirts and red-topped boots, with sleigh-bells circling their ankles. All sorts of vices and sexual obscenities were performed in private rooms in the dive, and sometimes right out in the open. These actions were so visibly decadent, journalist Oliver Dyer wrote in Packard's Monthly, that John Allen was “The Wickedest Man in New York City.” 
 
 
   Allen was so proud of his new moniker he made up business cards, saying:
 
    
 
   John Allen's Dance Hall
 
   304 Water Street
 
   Wickedest Man in New York:
 
   Proprietor
 
    
 
   John Allen's Dance Hall was so prosperous, in just 10 years Allen banked more than $100,000, making him the richest pimp in New York City.
 
   Soon, Allen came up with a new angle to make even more money. Falling back on his seminary background, Allen decided to turn his dance hall into a semi-religious experience. In spite of the sexual romps that were going on nightly inside his joint, Allen placed a Bible in every room, and on Saturday nights he gave away copies of the New Testament, as souvenirs to his guests. In time, Allen held religious sing-a-longs, in which his scantily-clad girls would croon spiritual songs, while Allen read passages of the Bible. Showing no shame, Allen placed on every bench and table in his joint the popular hymn book, The Little Wanderer's Friend.
 
   Yet, Allen's intended monetary windfall never materialized. His usual guests fled his premises and headed for other joints like The Haymarket, McGuirk's Suicide Hall, and Paresis Hall. So Allen decided to go with another gimmick.
 
   Allen turned his dance hall into a place for local clergymen to hold marathon prayer meetings. Religious men, like the Reverend A.C. Arnold, paid Allen $350 a month to hold such meetings in Allen's establishment. Allen even thickened the crowd by paying “newly reformed sinners” 25 cents a head to take part in the festivities. Allen was so certain he would hit the religious jackpot, he closed his dance hall and put a sign on the outside door saying, “This Dance Hall is Closed. No gentlemen admitted unless accompanied by their wives.”
 
   Unfortunately, Allen had overlooked the power of the press. In a shocking expose', the New York Times ran a series of stories exposing Allen in the worst possible light. Immediately, the duped reverends stopped holding their prayer meetings at Allen's joint, causing his cash flow to disintegrate. Allen tried opening his bawdy dance hall again, but his previous customers chose to stay away. After a few months of bleeding money, Allen closed down his dance hall for good.
 
   Allen disappeared from the public eye for a while. Then he resurfaced in late 1868, when Allen and Little Suzie were arraigned in the Tombs Police Court, for stealing $15 from a sailor. The Allens were released on $500 bail, which they promptly jumped, then fled to places unknown.
 
   “The Wickedest Man In New York City” died from causes unknown in West Perth, Fulton County, New York, in October 1870.
 
   After Allen's death, a New York Times reporter revealed for the first time Allen's true intentions when he appeared to go all pious. Years earlier, Allen had confessed to the reporter, “I duped them religious fellers because I thought I could make more money out of silly church folk, than I could out of bad sailors.”
 
    
 
   Anti-Abolition Riots of 1834
 
   It started as a peaceful service given by a black minister at the Chatham Street Chapel, but it transformed into four days of riots that turned the streets of New York City into a cauldron of hate.
 
   In the early 1800's, there was a vibrant movement in the United States to end slavery. Yet, there was no other place in the country that displayed more animosity towards blacks than the mean streets of Manhattan's Lower East Side. The Abolitionist Movement (to abolish slavery) was spearheaded by men like William Lloyd Garrison, and bothers Arthur and Lewis Tappan. Yet, the hatred for black slaves permeated throughout New York City and was incited by the ruling Irish faction of Tammany Hall. This malevolence was punctuated by a multitude of atrocities, perpetrated against the slaves by the Irish Five Points street gangs, which Tammany Hall overtly protected from prosecution for their heinous crimes.
 
   In 1833, aided by the fiery speeches of William Lloyd Garrison, slavery was abolished throughout the British Empire. Many of the Brits living in America also spoke out vociferously against slavery. This did not go over too well with the powers that be at Tammany Hall, which had convinced the Irish street gangs that the Abolitionists were looking to transform America back into a British colony.
 
   Anti-Abolitionist James Watson Webb provoked the Irish gangs even further, when he printed in his Courier and Enquirer that, “Abolitionists had told their daughters to marry blacks, black dandies in search of white wives were promenading Broadway on horseback, and Arthur Tappan had divorced his wife and married a negress.”
 
   All Webb's statements were lies, but they were believed by the rabble nevertheless.
 
   On July 7, 1834, a group of black slaves gathered in the Chatham Street Chapel to hear a sermon by a black minister. In the audience, lending his support, was Arthur Tappan. The sermon had just begun, when members of the New York Sacred Music Society broke in, claiming they had rented the chapel for the evening. The slaves, who had already paid for the use of the chapel, refused to leave. The street gangs, with members of the Plug Uglies, Forty Thieves, and Roach Guards, banded together and attacked the slaves with leaded canes, seriously injuring several slaves.
 
   An angry mob had formed outside the chapel, and as the police arrived to try to quell the disturbance, Tappan hurried from the scene to his house on Rose Street, which is now the site of the New York City Municipal Building. Knowing he was an avowed abolitionist, a crowd followed Tappan, and as he rushed inside, they pelted his home with rocks.  
 
   Webb's paper predictably lied again, when he described the event as a “Negro riot,” owing to "Arthur Tappan's mad impertinence." The Commercial Advertiser, another pro-slavery rag, said, “Gangs of blacks were preparing to set the city ablaze.”
 
   This was just the beginning of a string of atrocities. The next night, a mob of gang members broke down the door of the Chatham Street Chapel. And while they held an impromptu meeting inside, W.W. Wilder yelled, “To the Bowery Theater!”
 
   The reason for their attack on the Bowery Theater was because its manager, and British actor, George P. Farren, another avowed abolitionist, had recently said of the pro-slavery crowd, "Damn the Yankees; they are a damn set of jackasses, and fit to be gulled.” 
 
   Farren had also just fired an American actor, and as a result, anti-abolitionists posted handbills, detailing Farren's actions, throughout New York City.
 
   An estimated 4000 rioters broke down the doors of the Bowery Theater, interrupting the performance of beloved American actor Edwin Forrest, who was a favorite of the Five Point gangs. Forrest tried to quiet the angry mob, but they insisted on knowing the whereabouts of Farren, who was hiding somewhere on the premises. Before the mob could take the place apart looking for Farren, with the intention of hanging him, a large contingent of police officers arrived and drove the mob from the theater with billy clubs.
 
   Still, the mob was not through. They yelled, “To Arthur Tappan's house!”
 
   Tappan and his family had already escaped before the mob showed up. Yet, when the mob did arrive, they tore down Tappan's house, board by board. They also piled Tappan's furniture into the street, and set it on fire until there was nothing left but a painting of George Washington.
 
   As one rioter tried to throw the Washington painting into the fire, another one ripped it from his hands saying, “It's George Washington! For God's sake, don't burn Washington!”
 
   The mob rampaged through the city, torturing and raping black slaves and even gouging out the eyes of an Englishman, after they had ripped off his ears. The worst rioting was in the Five Points area, where dozens of houses, including St. Phillip's Church, were burned to the ground. Several English sailors and black slaves were captured and mutilated. Word soon spread in the streets that every house in the Five Points area that did not have a candle burning in its window would be burned down. In minutes, candles appeared in every window; saving the neighborhood from destruction at the hands of the out-of-control racist lunatics.
 
   On the afternoon of July 11, Mayor Cornelius Lawrence issued a proclamation asking all good citizens to band together to stop the rioting. He also ordered Major General Shadford to call in the 27th Regiment of the National Guard Infantry. At 9 p.m., around 300 Five Point Gang members assembled before the Laight Street Church, which was run by vocal abolitionist Reverend Samuel Hanson Cox. The church was guarded by several New York City policemen, but the mob charged anyway, forcing the outmanned policemen to run for their lives.
 
   As the mob destroyed the church, Mayor Lawrence ordered the infantry into action. Armed with clubs, bayonets, muskets, and pistols, the infantry drove the rioters from several downtown churches, and the surrounding streets, back into the Five Points area.
 
   The next day, armed soldiers and policemen scoured the Five Points, looking for known mob members. They rounded up and arrested 150 Five Pointers, but then, inexplicably, Tammany Hall stepped in and released almost all of them.
 
   Only 20 gang members, out of the thousands who pillaged the streets of New York City in July of 1834, were ever tried, convicted, and sent to jail.
 
    
 
   Astor Place Theater Riots of 1849
 
   One of the worst riots in New York City history took place on May 10, 1849. It started over an impassioned disagreement over who had the better Shakespearian Actor: the United States, or hated Mother England.
 
   British actor William Macready was considered to be the most accomplished actor on both sides of the pond. Yet Macready, who called himself an aristocrat, was a snob, who looked down on America in general and their inferior actors in particular. One of those actors who caused Macready to sniff in superiority was the Philadelphia-born Edwin Forrest, a self-taught thespian, who was the darling of the rough and tumble New York City crowd. To make matters worse for Forrest and his followers, the New York City aristocracy much preferred the foreigner Macready instead of the homegrown Forrest.
 
   In 1848, Forrest, on a mission to prove to the world that he was the equal of any actor alive, traveled to London, England, to play Hamlet. Even though Forrest dined with Macready the night before Forrest's performance, when Forrest took  the stage he was brutally hissed by the audience. Forrest's performance was panned viciously in the London newspapers and repeated in the American press. Forrest blamed this on Macready, and by the time Forrest arrived back in the United States, there was a global feud ready to explode.
 
   Two New Yorkers were instrumental in fanning the flames of discontent concerning the rude treatment of their homeboy Forrest in England. One was Captain Isaiah Rynders, who owned the notorious Empire Club on Park Row. Rynders was also the mob boss, who controlled all the vicious gangs in the Five Points area. The other instigator was E. Z. C. Judson, who wrote under the pen name - Ned Buntline. Both men hated the English, and in the weekly newspaper, Ned Buntline's Own, Buntline turned a mere heated actors’ dispute into an international incident.
 
   The tension mounted, when it was announced in the New York City press that Macready would make a four-week “farewell” appearance in America, commencing on May 7, 1849. His first show was scheduled to be at the new Astor Place Theater, on Astor Place in Manhattan. As soon as Macready graced the stage with his presence, Rynders rose from his seat, and in concert with hundreds of his gang thugs in attendance, they peppered Macready with rotten eggs, ripe tomatoes, and old shoes. Macready, incredulous at the blatant disrespect for his great talents, thundered off the stage. He canceled the rest of his four-week engagement and vowed never to appear in the United States again.
 
   This caused great consternation among the blue-bloods in New York City's society crowd. Quickly, they assembled a petition with 47 signatures, which included those of Washington Irving and Herman Melville, begging Macready to stay and continue his tour. Macready, against his better judgment, caved in and agreed to give it one more try.
 
   The news hit the newspapers, that on May 10, just three days after he was rudely chased from the stage, Macready would appear as Macbeth in Macbeth; again at the Astor Place Theater. Coincidentally, Forrest also opened that same night, playing Spartacus in The Gladiator, in a playhouse a mile south of the Astor Place Theater. The newspapers played up the rivalry and the British crew of a docked Cunard liner said they would make their presence known at Macready's performance, lest an unruly American mob again tried to insult their countryman.
 
   This incited Captain Rynders to plaster New York City with thousands of posters saying, “Workingmen, shall Americans or English rule this city? The crew of the English steamer has threatened all Americans who shall dare to express their opinion this night at the English Aristocratic Opera House! We advocated no violence, but free expression of opinion is to all men!”
 
   New York City mayor Caleb C. Woodhull anticipated a riot, and he sent 350 policemen, under the command of Police Chief G.W. Matsell, to the Astor Place Theater to quell any possible disturbances. In addition, General Sanders, of the New York Militia, assembled eight companies of guardsmen and two troops of Calvary to patrol the area around the playhouse.
 
   When the show started, all 1,800 seats had been sold, with the pro-Macready crowd vastly outnumbering the pro-Forrest crowd. It was estimated that more than 20,000 people stood outside the theater, making Astor Place, from Broadway to the Bowery, one large sea of discontent.
 
   At 7:40 p.m., the play started, and the first two scenes played out without any interruption. However, when Macready majestically strode on stage for the third scene, all hell broke loose. Captain Rynders and his gangs hooted and hollered and hissed at Macready. Outside, the angry crowd, hearing the animosity inside, started to bum-rush the theater. They threw rocks and stones, breaking all the theater's windows. And just because they could, the mob smashed all the street lamps in the area too.
 
   The police attacked the angry mob with clubs, but to no avail. The mob screamed “Burn the damned den of aristocracy.”
 
   The police were getting the worst of the riot, and at 9 p.m., the first of the militia arrived. They too were pelted by bricks and stones. Ned Buntline was at the head of the angry mob chanting, “Workingmen! Shall Americans or Englishmen rule? Shall the sons whose fathers drove the baseborn miscreants from these shores give up liberty?”
 
   Chief Matsell, after being hit with a 20-pound rock in the chest, gave the order for the militia to shoot into the crowd. And they did just that, hitting men, women, and children, and even a lady who was sleeping in her bed 150 yards from the theater.
 
   When the dust cleared hours later, 22 people were killed and 150 were injured. Five of those who were injured, died within five days. 86 rioters were arrested, including Ned Buntline, who received a year in jail and a $250 fine. Captain Rynders escaped without arrest, or injury, only to torment the city for many years to come.
 
   The lawmen were not without their own injuries. More than a hundred policemen and militia were injured by rocks and stones, and another six were shot; but none died.
 
   The next night, another mob tried to burn down the Astor Place Theater. But they were beaten back by a new battalion of militia, which had been brought into the city in case of further disturbances.
 
   On the night of May 12, another crowd assembled at the New York Hotel, where Macready was staying, screaming for him to come out and be hanged like a man. However, Macready somehow slipped away. He boarded a train to New Rochelle, and then to Boston. From Boston, he sailed to England, never again to set foot in America.
 
    
 
   Bow Kum -- The Vicious Killing of Bow Kum
 
   In 1899, the Tong Wars began in New York City's Chinatown, when the smaller Hip Sing and Four Brothers Tongs joined forces against the powerful On Leong Tong, in a battle for the immense illegal profits generated in Chinatown from gambling and drug dealing. There were sporadic killings throughout the first decade of the 20th Century, but the blood started flowing more rapidly in 1909. It was sparked by the vicious murder of a Chinese slave girl named Bow Kum, known as “The Little Flower.”
 
   In the Canton Region of China, Kum was sold by her father for a few paltry yen. She was then brought to the United States where she was sold at the slave-trade market in San Francisco, for the huge sum (at the time) of three thousand dollars. The buyer was Low Hee Tong, a high-ranking member of the Hip Sing and Four Brothers Tongs.
 
   Kum lived with Tong for four years, but then the San Francisco police discovered the illegal servitude. When Tong could not produce a marriage license, Kum was taken away from Tong and placed in a Christian mission run by Donaldina Cameron, a Scotswoman famous for helping young Chinese slave girls escape from the terrible tongs. Soon, gardener Tchin Lee, a member of the On Leong Tong, married Kum and took her to New York City.
 
   Tong was furious he had lost the services of his female slave, but more furious over the loss of his three thousand dollars. As a result, Tong demanded that Lee give him back the money he spent on purchasing Kum. 
 
   Lee refused. 
 
   Tong then listed his grievances in a letter to the Hip Sing and Four Brother Tongs in New York City. Tong's Tongs agreed with him, and they demanded that the On Leong Tong force Lee to return Tong's money. Their request was denied, and immediately the Hip Sing and Four Brothers Tongs flew the red flag from their building on Pell Street, indicating they were declaring war against the On Leong Tong.
 
   On August 15, 1909, a Hip Sing assassin broke into Lee's apartment at 17 Mott Street. The assassin stabbed Kum three times in the chest, cut off several of her fingers, and then mutilated her torso. This started a bloody war that resulted in over fifty killings in just a few short months.
 
   In late 1909, Captain William Hodgins, the Commander of the 5th Precinct on Elizabeth Street, interceded, and he tried to make peace between the factions. He approached the On Leong Tong first, and they agreed to end the war, but only if the other two tongs gave them, as reparations, a Chinese flag, a roasted pig, and ten thousand packs of fireworks. The two smaller tongs considered this a huge insult, and the killings intensified for another year.
 
   In late 1910, the United States government became involved. The Chinese Minister, in Washington D.C., appointed a committee of 40 Chinese merchants, teachers, and students to mediate the Tong Wars. An agreement was forged between the On Leong Tong, and the Hip Sing Tongs. However, the Four Brothers Tong refused to participate in the peace. As a result, the killings continued but not at the same pace as before.
 
   Kerosene was thrown on the fire in 1912, when a new Tong, the Kim Lan Wui Saw Tong, suddenly appeared in New York City. In a battle for the illegal buck, these upstarts inexplicably declared war on the other three established tongs. This was a dumb move, since the three older Tongs, instead of fighting among themselves, turned all their venom on the outmanned Kim Lan Wui Saw Tong.
 
   The bodies continued to pile up in Chinatown, bringing outside business into the area to a halt. Finally, the Chinese government on mainland China, in conjunction with the New York City Police Department, compelled the warring factions to formally agree to halt the hostilities. The treaty was signed on May 22, 1913, by the Chinese Merchant's Association.
 
   Since tourists were no longer afraid to enter Chinatown (and get caught in the cross hairs of the daily gunfire), peace and prosperity returned to the area.
 
   That is, until 1924, when the bloody Tong Wars resumed.
 
    
 
   Bowery Boys Street Gang
 
   The Bowery Boys street gang ruled the Bowery area, just north of the Five Points, from 1840 through 1860.
 
   The Bowery Boys were an anti-Catholic, anti-Irish gang, who fought tooth and nail with the other Lower Manhattan gangs, most notably the Dead Rabbits from the Five Points area. Unlike the other gangs of its era, who were predominantly thugs, robbers, and murderers, the Bowery Boys were mostly butchers, mechanics, bar bouncers, or small businessmen. They wore a uniform of sorts, consisting of red shirts, and black trousers; the pants of which were shoved inside their calfskin boots. Most of the men had oil-slicked hair, covered by black stovepipe hats.
 
   The Bowery Boys were ardent volunteer firemen, who aligned themselves with the Know-Nothing, or American Political Party (which lasted from 1849 to 1856) and later the Democratic Party. All of the big politicians of the time, including William “Boss” Tweed and future first United States President George Washington, were at one time volunteer firemen in Lower Manhattan. The Bowery Boys were attached to various firehouses, with names like the White Ghost, Black Joke, Dry Bones, and Red Rover. Each of the other downtown gangs, like the Dead Rabbits, Roach Guards, and the Plug Uglies, were also affiliated with various firehouses too, and the competition over who would arrive first at a fire was fierce and often bloody. 
 
   The Bowery Boys were said to love their fire engines almost as much as the loved their women. The worse thing that could happen was to arrive at a fire and find that all the fire hydrants had already been taken by other firehouses. The Bowery Boys often used a scheme to prevent this embarrassment.
 
   As soon as a fire alarm sounded, the biggest Bowery Boy available would grab an empty barrel from a grocery store, and run to the fire plug closest to the burning building. He would turn the barrel over, cover the fire hydrant with the barrel, sit on it, and defend his position, battling men from other firehouses, who were trying to remove him, and the barrel, from the fire hydrant. It was said that the fights for the fire hydrants were so ferocious, the battling volunteer firemen sometimes didn't have enough time to actually extinguish the fires, which caused many buildings to burn to the ground.
 
   The most famous Bowery Boy of his time was “Butcher” Bill Poole, a butcher by trade, and a volunteer at Red Rover Fire Engine Company No. 34, at Hudson and Christopher Streets. Poole was a bare-knuckle fighter of much renown. His arch enemy was John Morrissey, an Irish immigrant and strong-arm-man for Tammany Hall. Morrissey was a prodigious fighter too (he later became World Heavyweight Champion), and he challenged Poole to a bare-knuckles fight. Poole hated the Irish and Catholics with a passion (Morrissey was both), and he gladly accepted the challenge.
 
   On July 26, 1854, the men squared off at the Amos Street Dock, near Christopher Street. After Morrissey extended his hand, in a symbolic gesture to start the fight, Poole feinted, and instead of fighting, he grabbed Morrissey is a frontal bear hug. Poole lifted Morrissey up into the air, and squeezed the breath out of him for a full five minutes. Before Poole could crush Morrissey to death, wiser heads prevailed, and they separated the men. Morrissey was hurt so badly, he couldn't walk the streets of New York City for six months. When he finally did, it was curtains for Poole.
 
   On February 25, 1855, Lew Baker, a friend of Morrissey's, shot Poole at Stanwix Hall, a bar on Broadway, near Prince Street. Poole lingered for a little more than a week, but he finally died on March 8, 1855.
 
   The downfall of the Bowery Boys started during the savage three-day New York City Draft Riots. On July 13, 1863, incensed at the imminent possibility of being drafted into the war down south they wanted nothing to do with, thousands of gang members took to the streets of New York City. These out-of-control maniacs looted and burned down stores, factories, and houses. Then they violently mutilated and killed Negroes, whom they blamed as the cause of their predicament.
 
   The Bowery Boys, in actions normally adverse to their nature, were an integral part of these deadly riots, in which more than a thousand people were killed and thousands injured. The New York State Militia was called in to quell the riots, and when the dust settled three days later, the drafting of New York City men into the armed forces continued, but only for a short time.
 
   Many Bowery Boys were drafted into the war. Some died, some returned badly injured, or missing arms and legs; others joined rival gangs. By the end of the 1860's, the Bowery Boys ceased to exist, but other gangs rose from their ashes, to take their place of ignominy in downtown Manhattan.
 
    
 
   Bristol Bill The Burglar
 
   He was a hardened criminal, who escaped from a British prison in Australia and made his way to New York City. In the 1840's, the New York City Police Gazette wrote that Bristol Bill the Burglar was, “the most celebrated bank robber and burglar of our time.”
 
   The London police knew his real name, but they never revealed it. However, we do know the following about Bristol Bill:
 
    He was born in the early 1800's, to an aristocratic family, the son of a Bristol MP. When Bristol Bill was in his second year at Eton College, his family adopted a 16-year old orphaned daughter of a poor cleric. Bristol Bill was the handsomest of men; almost 6-feet tall, with piercing brown eyes and a broad forehead. In no time, he had seduced the young girl and got her pregnant. Bristol Bill's father was so outraged when he found out about the young girl's delicate condition, he beat Bristol Bill to a pulp, then banished the girl from his home. His father sent Bristol Bill back to Eton, but Bristol Bill soon located his love, and they both absconded to London.
 
   A child was born, and to pay the bills, Bristol Bill got a job at a local locksmith. Soon, Bristol Bill was so adept at key, lock, and tool making, he started selling his wares to a London Gang called the Blue Boys. The Blue Boys were so successful at burglarizing and bank robbing, they soon made Bristol Bill their leader.
 
   This went on for half a dozen years, until Bristol Bill had accumulated approximately $200,000 in American money. With his newfound riches, and with the police nipping at his heels, Bristol Bill abandoned his wife and child and headed to Liverpool, where he planned to board a ship to America. However, a certain London policeman was on his trail, and this policeman arrested Bristol Bill in Liverpool. This same policeman would eventually play a big part in Bristol Bill's life on the other side of the pond.
 
    After his arrest, Bristol Bill's money was confiscated, and he was sentenced to 14 years in prison at a penal colony in Botany Bay, Australia. After serving 10 years, Bristol Bill escaped by swimming four miles to an American whaler. He first landed in Bedford, Mass., but soon Bristol Bill made his way to New York City, where, at the time, almost all the professional thieves were of British extraction.
 
   Bristol Bill's mission was to hook up with a robbery gang, which was called “the most extensive association of burglars, counterfeiters, and swindlers the Western world has ever seen.” The London contingent consisted of such noted “crossmen” (a London term for thieves) as Billy Fish, Billy Hoppy, “Cupid” Downer, Bill Parkinson, Bob Whelan, Jim Honeyman, and Dick Collard. They were joined by two New Yorkers: Joe Ashley, and “One-eye” Thompson.
 
   The brains of the operation was a shady character named Samuel Drury, who was known as a banker and a financier, but was, in fact, a counterfeiter of great renown and a prodigious fence of stolen goods. Whatever his gang robbed, Drury would buy and sell, and keep the majority of the money for himself.
 
   Bristol Bill met a girl named Catherine Davenport, who was an expert sneak-thief and pickpocket. Davenport also worked for Drury as a “koneyacker,” or a passer of counterfeit cash. Davenport informed Drury that the famous Bristol Bill was in New York City, and that he wanted to join their operation. When Bristol Bill first met Drury, he thought he looked familiar.
 
   “Were you ever a policeman in London?” Bristol Bill asked Drury.
 
   Drury admitted he had been.
 
   “I knew it!” Bristol Bill said. “You're the same hound that tracked me to Liverpool and had me pinched for 14 years.”
 
   Drury told Bristol Bill that he was caught stealing himself, and he had to leave London for New York City. Drury told Bristol Bill, “If you have any grudge against me, you must forget it. I can make you a fortune in this country.”
 
   Bristol Bill worked with Drury and his crew for a full four years, robbing banks, valuables, and jewelry, from various places as far away as New Orleans. He even traveled to Montreal, to steal a large quantity of silver plate from the home of the Governor-General of Canada.
 
   Bristol Bill's specialty was making his own burglary tools, and he was the best lock-picker in the entire United States. He once escaped from jail with a key he had made from silver oak. Another time, Bristol Bill opened his cell door with a key he had fashioned from a piece of stove pipe.
 
   Bristol Bill's biggest heist was the robbery of the barge “The Clinton.” After opening the ship's safe with a key he had made from a wax impression, Bristol Bill walked away with $32,000 in cash. He kept $10,000 for himself, and sold the rest of the money to Drury for $7,000, which Drury disposed of, little by little, from a bank he owned in upstate New York.
 
   By 1849, Bristol Bill had earned over $400,000 in America, which he spent mostly on his three “wives”: one living in Manhattan, one in Brooklyn, and one in New Jersey. The three women were fast friends, and they usually accompanied Bristol Bill on his out-of-town robberies; one posing as his wife and the other two as his sisters.
 
   Living the lush life, Bristol Bill thought it was finally time to exact his revenge on Drury. Bristol Bill knew that Drury had bombed the home of a lawyer with whom Drury had quarreled. Not needing Drury as a fence anymore, Bristol Bill, at the request of the New York Police Gazette, provided information to the police about Drury's involvement with the bombing. While Drury and his son, along with One-Eyed Thompson, were in jail awaiting arraignment, the police raided Drury's mansion in Astoria. They found counterfeit plates and thousands of dollars in counterfeit cash.
 
   For his help in nailing Drury, the New York City police gave Bristol Bill a pass. Knowing New York City was not safe for him any longer, Bristol Bill traveled to Vermont with his current squeeze, a former opera singer known only as “Gookin' Peg.” Bristol Bill was also accompanied by a counterfeiter named Christian Meadows and a London crook, English Jim.
 
   They leased a cottage in Groton, near the Canadian border, and got ready to engage in what they did best: robbing banks. In the spring of 1850, acting on information supplied by the New York Herald and the New York Police Gazette, the Vermont police raided the cottage. They found Bristol Bill's home-made burglary tools, a counterfeit machine, and freshly made bills. In addition, there were several diagrams of the banks Bristol Bill had planned to rob.
 
   Faced with insurmountable evidence, Bristol Bill and Meadows were arrested. English Jim was not at the cottage when the police arrived, and for some reason, “Gookin' Peg” was never charged. Bristol Bill and Meadows were sentenced to ten years at the Windsor State Prison. When Bristol Bill was released, he was almost 60 years old, and he disappeared from the American crime scene. Some said Bristol Bill went back to London. Others said, he died broke in America.
 
   While he was in prison, Bristol Bill confided to fellow inmates that the biggest mistake he had ever made was inventing an unpickable lock in his early locksmith days in London. This lock was subsequently sold widely in the United States.
 
   Bristol Bill said there were many times when he encountered his own invention on bank vaults and on the front doors of homes, which made his mission of breaking, entering, and stealing almost impossible.
 
    
 
    
 
   Capone -  Al “Scarface”
 
   Most people associate Al Capone with Chicago, but in fact, Al Capone was born and bred, and got his start in the mob in the borough of Brooklyn, New York.
 
   Alphonse Gabriel Capone was born the fourth of nine children, on January 17, 1899, on Navy Street, in the section of Brooklyn now known as DUMBO (Down Under the Manhattan Bridge Overpass). Capone stayed in school until the 6th grade, when in a fit of rage, he beat up one of his teachers. A resulting trip to the principal's office caused Capone to get beat up himself, and after licking his wounds, Capone left school for good.
 
   Capone hooked up with a street mob called “The James Street Gang,” which was an offshoot of the powerful Five Points Gang in Lower Manhattan. “The James Street Gang” was run by the rough and ruthless Johnny Torrio, who became the teenaged Capone's mentor for many years to come. 
 
   Torrio, along with his partner Frankie Yale, hired Capone to be their chief bouncer at their bar/brothel in Brooklyn. It was there that Capone got his nickname “Scarface,” after his cheek was slashed by a hoodlum named Frank Galluccio, in a bar fight over a girl, whom Capone had insulted (apparently, the girl was Galluccio's sister, and Capone had made a tasteless remark about her shapely figure). Capone later told the press he had gotten his scar fighting for the “Lost Battalion” in France, during World War I.  However, the truth was, Capone never served a day of military service in his entire life.
 
   In 1919, Torrio moved to Chicago to run the rackets of his uncle-through-marriage: Big Jim Colosimo. Capone was suspected of a few murders in Brooklyn, so in order to avoid the heat, Capone headed west to Chicago to aid Torrio in his takeover of the town. Their first order of business was to take out Colosimo, who was a hindrance to Torrio and Capone getting into the illegal booze business. Brooklyn pal Frankie Yale traveled to Chicago, and he took care of Colosimo, personally and permanently, with bullets.
 
   With Colosimo out of the way, the Torrio/Capone duo attempted to organize Chicago into separate but equal fiefdoms, each with protection and exclusivity in their own territories. Irish mobster Dion O'Banion, the head of Chicago's “North Side Gang,” told Torrio he wanted nothing to do with Torrio's proposal, signing his death warrant in the process. Again, Frankie Yale was called into action, and O'Banion was shot to death by Yale and two associates in O'Banion's florist shop, in November of 1924.
 
   After Torrio was seriously wounded in an assassination attempt by O'Banion's successor, Hymie Weiss, Torrio went into retirement at the age of 43, willing all his rackets to the 26-year-old Al Capone.
 
   Capone took Chicago by the throat, and he had over 1,000 experienced gunmen under his control. Even the Chicago police turned a blank eye to Capone's murderous activities.
 
   Capone once boasted, “I own Chicago, and I own the police.”
 
   Add aldermen, mayors, legislators, governors, newspapermen, and congressmen to the list of people on Capone's payroll. To deflect any possible heat from people not on his payroll, Capone widely limited his business endeavors to things that were popular with the people: booze, gambling, and prostitution.
 
   Capone once boasted to his adoring press, “I'm just an honest businessman who's giving the public what they want.”
 
   Capone was so popular with the common man, he was wildly cheered at Chicago Major League baseball games.
 
   Capone's downfall started on February 14, 1929, when he orchestrated the “Valentine's Day Massacre.”  While Capone was sunbathing in Miami, his shooters lined up seven men against a garage wall in Chicago. The killers machine-gunned the seven men to death, but they missed Capone's main intended target and owner of the garage: George “Bugs” Moran.
 
   All of a sudden, Capone was no longer the people's choice. Even the jaded citizens of Chicago were aghast at the savagery of the vicious murders. Despite the fact the government had no proof of Capone's involvement in the “Valentine's Day Massacre,” they plotted to put him in jail, any way they could.
 
   As a result, Capone was hit with 11 counts of income tax evasion, and in 1931, he was tried, convicted, and sentenced to 11 years in prison.
 
   In 1934, Capone was transferred to Alcatraz, a maximum security prison called “The Rock.” There, the effects of syphilis Capone had acquired in his brothel days in Brooklyn took control of his mind. Capone was diagnosed with dementia, and when he was released in November 1939, Al Capone was a broken man, given to outbursts of rage, over anything: from the government, to the Communists, to his old foe “Bugs” Moran.
 
   Capone spent his last years flowing in and out of lucidity, and on January, 21, 1947, he died of a heart attack at his home in Miami Beach, Fla.
 
    
 
   Civil War Draft Riots of 1863
 
   Never in the history of New York has there been a more brutal mass insurrection than the New York City Civil War Draft Riots of 1863.
 
   In March of 1863, the seeds were planted for these riots when President Abraham Lincoln issued a proclamation, called The Conscription Act (or Enrollment Act), stating he needed 300,000 more men to be drafted into the Northern Army, to beat back the Southern Rebels in the Civil War. This act required every male citizen, between the ages of 20 and 40, to be drafted into the war. Each man who joined the army was given a bounty of up to $500, as an enlistment bonus. The gravest inequity, however, was that for the sum of $300 a man could buy himself out of being drafted. The rich could afford the $300, but the poor could not, which led to the Civil War being called “A rich man's war and a poor man's fight.”
 
   New York City (only Manhattan at the time) had more than 800,000 citizens, of which more than half were foreign. Of that half, half again were poor Irish, who had no desire to fight in a war to end the slavery of Negroes, whom they despised. These poor, low-class Irish people had settled in the Five Points and in the Mulberry Bend areas in downtown Manhattan (the 6th Ward), and also in the 4th Ward near the East River. In these slums, gangs like the Plug Uglies, the Bowery Boys, the Roach Guards, and the Dead Rabbits, committed atrocious crimes. And this downtown area is where the draft rioters began their bloodthirsty march.
 
   President Lincoln had announced that Draft Day in New York City would commence on Saturday, July 11. On that day, with only minor disturbances throughout the city, 1,236 men were drafted into the war. When the draft ended that day, it was announced that the draft would bypass Sunday and continue again on Monday morning.
 
   However, the seeds of discontent grew during the rest of the weekend, spurred by an article in Saturday evening's Leslie's Illustrated, which stated, “It came like a thunderclap on the people, as men read their names in the fatal list, the feeling of indignation and resistance soon found vent in words, and a spirit of resistance spread fast and far. The number of poor men exceeded that of the rich, their number to draw from being that much greater, but this was viewed as proof of the dishonesty in the whole proceeding.”
 
   As Monday morning drew near, the poor slum-living Irish began planning how to voice their displeasure, and it wouldn't be pleasant. At 6 a.m. Monday, men and women started spilling out of the downtown slums, and they began their resolute march to the north. At every street corner, more discontents joined their forces, and the group became so huge it split into two groups. It was estimated that eventually 50,000 to 70,000 people took part in the four-day Draft Riots, and the New York City Metropolitan Police had only 3,000 men to combat the rioters.
 
   As the rioters moved north along Fifth and Sixth Avenues, they turned east and made a beeline toward the main draft office, at 46th Street and Third Avenue. Police Superintendent John A. Kennedy, realizing trouble was brewing, dispatched 60 police officers to guard the Third Avenue Draft Office, and another 69 to guard the draft office at Broadway and 29th Street.
 
   The rioters on Third Avenue were led by the volunteer firemen attached to Engine Company 33, known as The Black Joke. They consisted of members of the Plug Uglies street gang, who by now had stopped traffic completely and were pulling people out of their carts. Signs in the crowd were held saying “NO DRAFT!!”, when suddenly someone in the crowd shot a pistol up into the air, and the riots commenced.
 
   The mob threw bricks and stones at the draft office, breaking all the windows in the building. Then they surged forward, thousands of them, while 60 cops tried in vain to hold them back. The rioters stepped over the now-battered and unconscious policemen, and as draft officials jumped out the rear windows of the building, the mob set fire to the Third Avenue Draft Office.
 
   Meanwhile, Superintendent Kennedy had left Police Headquarters at 300 Mulberry Street, wearing civilian clothes as a disguise. He took a horse carriage to 46th Street and Lexington Avenue, but when he saw the smoke, he jumped out of the carriage and proceeded on foot.
 
   Kennedy was immediately recognized, and beaten to a bloody pulp, until he was unconscious. A Good Samaritan named John Egan saved Kennedy, when he announced to the mob that Kennedy was dead. Kennedy was covered with a gunny sack and put into a wagon, which drove him to Police Headquarters. When he was examined by doctors, Kennedy was found to have 72 bruises on his body and over two dozen cuts.
 
   The rioters then attacked the Colored Orphans Asylum, on Fifth Avenue and 46th Street. As the rioters stormed the building, 50 matrons and attendants snuck 200 Negro children out a secret back exit. The mob rushed in, stole blankets, toys, and bedding, and then set fire to the building. One young Negro girl, who was accidentally left behind, was found hiding under a bed. She was dragged out and savagely beaten to death.
 
   All throughout the streets of New York City, angry Irish mobs chased Negroes, whom they blamed for the drafts in the first place. The Negroes who were caught, were beaten to death and sometimes hanged. As their bodies hung from trees and rafters, mad Irish woman, glee in their eyes, stabbed the dead Negroes' bodies, while they danced under lit torches, and sang obscene songs.
 
   Finally, Mayor George Updyke wired the War Department in Washington D.C. for help. During the next three days of unspeakable mayhem, hundreds of buildings were burned down, innumerable business looted, and Negroes were killed for no other reason than for the color of their skin. When the order was given, the United States Militia, armed, trained, and 10,000 strong, stormed New York City to quell the riots.
 
   On Tuesday, July 14, New York Governor Horatio Seymour stood on the steps of City Hall, and said to the assembled crowd “I have received a dispatch from Washington that the draft is now suspended.”
 
   Governor Seymour was booed and jeered, and the riots continued for two more days.
 
   It is impossible to estimate how many people were killed in the four-day riots. The New York Post reported that, under the blanket of darkness, the bodies of dead rioters were shipped across the East River, and quietly buried in Brooklyn. Police Superintendent Kennedy put the total dead at 1,155, but that did not include those buried secretly at night. Of the tens of thousands of rioters involved, and despite the brutal murders of scores of Negroes, only 19 people were tried and convicted of any crimes. The average prison sentence was a mere five years.
 
   Diarist George Templeton Strong summed up the disgrace of the 1863 New York City Civil War Draft Riots, when he wrote “This is a nice town to call itself a center of civilization.”
 
    
 
   Cole - Vincent “Mad Dog” 
 
   He was known throughout the underworld as the “Mad Mick,” but when he gunned down five children in Harlem, Vincent Cole forever became known as “Mad Dog” Cole.
 
   Vincent Cole was born on July 20, 1908, in Gweedore, a small town in County Donegal, Ireland. When he was an infant, Cole's parents relocated to America; settling in a cold-water flat in the Bronx. After five of his siblings died, from either accidents or disease, his father left the family, never to be seen again. 
 
   Cole's mother died from pneumonia when he was seven, and Cole and his older brother Peter were taken by the state of New York and put in the Mount Loretto Orphanage, in Staten Island. The Cole brothers stood at the orphanage for three years, both being beaten repeatedly for insubordination. Finally, the Cole Brothers escaped, and insinuated themselves into New York's Hell's Kitchen, where they became members of the notorious street gang called The Gophers.
 
   Soon, the Cole Brothers were working as go-fers for the infamous bootlegger Dutch Schultz.  They were paid a hundred bucks a week to do Schultz's dirty work, which included a few killings when requested. Finally, fed up with Schultz's known cheapness as far as paying his crew, Cole approached Schultz, and demanded he become a full partner. 
 
   “I ain't your nigger shoeshine boy,” Cole told Schultz. “I'll show you a thing or two.”
 
   Cole started up a small gang, which included his brother Peter, and his girlfriend and future wife, Lottie Kreisberger, who did little more than keep Cole company. Cole's first move on Schultz was a brazen daytime robbery of Schultz's Sheffield Dairy in the Bronx. Schultz was so angry at Cole's treachery, he thundered into the 42nd Precinct, and announced to a room full of cops, “I'll buy a house in Westchester for anyone in here who can kill that Mick (Cole).”
 
   Cole then tried to lure Schultz's gang members into Cole's gang. Through an old school acquaintance named Mary Smith, the Cole brothers set up a meeting with one of Schultz's top boys, Vincent Barelli. At that meeting in a Bronx apartment, when Barelli rebuffed their advances, the Cole Brothers calmly shot him to death. Mary Smith, horrified at what she had just seen and unwittingly set up, tried to escape from the apartment. Cole chased her down, and shot her in the head, killing her in the middle of the street.
 
   A few days later, members of Schultz's gang machine-gunned Peter Cole as he was driving in Harlem. The death of Peter Cole precipitated a large-scale war between Vincent Cole and Schultz, which resulted in at least 20 more killings.
 
   Needing fast cash, Cole accepted an assignment from Italian Mob boss Salvatore Maranzano, to kill Lucky Luciano in Maranzano's midtown office. Maranzano paid Cole $25,000 up front, with another $25,000 due upon completion of his task.
 
   Cole was in the lobby of Maranzano's office building, with a machine gun hidden under his coat and waiting for the elevator, when three men rushed out of the stairwell and plowed right into Cole. Knowing who Cole was, the men told Cole they had just killed Maranzano and for Cole to beat it before the cops arrived. Cole smiled, did an about-face, and he exited the building, whistling a happy tune, knowing he had just pocketed twenty-five grand for doing absolutely nothing.
 
   To further inflate his bank account, Cole started kidnapping top aides of big-time gang leaders like Owney “The Killer” Madden, an Irishman himself. Madden paid Cole $35,000 for the return of his partner Big Frenchy DeMange, who was co-owner with Madden, in the Cotton Club in Harlem. Cole then kidnapped Madden's front man at the Stork Club, the very popular Sherman Billingsley. Again Madden paid the ransom, and Billingsley was soon back at the Stork Club, still in fine health.
 
   Next on Cole's hit list was Joey Rao, Schultz's top numbers man in Harlem. Rao and a bunch of his boys were standing in front of their Helmar Social Club on East 107th Street, divvying out pennies to neighborhood kids, when Cole and his gang came barreling around the corner in a touring car. Cole let go with several blasts from a machine gun, missing Rao and his men completely, but instead striking five children. Little five-year old Michael Vengali took several bullets in the stomach, and he died before he could be rushed to the hospital.
 
   Incensed at the killing of a child, the New York City newspapers ran frightening headlines about the “Baby Killer.” They dubbed Cole -- Vincent “Mad Dog” Cole. And like any “mad dog,” the public, and the underworld, demanded that Cole be put down. New York City Mayor James Walker offered a $10,000 reward for anyone who provided information that led to Cole's arrest. Madden and Schultz upped the ante, each offering $25,000 to any mug who could put the “Mad Dog” down with bullets.
 
   Cole hid out in various parts of the Northeast, before finally returning to New York City with Lottie. They were holed up in the Cornish Arms Hotel on West 23rd Street, when the cops, acting on a tip, barged in and arrested Cole. Cole's trial was expected to be a slam-dunk for the prosecution, but the brilliant legal tactics of Cole's lawyer, Samuel Liebowitz, got Cole off the hook.
 
   After his trial, Cole held court with the press outside the Criminal Courts Building. 
 
   He told the reporters, “I've been charged with all kinds of crimes, but baby-killing was the limit. I'd like nothing better than to lay my hands on the man who did this.”
 
   Cole was back on the streets, but still a marked man by the mob. He married Lottie at City Hall, but they were constantly on the run, moving quickly from hideout to hideout.
 
   On February 1, 1932, four men busted into a home in the north Bronx, guns blazing. They shot a table full of people playing cards. Two Cole gang members were killed (Fiorio Basile and Patsy Del Greco), and another one wounded. Also killed was Mrs. Emily Torrizello, who just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. Another unidentified woman was wounded. Miraculously, two babies lying in their cribs were found unharmed. Luckily for Cole, he showed up at the house a half hour later, just as the police arrived.
 
   As a result, Cole went on the run again. After hiding separately for a while, Cole wound up back with Lottie at the Cornish Arms Hotel. Cole decided this was a good time to start kidnapping again, but this time with a twist. Cole phoned Madden, and told him he wanted $100,000, not to kidnap Madden.
 
   “Imagine how the Dagos and Kikes is gonna feel when they have to shell out a hundred grand to save your sorry ass,” Cole told Madden. “Pay me now, up front, and I'll save you the trouble.”
 
   Madden said he needed some time to think it over.
 
   On March 8, 1932, Madden phoned Cole, and told Cole to call him from the phone booth at the drug store across the street from his hotel. At 12:30 am, Cole strode into the New London Pharmacy on West 23rd Street, and he headed for the phone booth in the back. While he was talking to Madden on the phone, a man with a machine gun hidden under his coat, calmly walked to the back of the drug store and opened fire. The gunman riddled Cole's body with 15 bullets.
 
   Hearing the commotion, Lottie arrived a few minutes later, to see her husband's dead tattered body. Lottie Cole refused to speak with the police, but she cried to someone standing nearby, that their life savings, at the time, was a measly hundred dollar bill, she had stuffed inside her bra.
 
   This proved, without a shadow of a doubt, that Vincent “Mad Dog” Cole, despite his dreadful bite, had died doggone broke.
 
    
 
   Crowley - Francis “Two Gun” 
 
   They called him a “Half-Pint Moron,” and “The Puny Killer.” Yet for a short three-month span in 1931, Francis “Two Gun” Crowley was the most dangerous man in New York City.
 
   Crowley was born in New York City, on October 13, 1912. His German mother was not married, and as soon as little Francis saw his first light of day his mother gave him up for adoption. It was rumored Crowley's father was a cop, which explained his hatred for anyone in a blue uniform. Crowley was brought up by a woman named Anna Crowley, and he took her name, calling her his only mother.
 
   By the time Crowley was 18, despite the fact that he stood only 5-foot-3 inches and weighed 130 pounds, he was already a full-blown criminal and a murderer. Crowley teamed up with the hulking Rudolph “Fats” Duringer (who was said to be the largest man ever to sit in Sing Sing's electric chair). Soon, the Mutt and Jeff crime team soon started terrorizing New York City.
 
   On February 21, 1931, Crowley, Fats, and another unidentified male, burst into an America Legion Dance Hall in the Bronx. They were uninvited, and when a slew of Legionnaires tried to toss them out, Crowley began firing with two guns, which gave him his nickname “Two Gun” Crowley. No one was killed, but two men were injured, and Crowley was now hunted by the police for attempted murder. Crowley was cornered in an office building on Lexington Avenue, but he shot his way out of the arrest, plugging Detective Ferdinand Schaedel in the process.
 
   Crowley continued his crazed crime spree in rapid fashion. First, Crowley and his crew robbed a bank in New Rochelle. Then they staged a home invasion of the West 90th Street apartment of rich real estate investor Rudolph Adler. Crowley shot the feisty Adler five times, and just as he was ready to fire the final bullet into Adler's skull, Adler's dog Trixie went into attack mode and chased Crowley and his crew from the apartment.
 
   Some tough guys.
 
   In Crowley's first involvement in a murder, he wasn't even the shooter. 
 
   On April 27, 1931, Crowley was driving a stolen car, with his pal Fats in the back seat. Fats was busy trying to make the moves on a dance hall girl, Virginia Brannen, who had just come along for the ride. Brannen told Fats, in no uncertain terms, to keep his chubby hands to himself. This did not please the hulking gangster too much, so Fats shot Brannen dead. Crowley and Fats discarded Brannen's body outside the St. Joseph Cemetery in Yonkers.
 
   After finding Brannen, the New York City and the Yonkers police departments, put out an all-points bulletin for the fat and skinny psychopaths. On April 29, a passing police car spotted Crowley as was driving a green Chrysler on 138th Street in the Bronx. The cops sped in hot pursuit after Crowley, firing shot after shot at the speeding Chrysler. Crowley returned fire, and somehow he managed to escape. The next day, the police found Crowley's abandoned car, riddled with bullets and smeared with blood.
 
   The manhunt for Crowley continued.
 
   On May 6, Crowley was smooching in a car with his 16-year old girlfriend Helen Walsh, in a secluded spot on Morris Lane in North Merrick, Long Island. Patrolmen Frederick Hirsch and Peter Yodice approached the car, and they asked for Crowley's identification. Instead of drawing his wallet, Crowley pulled out a pistol, firing. He shot Hirsch to death and wounded Yodice, before he fled the scene.
 
   Now branded a cop-killer, the daily newspapers brought Crowley instant fame. The New York Daily News wrote: “Francis Crowley, who glories in the nickname 'Two Gun Frank,' and is described by the police as the most dangerous criminal at-large, was hunted throughout the city last night.”
 
   On May 7th, the police traced Crowley to a top-floor apartment on West 90th Street. Crowley was holed up there with Fats and Helen Walsh, and what transpired next will forever be known as “The Siege on West 90th Street”: the most fierce gun battle in New York City's history.
 
   First, two detectives tried to enter the apartment to arrest Crowley and his crew peacefully. But Crowley would have none of that. Crowley screamed through the door, firing lead, “Come and get me coppers!”
 
   The detectives retreated down to the street, where they were joined by an estimated 100 police officers rushed in from all parts of the city. Crowley yelled down at the assembled cops, “I'm up here! Come and get me!”
 
   Over the course of the next several hours, and while an estimated 15,000 onlookers gawked from the streets and open tenement windows, more than 700 bullets were fired into Crowley's apartment. Crowley had an arsenal himself, and he brazenly returned fire. Safely under the bed, Helen Walsh and Fats reloaded Crowley's guns for him.
 
   At one point, the police cut a hole in the roof, and they dropped gas canisters into Crowley's apartment. Crowley calmly picked up the smoking canisters and threw them out the window, overcoming several police officers below. Finally, a dozen cops broke down Crowley's door, and with four slugs in Crowley's body, the police were finally able to subdue him. Fats and Helen gave up without a whimper.
 
   The newspapers had a field day with this one. Crowley was described as “A Mad Irish Gunman” (even though he was actually German), with “the face of an altar boy.” Crowley and Fats were convicted of the murder of Virginia Brannen and Crowley of the murder of patrolmen Frederick Hirsch. They were both sentenced to die in the Sing Sing electric chair.
 
   In jail, Crowley kept up his tough-guy act. He made a club from a wrapped-up newspaper and some wire from under his bed. Then he tried to fight his way out of prison, by cracking a guard over the head with his handmade club. His escape attempt having failed, Crowley set fire to his cell. And when that didn't work, he took off all his clothes and stuffed them into his toilet, flooding his cell. For these disturbances, Warden Lewis E. Lawes forced Crowley to sit naked in his cell for several days until the young maniac quieted down.
 
   During his last days on earth, Crowley mellowed a bit. A bird flew into his cell, and he nurtured it. Crowley also began drawing pictures, a skill for which he had more than a little talent.
 
   On December 10, 1931, Fats got the juice first. After Fats and Crowley hugged a last goodbye, and Fats started his last lonely trek down the hall to the chair, Crowley told a guard, “There goes a great guy, a square-shooter, and my pal.”
 
   Crowley was not so charitable to Helen, whom he refused to see, even though she visited the prison almost every day. 
 
   “She's out!” he told the newspapers, “She's going around with a cop! I won't even look at her!”
 
   On January 21, 1932, Crowley followed the same path to the electric chair which his old pal Fats had traveled. After the black leather mask was pulled over his face, Crowley's last words were, “Send my love to my mother.”
 
   The lever was thrown, and Francis “Two Gun” Crowley was executed at the tender age of 19.
 
    
 
   Daybreak Boys
 
   When the Daybreak Boys formed their treacherous little gang in the late 1840's, there were said to be three dozen members, none of whom was over the age of 20. Some of the Daybreak Boys were as young as 10 years old. However, lack of age never meant a paucity of violence.
 
   The Daybreak Boys' first leaders were Nicholas Saul and William Howlett, who were 16 and 15 years-old, respectively, when they took control of the gang. Other noted members were murderers like Slobbery Jim, Sow Madden, Cow-legged Sam McCarthy, and Patsy the Barber. 
 
   It was rumored that every member of the gang had committed at least one murder and scores of robberies before they reached the age of 16. The police said The Daybreak Boys not only murdered in the course of a robbery, but also for the sheer ecstasy of doing so, even if there was no hope of cashing in on a score. The police estimated in the three years that Saul and Howlett were their leaders, the Daybreak Boys robbed over $100,000, and killed as many as 40 people.
 
   The Daybreak Boys' base of operations was the Slaughter House Point, owned by Pete Williams, located at the intersection of James and Water Streets. On August 25, 1852, a passing policeman looked in at the Slaughter House Point, and he saw Saul and Howlett huddled in a corner with low-level gang member Bill Johnson, who was half-sloshed. The policeman suspected the three men were up to no good, and he decided to drop by later. When he did, the three men were gone.
 
   In the darkness, Saul, Howlett, and Johnson had taken a row boat, and navigated the East River to a ship named the William Watson, intent on stealing valuables they had heard were on board. The three men were met by the night watchman, Charles Baxter, and they shot Baxter dead on the spot. Thinking the gunshot would attract attention, the three men jumped ship from the William Watson, empty-handed, and they rowed back to shore.
 
   The policeman, who had spotted the three men earlier, saw the rowboat dock, and he watched as Saul and Howlett dragged Johnson, who was now totally drunk, from the boat and carry him into the Slaughter House Point. Soon after, the body of the night watchman on the William Watson was found, and a group of 20 policemen, armed to the hilt, bum-rushed the Slaughter House Point.
 
   After a long and bloody battle, in which a score of  Daybreak Boys tried to thwart the capture of their three cronies, Saul, Howlett, and Johnson were finally arrested. After a short trial, Johnson was sentenced to life imprisonment, but Saul and Howlett were smacked with the death sentence. On January 28, 1853, Saul and Howlett were hanged to death in the courtyard of the Tombs Prison. Saul was barely 20 years old and Howlett was one year younger.
 
   After the deaths of Saul and Howlett, Slobbery Jim assumed the leadership of the Daybreak Boys. However, Jim soon had to take it on the lam, after he whacked his old pal Patsy the Barber.
 
   In 1857, The Daybreak Boys continued their decline. The Slaughter House Point, which had been the base of their operations for a decade, closed its doors (with a little prompting from the New York City Police Department). In 1858, more than a dozen gang members were killed in shootouts with the police and with the newly created Harbor Patrol. Scores of other Daybreak Boys were arrested and sent to jail.
 
   By 1859, the Daybreak Boys basically ceased to exist, when its remaining members took up with other gangs in the Bowery and in the other Five Points areas.
 
    
 
   Dead Rabbits – Irish Street Gang
 
   The Dead Rabbits Irish Street gang was as vicious as any gang in the history of New York City. In the mid 1800's, the Dead Rabbits prowled the squalid area of Lower Manhattan called the Five Points. If a member of any other gang dared to set foot in the Dead Rabbits' territory, bad things happened to them fast.
 
   There is some dispute as to how the Dead Rabbits got their name. One version is that the word "Rabbit" sounds like Irish word “ráibéad,” meaning a "man to be feared." "Dead" was an 1800's slang word that meant "very.” So a “Dead Rabbit” was a “man to be very feared.”
 
   Another version is that the Dead Rabbits were an offshoot of an older gang called the “Roach Guards.” Two factions within the Roach Guards constantly quarreled, and during a fistfight at an especially violent gang meeting, someone threw a dead rabbit into the room. When the fighting subsided, one group took the name “Dead Rabbits,” while the other kept the name “Roach Guards.” Predating the present street gangs, the Crips and the Bloods, by more than 125 years, to mark which gang a man belonged to, a Dead Rabbit wore a blue stripe on his pants, while a Roach Guard wore a red stripe on his pants.
 
   Besides the Roach Guards, the Dead Rabbits' archenemy was the Bowery Boys. On July 4 1857, the Dead Rabbits and the Bowery Boys squared off at the corner of Bayard and the Bowery. The incident started when an embattled policeman, being chased out of the Five Points by a group of Dead Rabbits, ran for safety into a Bowery Boys’ saloon. The Dead Rabbits followed the policeman into the dive, and they were beaten back by an angry group of Bowery Boys.
 
   Taking offense at their turf being invaded, a large group of Bowery Boys marched into the Five Points area, looking for trouble. They were cut off by a battalion of the Dead Rabbits, and a two-day war started, with as many as a thousand combatants fighting with hatchets, knives, stones, and even guns. The police sent in reinforcements, but they were beaten back by both gangs, and told, in no uncertain terms, to mind their own business. The war swayed back and forth into both territories, with Canal Street being the boundary line.
 
   By the end of the second day, the two gangs were near exhaustion, and the Seventh Regiment of the National Guard was called in by New York City Mayor Fernando Wood. The National Guard, joined by the New York City Police, busted into what was left of the skirmish, and they started cracking the heads of the weary warriors. When the dust settled, eight gang members were dead and hundreds more were injured.
 
   This did not end the animosity between the Bowery Boys and Dead Rabbits. In August 1858, on the corner of Worth and Centre Street, a small group of Bowery Boys were pummeled by a larger group of Dead Rabbits. As the Bowery Boys ran off licking their wounds, two unsuspecting men exited a house at 66 Centre Street, and they walked right into the path of the angry Dead Rabbits. Thinking these two men were Bowery Boys coming back for more, the Dead Rabbits descended upon them with a vengeance. One man was able to escape, but Cornelius Rady was not so lucky. Rady was hit in the back of the head with a rock from a slingshot, and he died soon afterwards. Dead Rabbit Patrick Gilligan was arrested for Rady's murder, but it is not clear if he was ever convicted.
 
   The Civil War started two years later, and many of the gang members were drafted, against their wills, into the war and sent to faraway places, mostly in the South. When the war ended, the Dead Rabbits were either dead themselves, or in no physical condition to continue tormenting the streets of Lower Manhattan.
 
   However, in New York City, the creature that it was, and in some cases still is, other street gangs soon followed to take the ignominious place of the Dead Rabbits.
 
    
 
   Diamond, Jack “Legs”
 
   Jack “Legs” Diamond was shot and injured so many times he was dubbed “The Gangster Who Couldn't be Killed.”
 
   Diamond was born on July 10 1897, of parents from Kilrush, County Clare, in Ireland. Diamond spent the early years of his life in Philadelphia. When Diamond was 13, his mother died from a viral infection. Soon, Diamond, and his younger brother Eddie, fell in with a group of toughs called “The Boiler Gang.”
 
   Diamond was arrested more than a dozen times, for assorted robberies and mayhem, and after spending a few months in a juvenile reformatory, Diamond was drafted into the army. Army life did not suit Diamond too well. He served less than a year, then he decided to go AWOL. Diamond was soon captured and sentenced to three-to-five years in the Federal Penitentiary in Fort Leavenworth, Kansas.
 
   Diamond was released from prison in 1921, and he decided that New York City was the place he could make his fortune. Diamond and his brother Eddie relocated to Manhattan's Lower East Side, where they fell in with an up-and-coming gangster named Lucky Luciano. Diamond did various odd jobs for Luciano, including a little bootlegging, in conjunction with Brooklyn thug Vannie Higgins. Diamond's marriage to Florence Williams lasted only a few months (he was never home). However, Diamond's luck changed when Luciano introduced Diamond to Arnold “The Brain” Rothstein, a notorious gambler and known financial wizard. This was the break Diamond was waiting for, and he made the most of it.
 
   After starting out as a bodyguard for Rothstein, Rothstein brought Diamond in as a partner in his lucrative heroin business. When his pockets were full with enough cash and his need for Rothstein diminished, Diamond, in concert with his brother Eddie, decided to branch out on their own.
 
   The Diamond Brothers figured they could make a bundle, hijacking the bootlegging trucks of other mobsters, including those of Owney Madden and Big Bill Dwyer. This was not a very good idea, since Madden and Dwyer were part of a bigger syndicate of criminals that included Luciano, Dutch Schultz, and Meyer Lansky. In no time, Diamond was persona-non-grata in the gangster world and free pickings for anyone who wanted to get rid of him.
 
   In October 1924, Diamond was driving a Dodge sedan up Fifth Avenue, when at 100th Street a black limo pulled up alongside him. A shotgun was fired at Diamond from the back window of the limo, but Diamond was too quick to be killed. He ducked down and hit the accelerator, without looking where he was going.
 
   Miraculously, Diamond was able to escape his shooters and drive himself to the nearby Mount Sinai Hospital. The doctors removed pellets in his head, face, and feet, and when the cops arrived to question him, Diamond dummied up.
 
   “I dunno a thing about it,” Diamond told the fuzz. “Why would anyone want to shoot me? They must of got the wrong guy.”
 
   Soon, Diamond became friends with a gangster not looking to kill him. His name was “Little Augie” Orgen. Orgen installed Diamond as his chief bodyguard. In return, Orgen gave Diamond a nice share of his bootlegging and narcotics businesses. This friendship went just fine, until October 15, 1927, when Louis “Lepke” Buchalter and Gurrah Shapiro gunned down Orgen on the corner of Norfolk and Delancey Street, with Diamond supposedly standing guard over Orgen.
 
   Diamond was shot in the arms and legs (probably by accident), necessitating another trip to the hospital. Upon his release, Diamond made nice with Lepke and Shapiro, and as a result, the two killers gave Diamond Orgen's bootlegging and narcotics businesses as a reward for being stupid enough to get in the way of bullets meant for Orgen.
 
   Now, Diamond was on top of the world. He had plenty of cash to throw around, and he became a mainstay in all of New York City's top nightclubs, usually with showgirl Kiki Roberts on his arm (despite the fact he was still married to his second wife Alice Kenny). Diamond was seen regularly at the Cotton Club, El Fay, and the Stork Club, and his picture was frequently in the newspapers, which portrayed Diamond not as a gangster, but as a handsome man-about-town.
 
   Soon, Diamond was part owner of the Hotsy Totsy Club, located on Broadway between 54th and 55th Street, with Hymie Cohen as his fronting partner. The Hotsy Totsy Club had a back room where Diamond frequently settled business disputes, usually by shooting his adversaries to death, then carrying them out as if they were drunk.
 
   Diamond's downfall started on July 13, 1929, when three unruly dockworkers got loaded and started a ruckus at the Hotsy Totsy Club's bar. Diamond jumped in, with his gang member Charles Entratta, to stop Diamond's manager from being throttled.
 
   “I'm Jack Diamond and I run this place,” Diamond told the dock workers. “If you don't calm down, I'll blow your (expletive) heads off.”
 
   The talking didn't work and soon the shooting started. When the smoke cleared, two dockworkers were dead and the third one was injured. As a result, Diamond and Entratta took it on the lam.
 
   While they were in hiding, Diamond decided that before he could go back to doing what he was doing before, the bartender and three witnesses had to be killed. And soon they were, Cohen turned up dead, too, and the hat check girl, the cashier, and one waiter disappeared from the face of the earth.
 
   Diamond and Entratta, with everyone out of the way who could possibly harm them, calmly turned themselves into the police and said, “I heard we were wanted for questioning.”
 
   No charges were ever brought against Diamond and Entratta for the Hotsy Totsy Club murders, but Diamond realized New York City was no longer safe for him. As a result, Diamond closed the Hotsy Totsy Club, and he relocated to Greene County in upstate New York.
 
   From upstate New York, Diamond ran a little bootlegging operation. However, after a few months of impatience, Diamond sent word back to gangsters in New York City, namely Dutch Schultz and Owney Madden (who had scooped up Diamond's rackets in his absence), that he was coming back to take back what was rightfully his. This put a target in the middle of Diamond's back, and he soon became known as the “clay pigeon of the underworld.”
 
   Diamond was sitting at the bar of the Aratoga Inn, near Arca, New York, when three men, dressed as duck hunters, barreled into the bar and filled Diamond with lead. The doctors gave him little chance for survival, but four weeks later, Diamond walked out of the hospital and told the press, “Well, I made it again. Nobody can kill Jack 'Legs' Diamond.”
 
   A few months later, as Diamond was leaving an upstate roadside inn, he was shot four times: in the back, leg, lung, and liver. Yet again, Diamond beat the odds the doctors gave him, and he survived.
 
   In December 1931, Diamond was not so lucky, when after a night of heavy drinking at the Kenmore Hotel in Albany, Diamond staggered back drunk to his nearby boarding room and fell asleep. The landlady said afterwards, that she heard Diamond pleading for his life, then she heard three shots. Apparently two gunmen had burst into Diamond's room, and while one held him by his two ears, the other put three slugs into his brain.
 
   The killers escaped in a red Packard, putting an end to the myth that Jack “Legs” Diamond was the “gangster who couldn't be killed.”
 
    
 
   Eastman, Monk
 
   Monk Eastman was born Edward Osterman, in 1875, in the Williamsburg section of Brooklyn.  Edward's father owned a restaurant, and to keep the young Osterman busy, his father bought him a pet shop. Osterman's business venture failed, reportedly because he kept fighting with customers who wanted to purchase pets he became especially fond of. Out of business, young Osterman relocated to lower Manhattan, and to make money, he dived headfirst into a life of crime. He operated under several aliases, before finally settling on the last name of Eastman.
 
   The short and stocky Eastman was nicknamed “Monk,” because he resembled a monkey stalking the streets. He had an unkempt appearance, and his pumpkin-sized head and frazzled hair were covered by a derby two sizes too small. Eastman became known as a feared brawler, and he was the bouncer at one of the roughest nightclubs on the Lower East Side, the New Irving Social Club on the Bowery. 
 
   While he patrolled the club keeping the peace, Eastman carried a four-foot stick, which he used to crack the heads of any patron who was not behaving properly. In just a few short months, Eastman had whacked the heads of 49 near-do-wells, and not liking crooked numbers, he conked the skull of an innocent man just to make it an even 50. Eastman sent so many people to Bellevue Hospital, the hospital staff jokingly called their emergency room, “The Eastman Pavilion.”
 
   Yet Eastman apparently had a soft spot for women. If anyone of the female persuasion needed to be reckoned with, he reportedly dropped his stick, took off his brass knuckles, and hit the woman just hard enough to give her a black eye. No hospital visit was necessary for the lucky young lady.
 
   Eastman also was a willing killer; for hire, or for just plain fun, especially when he was drunk, which was often. Eastman believed in “Dead Man's Eyes,” which is the concept that when a person dies, the last thing that person he sees is permanently imprinted on the retina of their eyes. When Eastman killed someone, he truly believed he was leaving proof on the victim's eyes that he was the killer. So Eastman, being the cautious bloke that he was, after he shot someone dead, not to leave any incriminating evidence, he shot out his victim's eyes out, too.
 
   Eastman assembled a rough and tumble gang that reportedly numbered close to 2,000, mostly Jewish men. Eastman curried favor with politicians by doing them “little favors,” like patrolling polling places during elections, to make sure each voter cast their vote for the proper man. The politicians returned the favor by springing Eastman out of jail, whenever an ambitious policeman decided to do something foolish, like actually arresting Eastman for one of his many crimes. However, Eastman was so out-of-control with his thievery, thuggery, and killings, he soon ran out of political favors.
 
   In 1904, Eastman was finally sent to prison for robbing and beating a man uptown. He was sentenced to 10 years at Sing Sing Prison, but he was released after serving only five.
 
   When Eastman got back to his old hunting grounds, he discovered his gang had been dismantled, and his former men were now working for other scattered ringleaders. Eastman was reduced to performing petty crimes in the streets for a while, until he had the bright idea of joining the army. Eastman wound up serving in World War I, in France, with the 106th Infantry Regiment of the 27th Infantry Division. Eastman was honorably discharged in 1919, and he immediately went back to the streets of the Lower East Side, causing his usual mayhem.
 
   Eastman soon became involved with a crooked Prohibition agent named Jerry Bohan. On the night of December 26, 1920, the two men got into a drunken argument, and Bohan, knowing full well about Eastman's reputation for killing easy, shot Eastman dead, in front of 62 East 14th Street.
 
    
 
   Fein, Benjamin “Dopey”
 
   Benjamin “Dopey” Fein was born on the Lower East Side of Manhattan in 1889. He was nicknamed “Dopey” because an eye condition made his eyelids droop, and he seemed either to be falling asleep, or under the influence of a narcotic: in the street vernacular, “dope.”
 
   Fein dropped out of school at an early age, and he became involved is various street crimes, like pickpocketing and petty robberies. Fein enlisted groups of youngsters, particularly from the school he dropped out of (PS 20 on Essex Street), and soon he had scores of preteen criminals terrorizing the streets of the Lower East Side.
 
   In 1905, Fein's luck turned sour, when he was arrested for assault and robbery, and sent upstate to the Elmira State Penitentiary, where he cooled his heels for three years. Fein was released and arrested twice more, before he finally hit the streets in 1910 and joined “Big” Jack Zelig's notorious gang.
 
   After Zelig was murdered in 1912, Fein embarked on an upwardly horizontal career move. Fein started working for the bosses of several labor unions, especially the Garment Workers Union (GWU). Fein and his men became “schlammers,” which meant they broke the heads of any union members who did not toe the line the union bigwigs had laid out for them.
 
   After the Triangle Shirtwaist Factory Fire in 1911 (which killed 146 people, 123 of them women), Fein became involved with the ILGWU: the International Ladies Garment Workers Union. Fein had a reputation of making sure the woman in his union got paid the exact same salary for their work as did the men in the GWU, which was contrary to the common practice at the time.
 
   Being on the ladies' side was a Machiavellian maneuver, which allowed Fein to use these ILGWU women as “toters,” or carriers of concealed weapons, to which Fein and his gang had ready access whenever needed. Fein's female accomplices hid guns, knives, and brass knuckles, in mufflers, or in their hair puffed up high on their heads, in a unique hairdo called the “Mikado Tuck-up.”
 
   Fein's main foe at the time was Jack Sirroco. Sirroco was also heavily involved in the labor movement; not with the unions, but rather with the manufacturers, which put him at cross purposes with Fein. Fein and Sirroco's gangs fought numerous battles, especially when both sides showed up representing opposing parties at a labor strike.
 
   In January 1914, Fein and his gang ambushed Sirroco's gang at a party at Arlington Hall, on St. Mark's Place. Only one person was killed, and it turned out to be an innocent bystander named Fredrick Strauss, who just happened to be a County Clerk officer. This put another nail in Fein's quickly closing coffin.
 
   The final nail was inserted in the fall of 1914, when Fein threatened to kill B. Zalamanowitz, an official from the butchers union, who refused to pay Fein $600 to protect his striking butchers.  Zalamanowitz, knowing Fein's murderous reputation, ran frightened to the police. On Fein's next meeting with Zalamanowitz, hidden cops watched as Fein repeated his intentions to harm Zalamanowitz if he did not pay up right away. The police arrested Fein on the spot; on first-degree extortion charges.
 
   After a few days in the slammer, Fein, realizing his union influence was on the wane, decided to become a canary for the cops. Unknown to his associates in the labor unions, Fein had kept meticulous records on all his “labor transactions.” He had written down everything, including who was involved in what, when, where, and how. This led to the arrest and convictions of dozens of people, including high-ranking officials of the Garment Workers Union and the International Ladies Garment Workers Union.
 
   Fein was set free, but because he was considered a rat, he lost all of his union partners-in-crime, and any political influence he may have had. Fein was reduced to committing petty crimes in the streets, until he was arrested in 1931 for throwing acid in the face of a competitor: Mortimer Kahn. That set Fein up in Sing Sing Prison for a few more years.
 
   In 1941, Fein was arrested again for stealing over $250,000 worth of clothing and fabric from the Garment Center. Fein was tried, convicted, and sentenced to life imprisonment. However, Fein, for some unknown reason, had his sentence reduced to 10-20 years.
 
   When Fein was released from prison for the last time, he went right back into the garment industry, but this time as a legitimate tailor, a skill he had learned from his father. Fein moved from the Lower East Side of Manhattan to Brooklyn, where he married and raised a family.
 
   Fein, unlike most of his contemporaries, who were either killed in the streets or fried in the electric chair, died of cancer and emphysema in 1962.
 
    
 
   Forty Thieves
 
   Based on “Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves,” the Forty Thieves were considered to be the first organized street gang in New York City.
 
   In 1825, the Forty Thieves originated at a produce store located on Centre Street, just south of Anthony (now Worth Street), in an area called The Five Points. The proprietor of the store was Rosanna Peers, who sold rotted vegetables out front and ran an illegal speakeasy in the back, where she sold rotgut liquor at prices much cheaper than licensed establishments. Soon, the joint became a haven for pickpockets, murderers, robbers, and thieves, and a dour gentleman named Edward Coleman rose as their leader.
 
   Coleman gave out strict assignments to his men, with quotas on which and how many crimes he expected each man to commit. If after a period of time, a man did not meet his quota, he would be banished from the gang and sometimes even killed, as a message to others about the importance of meeting quotas.
 
   Coleman's downfall was precipitated by one of the gang's few legal ventures: the Hot Corn Girls. 
 
   Coleman would send out scores of pretty young girls onto the streets, carrying baskets filled with hot roasted ears of corn. The Hot Corn Girl, dressed in spotted calico and wearing a plaid shawl, would walk barefooted in the streets, singing; “Hot Corn! Hot Corn! Here's your lily white corn. All you that's got money. Poor me that's got none. Come buy my lily hot corn. And let me go home.”
 
   The Hot Corn Girls were not allowed off the streets by Coleman until every single ear of corn in their basket was sold.
 
   All the Hot Corn Girls were fairly attractive and the pretty ones were fought over by the amorous young men mingling on the streets. The best looking one of the lot was called “The Pretty Hot Corn Girl” and Coleman fell for her hard. After fighting off several other suitors, Coleman married “The Pretty Hot Corn Girl,” and then he put her back out on the streets selling corn.
 
   However, after his wife consistently did not meet her quotas, Coleman felt, in order to save face and be consistent with his orders, he had no other choice but to kill her. And that he did. As a result, Coleman was arrested and convicted of murder. On January 12, 1839, Coleman became the first man ever to be hanged at the newly constructed Tombs Prison.
 
   After Coleman's death, the men in the Forty Thieves drifted into other street gangs: including the Plug Uglies, the Dead Rabbits, and the Bowery Boys. 
 
   In the early 1850's, a juvenile street gang sprung up in the Five Points called the Forty Little Thieves, which consisted of homeless children of both sexes, from the ages of 8 to 12, who emulated the escapades of the old Forty Thieves. The head of the gang was Wild Maggie Carson, only 12-years-old herself. 
 
   The Forty Little Thieves soon outgrew their gang, and their members became assimilated into the older and more famous gangs; all except for Wild Maggie Carson, who was taken off the streets by Reverend Lewis Morris Pease, founder of the Five Points House of Industry. Under Pease's guidance, Little Maggie got a legitimate job sewing buttons. According to Pease, when she was 15, Little Maggie met and married a well-to-do gentleman. And she lived happily ever after.
 
   That is, according to Pease.
 
    
 
   Flour Riots of 1837
 
   The flour problem began with the 1835 Great New York City Fire, which destroyed almost 700 downtown buildings. Nearly the entire New York City financial center, including the city's lifeblood - the banks - was burned to the ground. Unable to obtain loans, owners of factories and other downtown businesses, were not able to rebuild, putting tens of thousands of New Yorkers out of work.
 
   By 1837, New York City had sunk into the depths of a recession. With no jobs and no money, people's diets sometimes consisted of little more than simple buttered or jammed bread. The poor of the city began to panic, when they discovered that flour, needed to make their daily bread, would become so expensive they would not be able to afford to buy it.
 
   Matters were made worse, when reports from Virginia and other wheat producing states said there was a scarcity of wheat, from which flour was made, and a rise in price was inevitable. At the beginning of January 1837, wheat started at $5.62 cents a barrel. Within days, it had risen to $7 a barrel; then to $12 a barrel. There were rumors that in a few weeks, wheat would go to an incredible $20 a barrel.
 
   The hardest hit were the poor people, who lived in the slums of the Five Points, Bowery, and the Fourth Ward areas on the Lower East Side of Manhattan. Besides the increase in the price of wheat, meat prices had doubled and coal to heat their hovels rose to $10 a ton. People became desperate, and poor souls who were not normally crooks felt they had no choice but to commit petty crimes in order to put food on their family's table.
 
   On February 1, 1837, news circulated that New York City had only four weeks supply of flour left and that the large flour and grain depot in Troy, New York, contained only 4,000 barrels of flour, rather than the usual 30,000 barrels. The newspapers began sensationalizing the issue, when they stated in their editorials that certain merchants were hoarding wheat and flour in anticipation of the rising prices.
 
   The Tammany Hall politicians were adept at causing unrest between the poor Irish, who populated the slums of Lower Manhattan, and anyone with either money or prestige. Never letting a crisis go to waste, Tammany Hall began spreading unfounded rumors that England was refusing to send flour to the United States. The message was compounded by the untruth that the Old Mother Country's intention was to starve the poor Irish in America, as a repayment for the rancor between Ireland and England which had existed for centuries.
 
   On February 10, 1837, a crowd of nearly 6,000 slum-dwellers, from the Five Points, Fourth Ward, and Bowery areas, met at City Hall Park. Running the meeting from atop the steps of City Hall were Tammany Hall titans like Moses Johnson, Paul Hedle, Warden Hayward, and Alexander Ming Jr.  There it was decided that two businesses in particular - Hart and Company on Washington Street, and SH. Herrick & Company on Coenties Slip - were packed with both flour and wheat, and were holding back distribution, hoping for future monetary gain when the prices rose.
 
   One of the speakers said, “Fellow citizens, Mr. Eli Hart has 53,000 barrels of flour in his store. Let us go there and offer him $8 a barrel, and if he does not take it......” 
 
   The speaker stopped in mid-sentence, but his implication was clear.
 
   When the talking was over, the crowd stampeded from City Hall Park, and they headed down Broadway, west on Cortland and onto Washington Street. When the watchmen protecting Hart's Store saw the surging mob, they quickly ran inside, and they locked the three huge iron doors. But they forgot to insert the inside bar on the center door.
 
   Eli Hart was viewing the mob unrest from a safe distance, and he immediately ran to City Hall, asking for police protection. Twenty policemen rushed to the scene, but they were beaten back by the rioters and their clubs taken away from them. The newly elected mayor of New York City, Aaron Clark, hurried up the steps of the store, and he tried to quell the angry mob. However, after he was showered with stones and bricks, Clark was forced to run for this life.
 
   The rioters then rushed into the building and wrenched one of the iron doors from its hinges. Using it as a battering ram, they bashed down the other two iron doors, then they busted inside. Once inside, the mob entered the storerooms, then rolled approximately 1,000 bushels of wheat and 500 barrels of flour into the street. They smashed the bushels and barrels, until thousands of rioters were knee deep in the flour and wheat.
 
   People started to sing, “Here goes flour at eight dollars a barrel!”
 
   
  
 

Women filled their apron and skirts with flour, while men used their hats and pockets to pilfer the goods. Even young children got into the act, scooping up what they could carry on their frail bodies.
 
   Suddenly, the 27th Regiment of the National Guard arrived, and they confronted the rioters. Using bayonets and clubs, the National Guard stabbed and clubbed as many rioters as they could lay their hands on. Eventually, they captured scores of the worst offenders, and they started marching them to the Tombs Prison. However, before they got very far, more rioters attacked the National Guard, and they rescued dozens of prisoners, and in the process, tore the police commissioner's coat right off his back. Forty rioters were finally hustled to the Tombs, where they were tried and convicted, and sent to Sing Sing Prison.
 
   While the rioters carted off their dead and wounded from in front of Hart's store, another contingent headed to the store of S.H. Herrick & Company. There the mob smashed the doors and windows with stones and bats, and within ten minutes, they were able to destroy an additional 30 barrels of flour and 100 bushels of wheat.
 
   Then, without any apparent reason, the mob suddenly disbursed and headed back to their slums, their thirst for destruction finally sated.
 
   The very next day, the price of flour increased one dollar.
 
    
 
   Gallus Mag
 
   Dating back to the 1700's, the waterfront of the 4th Ward was a haven for robbers, killers, and pirates. Vicious gangs like the Daybreak Boys, Buckoos, Hookers, Swamp Angels, and Slaughter Houses, prowled the streets, robbing and murdering any poor fool with cash in their pockets who was stupid enough to wander into their sacred domain. Yet, the most feared denizen ever to set foot in the 4th Ward of the mid-19th Century was not a man, but an amazon woman named Gallus Mag.
 
   Gallus Mag was an Englishwoman who stood over 6-feet-tall. She was the bouncer at a Dover Street dive called the Hole-In-The-Wall Bar. The Hole-In-The-Wall Bar was originally built in 1794, and is now the site of the famed Bridge Cafe. The Hole-In-The-Wall Bar was owned by one-armed Charlie Monell, and ruled by Mag, who got her nickname “Gallus” because she kept her skirt from falling down with suspenders, or galluses, as they were called at the time.
 
   Mag stalked the bar looking for troublemakers, with a pistol stuck in her belt and a bludgeon strapped to her wrist. If anyone was dumb enough to challenge her mettle, Mag would hit them with her club, then clutch their ear in her teeth, drag them to the front door and throw them out into the gutter. If the patron put up a stink, Mag would bite off their ear and store it in a large bottle of alcohol that she kept in plain sight behind the bar (They called it “Gallus Mag's Trophy Case”). The New York City police of that time proclaimed Gallus Mag the “most savage female they had ever encountered.”
 
   Mag was challenged one day by another woman, Sadie the Goat, a member of the Charlton Street Gang. Sadie the Goat got her name because her preferred manner of robbery was slamming her head into the stomach of her victim, whereas her male companion would then nail the sucker in the head with a rock from a slingshot, then rob him of all his valuables. One day in the Hole-In-The-Wall Bar, Sadie, three sheets to the wind, foolishly challenged Mag to a fight and was beaten to a pulp. As was her wont, Mag severed one of Sadie the Goat's ears with her teeth, and she deposited it into a liquor jar behind the bar. Sadie was glad to escape with her life, and she fled the 4th Ward for the foreseeable future. She then prowled the West Side piers, looking for other suckers to rob.
 
   Years later, after she had made considerable cash performing her specialty on the streets of the West Side, Sadie returned to the Hole-In-The-Wall Bar and made her peace with Mag. Mag was so touched by Sadie's gesture, she immediately went into a liquor jar, removed Sadie's severed ear and returned it to its rightful owner. The legend is that Sadie was so overjoyed by the return of her ear, she wore it in a locket around her neck until her final days.
 
   In 1855, after a slew of seven murders were committed on the premises in the space of three months, the Hole-In-The Wall Bar was closed down for good by the authorities.
 
   There is no record of the year of Mag's demise, but her ghost is said to haunt the Bridge Cafe to this very day. 
 
    
 
   Gophers
 
   The Gophers street gang was formed in the 1890's from a conglomerate of other Irish street gangs that patrolled the west side of Manhattan. The Gophers were given their name, because after they performed one misdeed or another, to avoid arrest, they hid themselves in the cavernous cellars that snaked throughout the neighborhood. The Gophers originally ruled the area west from Seventh Avenue to 11th Avenue, and north from 14th Street to 42nd Street. However, later they moved as far north as 57th  Street. The Gopher's numbers swelled and eventually reached over 500 men, all murderous hooligans of the worst kind.
 
   The Gophers' first base of operations was a notorious saloon called Battle Row, also the name of the area on 39th Street, between 10th and 11th Avenue, where the Gophers committed most of their mayhem. Battle Row was owned by a thug named Mallet Murphy, who was given his nickname because he corrected drunks and other miscreants with a wooden mallet instead of a bludgeon, which was the weapon of choice of that day.
 
   Due to the death or imprisonment of their bosses, the Gophers went through several leaders. The most famous Gopher boss was Owney “The Killer” Madden. Madden's reign ended in 1913, when he was sent to the slammer for 10 years for killing Little Patsy Doyle, his girlfriend's ex-boyfriend and an ambitious man intent on replacing Madden as the leader of the Gophers.
 
   Another such boss was One Lung Curran, who originated a practice that determined the fashion wear of his gang. One day Curran, dismayed that his girlfriend did not have a proper winter coat, snuck up behind a passing policeman, clubbed him over the head and stole his winter police coat. Curran gave the coat to his girlfriend, and after a few alterations, she produced a swell model with a military cut. 
 
   Other Gophers followed this trend, and soon there was an epidemic of police officers staggering back to their station house on West 47th Street, blood dripping from their heads and dressed only in their shirts, shoes, and trousers. This prompted the police captain of that precinct to send groups of four and five cops into the Gophers' domain. They bludgeoned enough Gophers that their sartorial vogue soon ended.
 
   Another Gophers leader was Happy Jack Mulraney, called Happy Jack because his face was set in a permanent smile. Mulraney’s  smile was not intended, but, in fact, caused by a quirky paralysis of Mulraney's face muscles. His cohorts enjoyed inciting the psychopathic-killer Mulraney into a rage, by telling him someone had made fun of his unintentional grin. 
 
   One day, Paddy the Priest, a bar owner on 10th  Avenue and a close friend of Mulraney’s, made the horrible mistake of asking Mulraney why he didn't smile out of the other side of his face. Mulraney immediately shot Paddy the Priest in the head, killing him instantly. Then adding insult to injury, Mulraney emptied Paddy the Priest's cash register. For his temporary lapse in judgment, Mulraney was sentenced to life in prison.
 
   In August of 1908, several Gophers wandered out of their West Side domain, and smack into the middle of a shootout on the Lower East Side between Monk Eastman's gang and Paul Kelly's Five Pointers. Not wanting to miss out on the fun, the Gophers opened fire, shooting at members of both warring gangs.
 
   One Gopher later said, “A lot of guys were poppin' at each other, so why shouldn't we do a little poppin' ourselves?”
 
   For years, the Gopher's main source of income was plundering the freight cars and the train depot of the New York Central Railroad, which ran along 11th Avenue. The New York City police was unable, and sometimes unwilling, to stop these shenanigans. So, the railroad organized its own “police force,” which was comprised mostly of ex-cops, who had been brutalized by the Gophers in the past and were looking for revenge. This “police force” went into Hell's Kitchen, beating the Gophers from one end of the neighborhood to the other, or as a member of the “police force” said, “From hell to breakfast.” Sometimes they used clubs, and if needed, they fired guns. Being former policemen and well-trained in firearms, they were much better at gunplay than were the Gophers.
 
   In 1917, after the arrest of One Lung Curran, and with Madden still in jail and Mulraney in prison for life, the Gophers gradually dissipated. By 1920, the Gophers street gang ceased to exist, only to be replaced in later years by another murderous group called “The Westies.”
 
    
 
   Great New York City Fire of 1835
 
   It was the worst fire in New York City's history. But that didn't stop the poor Irish, living in the slums of the Five Points, from going on a dazzling display of looting, which led to one of the biggest free champagne parties in the history of America.
 
   The city was in the throes of one of the coldest winters on record. On the days preceding “The Great Fire,” the temperature had dropped as low as 17 degrees below zero. By the night of December 16, 1835, there was two feet of frozen snow on the ground and the temperature was exactly zero frigid degrees. It was so cold, both the Hudson River and East Rivers had completely frozen.
 
   Around 9 p.m., a watchman (the precursor to a New York City policeman) named Warren Hayes was crossing the corner of Merchant (now Beaver Street) and Pearl Street, when he thought he smelled smoke. Hayes looked up at the last floor of a five-story building at 25 Merchant Street, rented by Comstock and Andrews, a famous dry-goods store, and he spotted smoke coming out of a window. Unbeknownst to Hayes, a gas pipe had ruptured and had ignited some coals left on a stove.
 
   Hayes immediately ran through the streets yelling “Fire!!” In minutes, the great fire bell that stood above City Hall began peeling loudly, summoning what was left of the New York City Fire Department. The bell at the Tombs Prison, about a mile north, also started ringing, summoning the volunteer firemen in that area.
 
   In 1832, New York City was stricken with the worst case of cholera in the city's history. Four thousand people died, and more than half of the city's quarter million population fled the city in fear. This decimated the New York City Fire Department, and by 1835, the Fire Department had less than half of its previous members.
 
   The volunteer fire department that responded on December 16, 1835, had spent the previous night fighting a fire on Burlington Street, on the East River, and they were now near exhaustion. By the time the local fire department arrived 30 minutes later, due to 40 mile-a-hour winds, the fire had already spread to 50 structures. Buildings were going up in flames on Water Street, Exchange Place, Beaver, Front, and South Streets. By midnight, the fire had also consumed Broad and Wall Street, which was the heart of the business and financial center of New York City, if not the entire country.  Most of the city's newspaper plants, retail and wholesale stores, and warehouses, were also engulfed by the conflagration.
 
   The call went out to every fire department in the city, but it was of no use. 75 hook and ladder companies were at the scene less than two hours after the fire had started. Hundreds of citizens pitched in, carrying water in buckets, pails, and even tubs. Unfortunately, because of the cold weather, the fire hoses were mostly useless.
 
   In addition, the entire city's cisterns, wells, and fire hydrants were frozen too. Whatever water did stream thinly from the hydrants through the hoses, only went 30 feet into the air, then quickly turned into ice. What made matters worse, due to the high winds, this ice/water mixture, feebly coming out of the hoses, was blown back onto the fireman themselves, and soon scores of firemen were living ice structures. Many firemen poured brandy into their boots to keep their feet from getting frostbite. Some drank the brandy, too, in order to keep the rest of their body warm.
 
   Other firemen raced to the East River, and they started chopping the ice to reach the water below.  Black Joke Engine No. 33 was dragged onto the deck of a ship, and it started pumping water through the holes in the ice. Engine No. 33 directed the water though three other engines, until it finally reached the fire on Water Street. However, in just a few hours, those four engines were frozen too and were no longer of any use.
 
   Two buildings were saved in an extremely odd way. Barrels of vinegar were rolled out of the Oyster King Restaurant, in the Downing Building on Garden Street. This vinegar was poured into several fire engines and used to douse the fires in the Downing Building, and in the Journal of Commerce  Building next door. However, the vinegar soon ran out and could not be used to save any more structures.
 
   As the city was engulfed in mayhem, a man ran into a church on Garden Street, and he began playing a funeral dirge on an organ, which could be heard all throughout Lower Manhattan. Minutes later, that church caught fire too, and the organist was seen sprinting from the flaming church.
 
   Soon, the fire spread to Hanover Square, Williams Street, Hanover Street, and Exchange Place. Burning cloths and twines from various buildings were blown into the air, and they flew across the East River, igniting the roofs of homes in Brooklyn. The city’s blaze was so intense, smoke could be seen as far south as Philadelphia and as far north as New Haven. New York City was so desperate, Philadelphia firemen were summoned from 90 miles away to help fight the blaze.
 
   After consulting with experts, New York City Mayor Cornelius W. Lawrence agreed that the fire could be stopped, if they blew up certain buildings in strategic places, so that the flames could not travel from building to building. The only problem was, the sale of gunpowder was forbidden in New York City. The nearest ample supply was in the Brooklyn Navy Yard, in Red Hook, Brooklyn, as well as on Governors Island.
 
   Mayor Strong sent word that the gunpowder was needed immediately, but it did not arrive until noon on December 17, accompanied by 80 marines and a dozen sailors. The military, with the help of James Hamilton, the son of former Secretary of the Treasury Alexander Hamilton, began blowing up buildings. In a few hours, the blaze was contained at Coenties Slip.
 
   As downtown Manhattan continued smoldering, hundreds of Irish men, women, and children, from the slums of the Five Points area, rushed into the devastated area, eyes sparkling, and hands a-grabbing. For a full 24 hours, the hoodlums looted whatever they could get their hands on: stealing cloaks, frock coats, plug hats, and silk and satin of the finest quality.
 
   Cases and kegs of booze, beer, and wine were smashed open, and the mob drank heartily in the smoky frigid streets. Fights broke out between the drunk and delirious rioters, over who had the right to steal what. Ten thousand bottles of  the finest champagne were stolen, too, and what the mob could not guzzle on site, they lugged back to their slums for later consumption.
 
   Noted diarist and future Mayor of New York City, Philip Hone, later wrote, “The miserable wretches, who prowled around the ruins, and became beastly drunk on the champagne and other wines and liquors, with which the streets and roads were lined, seemed to exult in the misfortune of others.”
 
   Finally, the area was placed under martial law, and patrolled by the marines from the Navy Yard, and from the Third and Ninth Military Regiments. However, this did not completely stop the looters from continuing their felonious frenzy. Dozens rushed to unaffected areas outside the burn zone, and they torched buildings, so they could loot those buildings too. Five arsonists were arrested by the Marines. But a sixth one, who was caught torching a building on the corner of Stone and Broad, was captured by angry citizens and immediately hung from a tree. His frozen body stood dangling there and was not cut down by the police until three days later.
 
   From the start of the fire, three days had passed until the last spark was extinguished. By then, 17 blocks of lower Manhattan, covering 52 acres and consisting of 693 buildings, had burned to the ground. Two people were killed, and the damages were assessed at $20 million, almost a billion dollars by today's standards.
 
   There was 10 million dollars in insurance money owed for the damages, but only a scant amount of that money was ever paid, since the insurance companies, and the banks, had also burned to the ground, forcing them out of business. Not being able to collect on their insurance, and not being able to get loans from banks that no longer existed, hundreds of businesses that burned to the ground during “The Great New York Fire of 1835” never re-opened.
 
   In 1836, the downtown area was rebuilt, with structures made of stone and concrete, which were less susceptible to spreading fires. Some of those buildings are standing to this day.
 
    
 
   Hicks, Albert E. 
 
   Albert E. Hicks, called “Hicksey” by his pals (if he had any) and “Pirate Hicks” by the police, was the last man to be executed for piracy in the United States of America.
 
   Hicks was a freelance gangster, who lived with his wife and son at 129 Cedar Street in downtown Manhattan, only two blocks from the East River. Hicks felt his criminal enterprises were better served if he worked alone, and as a result, Hicks never joined any of the other gangs that prowled the waterfront in the treacherous 4th Ward. Working solo, the police suspected Hicks committed scores of robberies and over a dozen murders.
 
   However, Hicks scoffed at that notion. “Suspecting it and proving it are two different things,” he said.
 
   In March 1860, Hicks tied on a big one at a Water Street dive, and he became so drunk, he could  not walk the two blocks home. Instead, he staggered into a Cherry Street lodging house, figuring he'd sleep until he was sober enough to walk the rest of the way home. The owner of the establishment was a known crimp, or a man who specialized in shanghaiing, which was the practice of “kidnapping men into duty as sailors on ships, against their will, by devious techniques such as trickery, intimidation, or violence.” Hicks asked the crimp for a nightcap, and that he got, as the crimp, not aware of Hicks' reputation, laced Hicks' rum with laudanum, which is an alcohol solution containing opium.
 
   The nightcap knocked Hicks out cold and when he awoke the next morning, he found himself at sea, on the ship the E. A. Johnson,” which was bound for Deep Creek, Virginia, to pick up a load of oysters. Five days later, the E. A. Johnson was found abandoned at sea, a few miles off the coast of Staten Island. The ship seemed to have collided with another vessel, and when it was finally secured, Coroner Schirmer and Captain Weed of the Second Precinct Police Station, boarded the boat to examine the cause of its condition. No one was on board, but in the ship's cabin they found the room ransacked, and the floor, ceiling, and bunks filled with blood. On the deck, they found four human fingers and a thumb lying under the rail.
 
   The next day, two residents of the Cedar Street house, where Hicks lived with this family, told the police that Hicks had returned home with a considerable sum of money, and was now gone, with no trace of him, or his family. In fact, Hicks had packed his belongings and escaped with his family to a boarding house in Providence, Rhode Island.
 
   New York City Patrolman Nevins traced Hicks, and with the help of the Providence police, he arrested Hicks's entire family. When Patrolman Nevins searched Hicks's belongings, he found a watch and a daguerreotype (an early version of a camera), which belonged to Captain Burr, the captain of the E. A. Johnson. The two other missing seamen were brothers, Smith and Oliver Watts, but nothing could be found belonging to them and their fate remained a mystery.
 
   As a result, Hicks was arrested and locked up in the Tombs Prison. At his trial in May, it took the jury only seven minutes to convict Hicks of piracy and murder on the high seas. He was sentenced to be hanged at Bedloe's  Island on Friday the 13th, which was certainly a double-bad-luck day for Hicks.
 
   A week after his trial, Hicks decided to become downright chatty. Hicks summoned the warden and several newspapermen to his cell, and he began spilling the beans about the whole sordid affair.
 
   “I was brooding about being shanghaied,” Hicks said “And I decided to avenge myself by murdering all hands on the ship.”
 
   Hicks told the assembled crowd that he was steering the ship, while Captain Burr and one of the Watts brothers was sleeping in the cabin below. The other Watts brother was on lookout at the bow. Hicks lashed the steering wheel to keep the ship on course, then he picked up an iron bar, sneaked to the bow of the ship, and hit the lookout over the head with the bar, knocking him out cold.
 
   The other Watts brother heard the noise, and he rushed topside. By this time, Hicks had found an ax, and when the boy climbed onto the deck, Hicks decapitated him with one mighty blow. Hicks then rushed down to the cabin and confronted Captain Burr, who had just awakened from a deep sleep. The Captain put up a brave battle, but in the end, he too was decapitated.
 
   Hicks said he then heard rumblings from up top. Hicks rushed up to the deck, and he found the first Watts boy staggering around in obvious pain. Hicks knocked him down with a heavy blow. Then he picked him up, carried him to the rail and tried to throw the boy overboard. The boy clutched at the railing, and Hicks used the ax to chop off the boy's five fingers, after which the lad toppled into the murky waters below.
 
   Hicks threw the other two bodies overboard. Then he rushed below and ransacked the cabin, looking for money and valuables. When he saw the coast of Staten Island, Hicks lowered a small boat, and he rowed the rest of the way to land.
 
   Hicks's confession made him an instant celebrity. Hundreds of gawkers paid the prison guards small fees to see Hicks shackled in his cell. And for a few pennies more, they were allowed to speak with the condemned man himself.
 
   Among Hicks's many visitors was circus owner P.T. Barnum, who offered Hicks $25, a new suit of clothes, and two boxes of cigars, in exchange for a plaster cast of Hicks's head, which Barnum, the enterprising chap that he was, had planned to display in his circus, after Hicks's execution. Hicks agreed, but later on his way to the gallows, he complained to the warden that the suit was cheap and it did not fit properly. The warden told Hicks it was too late for alterations.
 
   On the morning of July 13, Hicks, led my Marshall Rynders and a crowd estimated at 1500 people, started a procession to the docks. Rynders and Hicks boarded the boat accompanied by several policemen, and they sailed for Bedloe's Island, where a gallows had been erected 30 feet from the water. Hundreds of boats followed the doomed man, and it was estimated that 10,000 people came to witness Hicks's execution. 
 
   After the noose was slung around Hicks’s neck and the ground removed from beneath his feet, Hicks struggled for a full three minutes before he stopped moving. Hicks was then cut down and pronounced dead.
 
   Hicks was buried at Calvary Cemetery. However, a few days later, Hicks's body was stolen and sold to medical students, intent on studying the brain of a man who could commit such vile atrocities without much remorse.
 
    
 
   Holstein, Caspar – The Harlem Policy King
 
   He was considered a genius; a compassionate man who gave freely to the poor. However,  Caspar Holstein made his fortune in the Harlem numbers policy racket, a game of chance he helped invent.
 
   Casper Holstein was born on December 7, 1876, in St. Croix, Danish West Indies. His parents were of mixed African and Danish descent, and his father's father was a Danish officer in the Danish West Indies Colonial militia. In 1894, the Holstein family moved to New York City. Holstein, an extremely bright teenager, graduated from high school in Brooklyn, which was no mean accomplishment for a black man before the turn of the century. After graduation, Holstein enlisted in the Navy, and during World War I he visited his homeland, which, by then, was known as the West Virgin Islands.
 
   When Holstein was discharged from the Navy, he worked at various odd jobs, including being a doorman in an Upper East Side building. He also became a personal assistant to a wealthy white couple, and years later, after he had made his fortune and they had lost theirs, Holstein supported this couple, then paid for their funeral.
 
   Looking to better himself, Holstein wandered down to Wall Street, where he got a job, first as a messenger, and then as head messenger for a commodities brokerage firm. Holstein became enamored of gambling, especially the horses. But he also dabbled in the stock market, perusing the daily figures from the Boston and the New York City Clearing Houses.
 
   One day, an idea came to Holstein that would improve his lot dramatically. Holstein knew that people in black neighborhoods, such as Harlem, loved to gamble, but most didn't have enough spare cash to do so. When he had saved enough money to start his new endeavor, Holstein devised a scheme where people could bet as little as a dime on a random set of three digit numbers which would appear daily in the New York City newspapers.
 
   Using the Boston and New York City Clearing House figures, Holstein took the two middle digits of the New York number and the one middle digit from the Boston number. So if the two clearing house totals were $9,456,131 and $7,456,253 respectively, the winning number would be 566: the “56” being the two digits before the last comma of the first figure, and the “6” being the last digit before the last comma of the second figure. 
 
   This system was so random, it could not be manipulated; like it would be later by gangster Dutch Schultz, after he muscled in on the Harlem numbers rackets and began using race track figures which he manipulated to decrease his losses. By the early 1920's, Holstein's system was the rage in Harlem. Holstein became known as the "Bolita King," earning an estimated  $5000 a day.
 
   Using his newfound wealth, Holstein contributed generously to worthwhile causes. He gave huge amounts of  money to the St. Vincent Sanitarium and to the nationalist Garvey Movement.  Holstein also funded prizes for Opportunity Magazine's literary awards, which discovered much of Harlem's young artistic talent. Holstein built dormitories at black colleges, and he financed many of Harlem's artists, writers, and poets. Holstein also helped start a Baptist school in Liberia, and he established a hurricane relief fund for his native Virgin Islands. The New York Times said that Holstein was, “Harlem's favorite hero, because of his wealth, his sporting proclivities, and his philanthropies among the people of his race.”
 
   Seeing how Holstein and Stephanie St. Clair had turned Harlem into a financial bonanza due to their numbers rackets, gangster Dutch Schultz barged in and took over their games. Just like that. Schultz had big politicians, including the disgraced Jimmy Hines, in his back pocket. Schultz also bought off the cops, and he killed, or had killed, black numbers runners who did not work for him. Schultz eventually forced St. Clair to work under him, but Holstein refused Schultz's offers to consolidate their numbers rackets.
 
   In 1928, Holstein was kidnapped for $50,000 ransom, by five white gangsters, whom were presumed by the Harlem public to be goons sent by Schultz. The news of Holstein's kidnapping made national headlines. The New York Times reported that Holstein had been seen at Belmont Racetrack just days before his abduction, betting more than $30,000 on the ponies. 
 
   Holstein was released by his captors after three days in custody, insisting he had paid no ransom. Holstein's explanation was that his captors had felt sorry for him and had freed him with $3 cab fare in his pocket.
 
   However,  Holstein's tale carried very little weight, since he soon mysteriously cut down on his policy activities. A few years later,  Holstein completely stopped his street operations, and he operated only as a lay-off better. 
 
   In 1935, despite the fact that he was barely in the game, Holstein was arrested for illegal gambling. Holstein was tried and convicted, and he spent one year in prison. Holstein claimed he was framed, possibly by Schultz, but he did his time in jail uneventfully. When he was released from prison, Holstein got involved in the real estate business, and he provided mortgages for people in Harlem whom the regular banks shunned.
 
   Casper Holstein died on April 5, 1944, at the age of 68.  More than 2,000 people attended Holstein’s funeral at Harlem's Memorial Baptist Church. A scholarship at the University of the Virgin Islands and a housing development in St. Croix are named in Holstein's memory.
 
    
 
   Hudson Dusters
 
   The Hudson Dusters were an unruly street gang, which, starting in the late 1890's,  ruled the Greenwich Village area of  New York City. They were formed by the trio of Kid Yorke, Circular Jack, and Goo Goo Knox, who was a former gang member of the Gophers, a homicidal group that ran Hell's Kitchen a few blocks to the north.
 
   Knox had tried to take control of the Gophers, failed, and then moved south to terrorize a different neighborhood, which was open to whichever gang could take control. The Hudson Dusters crushed local gangs like the Potashes, and the Boodles, and then they took command of the rackets in Greenwich Village. The Hudson Dusters also made big scores, plundering the docks along the Hudson River, a few blocks to the west.
 
   After the Hudson Dusters committed one of their varied crimes, the snakelike streets of Greenwich Village were perfect for their getaways. Their most accomplished thief was Ding Dong, who would roam the streets with a dozen or so youths. When the opportunity arose, Ding Dong would direct the kids to jump on passing wagons, and to toss to him any valuables they could get their hands on. Before the police could respond, Ding Dong was long gone, having disappeared through the maze of streets that comprised Greenwich Village.
 
   The Hudson Dusters became street legends, but they were not particularly famous for their fighting prowess, as were other brutal New York City gangs. The Hudson Dusters hung out in the taverns and gin mills of the Village, mingling with the famous writers and artists of their time. The print journalists also favored the Hudson Dusters, whom they portrayed in the newspapers as nothing more than a fun-loving bunch, who drank more than they committed crimes. One of Hudson Dusters' party pals was playwright Eugene O'Neil, who frequented the gang's hangout - the Hell Hole on Sixth Avenue and 4th  Street. It was there that O'Neil garnered most of his characters for his most famous play: The Iceman Cometh; the Iceman meaning “death.”
 
   At their inception, the Hudson Dusters moved their base of operations frequently, finally settling on a house on Hudson Street, just below Horatio Street, later the site of the Open Door Mission. More interested in partying than pillaging, the Hudson Dusters installed a piano, and they danced the nights away, in a cocaine-induced stupor, with the prostitutes who prowled the West Side piers a few short blocks away. This annoyed the neighboring homeowners and business owners to no end, but they all were afraid to make a complaint to the police, because the Hudson Dusters had the reputation of seeking revenge in a hot moment against anyone who dared rat them out. After a night of carousing, the Hudson Dusters were known to parade in the streets, boozed out and hopped-up on coke, looking to cause mayhem on anyone or anything in their path.
 
   One night, the Hudson Dusters asked a local saloon keeper to provide them with a few kegs of beer for a party, on the arm, meaning they did not expect to pay the man for his stock. The saloon keeper refused, and the Hudson Dusters descended up his establishment. They wrecked the joint and carried away every ounce of booze on the premises. The saloon keeper ran to his friend, Patrolman Dennis Sullivan. Patrolman Sullivan opted to declare war on the Hudson Dusters. He rounded up ten Hudson Dusters, including their then-leader Red Farrell, and arrested them for vagrancy.
 
   The Hudson Dusters decided to retaliate, and with the blessing of a Greenwich Village politician who used the Hudson Dusters for intimidation on Election Day, they ambushed Patrolmen Sullivan, as he was about to arrest one of the Hudson Dusters on a  robbery charge. The Hudson Dusters attacked Patrolman Sullivan from behind and stole his jacket, gun and shield, while beating  him with stones and blackjacks. As many as 20 Hudson Dusters took turns kicking and punching the distressed policeman after he was down. When Patrolman Sullivan was finally unconscious, four Hudson Dusters rolled him onto his back, and then they ground the heels of their boots into his face, causing permanent scars. Patrolman Sullivan was finally taken to the hospital, where he stayed, recuperating for over a month.
 
   The Gophers Street Gang congratulated the Hudson Dusters on their cop-beating accomplishment. Gopher leader, “One Lung” Curran, felt moved enough to write a poem praising their actions. The poem reads:
 
    
 
   Says Dinny "Here's me only chance
 
   To gain meself a name;
 
   I'll clean up the Hudson Dusters,
 
   and reach the Hall of Fame."
 
   He lost his stick and cannon,
 
   and his shield they took away.
 
   It was then he remembered,
 
   Every dog had his day.
 
    
 
   The Hudson Dusters loved this poem so much, they printed up hundreds of copies, and distributed them on the streets of Greenwich Village, even dropping one off at the Charles Street Station House where Patrolman Sullivan was assigned.
 
   By 1916, the Hudson Dusters had dissipated, as most of their gang  members were either coke addicts, dead, or locked up in jail. Another Greenwich Village gang, the Marginals, led by Tanner Smith, took over the Hudson Dusters' rackets. The Marginals controlled the Village, until Tanner was killed by Chicky Lewis, inside the Marginal Club on Eighth  Avenue, on July 29, 1919.
 
   For all practical purposes, that was the end of a street gang presence on the Lower West Side of Manhattan.
 
    
 
   Ida “The Goose”
 
   Ida “The Goose” Burger was a strikingly beautiful dance hall girl, and sometimes prostitute, who was the favorite of several members of the five-hundred-strong Gophers gang, which controlled  New York City's Hell's Kitchen. The Gophers passed Ida the Goose around from boss to boss, and even down to the low-level members of their gang. Make no mistake, Ida belonged to the treacherous Gophers, and anyone who thought otherwise would be dealt with severely.
 
   Jack Tricker was a saloon keeper/gangster, whom, after Monk Eastman was sent to prison for armed robbery, headed up one faction of the Eastman gang on the Lower East Side. Tricker owned a bar on Park Row in downtown Manhattan. But after it was closed by authorities (for basically being a den of iniquity), Tricker decided to branch out of  the Lower East Side and into Hell's Kitchen, which was enemy territory. Tricker decided, that maybe, because of the Gophers' internal battles, they were not so tough anymore. In an act of defiance, Tricker bought the Old Stag Bar on West 28th Street, smack in the middle of Gopher territory, and he renamed it the Maryland Cafe.
 
   One of  Tricker's men, Irish Tom Riley, somehow won the affections of the glorious Ida the Goose. Riley spit in the Gophers' face, when he took Ida away from the Gophers and brought her to the Maryland Cafe, where they immediately installed Ida as the main attraction - the “Belle of The Ball,” so to speak. 
 
   The Gophers sent an emissary to Tricker, demanding the return of Ida the Goose. Tricker told the emissary that he would not get involved, one way or another, and that it was their problem, not his. Immediately, threats spewed from the Gophers to Tricker's gang, who armed themselves heavily in anticipation of a street war. However,  after weeks had passed and nothing happened, Tricker's gang relaxed a bit, thinking the Gophers were all talk and no action.
 
   In October of 1910, four Gophers, one of whom was Ida's former boyfriend, swaggered into the Maryland Cafe. They approached the bar and ordered four beers, which they were quickly served. Six Tricker gangsters, who were sitting at a large round table nearby, were so surprised by the bold move, they sat transfixed and said not a word, let alone try to evict the invaders.
 
   Outraged, it was Ida the Goose who spoke first. She screamed at the Gophers, “Say!! Youse guys have some nerve!”
 
   The Gophers calmly finished their beer, then one turned around slowly, and said, “Well, let's get at it.”
 
   The four Gophers each drew two guns, and they  began spraying the bar's walls, mirrors, and tables with bullets. The two bartenders, who were not part of Tricker's gang, dived behind the bar for cover. Five of Tricker men's were shot and disabled. The sixth, who was Ida's newfound lover, Riley, was so far untouched and un-bloodied. Seeking refuge, Riley dived under Ida's flowing skirt.
 
   Nonplussed, Ida stared down at Riley in disdain. 
 
   Then she shrugged her shoulders and said, “Say, youse! Come on out and take it.”
 
   Ida stepped back, and she shoved Riley into the center of the floor. Smiling broadly, the four Gophers pumped four bullets into Riley's torso. Then Ida's former boyfriend stepped forward, and he put one final bullet into Riley's brain.
 
   Proud of their accomplishments, the four Gophers strode out of the Maryland Cafe, followed closely by Ida the Goose, glowing with pride that such a battle had been fought over her affections. 
 
   As a result, Ida the Goose was again the exclusive property of the Gophers, never to stray from their embrace.
 
    
 
   Johnson, Ellsworth (Bumpy)
 
   Ellsworth “Bumpy” Johnson was known as a murderous policy numbers baron in Harlem during the 1930's, but he was, in addition, the conduit between the Italian Mob and the Harlem rackets for almost three decades.
 
   Ellsworth Johnson was born in Charleston, South Carolina, on October 31, 1905. He got the nickname “Bumpy” because as a child he had received a huge dump on the back of his head. Johnson was a brilliant youth, and by the time he was eight years old, he had already skipped two grades.
 
   When Johnson was 10, his brother Willie was accused of killing a white man. Knowing  a lynch mob was looking for Willie, Johnson's parents sent Willie to live up north. 
 
   Growing toward adulthood, Bumpy Johnson was a proud black man, defiant of the segregation and the violence perpetrated against blacks in the deep south. Johnson's parents were worried Johnson, who had a violent temper, would follow in his brother Willie's footsteps. So, in 1919, they sent Johnson to Harlem to stay with his Aunt Mabel.
 
   After graduating from Boys High in Brooklyn and attending City College for a few semesters, Johnson got involved with a wild element in Harlem. As a result, he made several trips to prison, for such crimes as armed robbery and burglary. In a 10-year stretch of prison life, Johnson, because of his penchant for violence, spent a full three years in solitary confinement. When he was released in 1932, Johnson had spent more than half of his life behind bars.
 
   Back on the streets causing mayhem, Johnson caught the eye of Stephanie St. Clair, called “Madame Queen” in Harlem. Johnson became chief lieutenant to St. Clair. But it was rumored they were also lovers, even though St. Clair was 20 years Johnson's elder.
 
   St. Clair was a numbers baron, who was being squeezed out of the rackets by crazed gangster Dutch Schultz. Schultz used every trick in the book to drive St. Clair out of Harlem, including killing her numbers runners and paying off the cops to arrest St. Clair's numbers runners on sight.
 
   Johnson, knowing Schultz was not a reasonable man, went to Italian mob boss Lucky Luciano, and he asked Luciano to intercede on St. Clair's behalf. Luciano was impressed with Johnson's gumption and intelligence. But he told Johnson there was not much he could do as far as Schultz was concerned, since he and Schultz were partners in several other illegal activities. Johnson decided to take the war to Schultz, and for the next three years, the two gangs shot each other on sight, resulting in numerous casualties on both sides. 
 
   In 1935, Johnson and St. Clair caught a break, when Luciano, tired of the murderous Schultz's unpredictable violence, had Schultz gunned down in a New Jersey steakhouse. Luciano gave Schultz's numbers rackets to “Trigger” Mike Coppola, a captain in what was later to be called the “Genovese Crime Family.” 
 
   However,  Luciano, remembering Johnson's capabilities, cut a deal with Johnson, allowing Johnson and St. Clair to keep their independent Harlem numbers business intact. This made Johnson an instant hero to the black people in Harlem, and it also gave Johnson respect and credibility with the Italian mob. Soon, St. Clair opted for retirement, and she turned over her number business to Johnson.
 
   With the backing of the Italian mob, Johnson became “The Man” in Harlem. Johnson rubbed elbows with many Harlem celebrities, including Bill "Bojangles" Robinson, Lena Horne, Billie Holiday, and World Middleweight Champion Sugar Ray Robinson. Johnson was also the uncrowned “Crime Boss of Harlem,” and no one could run an illegal operation in Harlem without clearing it with Johnson first and cutting him in for a piece of the pie.
 
   From 1940 until 1968, Johnson acted as a “middleman,” between the Genovese Crime Family, who operated out of Italian Harlem (the area surrounding East 116th Street), and the black gangsters operating out of the main section of Harlem. Johnson brokered numerous drug deals between black drug dealers and the Italian suppliers, who were importing the drugs from overseas. Johnson was also known as a “persuader,” or a high-level gangster, who could settle mob disputes before they erupted into violence. It is estimated that during the time he was in power in Harlem, Johnson brokered deals, mostly drug affairs, involving tens of millions of dollars with the Genovese Crime Family.
 
   In 1952, Johnson was indicted for conspiracy to sell heroin. He was convicted and sentenced to 15 years in prison. While he was at Alcatraz, it was rumored Johnson helped three fellow inmates escape. Although he stood put himself, Johnson was said to have arranged to have a boat to pick up the three escapees, once they slipped out of prison and made it to San Francisco Bay.
 
   Johnson was released from prison in 1963, and when he returned to Harlem, the local folk threw him a ticker tape parade. In December 1965, Johnson led a sit-down strike in a police station, refusing to leave, as a protest against the cops conducting unreasonable surveillances on his crew. Johnson was charged with "refusal to leave a police station," but at trial he was found not guilty.
 
   On July 7, 1968, Johnson, under indictment  by the feds for drug conspiracy, was at Wells Restaurant in Harlem at 2 a.m., munching on a meal of chicken legs and hominy grits, washed down by coffee. Suddenly, Johnson grabbed his chest, and he toppled to the floor.
 
   With two lifelong friends at his side,  Ellsworth “Bumpy” Johnson died of a heart attack at the age of 63, forever to be known as the “Harlem Godfather.”
 
    
 
   Kaplan, Nathan (Kid Dropper)
 
   Nathan Kaplan was born on the Lower East Side of Manhattan in 1891. Kaplan took to the streets as a youth, and soon he became engaged in petty swindles, such as the “dropper” scheme.
 
   When no one was watching, Kaplan would conveniently “drop” a wallet full of counterfeit money on the sidewalk. Then he would immediately “find” the wallet, and look for a sucker, whom he told, “Lookit, I don't have time to locate the owner. You take the wallet and find the owner. Give me half of what you think the reward money will be.”
 
   Dupes constantly fell for this scheme, hence Kaplan was given the nickname “Kid Dropper.”
 
   Because of his expertise in making an illegal buck, Dropper joined Paul Kelly's (Paolo Vaccarelli) Five Points Gang, which was quite unusual for the Jewish Dropper, since the vast majority  of Kelly's gang members were of Italian descent.
 
   Yet, Dropper did not last too long with the Five Pointers. In 1911, he was arrested for armed robbery and sentenced to seven years in Sing Sing Prison. By the time Dropper was released in 1917, Kelly's gang had been disbanded. Dropper, considered a minor criminal before he went to jail, fancied himself as successor to Kelly, and he grabbed Kelly's labor rackets business. 
 
   In his past life, Dropper was a habitual wearer of slovenly attire, in other words, he dressed like a bum. Now as a boss, Dropper started to dress accordingly. He threw away his normal rags, and started prancing around the streets in loud checkered suits, pointed shoes, shirts and ties with loud colors and outlandish designs, and a straw hat or a derby tilted rakishly over one eye.
 
   Dropper soon compiled a motley crew of low-level gangsters. He called his gang, “The Rough Riders of Jack Dropper.” However, Dropper soon found himself in a war for control of Kelly’s old rackets with an old foe who had just been released from prison himself.
 
   Before his incarceration, Dropper had made a very bad enemy in fellow Five Pointer Johnny Spanish, a Spanish Jew; real name Joseph Weyler. The two men had been pals, until 1911, when Spanish had to take it on the lam for a shooting which resulted in the death of an innocent eight-year-old girl. Spanish split town for a few months, and when he came back he found Dropper had stolen his girlfriend. Spanish, who carried four guns with him at all times, proceeded to pepper his former lover with multiple gunshots. Somehow the woman survived, but Spanish got seven years in prison for his actions.
 
   When he was released in 1917, Spanish took dead aim at Dropper and every illegal activity Dropper controlled. Each man had approximately three dozen shooters under their wings, and these shooters went to work, resulting in the deaths of several men on both sides. The war ended, when Dropper got the drop on Spanish, so to speak, after he and two of his men ambushed Spanish as Spanish exited a restaurant at 19 Second Avenue. When the dust settled, Spanish was dead, and Dropper was now in charge of all the strong-arm tactics used by several unions to control their men.
 
   Between 1920 and 1923, Dropper and his gang were responsible for more than 20 murders. However, in these rackets, when you kill one competitor, another one usually emerges from the shadows intent on doing to you what you did to the other guy, to gain control of whatever illegal activities you dominated. This person emerged in the name of  Jacob “Little Augie” Orgen. 
 
   Little Augie had in his stable a crew of every capable killers, which included Jack “Legs” Diamond, Louis “Lepke” Buchalter, and Gurrah Shapiro. In 1922 and 1923, Dropper's gang and Little Augie's gang turned Manhattan into one big shooting gallery. The result was 23 murders, including the death of one innocent man who just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time.
 
   In 1923, Dropper was arrested on a concealed weapons charge. He was soon released outside the Essex Market Court, on Second Avenue and Second  Street. There were rumors that a death squad was  awaiting his release, so as he stepped into a waiting taxi, Dropper was surrounded by a phalanx of cops.
 
   Dropper was sitting in the back seat of the taxi next to Detective Jesse Joseph, when a minor thug working for Little Augie, named Louis Kushner, rushed from behind the cab and shot Dropper through the closed window, twice in the head.
 
   Dropper's wife rushed to her mortally wounded  husband, and said, “Nate! Nate! Tell me you were not what they say you were.”
 
   Dropper gasped, and with his last breath he said, “They got me.” 
 
   Then he keeled sideways, dead, his head nestled on Detective Joseph's shoulder.
 
   Kushner, restrained by several burly cops, was obviously proud of his handiwork. He smiled at the coppers, and snapped, “I got him! Now give me a cigarette!”
 
    
 
   Kelly, Paul (Paulo Vaccarelli)
 
   In the early 1900's, Paul Kelly was the most high-profile gangster in New York City. Real name Paulo Vaccarelli, Kelly was born in Sicily in 1879. He immigrated to America in the early 1890's, and soon became a bantamweight boxer of some repute. He changed his name from the Italian Vaccarelli to the Irish-sounding Kelly, in order to get more fights, at a time when being Italian in America was considered being a low-class citizen of ill repute.
 
   Unlike most gangsters of his day, Kelly was an intelligent, erudite man, who could speak three languages. Kelly was a dapper dresser and an easy person to like, which is why he was able to recruit so many quality gangsters to work for him.
 
   After Kelly retired from boxing, he formed the notorious Five Points Gang in Lower Manhattan. The 1,500-member Five Points Gang was the breeding ground for some of the most famous gangsters ever to set foot in America. Their members included Johnny Torrio and Al Capone (both of whom later emigrated to control Chicago), Meyer Lansky, Bugsy Siegel, Lucky Luciano, and Frankie Yale.
 
   While Kelly's gang was almost entirely comprised of Italians, his main nemesis was Monk Eastman, who headed a 2000-strong, mostly Jewish gang. Kelly and Eastman's crew fought often and violently. The dividing line between their territories was the Bowery. Kelly's domain was west of the Bowery, and Eastman ruled to the east of the Bowery. Everything else was neutral territory, and that's where the trouble began, resulting in disputes over who controlled what and where.
 
   Both Kelly and Eastman worked for Tammany Hall as head-busters on Election Day, when either one group, or the other, would stand guard at all the polling places, making sure that the Tammany Hall-backed candidate won the election. Finally, the two gangs became so out-of-control dangerous to the community, the Tammany Hall bosses ordered Eastman and Kelly to duke it out, mano a mano, with the winner getting control of the prized neutral territories. 
 
   The two men went at it for a full two hours, and even though the ex-boxer Kelly was 50 pounds lighter than the hulking Eastman, neither man was able to knock the other man out. The fight was ruled a draw, and Kelly and Eastman went back to their usual violent territorial disputes.
 
   Kelly's base of operations was his fancy New Brighton Athletic Club on Great Jones Street, just north of Houston Street. In April 1905, police raided the club, and they arrested several members, including Kelly. Even though four policemen testified they had witnessed illegal activities in the club, due to the false testimony of a police captain named Burke and a Tammany Hall-appointed judge named Barlow, Kelly's case was summarily dismissed, to the roar of a cheering crowd of  hundreds of Kelly's supporters assembled in the courtroom.
 
   In November 1908, Kelly's luck ran out, when two of his former henchmen, Biff Ellison and Razor Riley, barged into the New Brighton Athletic Club, with guns blazing. Kelly was sitting at a table with his two bodyguards, Bill Harrington and Rough House Hogan. Kelly dove under the table, but not before he was shot three times. Harrington took a bullet in the head, and he died instantly. Kelly fired back from under the table, and he injured both Ellison and Riley.
 
   Even though he recovered from his injuries, Kelly's clout was never the same after the shooting incident. Within days, since Kelly's new-found notoriety had cost him the favor of Tammany Hall, police shut down the New Brighton Athletic Club. Kelly relocated to Italian Harlem, and he toned down his criminal activities, to a point. Kelly became intimately involved in union activities, some legal and some not-so-legal. Through intimidation and strong-arm tactics, Kelly was eventually elected vice president of the International Longshoremen Association.
 
   Unlike his arch enemy Eastman, who was shot to death on the streets in 1920, Kelly died in 1936 of natural causes.
 
    
 
   Lansky, Meyer
 
   Born Majer Suchowlinki on July 4 1902, in Grodno, Poland, Meyer Lansky was considered one of the great masterminds of the modern day mob.
 
   In 1911, Lansky's family immigrated to New York City, and they took up residence at 6 Columbia Street on the Lower East Side of Manhattan. As a boy, Lansky learned the trade of tool and die making. He also dabbled as an auto mechanic, and for a short time he worked in a factory. Tired of the 9-5 drag, Lansky hooked up with fellow Lower East Sider, Benjamin “Bugsy” Siegel (no one called him Bugsy to his face), and they started an auto-theft racket. Siegel would steal the cars. Lansky would get them in good working order, and then sell them.
 
   They soon formed the violent “Bugs and Meyer Mob,” which delved heavily in the illegal booze business. When Lansky and Siegel weren't hired as muscle to protect other bootlegger's shipments, they were hijacking liquor trucks themselves, sometimes even the trucks of the bootleggers whom they were supposed to be protecting.
 
   The “Bugs and Meyer Mob” was also intimately involved in violent “schlammings” (beating up people for a fee) and a few murders, as long as the price was right. The murder business was so lucrative, several of  the “Bugs and Meyer Mob” alumni eventually became key members of “Murder Incorporated,” which terrorized the streets of New York City in the 1930's. These killers included Joe “Doc” Stacher, Joe Adonis, Abner “Longie” Zwillmen, and Arthur “Dutch Schultz” Flegenheimer.
 
   As a young man, Lansky became fast friends with Italian mobster Lucky Luciano. Lansky and Luciano joined forces with men like Arnold “The Brain” Rothstein, and they began to run their crime enterprises like a business, with violence used only as a last resort.
 
   In 1931, after the deaths of Mafia bosses Salvatore Maranzano and Joe “The Boss” Masseria (both were ordered killed by Luciano), Lansky and Luciano transformed the mob into one National Crime Syndicate, with men of assorted nationalities on their “Board of Directors.” Not only did this Crime Syndicate engage in illegal activities, such as gambling, hijackings, shakedowns, and loansharking, but they also controlled the labor unions, which oversaw the shipping and trucking industries, as well as public works projects. Lansky also partnered with mob boss Frank Costello, to corner the illegal slot-machine markets throughout the country.
 
   Even though most of his mob boss associates were in the Italian Mafia, Lansky had as much say as the Italians. In fact, most people considered Lansky “the brains of the operation,” while the Italians mostly provided the muscle. Because he was short in stature, Lansky was dubbed “The Little Man,” However, this was not a derogatory term. Lansky's vote on any crime issue usually took precedence over anyone else's vote.
 
   After Luciano went to jail on a trumped-up prostitution charge, Siegel convinced Lansky that there was money to be made in the desert of Las Vegas, Nevada, which was then little more than a “comfort station” for weary travelers. Lansky formed the Nevada Projects Corporation, and Las Vegas was born.
 
   Unfortunately, Siegel did not live long enough to reap the mob's Las Vegas profits. Siegel was suspected of skimming the mob's construction cash, and in 1947, Siegel was shot through the eye, as he sat in the living room of his girlfriend Virginia Hill's mansion in Beverly Hills. Rumors arose that Lansky voted against killing his longtime pal Siegel, but in fact, Lansky agreed, saying, “I had no choice.”
 
   Lansky invested heavily in the casino gambling operations in Cuba. However in 1959, Lansky lost everything, when Fidel Castro took over the rule of Cuba from Fulgencio Batista in a military coup.
 
   With the United States government cracking down on the mob in Las Vegas, Lansky fled to Israel to avoid arrest. He tried to claim Israeli citizenship under “The Law of Return,” a rule that gave citizenship to anyone born of a Jewish mother. After lengthy court battles, Lansky's pleas for citizenship in Israel were turned down, and he was sent back to America. In 1973, law enforcement officials tried to jail Lansky on tax evasion charges, like they had done with Al Capone four decades earlier. However, Lansky was acquitted at trial, which gave the government a big black eye.
 
   After undergoing open heart surgery in 1973, Lansky spent the rest of his life as a sickly man. Stricken with lung cancer, Meyer Lansky died at his home in Miami Beach, Florida, in January 1983, at the age of 80.
 
    
 
   Leslie, George Leonidas
 
   George Leonidas Leslie started out in life as one of the privileged class. However, Leslie soon became a criminal, known by the New York City Police as “King of the Bank Robbers.”
 
   Leslie was born in Cincinnati in 1840. His father owned a brewery, and Leslie started out as an academic, graduating from the University of Cincinnati with honors and a degree in architecture.
 
   After both his parents had died, Leslie sold his father's brewery. He gave up his architectural career, and he moved to New York City. There Leslie fell in with a bad crowd,  and he decided he could make a darn good living by robbing banks. It is estimated, that in the 10-year period spanning 1874-1884, Leslie was responsible for 80 percent of all bank robberies committed in the United States; swiping cash estimated to be between 7-12 million dollars.
 
   In New York City, Leslie posed as a man-about-town of considerable means. He belonged to the most exclusive clubs, and he was a regular theatergoer and a patron of the arts. Leslie used this false pretense to gain access to valuable bits of information, that made his bank-robbing life most profitable.
 
   Leslie would often spend as much as three years planning a bank job. When he found a bank to his liking, Leslie would try to get the blueprints of the interior of the bank. If that were not possible, Leslie would visit the bank posing as a depositor. With his experience in architecture, Leslie would then draw up rough plans, detailing the intricacies of the inside of the bank. Sometimes, Leslie would have one of his gang members get a job at the bank, either as a night watchman, or a porter. These “inside men” would provide Leslie with the exact specifications of the inside of the bank, and the make and model of the bank vault.
 
   After obtaining all this valuable information, Leslie would then buy a duplicate of the bank's safe. Leslie spent days, and sometimes weeks, perfecting the art of opening that safe. Leslie shied away from using dynamite to crack the safe, having decided that an explosion would cause too much noise and lead to them being detected.
 
   Leslie method of opening safes included boring a hole underneath the dial, then using a thin piece of steel to manipulate the tumblers into place. To cover almost any contingency in robbing a bank, Leslie had a set of burglar tools specially created for him, which cost the staggering sum of $3,000 -  more than most people, at that time, earned in several years.
 
   To perfect the job he was planning, Leslie sometimes set up a room in a loft he had rented downtown to resemble the inside of the bank he was planning to rob. There Leslie, and the men whom he had selected for that particular bank job, would spend considerable amounts of time practicing exactly how the bank robbery should develop. Leslie would darken the lights, and watch his men go through their maneuvers in the dark. He would  then critique their work. 
 
   Leslie’s cohorts consisted of various known criminals, such as Jimmy Hope, Jimmy Brady, Abe Coakley, Shang Draper, Red Leary, Johnny Dobbs, Worcester Sam Perris, Bill Kelly, and Banjo Pete Emerson.
 
   In May of 1875, Leslie decided to rob the Manhattan Savings Institution at 644 Broadway. Leslie, through his “inside man” at the bank, Patrick Shelvin, found out the make and model of the lock on the bank's vault. Leslie procured an exact model from the manufacturers: Valentine & Bulter. Then, Leslie spent six months perfecting the opening of the lock.
 
   On October 27, 1875, Shelvin let Leslie and Leslie's crew into the bank at night. When their work was done, they had stolen $3.5 million in cash and securities, almost $50 million in today's money. No one was arrested until May 1879, and as a result, Jimmy Hope and Bill Kelly were convicted and sent to prison. Abe Coakley and Banjo Pete Emerson were also arrested, but they were acquitted at trial. Leslie was never arrested, and his involvement in the bank robbery was not discovered until after his death.
 
   Leslie’s reputation grew to such gigantic proportions, he was often called in as a “consultant” by other bank-robbing gangs. It is believed, Leslie received more than $20,000, just to travel to San Francisco to look over plans for a local bank heist.
 
   Yet, if Leslie had one weakness, it was for the affections of  a woman. Leslie began an affair with the girlfriend of one of his cohorts: Shang Draper, a murderous thug of the worst sort.
 
   On June 4, 1884, Leslie's decomposed body was found lying at the base of Tramps Rock, near the borderline between Westchester and the Bronx. He was shot twice in the head. Police speculated that Leslie was killed by the jealous Draper in a house at 101 Lynch Street in Brooklyn. Then Leslie's body was carted to Tramps Rock, by three of Draper's associates, who had been seen near Yonkers at the time Leslie's body was discovered.
 
   However, there was little evidence of the crime, and no one was ever arrested for Leslie's murder.
 
    
 
   Luciano, Lucky
 
   Lucky Luciano was born Salvatore Luciana on November 24, 1896, in Lercara Friddi, a tiny town near Palermo, Sicily. Luciano immigrated with his family to America in 1907, and they settled in an apartment building at 265 East 10th Street. The rumor was that as a 10-year-old Luciano was a terror in Sicily, and he convinced a customs officer at Ellis Island to change his name from Luciana to Luciano, in order to avoid detection by several enemies he had made in the old country.
 
   Luciano was not a model student. As a result, Luciano decided to work  a racket in which he would confront skinny Jewish kids on their way to the public school he attended, and offer them, for a penny or two, protection from him not beating them up. Some kids paid, and some kids Luciano beat up badly. However, one skinny Jewish kid fought Luciano tooth and nail in an all-out street fight. The Jewish kid's name was Meyer Lansky, and they started a lifelong friendship that would be extremely profitable to both.
 
   Luciano dropped out of school at the age of 15, and he worked in a hat factory for a while. Unfortunately, that was not the life for him. Looking for a different kind of work, Luciano started hanging out on Mulberry Street, and soon he became a charter member of the Five Points Gang, under the tutelage of their leader, Paul Kelly, with top-notch hoods Johnny Torrio and Frankie Yale as his mentors. Luciano became a “leg-breaker” for the Five Points Gang, and he was suspected of many beatings and maybe even a few murders. However, the Five Points Gang had their hooks into crooked cops and politicians, so Luciano was never brought up on any criminal charges.
 
   By 1920, the Five Points Gang had splintered into several smaller gangs. Luciano saw potential in the rackets of Joe “The Boss” Masseria, who himself saw potential in the rough-and-tumble Luciano. Masseria treated Luciano like a son, and he made Luciano his top gun and second in command in all Masseria's operations.
 
   However, Masseria didn't like the fact that Luciano did business with Jews like Lansky and Lansky's partner Bugsy Siegel; or even with Italians like Frank Costello, who was from Calabria, and didn't have Masseria's required Sicilian bloodlines. 
 
   Finally, Luciano decided Masseria had to go, and because Masseria was now involved in the Castellammarese War with rival Salvatore Maranzano, Luciano threw in with Maranzano with the intention of killing Masseria. To finalize his double-cross, Luciano lured Masseria to a Coney Island restaurant, and while Luciano was taking a bathroom break, Siegel and three other men barged in and shot Masseria to death.
 
   After a few months under the strict rule of Maranzano, Luciano decided Maranzano, and his old-world ways, had to go, too. Furthermore, Maranzano felt the same way about the ambitious Luciano. As a result, Maranzano invited Luciano to a meeting in Maranzano's midtown office, where he planned to have Vincent “Mad Dog” Cole shoot Luciano into Swiss cheese.
 
   Luckily for Luciano, he was one step ahead of Maranzano. Luciano sent four men, led by Samuel “Red” Levine, to Maranzano's office, where they shot and stabbed Maranzano to death. As they left the scene of the crime, the four men passed Cole in the ground floor hallway. They told Cole that Maranzano was already dead and not to bother going up to Maranzano's office. Cole shrugged, did an about-face and quickly exited the building, quite content in the fact that he had been paid in advance for doing absolutely nothing.
 
   Luciano's next move was to unite all the disjointed mobs into separate, but equal groups; Italians and otherwise. With the assistance of Lansky, Luciano formed a National Crime Syndicate. However, Luciano's reign was short-lived.
 
   In 1936, ambitious special prosecutor, Thomas E. Dewey, arrested, tried, and convicted Luciano on a trumped-up charge of prostitution. The key evidence against Luciano was provided by several pimps and prostitutes, who were more interested in staying out of prison than they were about giving truthful testimony. As a result, Luciano was sentenced to 30-50 years in prison. 
 
   However, after the end of World War II, Dewey, now Governor of New York, offered  Luciano parole, for his “wartime services to his country.” These services included Luciano's men providing protection on the New York City docks, most likely from themselves. The catch was, Luciano could never return to the United States and would instead be exiled forever to Italy. From Italy, Luciano still kept his fingers in mob affairs, even sneaking into Cuba to help Lansky run his lucrative casino businesses.
 
   By the early 1960's, Luciano, due to several heart attacks, was an extremely ill man. Knowing his days were numbered, Luciano was contemplating providing details for a movie concerning his longtime connections to organized crime. Lansky and his pals were not too happy about these new turn of events. But before they could stop him, on January 26, 1962, Charles “Lucky” Luciano died of a heart attack at a Naples airport. He was on his way to meet an arriving scriptwriter to discuss the details of that never-made biographical flick.
 
    
 
   Madden, Owney
 
   Owney “The Killer” Madden was an anomaly in the world of the 1920 New York City gangsters, mainly because Madden was not Italian or even Jewish. Madden was British, the son of a relocated Irish dockworker, born and bred and dedicated for life to his homeland: merry old England. In fact, even though Madden was an American criminal for six decades, he didn't give up his English passport until 1950, after he was threatened with deportation.
 
   Owen "Owney" Madden was born at 25 Somerset Street, in Leeds, England, on December 18, 1891. In need of work, his father moved the Madden family to Liverpool. In 1903, when young Madden was only 12, his father died, and his mother re-located her family to America, settling on the West Side of Manhattan in a treacherous neighborhood called  “Hell’s Kitchen.”
 
   Madden fell in with a rough-and-tumble gang known as the Gophers, and he became proficient in the favored crimes of the era: robberies, muggings, and labor racket beatings. Madden was adept at using a myriad of weapons, including a slingshot and brass knuckles. However,  Madden's favorite weapon was a lead pipe, wrapped in newspaper.
 
   Madden's main source of income was the  “insurance business,” where Madden sold “bomb insurance” to scores of local merchants who were worried about having their businesses bombed, of course, by none other than Madden himself. As a member of the Gophers, Madden was arrested 44 times, but managed to stay out of prison every time.
 
   When he was 17, Madden earned his nickname “The Killer,” after he shot to death an unarmed Italian in the street, for no reason, other than the fact that he could do so. After the killing, Madden stood over the dead body, and he announced to the assembled crowd, “I'm Owney Madden!”
 
   By the time he was 23, Madden had at least five other murders to his credit.
 
   One time, Madden's braggadocio almost cost him his life. On November, 6, 1912, at the Arbor Dance Hall, which was in the heart of the territory controlled by the Gopher's rivals, the Hudson Dusters, Madden strolled into the hall by himself during a dance given by the Dave Hyson Association. Madden was watching the proceedings from the balcony, when 11 Hudson Dusters surrounded him and filled his body with six pieces of lead. Madden was rushed to the hospital where a detective asked Madden who had shot him.
 
   “Nothin' doin,'” Madden said. “It's no business but mine who put these slugs into me. My boys will get them.”
 
   By the time Madden was released  from the hospital, six of  his 11 assailants had already been shot dead.
 
   While Madden was recuperating, one of his fellow Gophers, Little Patsy Doyle, thought he could use Madden's weakened condition as a reason to take control of the gang. However, the main cause of Doyle's ire was that Madden had stolen Doyle's girlfriend, Freda Horner, away from him. 
 
   When word got back to Madden about Doyle's intentions, Madden used Miss Horner to lure Doyle to a saloon on Eighth Avenue and 41st  Street, where Madden and two of his gunmen shot Doyle dead. Madden was arrested three days later, and at his trial, Miss Horner turned the tables and testified against Madden. Madden was sentenced to 10-20 years in Sing Sing Prison, but he did only eight, being released in 1923.
 
   When he hit the streets again, Madden found his Gophers gang had dissipated, so he threw himself headfirst into the bootlegging business. As a result of his great bootlegging success, Madden moved up in class and was considered the equal of mobsters like Lucky Luciano, Frank Costello, Louis Lepke, Bugsy Siegel, and Meyer Lansky. Madden also dabbled in the night club business, opening the legendary Cotton Club in Harlem, which he bought from former heavyweight champion Jack Johnson.
 
   His relationship with Johnson segued Madden into the boxing business, where he nurtured the career of Italian carnival freak, the 6-foot-6-inch, 285-pound Primo Canera. Madden fed Canera so many stiffs and setups, the no-talent Canera was able to win the heavyweight championship of the world. Canera did so by landing an invisible punch against champion Jack Sharkey in the 6th round at the Madison Square Garden Bowl, in Long Island City. Sharkey obviously took a dive and was reportedly paid handsomely to do so.
 
   The first time Madden put Canera in tough, against Jewish heavyweight sensation Max Baer, Canera was knocked down 10 times, before the referee mercifully stopped the fight in the 11th round. Of course, Madden made big money betting on Baer, who, because of Canera's feared reputation, went into the fight as a slight underdog.
 
   In 1932, Madden was arrested on a parole violation, and when he was released a few months later, he decided he had accumulated enough cash in a lifetime of crime to relocate to Hot Springs, Arkansas. There, Madden opened several casino/hotels, which were used as hideouts for New York City mobsters on the lam. To perpetuate his guise of respectability, Madden even married the Postmaster's daughter. In 1943, Madden was granted United States citizenship.
 
   In 1965, after being stricken with emphysema, Madden died in his own bed, at the ripe old age of 74.  He was said to have amassed a fortune of $3 million, but not surprisingly, none of that money was ever found after his death.
 
    
 
   Mandelbaum, Fredericka “Marm” 
 
   Fredericka “Marm” Mandelbaum was born in 1818 in the country of Prussia. In 1848, she immigrated to the United States with her husband, Wolfe Mandelbaum. A big woman, tipping the scales at over 250 pounds, Mandelbaum opened a dry-goods store at 79 Clinton Street on the corner of Rivington. The dry-goods store was located on the ground floor of a three-story building, which Mandelbaum later purchased with her ill-gotten gains.
 
   By 1854, the dry-goods store was a front for the biggest fencing operation in the history of New York City. Mandelbaum lived on the top two floors of the building with her husband, son, and two daughters. Their apartments were as lavishly furnished as any in New York City; furnished, of course, with stolen goods. Among the famous crooks Mandelbaum dealt with on a regular basis, were Shang Draper, George Leonidas Leslie, Banjo Pete Emerson, Mark Shinburn, Bill Mosher, and Joe Douglas.
 
   Mandelbaum was known for throwing lavish parties in her apartment, attended by every known criminal, of both sexes, in New York City, including judges and politicians, whom she had in her back pocket. Knowing women were as good, or even better crooks than men, Mandelbaum became fast friends with female criminals like Black Lena Kleinschmidt, Big Mary, Ellen Clegg, Queen Liz, Little Annie, Old Mother Hubbard, and the notorious pickpocket and shoplifter Sophie Lyons. Lyons, along with her bank-robber husband Ned, moved  right over the Hudson River to New Jersey, and she later became known as the “Queen of Hackensack.”
 
   In 1862, Mandelbaum first caught the eye of the police, and it is estimated that from 1862 to 1884, she handled between 5-10 million dollars of stolen property. Her business was so good, Mandelbaum decided to put some of her best crooks on salaries. However, Mandelbaum abandoned that idea quickly, when she caught a few of them peddling their stolen goods to other fences (What did she expect, honest crooks?).
 
   As her business grew, Mandelbaum, imitating the Dickens character Fagin, decided to start a school for children on Grand Street, where little tykes could learn the noble profession from the ground up, starting as pickpockets and sneak thieves. For the older children, Mandelbaum offered courses in burglary, safe-breaking, blackmailing, and confidence games. Mandelbaum's school became so well-known, the son of a prominent police official applied for admittance, compelling Mandelbaum to shut down her school immediately and permanently.
 
   Whenever  Mandelbaum did get herself into trouble, she could always count on Little Abe Hummel and Big Bill Howe, from the law firm of Hummel and Howe (not to be confused with the law firm of Dewey, Screwem, and Howe), to find whatever loophole they could find, legal and illegal, to keep Mandelbaum out of jail. Hummel and Howe were of such good service to Mandelbaum, she placed them on an annual retainer of $5,000.
 
   In 1884, the New York District Attorney, Peter B. Olney, hired the Pinkerton Detective Agency to infiltrate Mandelbaum's criminal organization. One of the detectives sold her a stolen shipment of silk, and when her house was raided the next day, Mandelbaum was arrested, along with her son Julius and clerk Herman Stroude. Mandelbaum was charged with grand larceny and receiving stolen goods (pieces of silk and satin worth $633). However, the wily Hummel and Howe arranged for Mandelbaum's release on bail. Resorting to form, Mandelbaum jumped bail, and she moved to Toronto, Canada, where she lived the rest of her life in comfort.
 
   To add insult to injury, the state of New York got hoodwinked by Hummel and Howe, and a crooked bondsman, who was supposed to have held the property Mandelbaum had pledged for bail. Using backdated checks, these three gyp-artists transferred the property to Mandelbaum's daughter, along with other properties the state was in the process of putting liens on.
 
   Jabbing her finger in the eye of the New York City police, Mandelbaum, still wanted for her numerous crimes, traveled several times to New York City, in disguise, to take up with her old criminal pals, helping them plan several heists.
 
   In 1894, after having screwed the American government as much as any woman in American history, Marm Mandelbaum died of natural causes in Canada at the age of 76.
 
   Big Bill Howe died peacefully in his own bed in 1903. However, in 1905, Little Abe Hummel was sent to prison after being convicted of several counts of legal malpractice.
 
   To paraphrase Meat Loaf, one out of three ain't bad.
 
    
 
   Maranzano, Salvatore
 
   Salvatore Maranzano was the Mafia leader who organized the first Cosa Nostra in America.
 
   Maranzano was born in Castellammare del Golfo, Sicily, in 1886. As a young man, the college-educated Maranzano studied to become a priest, but then he did a 180-degree turn and became a Mafioso instead. Maranzano came under the influence of Sicilian Mafia Boss, Don Vito Cascio Ferro, who groomed Maranzano to be his second-in-command.
 
   In 1925, Ferro sent Maranzano to America to organize the Sicilian crime families into one powerful group. Ferro eventually planned to come to America himself and assume the title of “Capi de Tutti Capi” (Boss of All Bosses). Unfortunately, Ferro was arrested in 1926 by Sicilian prefect Cesare Mori, on a trumped-up charge and sentenced to life in prison. This opened the door for Maranzano to take Ferro's place at the top of the Mafia heap in America.
 
   When Maranzano arrived in America, he worked ostensibly in the real estate business, when in fact, he was a major bootlegger, who specialized in “homebrew.” Maranzano employed  hundreds of people to produce illegal booze in their homes, which Maranzano's men distributed throughout New York and New Jersey, and even as far as Pittsburgh.
 
   Maranzano's long-range plan was to unseat New York's top Mafia chief, Joe “The Boss” Masseria, then reorganize the fractured crime families, including non-Italians, into one large organization with several “Bosses” leading their individual families. Of course, Maranzano envisioned himself as the “Boss of All Bosses.” Masseria did not exactly agree with Maranzano's vision, and the result was the Castellammarese War, where the casualty count, in both Masseria and Maranzano's ranks, totaled over 50 dead bodies.
 
   In 1928, in order to achieve his goal, Maranzano tried to recruit Masseria's top lieutenant, Charles “Lucky” Luciano, to take out Masseria. Luciano balked at first, but in 1931, Luciano, tired of  Masseria's greed, and also tired of Masseria's ban on Luciano working with non-Sicilians, switched sides and agreed to take out Masseria. Luciano lured Masseria to an Italian Restaurant in Coney Island, and with Luciano conveniently in the men's room, four men, led by deranged killer Bugsy Siegel, filled Masseria's belly with lead, to go with the Chicken Parmesan he had eaten earlier.
 
   With Masseria out of the way, Maranzano was now on top of the American Mafia world. Or so he thought.
 
   Maranzano summoned more than 500 Mafioso to a meeting in the Bronx. At this meeting,  Maranzano outlined a Roman Empire-style organization, with the entire New York Mafia divided into five families, each with a boss, an underboss, lieutenants, and soldiers. Maranzano dubbed his new organization the “Cosa Nostra,” or “Our Thing.” Of course, Maranzano officially anointed himself “Boss of All Bosses,” which did not sit well with Luciano and his Italian pals, which included Frank Costello, Vito Genovese, and Joe Adonis; nor with Jewish gangsters Meyer Lansky, Louie “Lepke” Buchalter, and Bugsy Siegel.
 
   Maranzano, ever the wily fox, knew Luciano had the adulation of many of the top New York City mobsters and would eventually try to wrest control of the organization from Maranzano. As a result, Maranzano compiled a “death list” of guys who had to go. Luciano's name stood right at the top of the list.
 
   Maranzano struck a deal with kill-crazy, Vincent “Mad Dog” Cole, to murder both Luciano and Genovese, while they were present at a meeting in Maranzano's midtown office. Maranzano gave Cole $25,000 down, with $25,000 more, due upon the completion of his task. However, Luciano caught wind of the plot, and on the same day Luciano and Genovese were supposed to be killed, Luciano sent his own execution squad to Maranzano's office, which consisted of four Jewish gangsters led by capable killer, Red Levine. 
 
   On September 10, 1931, while Maranzano was awaiting the arrival of Luciano and Genovese, four men barged into Maranzano's outer office, flashing badges. They threw Maranzano's bodyguards against the wall, frisked them, and relieved them of their weapons. Then the four killers strode into Maranzano's inner office, where they stabbed and shot him to death.
 
   The killers rushed from Maranzano's office, bypassed the elevator, and hurried down the emergency stairwell. They were followed by the two Maranzano bodyguards, who were now out of work, and seeking employment. The killers crossed paths with “Mad Dog” Cole, who was ready to enter the stairwell to do in Luciano and Genovese, who were nowhere near the premises.
 
   When Levine informed Cole about Maranzano's demise, Cole did an immediate about-face, and then  rushed out of the building, whistling a happy tune. Due to the unexpected turn of events, Mad Dog Cole was $25,000 richer, without having to kill anyone.
 
    
 
   Masseria, Joe (The Boss)
 
   Joe “The Boss” Masseria was an uncouth mobster who enjoyed killing as much as he enjoyed eating, and he enjoyed eating a lot. 
 
   In 1903, the 5-foot-2-inch Masseria fled Sicily, because he had murdered someone and was not cool about cooling his heels in a Sicilian prison for the rest of his life. Masseria landed in New York City, and he immediately became part of the vicious Morello Gang, America's first Italian organized crime family.
 
   The Morello gang was headed by Joe Morello and his brother Nick; killers so proficient, they were reportedly responsible for scores of murders themselves. The Morello Brothers also employed two other vicious henchmen: Lupo “The Wolf” (real name Ignazio Saietta, of the Black Hand fame), and half-brother Ciro Terranova, who later became the “Artichoke King” in New York City.
 
   However,  the greedy, ambitious, and treacherous Masseria did not like taking a back seat to anyone. As a result, after Lupo the Wolf, Joe Morello, and Terranova were sent to prison for various crimes, including a counterfeiting charge, Masseria planned to snatch the reins of the organized crime family from the Morello brothers.  Masseria joyfully pulled the trigger himself, killing several Morello loyalists. After Nick Morello was killed by men from the Neapolitan Camorra (Naples' version of the Mafia) in Brooklyn, it left Masseria in charge of all the local Manhattan rackets.
 
   For the next few years, there were several hit attempts on Masseria's life, but Masseria always emerged unscathed. In 1922, Masseria left his apartment at 82 Second  Avenue, protected by two bodyguards. He was met by a hail of bullets, fired at close range by two men, one of whom Masseria recognized as Rocco Valenti. Masseria's two bodyguards were shot dead, but Masseria  fled into a millinery shop next door. Amazingly, even though the two gunmen had emptied their guns at Masseria, Masseria was able to bob and weave, and avoid any contact with the lead.
 
   Soon after, Masseria set up a meeting with Valenti at a restaurant on East 12th Street, ostensibly to make peace. Valenti arrived with two bodyguards, but three of Masseria's men were waiting in ambush. Seeing imminent danger, Valenti made a mad dash across the street, looking for cover. After Masseria's men wounded Valenti's bodyguards, Valenti jumped on the running board of a passing taxi. Valenti was firing back at his assailants, when he was shot dead, reportedly by a young Lucky Luciano, a hood who would later play an important part in Masseria's demise.
 
   To keep his empire running smoothly, Masseria hired young gangsters like Luciano, Vito Genovese, Joe Bonanno, and Thomas Lucchese to do his dirty work for him. Masseria was so fond of Luciano, he eventually made him his second-in-command.
 
   The relationship between Masseria and Luciano became strained, when Luciano started doing business with two Jewish gangsters, Meyer Lansky and Bugsy Siegel, and also with Frank Costello, an Italian from the mainland of Italy. Masseria had one strict rule. He and his men could only do business with fellow Sicilians. Period. This did not go over too well Luciano, and he waited for the right time to take out Masseria, and gain control of Masseria's rackets.
 
   In 1927, Masseria encountered a new threat to his supremacy in the name of Salvatore Maranzano, who came over from Sicily, as the underboss to Don Vito Cascio Ferro, the most powerful Mafia leader in Sicily. What happened next, was the Castellammarese War: a two-year bloody confrontation between Masseria's and Maranzano's men. During this time, Luciano, and his pals, ostensibly stood loyal to Masseria. However, reading the writing on the wall, they finally decided to throw their lot in with Maranzano.
 
   On April 15, 1931, Luciano lured Masseria to the Nuova Villa Tammaro Restaurant, in Coney Island. After Masseria had stuffed his belly with an enormous amount of Italian food (Masseria was said to have the eating habits of a “drooling mastiff”), Masseria and Luciano sat down to play cards.
 
   At 3:30 p.m.,  Luciano excused himself to go to the bathroom. While he was taking care of business, four gunmen busted through the front door: Vito Genovese, Bugsy Siegel, Albert Anastasia, and Joe Adonis. The four men fired repeatedly at Masseria, hitting him six times, before he dropped dead to the floor holding the Ace of Spades in his right hand.
 
   Minutes later, when the police arrived, Luciano told them, since he had been busy in the bathroom, he had not seen who had killed Masseria; nor did he have the slightest idea who would do such a terrible thing.
 
   The police doubted the sincerity of Luciano's statement, but since Masseria was held in such high contempt by the law, no one was ever arrested for Masseria's murder.
 
    
 
   Mock Duck
 
   No, Mock Duck is not an item on the menu of a Chinese restaurant, but rather the name of one of the most notorious Chinese gangsters ever to set foot in America.
 
   Real name, Sai Wing Mock, Mock Duck was born in China in 1879. In the late 1890's, Mock Duck traveled to the United States. He immediately took residence in New York City's Chinatown, where he joined the Hip Sing Tong, a small group of Chinese gangsters led by Lem Tong Sing. 
 
   At the time, Chinatown was controlled by the powerful On Leong Tong, whose boss was the murderous Tom Lee. Soon, Mock Duck pushed aside Lem Tong Sing as leader of the Hip Sing Tong, and he took control of the tong himself. Mock Duck's first act as boss of the Hip Sing Tong was to demand fifty percent of the profits from Tom Lee's On Leong Tong. This did not sit well with Lee, and as a result, the Tong Wars of the early 1900's started in full force.
 
   Mock Duck, knowing his Hip Sing Tong couldn't compete in total gang members against the On Leong Tong, joined forces with the Four Brother's Society to even up the numbers a bit. Still, the Tong Wars became a bloody mess for three decades, with many casualties on all sides.
 
   On January, 24, 1906, as a group of On Leong Tong members exited a building at 32 Pell Street, a dozen Hip Sing Tong members jumped from an alley on Doyers Street, and the fired as many as hundred rounds of ammunition at their rivals. Two On Leong Tong members were killed, and two were badly injured. This rampage was reportedly planned by Mock Duck, who ordered murders to be done, but very rarely got his hands dirty doing the actual killings himself.
 
   The one exception was in 1900, when Mock Duck allegedly murdered a New Jersey tailor named Ah See, in front of 23 Mott Street. Mock Duck was tried three times for See's murder, but was never convicted.
 
   Mock Duck lived in a top floor apartment with his family at 21 Pell Street, in the heart of Chinatown. The rest of the apartments in this building also housed Hip Sing Tong members. There had been several attempts on Mock Duck's life, so he was forced to wear a “chain mail” vest, in addition to always carrying two guns and a small hatchet for protection, just in case.
 
   On January 12, 1912, Mock Duck narrowly escaped death, when two On Leong Tong members casually entered an apartment at 21 Pell Street. They opened fire at a group of Hip Sing Tong members, as the Hip Sings played a game of fan-tan, killing Lung You, one of Mock Duck's top henchmen. Luckily for Mock Duck, he was out of the building at the time and was not a victim of the shooting, which was obviously intended for him.
 
   Mock Duck was finally arrested by the police in 1912 for the minor crime of running a “policy game,” more commonly known as the “numbers racket.” Mock Duck was convicted and sentenced to two years in Sing Sing Prison. When Mock Duck was released in 1914, he returned to Chinatown, and he assumed a very low profile in the Hip Sing Tong.
 
   In 1932, Mock Duck briefly resurfaced in the news, when he, in conjunction with the American and Chinese governments, arranged a truce, officially ending the Chinatown Tong Wars.
 
   Unlike most of his fellow Chinese Tong members, who were killed in the streets of Chinatown, Mock Duck died of natural causes, at the age of 72, in his Brooklyn home in 1941.
 
    
 
   Morrissey, John (Old Smoke)
 
   John Morrissey started out as a feared bare-knuckle boxer, but later became a street-gang member and a leg-breaker for the Tammany Hall politicians.
 
   Morrissey was born in Templemore, County Tipperary, Ireland in 1831. The famed potato famine was in its infancy, but Morrissey's parents saw the writing on the wall. They immigrated to America in 1833 and settled in Troy, New York. Not being educated, but good with his fists, Morrissey was relegated to working as a collection agent for the local Irish crime bosses. While working as a bouncer in a Troy brothel, Morrissey taught himself how to read and write. Realizing his future was limited in Troy, Morrissey made the short trek to New York City. There, Morrissey made a name for himself as a rough hooligan, fighting often in bars and on the piers, just for sport.
 
   One day, Morrissey engaged in an impromptu fight with Tom McCann, at the indoor pistol gallery under the St. Charles Hotel. McCann was getting the best of Morrissey, when a powerful McCann punch drove Morrissey over burning coals from a hot stove, which had been overturned during the fight. Morrissey's clothes and flesh were on fire, and with smoke comes from his backside, Morrissey leaped forward, and he immediately battered McCann senseless. Hence, Morrissey was awarded the nickname “Old Smoke.”
 
   After winning a few more battles, inside and outside the ring, Morrissey challenged world heavyweight champion Yankee Sullivan to a fight for the World's Heavyweight Title. The fight took place on October 12, 1853, at Boston Corners, on the border of Massachusetts and New York. Morrissey was battered throughout the fight, but he won by disqualification in the 37th round, when Sullivan hit Morrissey while he was down.
 
   Buoyed by his newfound fistic fame, and now a member of the Dead Rabbits, a feared street gang, Morrissey was hired by the Democrats from Tammany Hall to protect the polling places from the Bowery Boy's gang, led by Butcher Bill Poole. Poole and his pals terrorized the polling places on election days, in favor of the Native American, or Know-Nothing political party.
 
   On Election Day 1854, Poole announced that he and 30 of his Bowery Boys were headed to a certain local election site to destroy the ballot boxes. Tammany Hall called on Morrissey to protect their interests, and with John A. Kennedy, who later became New York City's Superintendent of Police, they assembled a gang of over 50 Dead Rabbits. Itching for a fight, they stood in wait inside the polling place for Poole and his gang's arrival.
 
   A man of his word, Poole arrived at the polling place looking to do as much damage as possible. However, as Poole scanned the inside of the polling place, he immediately realized his group was vastly outnumbered by Morrissey and the Dead Rabbits. 
 
   Not a good thing for Poole.
 
   Poole met Morrissey in the center of the room, and after staring menacingly at each other for a few moments, without saying a word, Poole abruptly turned and left, taking his gang with him. Tammany Hall was so overjoyed by Morrissey's heroics, they gave him a free gambling house (under the protection of the New York City police, of course).
 
   In 1855, Morrissey challenged Poole to a bare-knuckles fight, on a pier near Christopher Street. Poole accepted, but once the two men squared off, instead of fighting with his fists, Poole tried to crush Morrissey to death by squeezing Morrissey in a mighty bear hug. When Morrissey was nearly unconscious, a group of men barged into the ring, and they stopped the murder attempt.
 
   A few months later, Poole was shot and killed by Morrissey's close friend Lew Baker at Stanwix Hall, a bar on Broadway near Prince Street. Both Baker and Morrissey were arrested for Poole's murder, but after three mistrials (rumor had it that Tammany Hall influenced some jurors in Morrissey and Baker's favor), the charges were finally dropped.
 
   In 1857, Morrissey retired from boxing, and he went full-throttle into the gambling business. Morrissey eventually opened 16 gambling houses throughout the state of New York, including an exceptionally profitable one in Sarasota Springs.
 
   From 1867-71, and with the backing of Tammany Hall, Morrissey was elected United States Congressman from New York. In 1873, tired of Tammany Hall's illegal tactics, which were only surpassed by the illegal tactics Morrissey employed himself, Morrissey testified against Tammany Hall chief and thief, William “Boss” Tweed.  Based on Morrissey's testimony and the overwhelming evidence of Tweed's treachery,  the jury convicted Tweed on several counts of misappropriating government funds. As a result,  Boss Tweed was sent to prison, where he subsequently died.
 
   In 1875, as a reward for his service to his country, Morrissey was elected to the New York State Senate. Morrissey was still a Senator, when he died of pneumonia in 1878 at the age of 47.
 
   In 1999, John Morrissey, A.K.A.,  “Old Smoke,” was elected to the International Boxing Hall of Fame.
 
    
 
   Orgen, Jacob (Little Augie)
 
   Jacob "Little Augie" Orgen was born on the streets of the Lower East Side of Manhattan in 1896. He quickly ditched school and became known as a “schlammer,” for the  Benjamin “Dopey” Fein mob. “Schlammers,” or “Sluggers” were basically head-breakers, who kept the union workers in line, by “schlammin'” them on the side of the head, with a club, or with a baseball bat, if they went against what their union leaders decreed. Orgen formed a little side gang call the “Little Augies,” but he was strictly a small-time player under Fein.
 
   After Fein was arrested for improprieties concerning the Amalgamated Clothing Workers of America, rather than go to jail for a long period of time, Fein, not as dopey as his name, cut a deal with the cops. As a result of being a rat, Fein lost his job and his influence with the labor unions.
 
   Enter rival gangsters Johnny Spanish and Kid Dropper, who while Orgen was cooling his heel in prison on a robbery charge, spent the next several years fighting over control of the labor unions. In 1919, Dropper eliminated Spanish with a few bullets, and Little Augie, fresh out of  prison, put his eyes on Dropper's domain.
 
   Orgen's gang of mostly Jewish criminals joined forces with the gang of Solomon Schipiro, whose men, strangely enough, consisted mostly of Italians. Orgen and Schipiro were fighting a losing battle against Dropper's forces, so they decided to cut off the head: Dropper himself.
 
   As Dropper was being released from prison on a gun charge at the Essex Market Court on Second Avenue and Second Street, Little Augie and his gang stood anxiously in the street outside the court, mayhem on their minds. A dozen cops surrounded  Dropper, with their eyes on Orgen, who was rumored to be there to kill Dropper. The police pushed Dropper into a waiting cab, when out nowhere, a nobody named Louis Kushner rushed the cab from the back and shot Dropper twice in the head. Kushner denied all involvement with Orgen (but the cops knew better), and he was sentenced  to 20 years-to-life in prison for the murder of Dropper.
 
   Orgen immediately took over Dropper's rackets, and he enlisted a dangerous crew of killers, including “Jack Legs” Diamond, Louis "Lepke" Buchalter, and Jacob "Gurrah" Shapiro, to keep in line people who needed to be kept in line.
 
   Pressure from the police (who were embarrassed Dropper was killed right under their noses), forced Orgen to abandon the labor rackets. Dropper segued right into the bootlegging business, supplying illegal hooch to various speakeasies around town. This did not sit too well with the bootleggers whom he had displaced in those joints. 
 
   Orgen was told, in no uncertain terms, by Arnold Rothstein and by Meyer Lansky, to get out of the bootlegging business, or bad things would happen to him real quick. Orgen ignored these warnings, so the offended bootleggers struck a deal with Louie “Lepke” Buchalter and Jacob Shapiro, offering them employment in their vast operations if they murdered Orgen.
 
   On October 16, 1927, Orgen was walking in front of 103 Norfolk Street, with his new bodyguard Jack “Legs” Diamond, when a black touring car pulled up alongside him, guns a-blazing. Orgen was killed and Diamond severely wounded, but Diamond lived to die another day.
 
   Orgen was buried by his estranged father, in a huge cherry-wood coffin, lined with white satin. On the top of the coffins was a silver plate that simply said: “Jacob Orgen – Aged 25 years.”
 
   Orgen was 33 at the time of his death, but his father, a legitimate, God-fearing man, considered his son dead eight years earlier when he could not convince Orgen to get out of the rackets.
 
    
 
   Pioggi, Louis (Louie the Lump)
 
   Louis Pioggi, affectionately called Louie the Lump, was a diminutive and dapper Italian-American Five Points Gang member. Pioggi thrust himself into the spotlight one starry night in Coney Island, when he snuffed out the life of Kid Twist, the boss of the former Monk Eastman Jewish Lower East Side gang.
 
   Kid Twist's gang and the Five Pointers were in a constant battle for control of the Lower East Side rackets. Under Kid Twist's reign, Twist and his gang had made great inroads into the Five Pointer's territory. The ire was so great between the two gangs, they made the Hatfields and the McCoys look like choir boys singing in church.
 
   Born in 1889 on the Lower East Side, Pioggi was basically a footnote in the history of the American gangster. Pioggi was a small-timer, who as fate would have it, fell in love with the same dancehall girl the more illustrious Kid Twist (Maxwell Zwerbach) was seeing on the side.
 
   It was the custom at the start of the 20th Century, for gangsters who had more than a few bucks in their pockets, to break free from the dumps and dives on the Lower East Side and “go out on the town,” to the wondrous expanses of Coney Island in Brooklyn. On May 14, 1908, Pioggi took a trip out to Coney Island to see Carroll Terry, a gorgeous Coney Island dancehall girl who was the regular squeeze of Kid Twist.
 
   Unknown to Pioggi, Kid Twist was also in Coney Island to see Miss Terry, and he was accompanied by his bodyguard, Cyclone Louie, real name Vach Lewis. Cyclone Louie was a killer for Kid Twist, but he was better known as a Coney Island circus strongman who bent large pieces steel around his neck for a living.
 
   Pioggi visited the dancehall Terry worked in, and he enticed her to have a few dances with him, which was her job anyway. Pioggi became hopelessly lovesick, and before he left he begged Terry to promise him, after her had shift ended, she'd come back to New York City with him. Saying anything to get rid of Pioggi, Terry said she would, but only if Pioggi left at once so she could do her job without his interference.
 
   The real reason Terry gave Pioggi the bum's rush was because she expected to see Kid Twist shorty. And that she did, when just moments after Pioggi left, Kid Twist and Cyclone Louie made their grand entrance into the dancehall. Terry joined them at a table, and after a few drinks her lips loosened, and she told Twist about Pioggi's amorous advances.
 
   Soon after, Pioggi returned to the dancehall, and he saw Kid Twist holding hands with Terry, with Cyclone Louie standing guard nearby. Knowing he had been had, Pioggi wandered into a dive on Surf Avenue, to drown his sorrows on the second floor of the saloon. Minutes later, Kid Twist and Cyclone Louie burst into the saloon and climbed the stairs. They confronted Pioggi.
 
   “I just seen Carroll,” Kid Twist told Pioggi. “And she said youse is the biggest bum she knows. So she says you are an active cuss, always jumpin' around. Let's see how active youse is.” Kid Twist pointed to the open window. “Take a jump out of the window.”
 
   Pioggi was in no mood for the 25-foot jump, but when Kid Twist made a move for the revolver in his belt, Pioggi, as requested, quickly jumped out of the window.  Pioggi landed on all fours, but he later found out he had fractured his ankle. Pioggi limped to a telephone and called Paul Kelly, the boss of the Five Points gang. Pioggi told Kelly what had transpired concerning Kid Twist.
 
   “I've got to cook him,” Pioggi told Kelly.
 
   “Sure you got to cook him,” Kelly said. “I'll send a fleet down. When my boys get there, you get these bums on the street and open up with your cannons.”
 
   Kelly's boys arrived an hour later, and when they did, they saw Kid Twist and Cyclone Louie having a grand old time in Terry's dancehall, laughing and talking loudly about Pioggi's daring jump. Terry had vacated the premises for a while and was nowhere to be seen. Pioggi sent a kid inside with a note, telling Kid Twist that Terry was waiting for him outside.
 
   As soon as Kid Twist and Cyclone Louie made it to the sidewalk, Kid Twist heard a voice call him from the side. 
 
   “Over this way, Kid,” Pioggi yelled.
 
   Before Kid Twist could react, Pioggi put a bullet in his head, killing him instantly. Cyclone Louie stood with his mouth open for an instant, then he started to run for his life. Pioggi and the Five Pointers chased Cyclone Louie, pumping bullets at him at a dazzling rate. Finally, shot five times in the chest and back, Cyclone Louie fell dead as a rock to the pavement.
 
   Pioggi, still outraged, refused to stop shooting. As luck would have it, Terry showed up seconds later, and just for the fun of it, Pioggi pumped a slug into her hip. Terry fell on top of the dead Kid Twist, but she lived to dance another day.
 
   As Pioggi jumped into a getaway car, a cop showed up at the scene. Pioggi fired again. This bullet knocked the cop's helmet off his head, but otherwise did him no harm.
 
   Pioggi finally made his getaway, and he went into hiding, while Kelly contacted Tammany Hall to see if he could negotiate Pioggi a favorable deal.
 
   A few days later, Pioggi turned himself in and pleaded guilty to manslaughter. He also testified that he had acted completely alone, which was quite disingenuous of him, since scores of people had seen the Coney Island executions.
 
   Pioggi was sentenced to 11 months in Elmira State Prison. He left the courthouse sneering. “What's 11 months?” Pioggi said. “I could do that standin' on me head.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Rodgers, Mary, “The Beautiful Cigar Girl”
 
   She was known as “The Beautiful Cigar Girl,” but the 1841 murder of  20-year-old Mary Rogers  remains one of the most baffling unsolved murders in New York City's history.
 
   Rogers was a clerk in the upscale John Anderson's Tobacco Shop in downtown Manhattan. She was an amazingly beautiful girl, and famous writers like Edgar Allen Poe, James Fennimore Cooper, and Washington Irving, became her regular customers. Poet Fitz Green-Halleck was so smitten by Rogers, he wrote a poem in Rogers's honor. Many of the top newspaper editors and beat writers were also frequent customers at Anderson's; some just to get a brief glimpse of Rogers's beauty.
 
   On  Sunday morning, July 25, 1841, at a Nassau Street boarding house owned by her mother, Rogers told one of the boarders, her fiancé Daniel Payne, that she was going out for the afternoon to visit her sister, a Mrs. Downing. That night, New York was hit by a severe thunderstorm, and Rogers did not return to the boarding house. Both her mother and Payne figured, that because of the storm, Rogers was spending the night at her sister's house.
 
   Yet on the next day, Rogers's sister told them that Rogers had never shown up at all, nor had she expected Rogers to visit. Joined by Rogers's ex-fiancé, Alfred Crommelin, they searched the city, but could find no trace of Rogers.
 
   Unfortunately, this was not the first time that Rogers had disappeared. In October 1838, Rogers's whereabouts were unknown for several days. When she returned, she said she had visited a friend in Brooklyn, even though she had not told her mother, or her employers, of her intentions to do so.
 
   After Rogers's second disappearance, Rogers's mother placed an ad in the New York Sun daily newspaper, asking if anyone knew “the whereabouts of a young lady, aged 20, last seen on the morning of the 25th, who was wearing a white dress, black shawl, blue scarf, Leghorn hat, light colored shoes, and light-colored parasol.”
 
   No one responded to the ad.
 
   On Wednesday, July 28, at Sybil's Cave in Hoboken, New Jersey, three men spotted something floating and bobbing on the New Jersey side of the Hudson River. The men jumped in a rowboat, and they quickly rowed to the area where the object was located. When they got there, they found the dead body of a young woman. They tired pulling the body onto the rowboat, but after a few unsuccessful attempts, they tied a rope under the dead woman's chin and rowed toward shore.
 
   When the coroner examined the body, in addition to severe discoloration all over her once- beautiful face, he found a red mark, the shape of a man's thumb, on the right side of her neck. There were also several marks on the left side of her neck, the size of a man's finger, indicating Rogers had been strangled and her body dumped in the river. Crommelin, after reading the accounts in the newspapers of the body found in the Hudson River, traveled to Hoboken, and he identified the body as that of Mary Rogers.
 
   Because of her popularity with the press, Rogers's death became front-page news in all the New York City newspapers. Members of the press cast suspicion on her fiancé Daniel Payne, who had told the police, that on the day of Rogers' disappearance, he had visited his brother and had spent the day bouncing to and from several bars and restaurants in New York City. To prove his innocence, Payne produced sworn affidavits from witnesses, saying he was indeed where he said he was on the day Rogers had disappeared.
 
   The mystery of Rogers's death soon disappeared from the daily newspapers. The New York City police then consisted of motley night-time Watchmen and day-time Roundsmen, who were untrained and lowly paid commoners, with little incentive to solve crimes. These pseudo-policemen decided not to investigate any further, since the body of Rogers was found in New Jersey. The New Jersey police felt Rogers had most likely been killed in New York City and that the murder investigation was not their problem.
 
   Frederica Loss owned a tavern called Nick Moore's House, near Hoboken, New Jersey, not far from where Mary Rogers's body had been found. On August 25, 1841, two of Loss's young sons, who had been playing in the woods, found various articles of women's clothing, including a handkerchief with the initials “M.R.” on it.  Mrs. Loss immediately notified the police of her sons' findings
 
   This new discovery ignited an investigation by the New Jersey police, since they now decided Rogers had indeed been killed in New Jersey. However, nothing became of the investigation and it soon ended.
 
   Throughout the years, several criminologists tried to explain who killed Mary Rogers, and why. Yet no credible evidence has ever materialized and no one was ever charged with the crime. 
 
   A year after Rogers's death, Edgar Allen Poe, obviously saddened by the tragedy of “The Beautiful Cigar Girl,” wrote his famous novel, “The Mystery of Marie Roget.” The novel was set in Paris, and it duplicated the events that had occurred surrounding Rogers's death. In the novel, Poe's famous detective, Austin Dupin, concluded that the murderer was a naval officer of dark complexion, who had previously attempted to elope with Marie (Rogers), which explained her first disappearance in 1838.  This mysterious Naval officer then killed Rogers in 1841 after she refused to marry him a second time.
 
   Poe's novel closely mirrored the most credible explanation of Mary Rogers's death, which was put forth by author Raymond Paul in the early 1970s.  Paul's theory was that Daniel Payne had murdered Rogers, but not on the Sunday she disappeared (for which Payne had a solid alibi), but on the following Tuesday. Because Rogers's body was still in rigor mortis when she was found, she could not have been dead for more than 24 hours. Rigor mortis starts scant hours after a person dies, but then after 24 hours it gradually dissipates.
 
   Paul concluded, from the evidence compiled more than 130 years earlier, that Payne had gotten Rogers pregnant, and on Sunday July 25, 1841, he ferried her off to Hoboken to have an abortion. While her mother and former fiancée were looking for Rogers, Rogers was recuperating from the abortion in a Hoboken inn.
 
   Payne then returned to Hoboken on Tuesday, July 27, to pick up Rogers and bring her back to New York City. When Rogers told Payne she was breaking off their relationship, Paul concluded Payne strangled Rogers, then dropped her body into the Hudson River. Paul also deduced from the circumstances that Rogers's brief disappearance in 1838 was for the same reason: to have an abortion.
 
   After Rogers's death, Payne started drinking heavily. On October 7, 1841, Payne, after making the rounds of several New York City bars, purchased the poison laudanum. He took the ferry to Hoboken, then went to Nick Moore's House, where he got properly drunk. Soused, Payne staggered, holding a bottle of brandy, to the very spot in the woods where Rogers's clothing had been found.
 
   There, Payne wrote on a piece of paper, “To the world, here I am on the very spot. May God forgive me for my misspent life.” 
 
   Payne put the note in his pocket, drank the laudanum, and washed it down with the brandy. Then he laid down and died.
 
   The newspapers, and the New York City police, thinking Rogers had been killed on Sunday, for which Payne had an airtight alibi, figured Payne had committed suicide because the love of his life had been murdered. Yet, the police investigation had been so cursory, incomplete, and totally inefficient, they never considered the fact that it was impossible for Rogers to have been killed four days before she was found, because her body was still in the state of rigor mortis.
 
   Although the murder of Mary Rogers has never officially been solved, her death was not in vain. The complete incompetency of the New York City police force, combined with  pressure from an outraged New York City press and populace, compelled the city to totally revamp its policing procedures.
 
   Starting in 1845, Watchmen and Roundsmen became obsolete, as New York City finally created a police force, comprised of men specifically trained to prevent and investigate crimes.
 
    
 
   Rothstein, Arnold (The Brain)
 
   Arnold Rothstein was the most notorious gambler of his time; a bootlegger of great proportions and a master-fixer of everything imaginable. Rothstein was so adept at what he did, he reportedly fixed the 1919 World Series.
 
   Rothstein was born on January 18, 1882, on the Upper East Side of Manhattan. His father, Abraham Rothstein, owned a dry-goods store and a cotton processing plant. Rothstein's father, a devout Jew, was also a mover and shaker in New York City politics, and he was called by his friends, “Abe the Just.” Abe Rothstein was so popular with the New York City politicians, in 1919 a dinner was staged in his honor, which was attended by New York Governor Al Smith and Judge Louis Brandeis.
 
   Yet, young Arnold wanted no part of his father's life. At the age of 15, Arnold began sneaking away from his fancy Upper East Side home to mingle with the fast-moving crowd on the Lower East Side of Manhattan. Rothstein loved to gamble, and soon he was a fixture at downtown card and dice games.
 
   Having limited funds at that age, Rothstein would “borrow” money from his father in outlandish ways. As the Sabbath approached, Abe Rothstein would stash his money and jewelry in a dresser drawer in his bedroom. Young Rothstein, knowing his father's habits, would take the money from his father's drawer, spend all day gambling, then replace the money before sundown. One time, he even stole his father's watch and pawned it. That day, Rothstein won big at poker. Then before sundown, Rothstein redeemed his father's watch from the pawnbroker and put it back into his father's drawer, without his father being any the wiser.
 
   Rothstein later explained his passion for gambling. He said, “I always gambled. I can't remember when I didn't. Maybe I gambled just to show my father he couldn't tell me what to do. When I gambled, nothing else mattered. I could play for hours and not know how much time had passed.”
 
   Successful gamblers sometimes make enemies, and Rothstein was no exception. In 1911, several gamblers, he had regularly taken to the cleaners, decided to teach Rothstein a lesson. As good as he was with dice and cards, Rothstein was even better with a pool stick. So his “pals” imported pool shark Jack Conway from Philadelphia to show Rothstein he wasn't the pool player he thought he was.
 
   After Conway challenged him to a match, Rothstein got to pick the pool parlor in which they would play. Rothstein picked John McGraw's Pool Room, owned by the legendary former manager of the New York Giants. Every known New York City gambler was in the pool room that night, mostly betting against the cocky Rothstein. After Rothstein lost the first match to 100 (probably on purpose), he and Conway engaged in a 40-hour marathon, in which Rothstein won every 2 out of 3 matches they played. During that two-day period, Rothstein won thousands of dollars, and he earned a reputation of being cool and collected under pressure.
 
   Rothstein's prowess at gambling caught the eye of local politician and a mighty fine crook himself: Big Tim Sullivan. Sullivan hired Rothstein, now called “The Brian” by his associates, to manage his gambling concession at the Metropole Hotel on 43rd  Street. That was the big break Rothstein had been waiting for.
 
   Rothstein parlayed his stint at the Metropole into owning his own gambling joint on Broadway, in the glitzy Tenderloin section of Manhattan. Rothstein's reputation attracted such known gamblers as Charles Gates (son of John W. “Bet a Million” Gates), Julius Fleischmann (the Yeast King), Joseph Seagram (Canadian Whiskey baron), Henry Sinclair of Sinclair Oil, and Percival Hill, who owed the American Tobacco Company. Playing poker, Hill once lost $250,000 in one night to Rothstein.
 
   In 1919, after Prohibition was enacted, Rothstein became a major bootlegger. He fell in with several young criminals, including Lucky Luciano and Meyer Lansky, both of whom looked up to the classy Rothstein as their mentor. Rothstein made sure all his young Turks made money, by cutting them into every whiskey deal he was involved with. It was during this period, that Rothstein received his second nickname: “The Fixer.”
 
   Rothstein had sucked up to Tammany boss Charley Murphy, and using Murphy's clout, Rothstein fixed thousands of bootlegging criminal cases. Out of 6,902 liquor-related cases that made it to court, with Rothstein's influence, 400 never made it to trial and an incredible 6,074 were dismissed completely.
 
   In 1919, through former featherweight champion Abe Attell, several Chicago White Sox baseball players approached Rothstein about fixing that year's baseball World Series against the Cincinnati Reds. It's not clear whether Rothstein actually bankrolled the fix, or turned them down completely. However, what is clear, is that Rothstein bet $60,000 on the Reds, and he pocketed a cool $270,000.
 
   
  
 

In 1928, the wear and tear of all his dealings and double-dealings had a severe effect on Rothstein. He started to lose more often than he won at cards. Rothstein's downfall started when he got involved in a marathon poker game, that began at the Park Central Hotel on September 8, and ended on September 12. Among the gamblers involved were Nate Raymond and Titanic Thomson. When the dust settled, Rothstein had lost $320,000 to Raymond and Thomson, which he refused to pay because he claimed the game was fixed. 
 
   On November 4, 1928, Rothstein was eating at Lindy's Restaurant, when he received a phone call requesting his presence at the Park Central Hotel to discuss the payment of his gambling debt. Before he left Lindy's, Rothstein told the waitress, “I don't pay off on fixed poker.”
 
   Because guns are traditionally not allowed at such meetings, Rothstein gave his gun to an associate to hold until he got back.
 
   A few hours later, the Park Central doorman found Rothstein slumped over a banister in the hotel. 
 
   “Please call a taxi,” Rothstein told the doorman. “I've been shot.”
 
   Rothstein was taken to the Polyclinic Hospital with a bullet in his gut. When the police asked him who had shot him, Rothstein replied, “Don't worry. I'll take care of it myself.”
 
   Rothstein fell in and out of delirium for several days. One afternoon, his estranged wife came to the hospital to see him. Rothstein told her, “I want to go home. All I do is sleep here. I can sleep at home.”
 
   Rothstein died a few hours later at the age of 46. No one was ever arrested for Rothstein's murder.
 
   Arnold “The Brain” Rothstein's funeral was attended by every card-shark and gangster in New York City. Lucky Luciano said later about Rothstein, “Arnold taught me how to dress. He taught me how not to wear loud things, how to have taste. If Arnold had lived longer, he could have made me real elegant.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Schultz, Dutch (Arthur Flegenheimer)
 
   Mob bosses come in all shapes and sizes. Some are brilliant. Some are just plain dumb. Almost all are homicidal maniacs. However, only one was a certified lunatic, and his name was Dutch Schultz.
 
   In 1902, Schultz was born Arthur Flegenheimer to German/Jewish parents in the Bronx. His father abandoned the family at an early age, and young Flegenheimer took assorted jobs, including one at the Schultz Trucking Company. Despite his legitimate work at the trucking company, young Flegenheimer took up with a gang of crooks, who during Prohibition, did a little illegal importing of hooch (from Canada to New York City) on the side.
 
   When he was pinched for the first time by the cops, Flegenheimer gave his name as Dutch Schultz, which was the name of the son of the boss of the Schultz Trucking Company. Later, the headline-happy Schultz would tell the press that he changed his name to Dutch Schultz because it fit in the newspaper headlines better than Arthur Flegenheimer did.
 
   “If I had kept the name of  Flegenheimer,” Schultz said. “Nobody would have ever heard of me.”
 
   Schultz quit the trucking business, and he decided he could make a mint off the Harlem numbers rackets, where it was reported that the locals bet a staggering $35,000 a day. Schultz set up a gang that included crazed killer Bo Weinberg, mathematical genius Otto “Abbadabba” Berman, and Lulu Rosenkrantz, who could kill with the best of them too. Schultz and his crew invited the black gangsters, who ran the numbers show in Harlem, to a meeting. When the black gangsters arrived, Schultz put a 45 caliber pistol on the table and told them, “I'm now your partner.” 
 
   And that cemented the deal.
 
   Yet Schultz was not satisfied with just making a ton of cash off the Harlem numbers racket. He wanted to make 100 tons of cash; maybe even more. So, he enlisted the genius mind of Abbadabba Berman to rig the Harlem numbers game so that he could achieve his goal.
 
   The Harlem Age newspaper, instead of using the New York Clearing House Reports for its daily three-digit number, used Cincinnati's Coney Island Race track to determine the winning numbers. The only problem was, Schultz owned that particular race track. So all Berman had to do was go over the thousands of slips bet that particular day, and before the seventh race at the track, he knew which numbers Schultz did not want to win. Then one phone call to the race track, and like magic, the final numbers were altered for Schultz's monetary benefit.
 
    Schultz had one simple rule that helped propel him to the top: if someone stole a dime of his cash, that person would soon die. His longtime lawyer, J. Richard “Dixie” Davis, Schultz's conduit to the crooked politicians who protected Schultz's flank, once said, “You can insult Arthur's girl. Spit in his face. Push him around. And he'll laugh. But don't steal a dollar from his accounts. If you do, you're dead.”
 
   Two such men, who were deposited into the hereafter by Schultz, were Vincent “Mad Dog” Cole and Jack “Legs” Diamond. After Schultz's men pumped several bullets into Diamond's head in an upstate hotel, Schultz said, “Just another punk caught with his hands in my pocket.”
 
   The killings of Diamond and Cole propelled Schultz into the big time, and soon he became an equal in a syndicate of gangsters, which included Lucky Luciano, Louie “Lepke” Buchalter, Meyer Lansky, Albert Anastasia, and Joe “Adonis” Doto. While the rest of the crew were immaculate dressers, Schultz dressed one step above a Bowery bum. Even though he was raking in millions, Schultz never spent more than $35 for a suit, or $2 for a shirt.
 
   Lucky Luciano once said of Schultz, “Dutch was the cheapest guy I ever knew. The guy had a couple of million bucks, and he dressed like a pig.”
 
   As for his insistence on not dressing up to his mob stature, Schultz said, “I think only queers wear silk shirts.”
 
   As time passed, the rest of the syndicate grew weary of  Schultz's erratic ways. One such example of his lunacy was when Schultz, in order to beat a tax-evasion case in upstate Malone, New York, converted to Catholicism in order to butter up the all-Catholic jury. His scheme worked, and Schultz was acquitted on all counts.
 
   Another time, at a syndicate meeting, Schultz became upset over a wisecrack Joe Adonis made about Schultz's chintzy clothes. Schultz, who had a bad case of the flu, grabbed Adonis in a headlock, and he blew hard into his face. 
 
   “See you (expletive) star. Now you've got the flu too.” 
 
   Adonis did indeed catch the flu from Schultz, which did not make him and the rest of the syndicate particularly happy.
 
   Schultz's downfall was his insistence that the syndicate kill New York City Special Prosecutor Thomas E. Dewey, who was on a mission to crack down on all the mobs, especially Schultz's. Schultz called a meeting of the nine-member syndicate, and he demanded Dewey's head on a plate. The other members thought killing Dewey was a terrible idea, because they were convinced, if Dewey was offed, an avalanche of criminal investigations would surely fall down on their heads. Schultz's proposal was voted down 8-1.
 
   Schultz stormed  from  the meeting, saying, “I still say he ought to be hit. And if nobody else is going to do it, I'm gonna hit him myself. Within 48 hours.”
 
   The other syndicate  members, knowing Schultz was not one to bluff, immediately voted unanimously that Schultz was the one who had to go; and quickly, before Dewey was dead.
 
   On October 23, 1935, the day following the fateful votes, Schultz, Berman, Lulu Rosenkrantz, and Abe Landau were in the Palace Chop House and Tavern in Newark, New Jersey, ostensibly to discuss how best to do away with Dewey. Schultz was in the bathroom, when Charlie “The Bug” Workman and Mendy Weiss slipped quietly through the front door.
 
   With Weiss standing guard outside the bathroom door, Workman quietly entered the bathroom, looking for possible witnesses. Instead, he found a started Schultz just zipping up his pants. Workman plugged Schultz once, right in the middle of the chest. Satisfied Schultz was dead, Workman and Weiss rushed into the main dining room, and they shot numerous holes into Berman, Rosenkrantz, and Landau, killing all three men.
 
   Schultz was rushed to the hospital, and he lay delirious for two days. While lying in his hospital deathbed, Schultz spouted such idiocies as: Oh Duckie, see we skipped again. And, Please mother, crack down on the Chinaman's friends and Hitler's commander.  And, Louie, didn't I give you my doorbell?
 
   Schultz's temperature rose to 106 degrees, and on October 25 he fell into a coma and died. His former pals in the syndicate, overjoyed and more than little relieved, divided Schultz's prosperous operations equally amongst themselves.
 
    
 
   Siegel, Benjamin (Bugsy)
 
   Benjamin “Bugsy” Siegel is the man most responsible for the birth of the city of Las Vegas, which became the gambling capital of the world.
 
   Siegel was born Benjamin Siegelbaum on February 28, 1906, in the Williamsburg section of Brooklyn. As a teenager, Siegel crossed the bridge to Manhattan, and he started a gang on Lafayette Street, which skirted the border of Little Italy, with another thug named Moe Sedway. Their main racket was  shaking down pushcart owners for protection money, and if they weren't paid quickly enough, they burnt down the poor owners' pushcarts.
 
   Soon, Siegel teamed up with Meyer Lansky, the man who would shape his life, and eventually, his death. Together they formed the “Bugs and Meyer Gang,” which started out in auto theft and ended up handling hit contracts for bootleggers, who were having their shipments hijacked. This tidy little killing business was the forerunner to the infamous “Murder Incorporated,” which handled hundreds of contract killings during the 1930's.
 
   In the late 1920's, Siegel and Lansky hooked up with ambitious Italian mobsters Lucky Luciano, Frank Costello, Joe Adonis, Vito Genovese, Joe Bonanno, Albert Anastasia, and Tommy Lucchese. Together they formed a National Crime Commission, which controlled all organized crime in America, for many years to come. Siegel was the main hitman for the group, and in 1931, he led the four-man hit-squad which riddled Joe “The Boss” Masseria's body with bullets in a Coney Island Restaurant. Siegel developed the reputation as a man who not only killed frequently, but enjoyed killing, with the glee of a schoolboy on his first date.
 
   In the late 1930's, The Commission sent Siegel to California to take over their West Coast rackets, including the lucrative racing wire, which transmitted horse race results to thousands of bookie joints throughout the country. Siegel pushed aside West Coast mob boss Jack Dragna, who was told by Lansky and Luciano, if he didn't step down and hand the racing wire reins over to Siegel, bad things would happen to him quickly. Dragna did as he was told, and Dragna soon disappeared from the California organized crime scene.
 
   While in Hollywood, Siegel, who was movie-star-good-looking, was a renowned ladies man, who sometimes bedded down three or four starlets at a time. He hung around with such movie hunks as Clark Cable, Gary Cooper, George Raft, and Cary Grant. The girls he bedded included Jean Harlow, Wendy Barry, Marie McDonald, Virginia Hill, and Italian Countess Dorothy DiFrasso.
 
   Even though Siegel was busy with the broads, he always found time to do a little killing on the side. In 1939, on orders from New York City Jewish mob boss Louis "Lepke" Buchalter, Siegel whacked Harry "Big Greenie" Greenberg, who was singing like a canary to the feds. Siegel was arrested for Greenberg's murder, but after a witness conveniently disappeared, Siegel was acquitted of all charges.
 
   The bad publicity from the Greenberg trial ruined Siegel's man-about-town reputation in Hollywood. As a result, the Commission sent Siegel to the deserts of Nevada, to scout sites for a hotel/casino they wanted to build. Siegel found the perfect location in Las Vegas, and he convinced the boys from New York City, including his pal Lansky, to invest millions of dollars in an opulent night club, Siegel dubbed “The Flamingo Hotel.”
 
   The building of the “The Flamingo Hotel” was a disaster from the start. Siegel's insistence on only the best of everything skyrocketed the costs to a staggering $6 million, which annoyed his partners in New York City more than just a little bit. Furthermore, there were concerns that maybe Siegel was skimming a little construction money off the top, to fund his actions with the ladies.
 
   In December 1946, the opening night of “The Flamingo Hotel” was an unmitigated disaster. Siegel had moved up the opening date from March 1947, while the hotel was still in the late stages of being built. Since “The Flamingo Hotel” did not show well (the lobby was draped with ugly drop cloths), the Hollywood crowd they had depended upon to generate business stayed away.
 
   In a few short months, “The Flamingo Hotel” was more than a quarter of a million dollars in the red. Losing money on gambling was unheard of in the mob, and as a result,  Siegel's partners in New York City made a business decision that Siegel's days on earth must end as soon as possible. 
 
   Contrary to what has been written in the past, longtime pal Lansky had no problem signing off on Siegel's death warrant. Lansky said that “business is business,” and Siegel was bad for business.
 
   On June 20, 1947, Siegel was sitting on the living room couch, in the Beverly Hills home of his girlfriend Virginia Hill, reading the Los Angeles Times. Suddenly, two rifle bullets, fired from an open window, struck Siegel in the face. One bullet hit his right cheek and settled in his brain. The second hit him in the nose, then pierced his right eye.
 
   Siegel's unseeing right eye was found on the floor, 15 feet from his lifeless body.
 
    
 
   St. Clair, Stephanie (Madame Queenie)
 
   She was chased out of the Harlem numbers rackets by Dutch Schultz, but when Schultz lay dying in a hospital bed from a bullet wound, Stephanie St. Clair had the last laugh.
 
   Stephanie St. Clair was born in 1886, in Marseilles, a seaport in southern France. At 26, she emigrated to New York City, and she settled in Harlem. Almost immediately, St. Clair hooked up with the Forty Thieves, a white gang which were in existence since the 1850's. There is no record of what  St. Clair did for the next 10 years, but it's safe to say, considering her ties to the Forty Thieves, a notorious shake-down gang, what she did was anything but legal.
 
   In 1922, St. Clair used $10,000 of her own money, and she started Harlem's first numbers rackets. St. Clair was known for having a violent temper, and she often cursed at her underlings, in several languages. When people questioned St. Clair about her heritage, she snapped that she was born in “European France,” and that she spoke flawless French, unlike the French-speaking rabble from the Caribbean. In Harlem, they called her Madame St. Clair, but in the rest of the city she was known as just plain “Queenie.”
 
   In the mid-1920's, known bootlegger and stone killer Dutch Schultz, decided he wanted to take over all the policy rackets in Harlem. Schultz did not ask St. Clair to back away too nicely, resulting in the deaths of dozens of St. Clair's numbers runners.
 
   St. Claire enlisted the help of  Bumpy Johnson, an ex-con with a hair-trigger temper, to take care of the Schultz situation. Johnson went downtown, and he visited Italian mob boss Lucky Luciano. Johnson asked Luciano to talk some sense into Schultz, before things got downright nasty. However, there was not much Luciano could do, since at the time Luciano was one of Schultz's partners in several illegal endeavors. Luciano suggested that St. Clair and Johnson throw in with Schultz, making them, in effect, a sub-division of Schultz's numbers business. This did not sit too well with St. Clair, and even though Johnson tried to convince her this was the smart move, St. Clair turned down Luciano's offer.
 
   As a result of her refusal to buckle under to Schultz's demands, St. Clair began having trouble with the police, whom she was paying off to look the other way. This was the work of Schultz, who through his connections with Tammany Hall, had several politicians in his back pocket, as well as half of the New York City police force. While Schultz's number runners worked the streets of Harlem with impunity, St. Clair's runners, when they were not being killed by Schultz's men, were being arrested for illegal gambling.
 
   St. Clair decided to fight back with the power of the press. In December 1930, St. Clair took several ads in Harlem newspapers, accusing the police of graft, shakedowns, and corruption. That did not go over too well with the local fuzz, and they immediately arrested St. Clair for illegal gambling. St. Clair was tried, convicted, and sentenced to eight months of hard labor on Welfare Island.
 
   Upon her release, St. Clair appeared before the Seabury Committee, which was investigating graft in the Bronx and in the Manhattan Magistrates Courts. St. Clair testified that from 1923-1926, to protect her runners from arrest, she had paid the police in Harlem $6,000. She added that after the police took  her money, they arrested her number runners anyway. Schultz  had a good laugh over that one, since $6,000 was less than he paid monthly to keep the cops in New York City happy.
 
   Nothing came from St. Clair's testimony before the Seabury Committee, so St. Clair decided to plead her case directly to New York City Mayor Jimmy Walker, who was almost as crooked as Schultz. St. Clair told Walker that Schultz was pressuring her to join his gang, or else. Walker, who was being investigated by the Seabury Committee himself, answered  St. Clair by quitting his job as Mayor and relocating to Europe for the next few years, until the heat died down.
 
   At her wit's end, St. Claire pleaded with the other black policy number bankers in Harlem to join forces with her in a battle against Schultz. Knowing that Schultz had too much juice in the government and too many shooters in his gang, the other Harlem policy bankers turned St. Clair down flat.
 
   Bumpy Johnson soon found out that Schultz had put the word out on the streets that St. Clair was to be shot on sight. St. Clair went into hiding, refusing to even go outside to see the light of day. On one occasion, Johnson had to hide St. Clair in a coal bin, under a mound of coal, to save her from Schultz's men. That was the final straw for St. Claire. She sent word to Schultz that she would agree to his demands. Schultz sent word back to St. Clair, that she could remain alive as long as she gave Schultz a majority share of her numbers rackets. St. Clair reluctantly agreed.
 
   Schultz had his own run of bad luck, when he demanded that Luciano and Luciano's pals, agree to the killing of Special Prosecutor Thomas E. Dewey, who was breathing down Schultz's neck. Schultz's proposition was turned down flat, and when he said he would kill Dewey himself, Schultz was shot in the belly, in the bathroom of a New Jersey restaurant.
 
   Schultz lingered in a delirious state in a hospital for a few days before he died. As Schultz was laying there mumbling inanities, a telegram arrived, saying “As ye sow, so shall you reap.”
 
   The telegram was sent by the Queen of Harlem: Stephanie St. Clair.
 
   Wanting to get away from all the tensions, St. Clair eventually turned over her number business to Bumpy Johnson. Not being the boss “Madame Queenie” any longer, St. Clair faded into obscurity, and she died in her sleep in 1969.
 
   In the 1997 movie “Hoodlum,” Lawrence Fishburne played Bumpy Johnson, Tim Roth played Dutch Schultz, Andy Garcia played Lucky Luciano, and Cicely Tyson played Stephanie St. Clair.
 
    
 
   Sullivan, Timothy (Big Tim)
 
   “Big Tim” Sullivan was a Tammany Hall hack who gave true meaning to the term “crooked politician.”
 
   Sullivan was born in 1863 at 25 Baxter Street, one of the worse slum buildings in New York City. At 25 Baxter Street, the squalor was so intense, in 1866, a New York Times article called it, “one of the filthiest tenements in New York City.”
 
   Sullivan's parents had emigrated from County Kerry, Ireland, and with them being so poor, Sullivan was thrust into the streets at the age of eight, to shine shoes and sell newspapers. Being the enterprising lad that he was, Sullivan soon saved up enough cash to start his own newspaper delivery service, in which Sullivan employed dozens of poor kids from the neighborhood to do his deliveries. In a few short years, Sullivan had enough cash to purchase four local bars; the first of which he opened on Christie Street, just east of the Bowery.
 
   One of Sullivan's bar customers was Thomas "Fatty" Walsh, a notorious ward leader in  Tammany Hall. Sullivan fell under Walsh's political wing, and in 1894, Sullivan was elected to the Third District's State Assembly.
 
   Running roughshod over the rules, Sullivan became a large cog in Tammany Hall's corrupt wheel. Soon, Sullivan was appointed the District Leader of the entire Lower East Side of Manhattan. 
 
   That was like giving a vampire the key to the blood bank. 
 
   Sullivan bridged the gap between public service and common street thuggery, by recruiting infamous gang leaders, like Paul Kelly and Monk Eastman, to do his dirty work. This work included “voter influence” at election sites, which basically meant their gangs beat up voters who didn't see things exactly Sullivan's way.
 
   In return for using his influence to keep these gangsters out of jail, Sullivan got a piece of all their illegal activities in the Lower East Side, including prostitution, gambling, loan-sharking, and extortion. To keep things looking on the up-and-up, Sullivan also entrenched himself in many legal endeavors, including becoming partners in the MGM and Loews cinema operations.
 
   In Congress, Sullivan did pioneer a couple of key pieces of legislation. In 1896, Sullivan introduced a law that made boxing legal, only to see it made illegal again in 1900 after several boxers were killed in the ring. 
 
   In 1911, Sullivan also passed the dubious “Sullivan Act” which made it illegal to carry guns, unless you could afford to pay a hefty registration fee. Needless to say, Sullivan's cronies made so much illegal dough, they all were able to cough up the cash needed to carry guns legally, in order to enforce their illegal activities. Yet, the common schmo on the street was so poor, he had no choice but to walk the mean streets of New York City without a firearm to protect himself.
 
   In late 1911, Sullivan's evil ways finally caught up with him. Sullivan contracted syphilis, probably in one of the many prostitution houses in which he was a partner. As a result of this disease, Sullivan became paranoid and delusional. Sullivan was judged mentally incompetent, and he was removed from his seat in the Senate. In 1912, Sullivan's family placed him in a mental institution, which made his condition worse. While in the sanitarium, Sullivan complained he was being watched and that his food was being poisoned.
 
   In 1913, while the guards were playing cards, Sullivan escaped from the sanitarium. Two weeks  later, Sullivan's body was found near the railroad tracks in Pelham Parkway.  It appeared, he had been hit by a freight train.
 
   For some unknown reason, Sullivan's body was not claimed until 13 days later. The city declared him a vagrant, to be shamefully interred in a potter's field at Hart Island. As Sullivan's body was being readied for transport to Hart Island, a police officer made a final inspection of the corpse. He was astounded to discover that the dead man was, indeed, the missing Big Tim Sullivan. As a result, Big Tim was finally given a proper send-off. 
 
   After a jam-packed funeral ceremony at Old St. Patrick's Cathedral on Mulberry Street, an estimated 25,000 people lined the streets, as Sullivan's funeral reception made its way along Lower Manhattan and over the Williamsburg Bridge.
 
   Sullivan was finally laid to rest at Calvary Cemetery in Long Island.
 
    
 
   Torrio, Johnny
 
   Giovanni “Johnny” Torrio, nicknamed “The Brain,” “The Fox,” and “Terrible Johnny,” was born in Italy in 1882. His father died when Johnny was 2-years-old, and his mother emigrated with Torrio to America. They settled on the Lower East Side of Manhattan, where Torrio's mother remarried a grocer.
 
   After working as a porter at his stepfather's grocery store (which was really a front for illegal activities), Torrio embarked on a life of crime. He soon became the boss of the James Street Gang, and with the  money he saved  from his ill-gotten gains, Torrio opened his own pool hall, which was the  base of operations for his assorted crimes, which included burglaries, robberies, gambling, and loan-sharking.
 
   Torrio caught the eye of Paul Kelly, the leader of the 1,500-member Five Points Gang. Kelly inserted the diminutive, but tough-as-nails Torrio as the bouncer at Kelly's nightclub on Pell Street, considered one of the roughest dives in Manhattan. In a short time, Kelly was so impressed with Torrio's business acumen, he made Torrio his second-in-command.
 
   However, Torrio figured he could make more money by branching outside Kelly's gang. As a result, in 1912 Torrio moved his operations to Brooklyn, where he opened a bar with a hidden brothel, near the Brooklyn Navy Yard. His partner was the murderous Frankie Yale and one of their bouncers was a 19-year-old Al Capone.
 
   In 1915, Torrio was summoned to Chicago by his uncle-through-marriage, “Big Jim” Colosimo, to help Colosimo rid himself of treacherous Chicago Black Hand shake-down artists. In Chicago, Torrio had killed whomever needed to be killed, and soon Torrio was in charge of Big Jim's numerous brothels. In 1919, Torrio brought Capone to Chicago, to help with the muscle he needed to keep things running smoothly in the flesh-peddling business.
 
   In 1920, when Prohibition came into effect, Torrio saw the prospect for tremendous profits by importing, selling, and serving illegal booze. Torrio tried to convince Colosimo to pare down his brothels and to get into the illegal liquor business. However, Colosimo did not see the potential of Prohibition, and he turned Torrio down flat. 
 
   Frustrated, Torrio concluded Colosimo was in the way of Torrio making some big money. In late 1920, Torrio imported Yale from Brooklyn, to put Colosimo permanently out of commission. A few bullets did the trick, and Colosimo was erased from the Chicago rackets.
 
   After taking over all of Colosimo's interests, Torrio decided to convince Chicago's several other gangs: Italians, Irish, and Poles, to join forces, each with their own exclusive territory. Most fell into line, with the exception of the North Side Gang headed by Irishman Dion O'Banion. Again, Torrio called on his pal Yale, and in November 1924, while toiling in his flower shop, O'Banion was cut down by a barrage of  bullets.
 
   “Homicidal” Hymie Weiss took over O'Banion's operations, and his first order of business was to eliminate Torrio. When his limousine was ambushed by Weiss's shooters, Torrio narrowly avoided death. His dog and chauffeur were killed, but Torrio escaped with just two bullet holes in his hat. Torrio was not so lucky a few months later, when he was cornered in front of his apartment building, and shot four times. The shooters were Weiss and George “Bugs” Moran.
 
   For 10 days, Torrio was near death's door, and he was under constant watch by Capone and 30 of his best men. While Torrio was recovering from his wounds, he decided he would live longer if he got out of the Chicago rackets completely. Torrio was 43, and he had accumulated enough cash he could not spend it in several lifetimes. 
 
   So Torrio handed over all his operations to Capone, saying “It's all yours, Al. I'm retiring.”
 
   Torrio absconded with his wife to live in Italy for a few years, but then he returned to America. Back on his home turf, Torrio became a mentor to such notables as Lucky Luciano and Meyer Lansky, both of whom came to Torrio many times for advice.
 
   In 1973, while sitting in a barber's chair in Brooklyn, Johnny Torrio died of a heart attack at the age of 75. Torrio died facing the door, his eyes wide-open, ever cautious to the very end.
 
    
 
   Triangle Shirtwaist Factory Fire
 
   If it weren't for the greed of the sweatshop bosses, this tragedy may never have occurred. However, on March 25, 1911, the Triangle Shirtwaist Factory Fire took the lives of 141 people, most of them women.
 
   At the turn of the 20th century, working conditions in the New York City sweatshops were abysmal. Men, woman, and children toiled in dirty factories, warehouses, and tenements, doing menial tasks, that made the garment industry one of the most profitable businesses in the nation. Labor laws were inadequate and hardly ever enforced. Factory inspections were rare, and if they were done at all, the factory owners knew whose palms to grease to get high inspection marks, when the condemnation of their factory was the proper course of action.
 
   In 1899, a law banning night work for women was declared unconstitutional. The absurd reason given by the courts, whose members were often in the sweatshop bosses' back pockets, was that the law “deprived woman of the liberty to work in factories at night, or for as long as they wished to.” In 1907, this ruling was upheld by the New York Court of Appeals. Even though the International Ladies Garment Workers Union was formed in 1900, the sweatshop bosses hired thugs as strikebreakers, to keep the ladies' union in line, by force if necessary.
 
   Of all the greedy sweatshop owners, the worst offenders were Max Blanck and Isaac Harris, who owned the Triangle Shirtwaist Company, located on the 8th, 9th, and 10th floors of  the 10-story Asch Building at 22 Washington Place, on the corner of  Greene Street. The factory produced women's blouses, known at the time as “shirtwaists.” The firm employed around 500-600  people, most of whom were young female Jewish and Italian immigrants, who worked under horrible conditions, for 9 hours a day on weekdays, and 7 hours on Saturdays. The bosses were such tyrants, they charged their employees for needles and for other supplies. They also charged them a fee for using their chairs, and if one of the employees damaged a piece of goods, they had to pay three times the value of the item to replace it.
 
   In 1908, Blanck and Harris formed a sham company union that served their purposes much better than it served their hundreds of employees. Several employees, who tried to join a legitimate union, like the International Ladies Garment Workers Union or the United Hebrew Trades, were quickly fired. The reason management gave for these firings was that because of poor economic conditions, they had to cut staff. Yet strangely enough, new workers were hired almost immediately after the dismissal of the others.
 
   Because Triangle Shirtwaist Company had locked out their dismissed workers, Local 25 of the International Ladies Garment Workers Union called for a strike against them. Blanck and Harris hired union strike breakers, or “schlammers,” to beat up the male pickets. They also hired prostitutes to mingle with the female workers in the picket lines, in order to cause disruptions. The police and the judges, obviously working at the behest of the owners, sided with Blanck and Harris. One judge even said at the sentencing of one picketer, “You are on strike against God.”
 
   On March 25, 1911, it was a cold and windy day. As the 5p.m. closing time approached, it was estimated that 600 employees, packed in like sardines, were working at the sewing machine at the Triangle Shirtwaist Company. Most were women between the ages of 13 and 23. The 5p.m. bell rang, and the women scrambled to get their coats and hats, and then they rushed for the elevators.
 
   Suddenly, a fire broke out on the southeast corner of the 8th floor. It was later determined that the fire was inadvertently caused by a cigarette butt that had been thrown into a litter basket, near a sewing machine. An updraft of air sent the flames and smoke shooting upwards towards the roof.
 
   The building had no sprinkler system, and the fire quickly enveloped the entire 8th,  9th, and 10th floors. Girls on the 8th floor ran to a stairwell on the Washington Place side of the building, but the door was locked from the outside. The fire was so intense, all the windows on the top three floors of the building blew out from the heat. 
 
   Some workers were able to jam themselves into the elevators, while the elevators were still working. Others, including Blanck and Harris, were saved because they were able to make it to the safety of the roof. 
 
   A passerby named Joe Zito, and an elevator operator named Gaspar Mortillalo, used the only working elevator to make five trips up to the 9th floor; taking down 25-30 terrified people at a time. However, that elevator soon became inoperable too.
 
   Within five minutes, the fire trucks had arrived, but there was not much they could do. Their extension ladders only reached the 6th floor and the stream from their hoses only reached the 7th floor. Rather than burn to death, people began jumping out of the windows, sometimes in groups of two, three, and four. 
 
   A man and a woman appeared in a 9th floor window, their clothes ablaze. They kissed, then hugged, and jumped together, their bodies smashing on the cold pavement below.
 
   The firemen brought out safety nets to catch the jumpers, but it was hopeless.
 
   One fire chief later said, “Life nets? What good were life nets? The little ones went right through the life nets, and the pavement too. Nobody could hold a life net when those girls from the ninth floor came down.”
 
   The fire only lasted 10 minutes, but when it was over, 141 workers had died; 125 were women.
 
   Nine months after the fire, Blanck and Harris were put on trial on manslaughter charges. However, the trial, like the earlier building inspections, was a farce. The judge was Thomas Crain, a Tammany Hall appointee, and he had little interest in justice for the dead workers. Judge Crain manipulated a trial where only an acquittal was possible. It took the jury just 100 minutes to render a verdict of not-guilty.
 
   This did not go down too well with the victim's families. The day after the not-guilty verdicts, hundreds of despondent victim's relatives stood outside the Tombs Courthouse. Blanck and Harris, surrounded by five police officers, tried to slither out of the building through the Leonard Street exit. When the two men were spotted, they were quickly enveloped by an angry crowd.
 
   David Weiner, whose sister had died in the fire, charged at the sweatshop bosses, swinging his fist in the air. 
 
   “Not Guilty? Not Guilty?” Weiner screamed. “It was murder! Murder!”
 
   Weiner quickly was subdued by the police, but he was so distraught, he fainted and had to be rushed to the hospital.
 
   In 1913, the victim's families  won a lawsuit against Blanck and Harris. The families were awarded a measly $75 per victim, whereas Blanck and Harris were paid by the insurance company $60,000 more than the total reported loss of life and property. Ironically, in late 1913, Blanck was arrested again, for locking the doors to his sweatshop.
 
   The tragedy of the Triangle Shirtwaist Factory Fire did not go for naught. 
 
   The New York State Legislature - whose members included  future Presidential candidate Al Smith, and Robert Wagner, the father of the future Mayor of New York City by the same name - forced the state to completely rewrite its labor laws. The State Legislature created the New York State Factory Investigating Committee, to "investigate factory conditions in this and other cities, and to report remedial measures of legislation to prevent hazard, or loss of life, among employees through fire, insanitary conditions, and occupational diseases."
 
   As a direct result of the Triangle Shirtwaist Factory Fire, The American Society of Safety Engineers was founded on October 14, 1911.
 
    
 
   Tweed, William (Boss) 
 
   William “Boss” Tweed, head crook at Tammany Hall, stole so much money from the New York City coffers, by 1870 Tweed had become the third largest land owner in the entire city.
 
   Tweed, a third generation Scottish-Irishman, was born on April 3, 1823, at 24 Cherry Street on the Lower East Side of Manhattan. His father was a chair maker, and the young Tweed tried to follow in his father's footsteps, but the lure of the streets became too much for Tweed to overcome. Tweed ran with a motley crew of juvenile delinquents called the “Cherry Street Gang,” who wreaked havoc on local merchants by stealing their wares and selling them on the street's black market.
 
   Soon, Tweed became boss of the “Cherry Hill Gang,” and he (as did most gang members of that era) joined various volunteer fire companies, which were a springboard for men with political ambitions. Tweed helped found American Fire Engine Company No. 6, which was called the “Big Six.” During his time in the volunteer fire business, Tweed forged friendships with people of all ancestries: Irish, Scottish, Germans - anyone who could help him climb the ladder of public service, with only one thing in mind, steal big and steal often.
 
   In 1850, Tweed ran unsuccessfully for assistant alderman on the Democratic ticket. However, a year later Tweed was elected alderman, a non-paying job, but with unlimited power for anyone smart enough, and crooked enough, to take advantage of its perks. Just scant weeks after he became an alderman, Tweed brokered a deal to buy land on Wards Island for a new potter’s field. The asking price was $30,000, but Tweed paid $103,450 of the city's money for the land, then split the difference between  himself and several other civic-minded officials.
 
   In 1855, Tweed was elected to the New York City Board of Elections, which was another cash cow for the money-hungry Tweed. He sold city textbooks for his own profit, and he sold teachers' jobs to whomever had the money to buy one. In one instance, Tweed peddled a teachers’ position to a crippled schoolmarm for $75, even though the job only paid $300 a year.
 
   In 1857, Tweed was appointed to the New York County Board of Supervisors, which propelled Tweed into a much more profitable form of thievery. Tweed formed what was known as the “Tweed Ring,” which was nothing more than Tweed and his buddies controlling every job and work permit in the entire city of New York. Every contractor, artisan, and merchant who wanted to do business with the city had to cough up the cash, and they coughed up plenty. It is estimated that Tweed's Board of Supervisors pocketed 15 percent of every dollar spent on construction in New York City.
 
   Concerning Tweed and his cronies, American lawyer and diarist George Templeton Strong wrote in 1860, “Our city government is rotten to the core.”
 
   By 1865, Tweed's wealth had grown to impressive proportions and so did his girth. Standing 5-feet-11-inches, Tweed's weight ballooned to 320 pounds. His reputation for eating was legendary, and he consumed enormous amounts of the finest foods in the finest restaurants. Tweed floundered around town, like a whale out of water, with a huge diamond stuck right in the middle of his fancy shirt, flouting his tremendous wealth.
 
   It is estimated, from 1865 to 1871, Tweed's gang stole as much as $200 million from the New York City Treasury. They did this by over-billing the city for everything imaginable. They paid out of the city's coffers $10,000 for $75 worth of pencils, $171,000 for $4,000 worth of tables and chairs, and $1,826,000 for the plastering of a municipal building, which actually cost only $50,000 to plaster. Tweed also gave citizenship to over 60,000 immigrants, none of whom could read or write, but who could vote for Tweed and his cohorts on election day.
 
   Tweed's downfall began on December 25, 1869, when Harper's Weekly published a cartoon of Tweed and his gang breaking into a huge box, with the caption “Taxpayers' and Tenants' Hard Earned Cash.”
 
   Upon seeing the cartoon, Tweed said, “Stop them damned pictures. I don't care so much what the papers say about me. My constituents don't know how to read, but they can't help seeing them damned pictures!"
 
   With the pressure mounting to unveil the extent of  Tweed's corruption, a blue ribbon panel, headed by future Presidential candidate Samuel J. Tilden, was formed to investigate New York City's financial documents. When the books were checked, it was discovered that money had gone directly from city contractors into Tweed's pocket. The next day, Boss Tweed was arrested.
 
   His first trial, in January 1873, ended in a hung jury; a jury many people thought was bought with Tweed's money. However, in November of that same year, Tweed was convicted on 204 out of 220 counts and sentenced to 12 years in prison.
 
   Tweed was incarcerated in the Ludlow Street Jail, but, for some unknown reason, he was allowed home visits. During one such visit, Tweed fled the country and traveled to Spain, where he worked as a seaman on a commercial ship. Because his picture had been seen frequently in the newspapers, Tweed was recognized and returned to America. Tweed again was imprisoned in the Ludlow Street Jail, but this time no home visits were allowed.
 
   On April 12, 1878, Boss Tweed died in the Ludlow Street Jail from a severe case of pneumonia. He was buried in  Brooklyn's Greenwood Cemetery, and due to Tweed's outlandish treachery, New York Mayor Smith Ely would not allow the City Hall flag to be flown at half-mast in Tweed's memory.
 
   No one could account for what became of Boss Tweed's vast amounts of ill-gotten gains. And not surprisingly, there were no reports of a Wells Fargo stagecoach following his horse-drawn hearse.
 
    
 
   Watchmen (Leatherheads) and Roundsmen
 
   The first New York City police force was created in 1845, but before then the streets of New York city were “protected” by a motley crew of incompetents, called Watchmen and Roundsmen.
 
   The Watchmen first came into existence in the late 1700's, when the Dutch ruled New York City. Their job was little more than patrolling the streets at night, looking for any possible disturbances, but mostly avoiding them. They would also call out the hours of the night with such inane declarations as, “By the grace of God, two o'clock in peace.” Or, “By the grace of God, four o'clock and a cold, raw morning.”
 
   Except for a 33-inch club, the Watchmen carried no arms. And they wore no uniforms, except for a fireman's leather hat, which they varnished twice a year, which made the hat as hard as a rock; hence they received the name - “Leatherheads.” They were also called "Old Charlies," which was also not a term of endearment.
 
   Starting in 1829, Watchmen were required by New York City ordinance to call out fires. If they saw smoke, the Watchmen would scream out either the name of his post, or the street name of where the fire was located.
 
   There was also a street curfew, which stated anyone seen outdoors after 9 p.m. was considered to be of  “bad morals.” It was the Watchmen's duty to arrest anyone they caught wandering the streets at night, and then bring them to the local jail to be locked up until daylight.
 
   The Watchmen's pay was a mere $1 a night. They were also paid an additional fifty cents to attend as witnesses at Special Court Sessions. There, they would testify to the particulars of any crime they may have seen while on duty, which, because of their lack of energy, hardly ever happened.
 
   The criminals and gangs of New York City had very little respect for the Watchmen, who numbered only 30-40 in the entire city. The Watchmen were considered not to be very bright, nor very ambitious and were known to be frequently drunk on duty. 
 
   Each Watchmen had a post, or watch-box, which consisted of an unanchored wooden shack, where they would frequently fall asleep on duty, usually after consuming large amounts of whiskey. A favorite activity of the young ruffians throughout the city was to catch a Watchmen sleeping in his watch-box, lasso the watch-box with a rope, and then drag it through the streets, whooping and hollering like banshees. The soon-to-be-famous writer Washington Irving was known to be one of these pranksters.
 
   Whereas Watchmen patrolled New York City at night, the crime solvers, or Roundsmen, were the daytime duty men. Roundsmen were considered the plainclothesmen, or detectives of the era, but solving crimes was certainly not their strong suit. Roundsmen were usually common laborers, or stevedores, who could not find work in their chosen fields of endeavor. As a result, Roundsmen were not especially adept at solving crimes, or catching criminals
 
   Roundsmen were paid no salary, and they derived their income solely by serving legal papers, or collecting rewards from citizens for returning stolen property. This led to some very enterprising Roundsmen forming alliances with groups of criminals. The crooks would steal the goods, and the victims would post a reward for the return of their property.  The Roundsmen would then “find” the stolen property, collect the reward, and then split it with the crooks.
 
   Solving murders was very low on the list of the Roundsmen's priorities, since there was usually no reward for finding killers. The only way a Roundsmen could make a profit going after murderers was if the family of the victim posted a reward. And if the Roundsmen was lucky enough to catch the killer, which was very unusual, he would collect the reward and a further stipend from the city for serving a legal summons on the perpetrator.
 
   Because of their outright incompetence, the Roundsmen and Watchmen were fast becoming an endangered species. It was the 1841 murder of  Mary Rogers that put the final nail in their coffin. With plenty of clues as to who the murderer was, the Roundsmen dragged their heels, long enough that Rogers's killer was never found.
 
   In 1845, the public was fed up with the archaic system of Watchmen and Roundsmen acting as an incompetent and un-industrious quasi-police force. Spurred on by the fury of the press, New York City reformers disbanded the Watchmen and Roundsmen system, and they replaced it with a functional police department, which was then copied by many cities throughout the United States of America.
 
    
 
   Weyer, John (Johnny Spanish)
 
   Johnny Spanish, whose real name was John Weyer, was one of the most feared gangsters in the early part of the 20th century. Weyer took the name Johnny Spanish because he was half-Jewish and half-Spanish. On his Spanish side, Weyer claimed to be a descendant of Butcher Weyer, the last Governor of Cuba. Weyer figured “Johnny Spanish” had much more cache to it rather than plain old John Weyer the Jew, so he claimed the name Johnny Spanish as his very own.
 
   Spanish was born on the Lower East Side of Manhattan, and he quickly immersed himself in various street crimes. The short, frail, and morose Spanish was a loner, whose specialty was robbing saloons. When robbing a dive, Spanish liked to throw in the twist of sending a message to the saloon owners first, telling them of his imminent arrival. Spanish's legend grew immensely, when he performed that feat in a joint on Norfolk Street owned by Mersher the Strong Arm.
 
   On the morning of the robbery, Spanish gave Mersher notice that he would arrive at a certain time. And that he did, armed with his usual four guns and an accomplice lurking behind him. Spanish threw a couple of shots through the mirror behind the bar, and then he emptied the till. To add insult to injury, Spanish lined 10 customers against the wall, and he relieved them of all their cash and jewelry. Spanish's notoriety grew, and soon he was accepted into Paul Kelly's Five Points Gang where he continued his shenanigans.
 
   As an addition to his saloon crimes, Spanish found it quite profitable to steal the proceeds from the lucrative stuss gambling games located throughout New York City (stuss was a game which was a variation of the popular faro). Spanish had his eye on one such game, operated by Kid Jigger on Forsyth Street. One day, Spanish approached Jigger, who was known to be a fierce gunfighter, and he demanded half the take from Jigger's stuss game.
 
   “And why should I give you half my stuss graft?” Jigger inquired.
 
   “Because I'll knock you off if you don't,” Spanish said.
 
   Jigger just laughed. 
 
   Spanish took offense and told him, “Alright then, I'll knock you off tomorrow night.”
 
   Sure enough, being a man of his word, on the following night, as Jigger strode from his stuss game on Forsyth Street, Spanish opened fire with two guns. Jigger ran back into the building to safety, but the bullets struck an 8-year-old girl who was  playing in the streets, killing her on the spot.
 
   This necessitated Spanish leaving New York city for several months, until the heat died down. When Spanish returned, he was alarmed to find out that his girlfriend (who happened to be pregnant by who-knows -who), had been stolen by fellow thug Kid Dropper, real name Nathan Kaplan.
 
   Spanish figured he'd settle with his ex-girlfriend first. He grabbed her off the streets, threw her in a taxicab, and then he headed out to the marshes of Maspeth, Long Island. There, Spanish tied her to a tree, and then he emptied five bullets into her pregnant belly. Spanish left the woman there to die, but miraculously, she survived. However, her baby was subsequently born with three missing fingers.
 
   For this atrocity, Spanish was arrested, tried, convicted, and sentenced to seven years in Sing Sing Prison. Upon his release in 1917, Paul Kelly's Five Points Gang had dissolved, so Spanish figured he would take over Kelly's former rackets. The only problem was, Kid Dropper had the same idea.
 
   The two old foes battled over the union protection racket for more than two years. One day in early 1919, the bulkier Dropper cornered Spanish on the street, and he carved him up badly with a knife. Spanish survived, but not for long.
 
   On July 29, 1919, Spanish was entering a restaurant at 19 Second  Avenue, when Dropper and two accomplices opened fire, hitting Spanish several times in the chest.
 
   Bullets working better than blades, Spanish died a few days later in Bellevue Hospital.
 
    
 
   Wexler, Irving  (Waxey Gordon)
 
   In the 1920's, Waxey Gordon was one of the richest, most powerful gangsters in New York City. However, after he was set up by his enemies for a fall, Gordon was reduced to selling junk on the streets like a common two-bit criminal.
 
   Waxey Gordon was born Irving Wexler in 1889 on the Lower East Side of Manhattan to Polish/Jewish parents. Not having a great fondness for the New York City school system, Wexler took to the streets, and he became the best pickpocket on the Lower East Side. Wexler was so good at his trade, he got  the nickname “Waxey,” because he was so “light fingered,” he could pick someone's wallet, like his fingers and the wallet were coated with wax. Waxey Gordon sounded better than “Waxey Wexler,” so Waxey Gordon it was, from that point on.
 
   Gordon did what most tough Jewish criminals did in those days. He got involved in the labor rackets (with the Dopey Fein gang), and soon Gordon was “schlammin’,” or breaking heads, with the best of them. To supplement his income, Gordon also did a little burglary and minor dope dealings on the side. 
 
   One of the men Gordon cracked heads for was the legendary gambler Arnold “The Brain” Rothstein, who was known to do a little investing in other people's illegal enterprises. It was the beginning of Prohibition, and Gordon hooked up with small-time hood, Max “Big Maxey” Greenberg, who had big ideas, but little cash. Greenberg had left his home in St. Louis for the bright lights of Manhattan, because he heard there were certain people who might bankroll his dream of owning his own bootlegging business. Greenberg needed $175,000 to get started, and through Gordon's connection to Rothstein, Maxey and Waxey approached “The Brain” (on a Central Park bench, no less), about loaning them the cash they needed in return for a piece of the action.
 
   At first, Rothstein turned them down flat. Then, Rothstein had a change of heart, as well as a change of plans. Rothstein saw tremendous potential in the bootlegging business, but what Greenberg and Gordon were planning was strictly small-time. Rothstein said he would loan them the money, but with very specific conditions.
 
   First, Rothstein would run the operation; no questions asked. Greenberg and Gordon would act as Rothstein’s  main men, using their street contacts as secondary employees, who were needed for such a big operation.
 
   And second, instead of smuggling cheap hooch in boats from Canada, Rothstein saw more monetary potential in shipping in top-notch booze from England. Rothstein purchased six speedboats, and when the cargo ship he hired, carrying 20,000 cases of Scotch, arrived in American waters from England, it would stop several miles off the coast of Montauk, Long Island. There it would be met by the six Rothstein speedboats, each of which would carry nearly 1,000 cases of booze back to shore. After the speedboats made three or four trips from ship to shore, trucks would take the booze to a warehouse in Manhattan, where it would be stored, and then distributed to thousands of speakeasies throughout the city.
 
   This continuing operation brought Gordon much wealth. It was estimated, Gordon earned between $1 and $2  million a year, pure profit for himself. With this dough, Gordon bought several office buildings in Manhattan, a string of speakeasies, and illegal gambling houses. 
 
   After Rothstein was killed over a bad gambling debt, Gordon purchased his own fleet of motor boats, to keep the illegal flow of  booze coming from across the pond. Gordon also bought a townhouse in Manhattan on Central Park West and a castle in New Jersey, complete with its very own moat.
 
   Gordon soon formed bootlegging partnerships with the Italian gangs, headed by Lucky Luciano, who was himself  was partnered with Jewish kingpin Meyer Lansky. By this time, Luciano was in the process of organizing Italian gangs throughout the country under one umbrella, and Lansky was doing the same thing with Jewish gangs.
 
   The only problem was, Lansky and Gordon, both Jews, couldn't stand each other and wouldn't even sit at the same table together. Both accused the other of hijacking their bootlegging trucks, and both were right in their assumptions. 
 
   What transpired next, was what was known in the press as “The War of the Jews.” Lansky killed Gordon's men, and Gordon returned the favor. Luciano tried to step in to settle the dispute, but to no avail.
 
   Gordon had now been declared “Public Enemy Number One” by the FBI, which put him right in the cross-hairs of Special Prosecutor Thomas E. Dewey. In 1930, it was Luciano's idea to feed Gordon to Dewey on an income tax rap, with Lansky's brother Jake leaking information to Dewey's investigators, about Gordon's financial operations. Gordon was arrested and indicted by Dewey.
 
   At Gordon's trial, Dewey was able to show that Gordon lived high on the hog, raking in almost $2 million a year and only reporting an annual salary of $8,125. One hundred and fifty witnesses testified against Gordon, and they minutely explained to the jury Gordon’s illegal moneymaking activities. As a result, the jury took only 51 minutes to come back with a guilty verdict, which sent Gordon to the slammer on a 10-year sentence.
 
   In 1940, when Gordon was released from Leavenworth, all his properties had been seized by the government and his millions had somehow disappeared. He told reporters, “Waxey Gordon is dead. From now on it's Irving Wexler, salesman.”
 
   Gordon became a salesman alright, but not in the conventional manner. Gordon moved out to California, and he began peddling dope on the streets. In 1951, Gordon was arrested while delivering $6,300 of heroin to a federal narcotics informant. One of the cops who arrested Gordon was Sgt. John Cottone. 
 
   As Cottone was putting the cuffs on Gordon, Gordon started crying “Please Johnny, don't arrest me. Don't take me in for junk. Let me run, then shoot me.”
 
   In December of 1951, Gordon, now 63, was convicted of narcotics trafficking and sentenced to 25 years in Alcatraz Prison. Gordon, broke and a broken man, died in prison six months later of a heart attack.
 
    
 
   Whyos Street Gang
 
   The Whyos were a vicious Irish street gang which ruled Lower Manhattan, starting right after the Civil War and running through the 1890's. The Whyos started out as an offshoot of a pre-Civil War gang called the Chichesters. Their headquarters was in  the 6th Ward on Baxter Street, formerly Orange Street, and named after Mexican War hero Lt. Col. Charles Baxter.
 
   The Whyos got their name from the bird calls they made to each other to identify themselves as members of the gang. When they first appeared on the streets of Lower Manhattan, the Whyos cruised the area called Mulberry Bend, robbing, beating, and killing with ungodly gusto. Soon, they extended their domain to the Lower West Side, into Greenwich Village, and then further north.
 
   Author Herbert Asbury said about the Whyos  “The Whyos were the most ferocious criminals who ever stalked the streets of an American city.”
 
   The Whyos favorite hangout was a dive on the corner of Mulberry and Worth called “The Morgue”; an apt name, since it was estimated that over 100 murders took place on the premises. The bar owner boasted his booze was powerful and quite tasty, but could also be used an excellent embalming fluid if necessary.
 
   Myth had it, that in order to become a member of the Whyos, an aspiring member had to kill, or at least make an attempt to kill someone. One of the Whyos early leaders was Mike McCoin, who was hanged in the Tombs on March, 8, 1883, for the slingshot murder of a saloon owner on West 26th  Street named Louis Hanier. The day after he killed Hanier,  McCoin announced to his gang, “A guy ain't tough until he's knocked his man out (killed).”
 
   Some hard men took McCoin's  remark to heart and a string of murders followed, precipitating new members being inducted into the gang.
 
   In the 1880's, the Whyos reached the height of their power, when such miscreants as Big Jim Hines terrorized the city. Hines was the first person to hold up stuss games, which were then run by the Italian and Jewish gangs and a great source of revenue. The stuss games were played nightly at numerous locations, from east of the Bowery, up to 14th  Street, and then west to Broadway. Almost every night, Hines bounced from one stuss game to another, a huge gun in each hand. Using impending force, Hines extracted a fat percentage of each game, but he always left a substantial cut for the house.
 
   Once, after he was arrested, Hines told a detective, “Them guys must be nuts. Don't I always leave 'em somethin'? All I want is me share.”
 
   In 1884, Whyos member Piker Ryan was arrested for one of his numerous crimes. The police found a book on him, containing  prices for a laundry list of crimes the Whyos performed for monetary profit. The list read:
 
    
 
   Punching -- $2,
 
   Both eyes blacked -- $4
 
   Nose and jaw broke -- $10
 
   Jacked out - - $15
 
   Ear chewed off -- $15
 
   Leg or arm broke -- $19
 
   Shot in the leg -- $25
 
   Stab -- $25
 
   Doing the big job (murder) -- $100 and up
 
    
 
   Another prominent Whyos  member was Dandy Johnny Dolan, who was fastidious in dress, with oiled and plastered hair, and a penchant for wearing only the finest shoe apparel available.
 
   Dolan was also the inventor of two gruesome weapons. The first was sections of an ax blade, embedded in the sole of his “Fighting Shoes,” which he used to stomp and stab a fallen foe. The other was an “eye gouger,” made of brass and worn on Dolan’s thumb.
 
   On August 22, 1875, Dolan decided to rob a brush manufacturer at 275 Greenwich Street. On the premises, he confronted James H. Noe, and Dolan bashed Noe over the head with an iron crowbar. Then Dolan proceeded to rob Noe of money, a gold watch and chain, and Mr. Noe's walking stick, which had a metal handle formed into the shape of a monkey. However, before Dolan left, he gouged out both of Mr. Noe's eyes with his “eye gouger,” and then he proudly showed Noe’s eyeballs to his pals.
 
   Mr. Noe died a few days later, and when Dolan was soon arrested, he was walking with Mr. Noe's distinctive cane and carrying Mr. Noe's eyeballs in his pocket. As a result, Dolan was tried and convicted of murder. He was hung in the courtyard of the Tombs Prison, on April 21, 1876.
 
   The most famous of the Whyos leaders were a couple of Dannys; Messrs. Driscoll and Lyons, who co-ran the Whyos in the 1880's. In 1888, Driscoll became involved in a gunfight with Five Points gang member John McCarthy, over the affections of a prostitute named Beezy Garrity. Not being the greatest of gunslingers, Driscoll accidentally shot and killed Ms. Garrity instead.
 
   At his trial, Driscoll swore it was a case of mistaken identity, and that John McCarty had fired the fatal shots at Ms. Garrity. However, Garrity's mother, Margaret Sullivan, said on the witness stand that as her daughter lay dying at St. Vincent Hospital, she whispered into her mother's ear, “Danny Driscoll shot me, mother.”
 
   Even though Driscoll was represented by famed trial attorney William Howe, as a result of Garrity's deathbed statement, on October 1, 1887, the jury took only 29 minutes to find Driscoll guilty of first degree murder. Seven days later, Judge Fredrick Smyth sentenced Driscoll to death.
 
   On January 22, 1888, Driscoll was hanged in the Tombs Prison. At the gallows, after the black mask had been pulled over Driscoll's face, his last words reportedly were, “Jesus, have mercy on me!”
 
   Danny Lyons was considered the most vicious gangster of the 1880's. Lyons's downfall was an argument over a young lady, too. It seemed Lyons snatched Pretty Kitty McGown from her paramour Joseph Quinn. Quinn vowed revenge, and on July 4, 1887, the two men squared off with guns, at Paradise Square in the Five Points area. Lyons was better with a gun than his pal Driscoll had been, and he shot Quinn right through the heart, killing him on the spot.
 
   Lyons took it on the lam for a few months, but he was finally captured. Lyons was hung at the Tombs Prison on August 21, 1888, just seven months after Driscoll had met the same fate in the same place.
 
   After the deaths of  Lyons and Driscoll, the Whyos fell into disarray. In the late 1890's, Monk Eastman defeated what was left of the Whyos. For the next 20 years, Eastman battled with Paul Kelly, leader of the Five Points Gang, for control of all the rackets in Lower Manhattan.
 
    
 
   Wood, Fernando, and the Police Riots of 1857
 
   In 1857, it was chaotic times in New York City, as the city's two adversarial police forces battled over the right to arrest people, and to accept graft from anyone willing and able to pay.
 
   In 1853, under Democratic Mayor Harper, the first uniformed police force in New York City was created. Their uniform consisted of a blue coat with brass buttons, a blue cap, and gray pants. Led by Police Chief George G. Matsell, the police were generally more crooked than the crooks, taking bribes not to arrest people and sometimes taking bribes to arrest people. The citizens of New York City complained that their police force, called the Municipal  Police, was “the worse in the world.”
 
   By the age of  37, Fernando Wood was a millionaire in the real estate business. On January 1, 1855, after buying votes through his wealth, Wood was elected Mayor of New York City. Wood immediately inserted himself  as head of the police graft-gravy-train; charging new police captains $200 a year for a promotion to their $1,000-a-year job. Of course, to make up for the shortfall, the police captains charged each patrolman under their command $40 a year. The policemen, in turn, shook down honest citizens and protected dishonest citizens for pay, so everyone on the public law enforcement dole was quite happy to keep things just the way they were.
 
   However, the New York State Legislature would have none of that. 
 
   In 1857, the legislature passed an act creating a new Metropolitan Police Force, with Fredrick Tallmadge named as Superintendent of the Force. The legislature also ordered Wood to immediately disband his 1,100 member Municipal Police Force. Wood refused; saying the creation of the new police force was unconstitutional. Thus, the court battle began over which police force would be the one to patrol New York City.
 
   The Supreme Court soon voted that the creation of the new police force was indeed constitutional. Yet Wood, with the backing of Police Chief Matsell, steadfastly refused to cooperate. Eight hundred men, all aligned with the Democratic Party, stayed with Wood and Matsell. However, three hundred men, under respected Police Captain George W. Walling, defected and comprised the new Metropolitan Police Force, which was backed by the Republican Party.
 
   On June 16, 1857, the issue came to a head. The street commissioner Joseph Taylor had died, and Wood, for the sum of $50,000, appointed Charles Devlin as the new street commissioner. On the same day, Republican Governor John A. King appointed Daniel Conover to the same position. As Conover entered City Hall to assume his new post, Wood had his Municipal Police throw Conover out of the building. Conover immediately went to a Republican judge, who swore out two warrants for Wood's arrest: one for assault and one for inciting to riot.
 
   Captain Walling strode to City Hall to arrest Wood on the assault charge, but he was met by a contingent of five hundred Municipals. Captain Walling was allowed to enter the building and Wood's office. However, when Captain Walling told Wood he was under arrest for assault, Wood refused to recognize the legality of the arrest warrant.
 
   Captain Walling grabbed Wood's arm to lead him out of the building, but he was immediately swarmed by 20 Municipals and thrown out of City Hall himself. Captain Walling repeatedly tried to go back up the steps of City Hall, but he was beaten back every time.
 
   Suddenly, a contingent of one hundred Metropolitan Police, wearing their new uniforms of frock coats, and plug hats, arrived to serve the second arrest warrant on Wood. Instead of wearing the gold badges of the Municipals, the Mets wore copper badges, which gave birth to the term “coppers,” and then “cops.” 
 
   The motley Metropolitan Police were described by essayist G.T. Strong as, “a miscellaneous assortment of suckers, soaplocks, Irishmen and Plug-Uglies (an Irish Street Gang).”
 
   Thus, began a horrendous half-hour battle between the two New York City Police Departments. The Mets were vastly outnumbered by the Municipals, and when the fight was over, some Mets were lucky enough to be able to flee unharmed. However, 53 Mets were injured, 12 hurt seriously, and one was crippled for life.
 
   While the fighting was intensifying, Captain Walling rushed over the office of Sheriff J.J.V. Westervelt, and he implored the sheriff to arrest Mayor Wood. After consulting with a state attorney, Captain Walling, Sheriff Westervelt, and the state attorney marched to City Hall, and they pushed their way into Wood's office.
 
   When the three men informed Wood he was indeed under arrest, he shouted at them, “I will never let you arrest me!”
 
   At the same time, a beaten contingent of Mets spotted the Seventh Regiment of the National Guard boarding a boat for Boston. The Mets convinced the National Guard that they were needed to police a state matter. 
 
   Recognizing the severity of the situation, Major General Charles Sandford marched his men to City Hall. As his troops stood guard, Sandford strode up the steps of City Hall and into Wood's office, where he announced to Wood that he was under arrest. Wood looked out the window and spotted the National Guard. Realizing his men were no match for the military troops, Wood finally submitted to the arrest.
 
   Yet, this was only the beginning of a long strife. For the rest of the summer, the two police departments constantly conflicted. When a Met cop arrested a crook, a Municipal would step in and set the man free. And vice versa. On numerous occasions, contingents of policemen would raid the other department's station house and free all the prisoners.
 
   In the meantime, the criminals of New York City were having a field day. 
 
   While the two police forces battled each other all hours of the day and night, honest citizens were being robbed while walking the streets. Murders were committed with impunity, and still, all the two police departments were interested in was fighting each other.
 
   This total indifference by the two New York City police departments led to a two-day riot on July 4 and July 5, of 1857, when the Bowery Boys and the Dead Rabbits street gangs squared off with fists, knives, stones, and pistols. As many as a thousand gang members were involved. Hundreds were injured, and several gang members were killed. The riots also led to the indiscriminate looting of stores, in the Five Points and Bowery areas and as far north as 14th Street.
 
   Finally, in the fall of 1857, the Court of Appeals upheld the Supreme Court's ruling, that the  Metropolitan Police were the only legitimate police department in town. The Municipals were disbanded, and although Mayor Wood had been arrested, he was released on bond and never tried.
 
   The Mets, who were injured in the June 16 fight, sued Mayor Wood for personal damages. They were awarded $250 apiece by the courts, but Mayor Wood refused to pay a dime. Finally, the city of New York was forced to pay the damages from the city treasury, including the injured Mets’ legal costs.
 
   Wood was defeated in the 1858 Mayoral race by Daniel F. Tiemann. Yet, in 1860, the rotten Wood was somehow re-elected mayor of New York City, until 1862.
 
   After the Civil War started, Wood floated a trial balloon, whereby New York City would secede from the state of New York, which was run by Republicans, and therefore, become a free city. Wood's proposal was shot down, and New York Tribune's editor Horace Greeley, wrote in an editorial, “Fernando Wood evidently wants to be a traitor. It is lack of courage only that makes him content with being a blackguard.”
 
   In 1867, Wood  found his true calling in the United States House of  Representatives, where he served, not too admirably, until his death on February 14, 1881.
 
   A year later, statesman and author John Bigelow, who knew Wood well, said that Wood was,  “The most corrupt man who ever sat in the mayor's chair of New York City.”
 
    
 
   Yale (Uale), Frankie
 
   Frankie Yale, real name Uale, was the number No. 1 mobster in Brooklyn for most of the Roaring 20's.
 
   Yale was born in the Calabrian town of Longobucco, Italy, in 1893. In 1901, he emigrated to the United States, and soon Yale became immersed in a life of crime. Although his stomping grounds were in Brooklyn, Yale met fellow Brooklynite Johnny Torrio, and he became partners with Torrio in the Five Points Gang in Lower Manhattan, under the tutelage of mob boss Paul Kelly.
 
   Torrio and Yale were involved in several illegal endeavors, but their biggest moneymaker was a version of the Black Hand extortion shakedown, in which they threatened to kill Italian immigrants unless the immigrants paid protection money. Most paid, but some didn't. It was reported that Yale had killed a dozen times before he reached the age of 21.
 
   Yale and Torrio decided to split with the Five Points Gang, and they relocated to Brooklyn, where their base of operations was the Harvard Inn, a bar and brothel near the Brooklyn Navy Yard.
 
   In 1919, Torrio moved to Chicago, to work for his uncle-through-marriage, mob boss Big Jim Colosimo. Yale filled Torrio's absence by hiring a friend of Torrio's, the 19-year-old  Al Capone, as his main bouncer at the Harvard Inn. Soon afterwards, Torrio summoned Capone to work for him in Chicago, with the eventual intention of killing Colosimo and taking over his rackets.
 
   In 1920, Torrio decided the time was ripe for Colosimo's death, so he asked his friend Frankie Yale if he could make the trip to Chicago to do the dirty deed. Torrio set Colosimo up by telling Colosimo to go to his cafe to receive an illegal shipment of booze. When Colosimo got to the cafe, instead of liquor, Colosimo was greeted by several rounds of hot lead supplied by the reliable Yale.
 
   Torrio's Chicago empire was being threatened by Irish mob boss Dion O'Banion, who ran a flower shop on North State Street. Torrio decided O'Banion had to go too, and figuring his local shooters couldn't get close enough to O'Banion to kill him, he called on Yale again. The reason Torrio picked Yale for the hit was because O'Banion had never met Yale and wouldn't recognize him.
 
   In November 1924, Yale entered O'Banion's flower shop, and he greeted O'Banion with a firm handshake. O'Banion tried to pull his hand free, but before he could extricate himself from Yale's death grip, two of Torrio's men, John Scalise and Albert Anselmi, busted into the shop and shot O'Banion to death. O'Banion had, up to that point, the biggest funeral in the history of Chicago; costing over $30,000, including a $10,000 coffin.
 
   In 1925, Torrio was ambushed and shot several times in front of his apartment building. After he recovered from his wounds, Torrio decided to retire from the rackets, and he handed over his entire illegal empire to the 26-year old Capone.
 
   Capone worked a deal with Yale, to import his illegal booze from Chicago to New York City, under Yale's protection. Soon, Capone's trucks were being hijacked before they got to New York City.  Capone, suspecting Yale was the culprit, sent one his best men, James DeAmato, to survey the truck-hijacking situation in New York City. Soon, DeAmato sent word back to Capone that Yale was indeed hijacking Capone's trucks, and then selling the liquor back to Capone. Six days later, DeAmato was gunned down on a Brooklyn Street.
 
   With Capone safely in Miami, Florida, he sent six of his best shooters to New York City by car. Yale was summoned from his home on a ruse, and while he was driving down 44th Street in Brooklyn, Yale was met with a deadly deluge of bullets fired from the new weapon of choice: a Thompson submachine gun.
 
   Yale had always admired the grandeur of O'Banion's funeral, so he did O'Banion one better.
 
   Yale's funeral procession attracted ten thousand mourners and his funeral cost $50,000, including a $15,000 nickel and silver coffin.
 
   Take that, Dion O'Banion.
 
    
 
   Zelig, Big Jack (Zelig Harry Lefkowitz)
 
   Big Jack Zelig was born Zelig Harry Lefkowitz in New York City in 1888. Zelig started his criminal career at the age of nine. By the time Zelig had reached 13, and working for the Crazy Butch Gang on the Lower East Side, he became known as one of the best pickpockets in New York City. By the time he was 15, Zelig was a member of the feared Monk Eastman Gang. As an Eastman, Zelig was respected on the Lower East Side as a feared street fighter, who was especially adept at using a  knife. Because of his roughhouse escapades, Zelig was dubbed by the police, “The Most Feared Man in New York City.”
 
   While Eastman was in jail for assault and robbery, the Eastman gang was headed by Max “Kid Twist” Zwerbach, who appointed Zelig his No. 1 lieutenant. When Zwerbach was killed in 1908 by a member of the rival Five Points Gang, Zelig took control of  Zwerbach's gang.
 
   Zelig's gang robbed casinos, banks and brothels, but their specialty was thuggery for hire. The Zelig gang even had a printed menu of the gang's services. 
 
   To have them slash the cheek of someone, it cost anywhere from $1 to $10, according to your ability to pay. A shot in the leg or arm cost $5 to $25. Tossing a live bomb to take down an establishment also cost $5 to $25. And to render someone dead, they charged anywhere from $10 to $100.
 
   Zelig's capable men included such notables as Harry “Gyp the Blood” Horowitz, “Lefty” Louie Rosenberg, and “Dago Frank” Cirofisi.
 
   Zelig's two chief nemeses, who were fighting with him behind the scenes for control of the former Eastman Gang, were gang members Chick Tricker and Jack Sirocco. Tricker and Sirocco tricked Zelig into going on a back robbery with them. After Tricker and Sirocco were in possession of the bank's cash, they left Zelig behind to take the rap. Zelig was arrested and none too happy with his pals.
 
   To add insult to injury, Tricker and Sirocco refused to bail out Zelig; figuring with Zelig behind bars, they could assume control of his gang. However, Zelig had friends in high places in Tammany Hall, and soon he was set free. Thus commenced a war between Zelig, and Tricker and Sirocco.
 
   On December 6, 1911, Zelig threw a shindig for his gang at Stuyvesant Hall. Tricker and Sirocco were not invited, but they sent their associate Jules Morello to the party, with the expressed intention of killing Zelig. 
 
   However, Morello had a few too many drinks at the bar, and he started yelling “Where's that Yid? I'm gonna kill that Yid.” 
 
   Meaning Zelig.
 
   Zelig heard the commotion, and before Morello could do him any damage, Zelig shot Morello four times, leaving him dead.
 
   On October 15, 1912, Zelig was drinking at Segal's Cafe, at 76 Second Avenue, when he got a phone call from his girlfriend saying she needed company for the night. Delighted at his good fortune, Zelig hopped on the Second Avenue Street Car in front of Siegel’s. When the street car reached 13th Street, a junkie thug named Red Davidson snuck up behind Zelig and shot him once behind the ear, killing him. 
 
   “The Most Feared Man in New York City” was now dead at the age of 24. 
 
   Davidson’s motive was never ascertained, but it was reported Davidson killed Zelig because, a few days earlier, Zelig had beaten Davidson to a pulp over a monetary dispute. 
 
    
 
   Zwerbach, Maxwell (Kid Twist)
 
   “Kid Twist,” real name Maxwell Zwerbach, was a ruthless killer who rose up the ranks of the Monk Eastman mob, only to die because he decided to cheat on his wife.
 
   Zwerbach was born in Austria in 1884. His Jewish father, Adolf, and half-Italian mother, Hanna, emigrated to New York City in 1886 to escape the anti-Semitic riots. The family took an apartment on Delancey Street, where Adolph opened a tailor shop. Adolph hoped his son would follow in his footsteps and alter clothes for a living. However, Zwerbach, who was now called Kid Twist on the mean streets of the Lower East Side, had other ideas.
 
   Kid Twist started out as a petty thief. Soon, he hooked up with the famous Monk Eastman gang, made up of Jews who were constantly at war with Paul Kelly's (Paulo Vaccarelli) Italian Five Pointers over the Lower East Side rackets. Kid Twist killed his way up the ranks, until Eastman installed him as his top lieutenant, along with Richie Fitzpatrick, a Jewish killer who took on an Irish last name.
 
   In early 1903, Eastman had the misfortune of getting himself locked up in a Freehold, New Jersey jail, after he beat up a potential witness against a friend of his on the courthouse steps. When Kid Twist heard of his bosses' predicament, he rounded up 50 of his best thugs, with the intention of driving to New Jersey to bust Eastman out of jail.
 
   However, before their cars could leave their Christie Street headquarters, a battalion of policemen, led by Inspector McCluskey, descended upon them and beat them with nightsticks back into their club. 
 
   Kid Twist decided to change tactics, and he contacted Eastman's cronies in Tammany Hall. The crooked pols used their Jersey connections and Eastman was sprung the following day.
 
   Eastman was not so lucky in 1904, when he was arrested near Times Square for assault and robbery. This time Tammany Hall refused to come to his rescue. Eastman was tried, convicted, and sentenced to 10 years in the slammer.
 
   Kid Twist thought he was now the rightful heir to Eastman's throne, but Fitzpatrick had the same idea. Both men argued over who was the new boss. Finally, Kid Twist told Fitzpatrick, he had a plan on how the rackets could be split down the middle with both men having separate but equal powers. Fitzpatrick thought Twist's idea sounded just swell, and he agreed to a meeting to work out the details.
 
   On November 1, 1904, Kid Twist enticed Fitzpatrick into the back room of the Sheriff Street Saloon (which oddly enough, was located on Christie Street). As soon as Fitzpatrick arrived, the lights went out and so did Fitzpatrick. He was shot twice through the heart by Kid Dahl, real name Harris Stahl, thus installing Kid Twist as the No. 1 man in the Eastman Gang, all by himself.
 
   As a result of Fitzpatrick's sudden demise, Kid Twist took over all of Eastman's operations, which included several brothels and stuss card games. In a show of bravado, Kid Twist announced to the world that “no Wop and no Mick would ever rule the Lower East Side of New York.”
 
   As a side moneymaker, Kid Twist championed his own brand of the popular “celery soda,” which was the only brand of celery soda allowed to be sold on the entire Lower East Side of Manhattan.
 
   Even though Kid Twist had several stuss games of his own, he coveted the one on Suffolk Street owned by the Bottler, which was under the protection of Paul Kelly's Five Pointers. First, Kid Twist approached the Bottler, and not in a very nice way, Kid Twist told him that he was now the Bottler's partner, not Paul Kelly. Before the ink was dry on Twist's verbal contract, he informed the Bottler that the Bottler was out completely, and that Kid Dahl was now Kid Twist's partner in the Suffolk Street stuss parlor.
 
   This time the Bottler made a stand, and he refused to comply with Kid Twist's demands. As a result, Kid Twist imported Coney Islander Vach Lewis, known as Cyclone Louie, a professional circus strongman, who was famous for bending iron bars around his neck, and sometimes around other people's necks, too.
 
   While Kid Twist was in the Delancey Street police station screaming at the desk sergeant over some trivial matter, and Kid Dahl was in a Houston Street restaurant arguing with the owner over what time of day it was, Cyclone Louie calmly walked into the Bottler's stuss parlor. As 20 customers looked on in shock, Cyclone Louie shot the Bottler twice in the chest, killing him instantly.
 
   With Kid Twist and Kid Dahl eliminated as suspects because of their contrived alibis, a few days later Kid Dahl strode into the Suffolk Street stuss parlor and announced to all that the stuss parlor was now his and Kid Twist's possession. All this did not please Paul Kelly too much, and he waited for the right time to get back what was rightfully his.
 
   On the night of May 14, 1908, Kid Twist and Cyclone Louie decided to travel to Coney Island, to visit the supposedly happily married Kid Twist's girlfriend, dancer Carroll Terry. The two men were sitting inside the dance hall Terry performed in, when a kid rushed inside and told them Terry wanted to see them outside. 
 
   As soon as their feet hit the pavement, Kid Twist and Cyclone Louie were blasted with bullets fired by Kelly henchman, Louie “The Lump” Pioggi and several other of Kelly's men. It took only one slug to the brain, shot by Pioggi, to finish Kid Twist, but Cyclone Louie, true to his reputation as a strong man, needed five bullets in his torso to render him deceased.
 
   When Terry showed up seconds later, Pioggi, a jilted suitor of hers, whipped a slug into her hip. Terry fell face forward, and although she would survive, the unconscious Terry landed across the body of her lifeless boyfriend, Maxwell “Kid Twist” Zwerbach, thereby putting a dent in the premise that “true love never dies.”
 
    
 
                      The End
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   What readers are saying about Joe Bruno’s ‘Mobsters, Gangs, Crooks, and Other Creeps - Volume 2.”
 
    
 
   Joe Bruno does it again in Volume 2!!! – John M. Blowit
 
   The content of Volume 2 leaves nothing to be desired for those who have read Volume 1! Joe Bruno again comes up with some very interesting characters who once graced the city of New York, from Mobsters, & Racketeers, to women murderers and other interesting figures. 
 
    
 
   Loved both volumes! – lcook0825
 
   I have just finished the 2nd volume of Mobsters, Gangs, Crooks, and Other Creeps. I must say that I love the era that both books were written about and these books were fabulous. With a short bio of each character, it really made the era come to life as you read. Being a New Yorker myself, the places were real and very interesting. If you like the 1920's and 30's in New York, you will enjoy these books. 
 
    
 
   You heard the Stories, now read the truth – Rony Barbery
 
   I actually got all three volumes. It is the most thorough work on the History of American Organized Crime, from its very beginnings to modern times I have found. Highly recommend it. 
 
    
 
   Wow what a great book! - Dakikle 
 
    I couldn't hardly put it down at night. The way Joe Bruno keeps it short and to the point makes it so easy to read and understand. I was very satisfied with this book and the history it portrayed.
 
    
 
   ***********
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Anastasia, Albert – (The Lord High Executioner)
 
   He was a violent killer, and along with Louis “Lepke” Buchalter, the co-head of Murder Incorporated. The way he lived his life, Albert Anastasia must have thought he was bulletproof, which he may have been, until he made one trip too many to his barbershop.
 
   Albert Anastasia was born Umberto Anastasio on September 26, 1902 in Calabria, located in the southern part of Italy. When he was 15, Albert and his brother Tony hopped on an Italian ship and snuck off illegally onto the docks of Brooklyn, New York. It was said that Albert was so poor, he arrived in America with no shoes. Albert lived with a relative in Brooklyn until he finally found work on the Brooklyn docks as a longshoreman, alongside his brother “Tough Tony.”
 
   Anastasia had a violent temper, and it was manifested in 1920 when he was arrested for killing fellow longshoreman Joe Torino. Anastasia strangled and stabbed Torino to death, over whom had the right to unload ships with the most precious cargo. Anastasia was tried, convicted, and sentenced to death in the Sing Sing electric chair. It was at this time that he changed his last name from Anastasio to Anastasia, he said, “not to sully his family's name.” His brother Tony, who later ruled the Brooklyn docks, kept the last name of Anastasio.
 
   Anastasia spent 18 months waiting to be executed, when his lawyer somehow obtained a new trial. At Anastasia's second trial, several witnesses to Torino's murder changed their statements as to who the killer was, and four more witnesses disappeared from the face of the earth. With no evidence against Anastasia, the prosecutors had no choice but to drop their case, and Anastasia became a free man. Anastasia would use this tactic of “eliminating witnesses” several more times throughout the years to avoid prosecution for murder.
 
   Upon his release from prison, Anastasia joined the gang of Joe “The Boss” Masseria, considered the top Mafioso in America. As a member of Masseria's crew, Anastasia became tight with fellow mobsters Charles “Lucky” Luciano and Frank Costello. It became clear during this period that Anastasia was more of a follower than a leader. 
 
   In 1930, Luciano formulated a plan to get rid of his boss, Masseria, and then dispose of Masseria's successor, Salvatore Maranzano. Luciano's ultimate goal was to unite all the crime families in America: Italian Mafia members, Irish gangsters like Owney Madden, and Jewish gangsters like Meyer Lansky, into one National Crime Commission. 
 
   When Luciano told Anastasia about his plans, Anastasia was ecstatic. He told Luciano, “Charlie, I've been waiting for this day for at least eight years. You're going to be on top, if I have to kill everyone for you. With you up there, that's the only way we can have any peace and make real money.”
 
   With Anastasia's help, Luciano did what he set out to do. Anastasia, along with Bugsy Siegel, was one of the four gunmen, who in 1931, shot Masseria to death in a Coney Island restaurant. With Masseria out of the way and his successor Salvatore Maranzano also eliminated by Luciano, Luciano formed the remaining Mafia bosses into five separate crime families. As a reward for his good work, Luciano made Anastasia the underboss in the family of Vincent Mangano. 
 
   After Luciano's takeover, things ran smoothly for the National Crime Commission. The Commission made bushels of money running illegal liquor during prohibition and from old mob standards like bookmaking, gambling, hijacking, and the distribution of drugs. Of course, in order to keep the cash flowing in, sometimes people had to be killed. As a result of Anastasia's loyalty, Luciano, along with Meyer Lansky, put Anastasia and Louie “Lepke” Buchalter in charge of what the press called “Murder Incorporated,” or “Murder Inc.”
 
   With Anastasia being the exception, Murder Inc. was comprised of mostly Jewish killers, which included Abe “Kid Twist” Reles, Allie Tannenbaum, Harry “Pittsburgh Phil” Strauss, and Gurrah Shapiro. It was estimated that under Anastasia and Buchalter's direction, anywhere from 500-1,000 murders were committed throughout the country and only a handful were ever solved. While bodies were piling up all over America, Anastasia was ostensibly working an honest job. The business card he always carried in his breast pocket said he was a "sales representative" for the Convertible Mattress Corporation in Brooklyn.
 
   In the late 1930's, Murder Inc. dissolved when its top killers were arrested, tried, and convicted on numerous murder charges. With Reles and Tannenbaum agreeing to testify in exchange for lighter sentences, several Murder Inc. perpetrators were fried in the Sing Sing electric chair, including Buchalter, who was the only crime boss ever executed by the government. 
 
   Anastasia avoided prosecution for a while, until it was discovered that Reles was set to testify about Anastasia's and Bugsy Siegel's involvement with Murder Inc. Reles was under 24-hour police surveillance at the Half Moon Hotel in Coney Island. Police were stationed inside and outside Reles's room to guard Reles, even when he was sleeping. 
 
   On the night of November 12, 1941, Reles was supposedly under police protection and sleeping in his room, when he inexplicably fell to his death from the 6th-story window. The official report said Reles died while “attempting to escape.” Years later, Luciano said that Frank Costello, in order to save Anastasia’s and Siegel's hide, paid the police $50,000 to look the other way while Costello's men flung Reles out the window. Other stories said that the cops did the flinging of Reles themselves. Either way, according to District Attorney William O'Dwyer, “His case (against Anastasia and Siegel) went out the window with Reles.”
 
   In 1936, Luciano was arrested, tried, and convicted on a trumped-up charge of prostitution and given a 30-year prison sentence. Luciano claimed he had been set up by Special Prosecutor Thomas E. Dewey, and there's evidence that Luciano may have been right. The witnesses against Luciano were all pimps and prostitutes, who later said they lied on the witness stand rather than being thrown in jail by Dewey. 
 
   In 1942, with Luciano languishing in jail, Anastasia, with the help of his brother Tony, devised a scheme to spring Luciano. It was in the middle of World War II, and the plan Anastasia hatched was based on the old mob “protection racket.” With Tony controlling the docks, it was quite easy for his men to sabotage ships on the New York waterfront. And that's exactly what they did.
 
   After several ships were torched and bombed (the most famous being the French Luxury Liner S.S. Normandie, which was being converted into a troopship when it was sunk in New York Harbor), Anastasia offered assistance to the United States government, to protect the waterfront from saboteurs (from themselves, of course). The payback from the government to Luciano was, when the war ended, Luciano was to be released from prison as payment for waterfront-protection services he supposedly rendered. In 1946, Luciano was released from prison and deported to Italy, where he ran his crime family until his death from a heart attack in 1962.
 
   Anastasia had worked successfully as Vincent Mangano's underboss for 30 years, when in 1951, Anastasia suddenly got ambitious. Over the years, Mangano had grown resentful of Anastasia's closeness to Luciano and Frank Costello. Many times, Anastasia bypassed his boss Mangano and had, for one reason or another, gone directly to Luciano or Costello. Several times, Mangano physically attacked Anastasia, which was a foolhardy move, since Anastasia was younger and stronger, leading to Anastasia beating up his own boss in self-defense.
 
   Things in the Mangano family were not going well for Anastasia, when Anastasia asked permission from Costello, now the big boss with Luciano in exile in Italy, to whack Mangano. On April 19, 1951, Mangano's brother Philip was riddled with bullets and dropped in a swamp in Sheepshead Bay. Later that same day, Vincent Mangano disappeared, and his body was never found. In a few days, after he was sure Mangano was definitely dead, Costello appointed Anastasia as the head of the former Mangano crime family, thereby making Anastasia part of the five-man Commission.
 
    Costello had his own personal reasons for wanting Anastasia on the Commission. After fleeing to Italy because he was being sought on a murder charge, Vito Genovese had returned to the United States. Genovese was angry because he thought that he and not Costello should be the head of the Commission. (Before escaping to Italy, Genovese was the Commission boss. With Genovese out of the country and Luciano still in jail at the time, Luciano then appointed Costello as top man on the Commission.) Genovese was known as a brutal man, who killed first and asked questions later. With Anastasia on Costello's side, Costello felt they had someone just as tough as Genovese who could protect Costello's high ranking.
 
   What Costello did not envision was that Anastasia was a bloodthirsty, homicidal maniac, who would kill anyone, for any reason, real or imagined. Anastasia's madness manifested itself one day when he was watching television. On the news, a 24-year-old Brooklyn salesman named Arnold Schuster was basking in the limelight as the person who was the main witness in the arrest of legendary bank robber Willie Sutton. Schuster had been riding the subway, when he spotted Sutton. Schuster followed Sutton after Sutton had left the subway, and he tracked Sutton to a nearby garage. After Sutton slipped inside the garage, Schuster called the police, and Sutton was arrested.
 
   Seeing Schuster being treated like a hero by the press, Anastasia freaked out. 
 
   “I can't stand squealers,” Anastasia told one of his killers, Fredrick J. Tenuto. “Hit that guy!” 
 
   And Tenuto did just that, gunning down Schuster on a Brooklyn street not far from where Schuster lived. 
 
   Realizing that Tenuto was the only person who knew Anastasia had ordered Schuster's murder, Anastasia took care of Tenuto himself, filling Tenuto with lead before Tenuto could spill the beans about Anastasia's orders.
 
   However, word was already out that Anastasia, now called “The Mad Hatter,” had gone overboard and had disobeyed one of the Commission's biggest rules: “We only kill each other.” 
 
   As far as Genovese was concerned, Anastasia had made fatal mistake No. 1. From this point on, Genovese began plotting Anastasia's demise. 
 
   Besides Costello, one of Anastasia's closest allies was Jewish mobster Meyer Lansky, who for a while, turned a deaf ear to Genovese's pleas to kill Anastasia. Lansky was big into the gambling industry on the island of Cuba. And as all good mob bosses should, Lansky was cutting in the other Commission bosses for a piece of the pie on what he was making in Cuba. 
 
   However, Anastasia wanted more. He approached Lansky about giving him a bigger slice, and when Lansky refused, Anastasia began plotting to open up his own gambling operation in Cuba. 
 
   That was a big miscalculation on Anastasia's part. As Anastasia knew well, Lansky had agreed to the killing of his childhood friend Bugsy Siegel when it was discovered Siegel had been skimming off the top at the Flamingo Hotel in Las Vegas. Money was sacrosanct to Lansky, and Anastasia was threatening to take money out of Lansky's pocket.
 
   That was fatal mistake No. 2 for Anastasia.
 
   Anastasia's fatal mistake No. 3 materialized when Genovese found out that Anastasia, in order to induct new made members into his family, was charging proposed members $50,000 apiece for induction into the their honored society. This was a definite no-no in the Mafia. Men had waited years, sometimes even decades, to “get their buttons.” In addition, the rule at the time was that each proposed member had to have been involved in at least one murder to even be considered for induction. Genovese said Anastasia had devalued the entire Mafia organization by taking cash payments from men who were not qualified to be inducted into the “La Cosa Nostra,” as mob informer Joe Valachi later said insiders called their sacred group.
 
   On October 25, 1957, Anastasia's chauffeur parked Anastasia's car in the underground garage of the Park Sheridan Hotel in midtown Manhattan. Instead of waiting inside the garage for his boss to return, the chauffeur decided to take a little stroll out of the building. Anastasia took a little stroll of his own, and he wound up sitting in chair No. 4 in the Park Sheridan Hotel barbershop. Sitting next to Anastasia in chair No. 5 was his old friend Vincent “Jimmy Jerome” Squillante. Anastasia sat with his eyes closed, appearing to have nary a care in this world. 
 
   Soon he would be right.
 
   Suddenly, two men walked into the barbershop. One was carrying a .38-caliber pistol; the other a .32 caliber pistol. One of the men told barbershop owner Arthur Grasso, “Keep your mouth shut if you don't want your head blown off.”
 
   Then the two men commenced firing. One bullet lodged in the back of Anastasia's head and two shots hit him in the left hand. Another bullet hit him in the back and another blasted through the right side of his hip. 
 
   Anastasia staggered to his feet, facing the barbershop mirror. Seeing the reflections of his two killers in the mirror, Anastasia mistakenly lurched towards the mirror. The killers kept firing until their guns were empty, and Anastasia fell on his back between two barber chairs, quite dead.
 
    Squillante didn't know whether to shit, or go blind. Seeing Anastasia dead on the floor, Squillante screamed to no one in particular, “Let me out of here!” Then he exited stage right into the lobby of the Park Sheridan Hotel, and he disappeared.
 
   According to manicurist Jean Wineberger, one shooter was a white male, around 40-years-old, 5-feet-10-inches, with a slight built and a blond pompadour haircut. The second shooter was also a white male, around 45-years-old, stockily built and about 5-feet-7. Wineberger thought the shooters looked Italian, but she said they could have been Jewish too.
 
   No one was officially charged with Anastasia's murder, and about a dozen people over the years have claimed they had been involved in Anastasia's hit. The most likely scenario was that mob boss Joe Profaci was given the hit by the other Commissioner members. Profaci subcontracted the actual shooting to his underling, the unpredictable “Crazy” Joe Gallo, from the Red Hook section of Brooklyn. 
 
   Gallo was not shy about taking the credit for the Anastasia hit. Soon after Anastasia was gone, Gallo was talking to crime associate Sidney Slater. Gallo told Slater that he, Sonny Camerone, Ralph Mafrici, Joe “Joe Jelly” Gioelli, and Frank “Punchy” Illiano comprised the Anastasia hit-team. 
 
   The buttons on his shirt bursting with pride, Gallo told Slater, “You can call the five of us the barbershop quintet.” 
 
   The most telling comment about Anastasia's murder was uttered by Anastasia's brother “Tough Tony” Anastasio. 
 
   “Tough Tony” told a mob associate, “I ate from the same table as Albert and I came from the same womb. But I know he killed many men and he deserved to die.”
 
    
 
   Appo, George – The Most Successful Pickpocket in New York City's History.
 
   His father was a crazed Chinese murderer, and his mother was an Irish alcoholic. As a result of his lack of proper upbringing, George Appo's mission in life was to be the quintessential “good fellow.” 
 
   George Appo's definition of the phrase “good fellow,” was a man who was an expert thief, one who would not cooperate with authorities, and one who would absolutely refuse to testify in court, even against his enemies. 
 
   Appo wrote in his 99-page autobiography, which was never published, “What constitutes a 'good fellow' in the eyes and estimation of the underworld is a nervy crook, a money getter and a spender. A 'good fellow' valiantly accepts the consequences and punishment of an arrest, even if the crime was committed by another. A 'good fellow' was a member of a fraternity of thieves.” 
 
   In the late 1840's, George Appo's father, Quimbo Appo, ran his own tea business in New York City before he moved to New Haven, Connecticut. In 1855, Quimbo Appo met Catherine Fitzpatrick, an Irish immigrant who was in America only for a few years. They married, and in 1856, Catherine Appo gave birth to two children. The first reportedly died in childbirth, but the second was described as, “A handsome, healthy boy, very sprightly, as white as his mother, a Yankee boy to all appearances, with only the Chinaman's breadth between his eyes.”
 
   Shortly after George Appo was born, his father returned with his family to New York City. After working as a tea tester for several companies, in 1859 Quimbo Appo opened his own tea store on Third Avenue, between Seventh and Eighth Streets.
 
   Quimbo Appo had a violent temper, worsened by his wife's incessant drunkenness. On March 8, 1859, Quimbo Appo came home from work and found his wife, as usual, three sheets to the wind. He began beating Catherine Appo so viciously, the landlady of their building, Mary Fletcher, and two other tenants, Margaret Butler and Mary Gavigan, interceded and tried to stop the beating. Quimbo Appo became so enraged, he pulled out a knife and stabbed Fletcher twice in the chest. Fletcher fell fatally wounded to the floor, screaming, “My God.” Quimbo Appo then stabbed Gavigan in the arm, and Butler in the head.
 
    Quimbo Appo ran to a Chinese boarding house, but he was soon found by the police hiding under a bed. After he was arrested, Quimbo Appo told the police, “Yes, I killed her.
 
   The front page of the Herald Tribune read the following day, “Murder in the Fourth Ward.” 
 
    Quimbo Appo's trial took place on April 11, 1859. It took the jury less than one hour to reach a guilty verdict. Even though the prosecutor, District Attorney Nelson J. Waterbury, recommended life imprisonment, a month later, Judge Davies sentenced Quimbo Appo to the death penalty. However, Quimbo Appo's lawyer appealed the case, and on May 8, 1860, Governor Morgan commuted Quimbo Appo's death sentence, and instead he gave him a 10-year term in the state penitentiary at Sing Sing in Ossining, New York. 
 
   However, because of Appo's penchant for violence, and also because he was basically a lunatic, Quimbo Appo's 10-year bit evolved into a life sentence. As a result of several violent incidents and bizarre behavior, Appo never again became a free man. He died at the Watteawan Hospital for the Criminally Insane on June 23, 1912.
 
   After his father's incarceration, George Appo and his mother returned to their slum apartment on Oliver Street. Soon after, Catherine Appo decided to take her son and his younger sister on the ship The Golden Gate, to visit Catherine's brother in San Francisco. However, the ship was caught in a violent storm and sank. Both Appo's mother and his sister perished, but Appo somehow survived. 
 
   Appo wrote: “I cannot explain how I was saved, only that a sailor brought me to New York and left me with a very poor family named Allen.”
 
   The Allen family lived in the rear-yard tenement alley “Donovan's Lane,” also called “Murderer's Alley.” The alley was located on a tiny strip of hidden dirt, with the tenements so close together, hardly any daylight could penetrate into the alley.
 
    Appo wrote: “One entrance was on Baxter and the other entrance was on Pearl Street. Poor people of all nationalities lived on this Donovan's Lane. It was a common sight to see every morning at least 6 to 10 drunken men and women sleeping off the effects of the five-cent rum bought at 'Black Mike's,' which was located at 14 Baxter Street. Next door to Mike's was a second-hand clothing store owned by a man named Cohen, who was a fence, where all the crooks used to get rid of their stolen goods. Above Cohen's store was where all the Chinamen of the city lived. At the time, there were only about 60 Chinamen in all New York City, and the lane was then called Chinatown.”
 
   Donovan's Lane was in the heart of New York City's worst slum called “The Five Points.” Stuck in this cesspool of humanity, Appo learned the tricks of the trade that enabled him to make a decent living working in a life of crime. 
 
   Appo, at about the age of 10, became part of a group of scavengers, whom the people at that time called street urchins, street Arabs, street rats, or guttersnipes. While Appo was making an honest buck working at low-level jobs, like shining shoes, sweeping sidewalks, and selling newspapers, Appo also perfected his true love: the art of picking pockets. 
 
   It was quite easy for a young boy selling newspapers to pick the pocket of an unsuspecting mark. Appo used the guise of the “newspaper dodge”: a ruse in which while he was ostensibly selling newspapers, Appo, with one hand, would wave the newspaper in a customer's face, and then with the other hand he'd pick the victim's pocket.
 
   Appo's pickpocketing mentor was a master craftsman named Jim Caulfield. Caulfield once told a policeman, “If you will stand for a newspaper under your chin, I can take your watch, your watch and chain, and even your socks.”
 
   In the winter of 1871, Appo was caught picking the pocket of a downtown businessman. The businessman grabbed Appo by the neck and handed him off to a passing policeman saying, “This boy just robbed $28 from my vest pocket.”
 
   Appo pleaded guilty before Judge Joseph Dowling. The judge sentenced Appo to an undetermined time in a reform school, which was located on the naval vessel The Mercury. The Mercury housed 242 boys, who were convicted of such crimes as vagrancy, truancy, and larceny. On board The Mercury, boys learned seafaring skills, such as navigation, seamanship, military drills, and making different kinds of rope knots, which were essential in a seafaring life. There were also classes for the boys in reading, writing, and arithmetic. 
 
   Yet, life on The Mercury was anything but idyllic. The food was barely edible. The water was filthy, and contagious germs permeated the ship.
 
   In 1872, the Mercury made a nine-month trip to and from Barbados. Upon returning to Harts Island off the coast of Manhattan, Appo and several other boys escaped from the vessel by lowering themselves by a rope to a rowboat. After they arrived on shore in downtown Manhattan, Appo hustled back to Donovan's Lane, and he commenced picking pockets again.
 
   In 1874, Appo was caught by a policeman picking the pockets of a Wall Street executive. Appo tried to flee, but a passing detective followed him in hot pursuit, firing his pistol at Appo. Appo was hit once in the stomach, but he managed to escape. 
 
   Appo staggered into a building at 300 Pearl Street, and he went to an apartment that was occupied by the Maher family. While Mrs. Maher hid Appo under a bed, she ordered her son to go out in front of the apartment building to see if any policemen were in the area. When the coast was clear, Appo fled the apartment, and he received treatment at St. Luke's hospital from a physician who was friendly with one of Appo's confederates. The bullet in Appo's stomach was removed, and soon Appo was back on the streets doing what he had been doing before. Six months later, Apple was again caught picking pockets. He was tried, convicted, and sentenced to two years and six months in Sing Sing prison.              
 
   At Sing Sing, Appo was reunited with his father, who went in and out of lucidity. The senior Appo was normal on most days, but on his bad days, he was delirious and said things like “I am King of the World.”
 
   In Sing Sing, Appo was given a job in the laundry room as a “presser” of shirts. After Appo accidentally burned one of the shirts, Appo's teeth were knocked out by one of the guards. Then three guards took Appo to the guard room, handcuffed him from behind and forced him to lay face down on a paddleboard table. There Appo was given nine sharp lashes with an oar on his back and spine, rendering him unconscious. 
 
   When Appo regained consciousness, the head keeper said to him, “Do you think you can go back and do your work all right now? If you don't, we have a way to make you.”
 
   Appo told the keeper, “You punished me for nothing, and the next time I am brought here you will punish me for something.”
 
   Appo stumbled back to the laundry shop. He immediately took the shirts that were on his table waiting to be ironed, and he put them in a hot stove where they soon were reduced to ashes. After his dirty deed was discovered, Appo was brought back to the guard room. When he was asked why he did what he had done, Appo refused to answer. Appo was immediately taken to one of the “dark cells,” where he was imprisoned for 14 days. During those 14 days, Appo was given two ounces of bread and a glass of water every 24 hours. 
 
   After serving 30 months in Sing Sing, Appo was released on April 2, 1876. He immediately went back to picking pockets.
 
   During the next eight years, Appo was arrested twice more for pickpocketing. Both times he was convicted and returned to prison; the last time on Blackwell's Island. 
 
   Appo escaped from Blackwell's Island by shimmying down a rope from the ship where he was working to the water down below. Appo jumped into a small rowboat, and he rowed until he docked in downtown Manhattan. Appo immediately sunk the boat, and he made his way to Mulberry Street where he was able to borrow some clothes. 
 
   The next day Appo absconded to Philadelphia.
 
   Appo did very well picking pockets in Philadelphia. But the lure of his old haunts in downtown Manhattan, especially the opium dens, was too much to resist. Back in the Sixth Ward, Appo decided to deviate from his usual pickpocketing and engage himself in the flimflam business. Appo's chief swindle was giving store owners the wrong change for a $10 or $20 bill. This racket went fine for a while, until Appo was caught in a jewelry shop shorting the owner. However, through the machinations of the nefarious law firm of Howe and Hummel, Appo was somehow able to escape prison time.              
 
   In the early 1890's, catching pickpockets and flimflam men became the favorite pastime of the New York City police. So Appo decided to try a new scheme, a scheme in which he was less likely to be arrested. This scheme was called “The Green Goods Swindle.”
 
   The Green Goods Swindle was a three-pronged operation. It started with the “operators,” or the bosses, who hired “writers,” who wrote circulars to be sent to all parts of the country. The basis of these circulars was to entice people to agree to purchase counterfeit money. The green goods circular contained wording something similar to this:
 
   “I am dealing in articles, paper goods – ones, twos, fives, 10's, and 20's – (do you understand?). I cannot be plainer until I know your heart is true to me. Then I will satisfy you that I can furnish you with a fine, safe, and profitable article that can be used in any manner and for all purposes, and no danger.”
 
   The writers would also include in the circular the prices for their goods. A typical price list read:
 
   For $1,200 in my goods (Assorted) I charge $100. For $2,500 in my goods (Assorted) I charge $200. For $5,000 in my goods (Assorted) I charge $350. For $10,000 in my goods (Assorted) I charge $600.”
 
   These circulars were sent to people from around the country who had invested in various lotteries. The feeling of the operators was that these were the types of people who most likely would do something illegal for monetary profit.
 
   Confederate soldiers were also sent circulars. New York City assistant district attorney Ambrose Purdy explained why. 
 
   “Former Confederates were so emotionally embittered and economically indebted, that they viewed green goods as a good way to hurt the government,” Purdy said.
 
   Once communication had been established between the “marks” and the operator, the marks were directed to take a train to New York City, or to the nearby suburbs. There the marks would meet the third cog in the Green Goods Swindle, who was called the “steerer.” 
 
   The steerer, one of whom was George Appo, would meet the marks at the railroad station and take them to the operator, or the “turning point,” who was waiting for the mark, either at a bogus storefront, or in a hotel room. The operator would show the marks a sample of his “counterfeit” money, which was actually legal tender. The mark, being satisfied that the money certainly looked legal, would give the operator the money that had been agreed upon to purchase the “queer bills.” 
 
   The operator would then put the bogus counterfeit money into a cheap suitcase. A diversion would then occur, temporarily deflecting the mark's attention. During this diversion, the operator would switch the suitcase and replace it with an identical one given to him by one of his confederates. Of course, the second suitcase was filled with plain ordinary paper and sometimes even sand.
 
   At this point, the job of the steerer was to get the mark quickly out of town, before the mark realized he had been swindled. As added insurance, the operator sometimes employed the services of a local cop or a detective, and sometimes even several local cops or detectives. 
 
   If the steerer had a problem with the marks, either on the way to the train station, or on the train before it left the station, the crooked lawman would jump in and threaten the mark with arrest if the mark didn't leave town immediately. The mark would have no recourse, since he had been attempting an illegal transaction in the first place.              
 
   One such green goods swindle almost cost George Appo his life. 
 
   In February 1893, Appo was working a green goods swindle with Jim McNally as his operator. Appo was directed by McNally to meet two men at a hotel in Poughkeepsie, New York. Appo went to the New York Hotel in Poughkeepsie, and he entered the room of two men named Hiram Cassel and Ira Hogshead, both shady entrepreneurs from North Carolina. 
 
   Appo gave the men a letter identifying Appo as the connection between the Old Gentleman (the operator) and the two men. Appo said that he would take the two men to the train station to board a train for Mott Haven, where they would see the counterfeit money they were purchasing. After the transaction was completed, Appo said he would take the men directly to the train station, pay their fare and send them on their way back home. Appo told the men that on the way to the train station, they must walk 10 feet behind Appo, and they must speak to no one, including Appo.
 
    Appo arrived at the train station first, soon followed by Hiram Cassel. However, Ira Hogshead had stopped just short of the train station and was talking to a policeman; the same policeman who recently had a fallout with Jim McNally over his cut in a previous swindle. 
 
   Appo approached Hogshead and asked him why he was speaking to the policeman. 
 
   Hogshead said, “I don't care to do business. I've changed my mind.”
 
   Appo walked the men back to their hotel room, where Hogshead insisted the deal was done. Hogshead demanded that Appo leave the hotel room immediately, or there would be trouble.
 
   Appo said he would do what Hogshead had requested, and as Appo was shaking Cassel's hand, Hogshead shot Appo in the right temple. Appo was taken to the hospital in critical condition. In a few days, Appo's right eye became infected and it had to be removed.
 
   Cassel and Hogshead went on trial for the shooting of Appo. However, since Appo, true to the code of a “good fellow,” refused to testify against the two men, which prompted the judge to release Cassel and Hogshead with a simple $50 fine. Appo, however, was arrested for running the green goods swindle, and he was sentenced to three years and two months at hard labor. In addition, Appo was fined $250.
 
   Luckily for Appo, after spending only a few months in Clinton Prison, on November 28, 1893, the New York Court of Appeals overturned Appo's conviction.
 
   Feeling betrayed by Jim McNally and by green goods operators in general, Appo agreed to testify before the Lexow Committee, which was looking into police corruption and police involvement in the green goods swindle in particular. 
 
   Appo didn't tell the committee anything they didn't already know, but he was branded a rat on the streets of New York City. As a result, Appo was shunned by the very people he had done business with for many years.
 
   George Appo caught a break, when in September of 1894, he was approached by George W. Lederer, a renowned theater producer. Lederer offered Appo a part in his new play entitled “In the Tenderloin,” in which Appo was to simply play himself, in a play about New York City's underbelly. 
 
   Appo toured the country in this play for several years, but when the play's run ended, Appo was stiffed by Lederer for $15,000 in unpaid salary. Although he tried for several years, Appo never did collect his money.
 
   At the start of the 20th century, George Appo decided to live free of crime. He worked as a car cleaner at Grand Central Terminal, and also as a handyman at Calvary Church, the Sallade dress factory, and in the home of millionaire reformer Alexander Hadden. 
 
   In 1915, during the government's investigations of opium dens, Appo began secretly working for the government. Appo received a salary of six dollars a month, in addition to another six dollars a month for rent for his apartment. Soon, Appo's salary was increased to $10 a month.
 
    In his final years, little was heard about George Appo. What is known, is that Appo lived in a small apartment in Hell's Kitchen on the west side of Manhattan. 
 
   On August 10, 1929, George Appo was admitted to the Manhattan State Hospital on Wards Island. By that time, Appo was nearly deaf and almost blind. 
 
   On May 17, 1930, even though he had been shot four times, stabbed twice (once in the throat) and brutally beaten in prison, George Appo died at the age of 73 from nothing more than old age.
 
    
 
   Bonanno, Joseph – The Youngest American Mafia Boss Ever
 
   Joseph Charles Bonanno was born on January 18, 1905, in Castellammare del Golfo, a small town on the West Coast of Sicily. When he was three years old, his father, Salvatore Bonanno, moved his family to the Williamsburg section of Brooklyn. They lived in Brooklyn for about 10 years, but then Salvatore, caught in a jam with the cops, was forced to move his family back to Sicily.
 
   In Sicily, Salvatore Bonanno was said to have been involved in Mafia activities. His son Joseph followed in his father's footsteps and was also heavily involved with the Mafia. In 1924, to avoid Mussolini's attack on the Mafia, Joseph Bonanno escaped from Sicily by taking a boat to Havana, Cuba. In Havana, Bonanno stowed away on a Cuban fishing boat, which landed him illegally in Tampa, Florida. 
 
   Now in America, Bonanno headed north. He had a scare in Jacksonville, Florida, where he was briefly detained by immigration officials. Bonanno somehow talked his way out of this jam, and he traveled as quickly as he could to New York City.
 
   In New York City, Bonanno quickly hooked up with other mobsters from Castellammare del Golfo, who had already established an illegal foothold in America. True or not, Bonanno told the people from his hometown that his father, Salvatore, was a big Mafioso in Sicily. This eased Bonanno's move into the bootlegging business.
 
    Bonanno moved quickly up the ranks, and soon he became the boss of his own small crime family. Another Italian mobster tried to move into Bonanno's territory, necessitating a sitdown, which was presided over by three powerful mob bosses, including Bonanno's cousin, Stefano Magaddino - the Mafia boss in upstate Buffalo, and Salvatore Maranzano, the highest-ranking Mafioso, who was from Bonanno's hometown of Castellammare del Golfo. Having the deck stacked in his favor, Bonanno won the sitdown, and he was allowed to keep control of his family, in addition to gaining control of the opposing gangster's family.
 
   In 1927, Maranzano became involved in a bloody all-out Mafia war against Joe “The Boss” Masseria for control of all the rackets on the East Coast of the United States. This was known as the “Castellammarese War.” By this time, Bonanno had risen to the rank of Maranzano's right-hand man, or captain. Charles “Lucky” Luciano occupied the same position with Masseria's crew. 
 
   Maranzano approached Luciano with the offer of leaving Masseria and joining Maranzano's forces. Luciano, seeing the writing on the wall and also because Masseria frowned on Luciano's alliances with non-Sicilians like Meyer Lansky and Bugsy Siegel, agreed to kill Masseria so that Maranzano would now be the No. 1 Mafia boss in America.
 
   Luciano lured Masseria to a little Italian restaurant on Coney Island. There, while Luciano was relieving himself in the men's room, Bugsy Siegel, along with three of his best killers, burst in and shot Masseria dead. 
 
   Maranzano immediately called for a meeting of all the Mafioso in New York City. At this meeting, Maranzano created five crime families, with five bosses, one of whom was Luciano. Maranzano also declared himself “Capo de Tuti Capo,” or “Boss of All Bosses.” 
 
   Luciano did not fancy the path his organization was taking with Maranzano in charge of the Five Families. So, Luciano used four Jewish killers, led by Red Levine, to stab and shoot Maranzano to death in his midtown office.
 
   Luciano, in his quest to unite all the mob bosses (Five Families) in New York City, called for a meeting with Bonanno. The purpose of this meeting was to assure Bonanno that Luciano's intentions were, despite the death of Maranzano, to keep the five-family concept intact. 
 
   At this meeting, Bonanno told Luciano, “I have no problem with you.” 
 
   This is exactly what Luciano wanted to hear. 
 
   As a result, Luciano inserted Bonanno as head of the former Maranzano Family, and he changed the name to the “Bonanno Family.” Bonanno was only 26-years-old at the time, making him the youngest Mafia boss ever in America.
 
   Banding together with such gangsters as Luciano, Meyer Lansky, Bugsy Siegel, and Vito Genovese, Bonanno's illegal empire took off expeditiously. In order to insulate himself from possible prosecution by the police, Bonanno involved himself with several legal businesses, in addition to such illegal endeavors like bootlegging, extortion, hijacking, gambling, and drug dealing. Bonanno also stuck his sticky fingers into the garment center, where he bought himself pieces of the B&D Coat Company and the Morgan Coat Company. To enhance the wealth of his garment businesses, Bonanno used the muscle of the Garment Workers Union to give himself an advantage over the legitimate clothing businesses in the garment center.
 
   Of course, this meant paying off the local police to look the other way, while Bonanno schemed and brutalized his way to the top of the garment industry. It was so easy to bribe the police, the vast majority of whom were Irish, Bonanno once said, “All the Irish cops took payments.”
 
   In addition, Bonanno also was the part-owner of the Sunshine Dairy Farm in Middletown, New York, a Wisconsin cheese factory, and the Anello and Bonanno Funeral Home in Brooklyn.
 
   Bonanno's most enterprising endeavor may have been the invention of the double-decker coffin, which was said to be used exclusively at the Anello and Bonanno Funeral Home. These coffins were assembled so that a second body could be stored under the one that was scheduled for burial. This co-opted the need for digging a grave for the victim of a mob rubout.
 
   Even though Luciano and Bonanno were equals in the five-crime family Mafia concept, Bonanno considered himself the most traditional; true to the Mafia concept which was adhered to in Italy. 
 
   Bonanno later wrote in his book, A Man of Honor: “Luciano was so Americanized that he operated on the most primitive consideration: making money. Men of my tradition have always considered wealth the by-product of power. Such men of my tradition were mainly in the people business.”
 
   In 1937 Luciano was arrested, tried, and convicted on a trumped-up prostitution charge orchestrated by Special Prosecutor Thomas E. Dewey. As a result, Luciano was sentenced to 30 years in prison. 
 
   However, after World War II, Dewey, now governor of New York, commuted Luciano's sentence to time served, and Dewey had Luciano deported to Italy. This arrangement suited Luciano just fine, since he could still run his empire from across the ocean with little or no difficulty. Luciano's release was said to have been orchestrated by Frank Costello and Joe Bonanno, who reportedly passed the hat for Luciano in the five mob families and donated the contributed booty, said to be in excess of $250,000, to Dewey's campaign coffers, which was used in Dewey's failed 1948 Presidential bid won by Democrat Harry Truman.
 
   By the early 1960's, Bonanno had expanded his empire to the state of Arizona, which was open territory for any mob boss who wanted to take control. With Arizona being near California, Bonanno, getting more ambitious and greedy by the moment, figured he could move into California and take over the rackets of Frank DeSimone, the mob boss of Los Angeles. 
 
   Yet, Bonanno's biggest mistake was when he decided to start infiltrating the rackets in Canada, which incensed his cousin Stefano Magaddino, the mob boss of Buffalo, who considered Canada his sacred domain. 
 
   It was during the early 1960's that Bonanno began having trouble within his own crime family (they thought he spent too much time outside New York City) and also with the bosses of the other crime families, which comprised the Mafia Commission, as it was now called by its members. Bonanno's biggest ally on the Commission was Joe Profaci from Brooklyn. In 1962, Profaci died after a long bout with cancer and was replaced by Joe Magliocco, considered not as powerful nor as fearless a man as Profaci. 
 
   Bonanno thought that was the perfect time to act, and he approached Magliocco with the plan of killing the bosses of the other three families: Carlo Gambino, Tommy Lucchese, and Bonanno's cousin Stefano Magaddino, as well as Frank DeSimone of Los Angeles. Magliocco agreed, and he gave the order to organize the hits to his new underboss, Joe Colombo. However, instead of following Magliocco's orders, Colombo reported the treasonous acts to Gambino, Lucchese, and Magaddino. As a result, Magliocco and Bonanno were ordered to appear before the Commission to explain their actions.
 
    Bonanno told the three other bosses to take a hike, but Magliocco timidly agreed to appear before the Commission. At this meeting, Magliocco confessed his actions and he threw himself on the mercy of the Commission. Inexplicably, the Commission agreed to spare Magliocco's life. However, Magliocco's punishment was expulsion from his own crime family, and in addition, Magliocco was no longer considered even a low-ranking member of La Cosa Nostra. In other words, Magliocco had lost his “button” for good.
 
   With Bonanno's refusal to appear before the Commission, the Commission members stripped Bonanno of the leadership of his family, and they replaced him with Gaspar DiGregorio. This move split the Bonanno family, with some members siding with DiGregorio and others with Bonanno. 
 
   On the night of October 21, 1964, the night before he was to appear before a New York grand jury, Bonanno was walking along a Park Avenue street with his lawyers, when two men suddenly jumped from a car. These men seized Bonanno and threw him into another car.
 
   What happened next has been debated since then.
 
   When Bonanno reappeared in court 19 months later, his story was that he was kidnapped by his cousin, Stefano Magaddino, and held at a farm in Buffalo. Bonanno said that Magaddino repeatedly, under the threat of death, urged him to quit the Mafia. Bonanno said he refused, and instead he tried to make a deal whereby his neophyte son Salvatore “Bill” Bonanno would assume control of the Bonanno Crime Family. Bonanno, against the wishes of the Commission and many in his own crime family, had already appointed his son as his “consigliere.” Bonanno said that Magaddino, speaking for the rest of the Commission, flatly refused Bonanno's offer. Bonanno said he was released after a few months, and he spent the rest of his 19 months in exile, hiding in Tucson, Arizona.
 
   However, Bonanno’s story holds little water. If Magaddino really did have Bonanno in custody there was very little chance that Bonanno, after refusing to give up the leadership of his family and after plotting to kill three Commission bosses, would have ever left Buffalo alive.
 
   The more likely story is that Bonanno arranged to “kidnap” himself, so that he could plot behind the scenes on how he and his son Bill could take over the mob rackets throughout the country.
 
   While Bonanno was “in absentia,” DiGregorio called for a meeting with Bill Bonanno to discuss how they could peacefully co-exist in the same crime family. When Bill Bonanno arrived at the meeting on Troutman Street in Brooklyn, he and his men were met by a hail of gunfire. However, it was late at night, and because of the dark and the bad aim of both groups, no one was injured.
 
   The next two years after the return of the senior Bonanno were referred to as the “Bananas War.” Because of his failure to eliminate Bill Bonanno, the Commission replaced DiGregorio with Paul Sciacca, considered tougher and a more capable Mafioso than DiGregorio. 
 
   In 1968, after years of bloodshed on both sides, Joe Bonanno suffered a heart attack, and he announced his retirement. After Bonanno and his son Bill relocated to Tucson, Arizona, both factions of the Bonanno family united under Sciacca.
 
   While Bonanno was in Tucson, where he was supposedly allowed to keep whatever rackets he had assembled, there were several bomb attempts: at the homes of Joe and Bill Bonanno, and also at the homes of some of their Tucson crime associates. However, no one was killed, and soon the other New York bosses came to believe Bonanno when he said he would stay out of the East Coast rackets completely and concentrate on Arizona.
 
   In 1983, after serving time for conspiring to interfere with a Grand Jury investigation into his two son's Arizona businesses, Joe Bonanno inexplicably wrote his autobiography Man of Honor. Bonanno’s book told in great detail of Bonanno's role in the rise of the Mafia in America. The other mob mosses in America were outraged that Bonanno would break his vow of “omerta.” The then-head of the Bonanno Crime Family, Joe Massino, began calling his family the Massino Family, but that name never stuck. In 2005, Massino became a government informant, the highest ranking member of the Mafia in America ever to do so.
 
   Joe Bonanno died peacefully of a heart attack on May 11, 2002, at the ripe old age of 97; outliving his contemporaries in the Mafia by anywhere from two to four decades.
 
    
 
   Brodie, Steve
 
   He was a hoaxer and a huckster, and the personification of what the Gay 90's Bowery was all about. But no matter what legend says, Steve Brodie did not jump off the Brooklyn Bridge.
 
   Steve Brodie was born in New York City on Christmas Day 1861. Not getting much of a school education, Brodie became a newsboy and then a bootblack, who eventually earned his living on the Manhattan side of the newly-constructed Brooklyn Bridge, which connected downtown Manhattan and the southern tip of Brooklyn. 
 
   The Brooklyn Bridge, completed in 1883, was designed by German immigrant John Augustus Roebling. It took 13 years to build, but Roebling did not live to see its completion. During the initial phase of construction, Roebling had his toes crushed, and after his foot was amputated a tetanus infection caused his death. The project was completed by his son Washington Roebling, who, after he too suffered a debilitating injury during the construction phase, was helped by his wife, Emily, who was basically the liaison between her bedridden husband and the construction crew on site. 
 
   When finished, the Brooklyn Bridge had a span of 1,595.5 feet, which at its grand opening, made it 50 percent longer than any other suspension bridge in the world. The bridge was 78 feet, six inches below water level and 276 feet six inches above water level. On the first day it opened, 150,300 people crossed the Brooklyn Bridge, along with 1,800 horse-drawn vehicles. 
 
   On May 30, 1883, one week after the bridge opened, a rumor spread that the bridge was about to collapse. People panicked, which led to a stampede in both directions. At least 12 people were killed and others not accounted for. After this tragic incident, people were afraid to cross the bridge. So, P.T. Barnum, of circus fame, removed all doubts, when on May 17, 1884, as a promotion for his circus, Barnum marched 21 elephants across the Brooklyn Bridge.
 
   The first lunatic who tried to jump off the Brooklyn Bridge did not fare very well. In late May 1884, right after P.T. Barnum's successful stunt, swimming instructor Robert Emmitt Odlum, oddly enough the brother of women's rights activist Charlotte Odlum Smith, took a flying leap off the Brooklyn Bridge, and he went splat into the water. When Odlum's body floated to the surface, he was indeed quite dead.
 
   By 1886, Steve Brodie was a man down on his luck. After betting on inferior horses at the racetrack, Brodie decided to make a winner out of himself by jumping off the Brooklyn Bridge. But Brodie was no fool. He knew what had happened to Odlum, and he took all precautions to make sure he didn't suffer the same fate.
 
   On June 23, 1886, at approximately 2 p.m., Brodie stood at the entrance of the Brooklyn Bridge. According to the New York Times article the following day, Brodie had made a $200 bet to clear up his racetrack losses. The bet was that he would be brave enough to jump off the Brooklyn Bridge. 
 
   Before he got onto the bridge, Brodie kissed his wife goodbye. 
 
   She replied, “Good-bye Steve and take care of yourself. And may you be successful and scoop us dose $200, so that we kin have a good time.”
 
   According to published reports, Brodie then rode a wagon, which took him to the part of the Brooklyn Bridge just above the East River. In the water below, three men in a rowboat allegedly awaited Brodie's jump, so that they could fish him from the drink before he drowned. According to the New York Times article, Brodie took off his coat and hat, but not the rest of his clothes. 
 
   Someone yelled, “Police! Suicide! Look out! He's going to jump into the river!”
 
   What happened next has been disputed for years; but in fact, no one who wasn't connected to the ruse had actually seen Brodie jump off the Brooklyn Bridge. What is certain, is that the three men in the rowboat rowed to where Brodie was floundering in the East River. When they got to Brodie, they dragged him by his shoulders into the rowboat. The men then rowed back to the pier on the Manhattan side of the Brooklyn Bridge, where they were met by Patrolmen Lally. Patrolman Lally immediately put Brodie under arrest.
 
   “On what charge do you arrest me?” Brodie said.
 
   “For jumping off the bridge and endangering your life,” Patrolman Lally said. “You better come with me.”
 
   “OK, I'll go wid you, but I guess I'll get the $200,” Brodie said. “I can jump off de highest bridge in de world now.”
 
   Immediately, there were skeptics as to whether Brodie had actually jumped off the bridge; some argued it was all a stunt. Soon, word began circulating in the streets of Lower Manhattan that Brodie had pulled off the caper, not for $200, but because a man named Moritz Herzberg had offered Brodie to buy him a saloon, on the basis that after the stunt, Brodie would be famous and so would his saloon.
 
   Even though the New York Times, which employed two reporters who said they actually saw Brodie jump, reported Brodie's swan dive off the Brooklyn Bridge to be quite true, in fact they were all in on the caper. What really happened was this:
 
   One of Brodie's confederates on the Brooklyn Bridge, upon receiving a signal from another accomplice on the dock, dropped a dummy loaded with iron clippings into the water below. At this point, Brodie was hiding under a pier in a small rowboat. As soon as the dummy hit the water, Brodie dove from the rowboat into the water, and he swam to the spot near where the dummy had sunk. Brodie's three pals in the rowboat rowed to where Brodie had swum, and they picked him up. 
 
   The rest is history.
 
   Suddenly, a nobody named Steve Brodie became an instant star in New York City. Trying to cash in on his fame as much as he could, Brodie became the centerpiece of an exhibit at Alexander's Museum. To further inflate his fraudulent image, Brodie performed a series of stunts similar to the one he staged at the Brooklyn Bridge. In each stunt, Brodie was pulled from the water after a purported jump from a severe height, but not once did anyone not involved with Brodie actually see Brodie make the jump. After each stunt, Brodie received more newspaper coverage, which further amplified his daredevil image.
 
   Brodie pulled one stunt too many, when after one faked jump, he disappeared completely, leading the suckers who bought Brodie's exploits in the first place to believe that he had died by drowning. When Brodie resurfaced in a Bowery bar a few weeks later, the newspapers figured they had been had, and they refused to give Brodie any more press coverage.
 
   Brodie tried to resuscitate his image by actually trying to perform a stunt he said he would do. Brodie considered himself a strong swimmer, so he announced to the world he would swim the rapids in Niagara Falls. Dressed in a rubber suit, Brodie was lowered by a rope into the frigid waters. But as soon as Brodie’s toes settled into the drink, panic set in. Brodie, in a frenetic state and figuring his daredevil days were over, begged to be pulled back into the boat by the rope. And that he was. 
 
   So much for Steve Brodie – daredevil.
 
   Not being able to fool the public any longer, Brodie figured it was time take up Moritz Herzberg's offer of buying Brodie a saloon. In 1890, Brodie opened “Steve Brodie's Saloon” at 114 Bowery near Grand Street. The saloon became an immediate success with the sporting crowd. Boxing celebrities like John L. Sullivan, Jim Jeffries, James Corbett and Tom Sharkey (all of whom later would become world heavyweight champions) frequently hung out in Brodie's joint. Brodie was always on hand to shake a hand; sometimes even tending bar himself. 
 
   Behind the bar was a huge oil painting which showed Brodie courageously making his imaginary swan dive off the Brooklyn Bridge. To add veracity to a mendacious non-event, next to the oil painting was a framed affidavit signed by the “boat captain” who supposedly had fished Brodie from the East River.
 
   Surrounding Brodie's oil painting were nonsensical signs, spouting such inanities as, “The Clock is Never Right,” and “We Cash Checks For Everyone,” and “$10,000 in the Safe To Be Given Away to the Poor,” and “Ask the Bartender For What you Want,” and finally, “If You Don't See What You Want, Steal It!”
 
   Steve Brodie's Saloon consisted of three separate rooms. The front room was reserved for the neighborhood rabble who had swaggered inside for a cool libation. The two back rooms were for Brodie's pals and members of the press whom Brodie had on his pad. 
 
   And there were plenty of them. 
 
   The entire floor of all three rooms was inlaid with silver dollars, to give the impression that only the rich and mighty bent an elbow at Steve Brodie's Saloon, which was certainly not the case. But image is everything, so Brodie kept the press up to their gills in booze, and he stuffed a few bucks in their pockets to boot.
 
   Tour buses made Steve Brodie's Saloon one of their must stops (Brodie paid the tour bus drivers well too). 
 
   As soon as the tour bus arrived in front, the tour guide would proudly proclaim, “Ladies and Gentlemen, you are seeing one of the most historic scenes in this great city. That, ladies and gentlemen, is Steve Brodie's Famous Saloon. You have all heard of Steve Brodie, the man who made that terrible leap for life from the Brooklyn Bridge to the East River below and lived to tell about it.”
 
   CA-CHING! 
 
   Soon, the entire tour bus crowd rushed inside Steve Brodie's Saloon to see a piece of history, and of course, to spend a few bucks buying Steve Brodie's booze.
 
   Every once in a while, when the mood hit him, Brodie would wear a tattered suit, which he claimed was the exact one he was wearing when he made his “fearless jump.” Then, if someone bought a round of drinks (and someone always did), Brodie, his chest puffed out a full two feet, would solemnly regale the crowd with a blow-by-blow description of his gallant leap into the murky waters of death.
 
   Quite frankly, Steve Brodie had no shame.
 
   In 1894, Steve Brodie, still trying to capitalize on his ill-founded fame, appeared in a play called On the Bowery, staring, of course - Steve Brodie. The play originally was conceived to star a local 5-foot-2-inch pugilist called “Swipes the Newsboy” (real name Simon K. Besser). However, Swipes accidentally killed a fellow boxer in the ring, which subsequently landed him in jail, because at the time boxing was illegal in New York City. So in stepped Steve Brodie, and the part was rewritten to accommodate Brodie's interesting life.
 
   The play opened in Philadelphia, made a stop in Brooklyn, and then finally found its home at The People's Theatre at 199 Bowery, right down the street from Steve Brodie's Saloon. The play was basically a hokey mess of disjointed scenes, one of which took place in an exact replica of Steve Brodie's Saloon. Predictably, at the play's climax, Steve Brodie jumped off the Brooklyn Bridge to save the heroine named Blanch, who had been hurled into the frigid waters of the East River by the wretched villain Thurlow Bleekman. 
 
   In On the Bowery Brodie even got a chance to display his singing talents, or lack thereof. His heart-rendering rendition of My Pearl caused tears to flow from theatergoers eyes. The words of which were:
 
    
 
   My Pearl is a Bowery girl,
 
   She's all the world to me,
 
   She's in it with any girls 'round the town,
 
   And a corking good looker, see?
 
   At Walhalla Hall she kills them all,
 
   As waltzing together we twirl.
 
   She sets them all crazy, a spieler, a daisy,
 
   My Pearl's a Bowery girl.
 
    
 
   Applause!! Applause!! No tomatoes, eggs, or shoes, please. This is a respectable establishment.
 
   With the play a resounding success, Steve Brodie's Saloon was even more popular than before. With his newfound wealth, Brodie substantially upgraded his attire. Brodie now lorded over his saloon resplendent with a five-carat diamond ring on his finger, diamond studs instead of buttons on his shirt, and a gold watch and chain, hooked onto his belt loop and slipped into his front pants pocket.
 
   But alas, Brodie's wealth and success were short-lived. 
 
   On January 31, 1901, Steve Brodie died from complications due to diabetes. The man who had “jumped” from the Brooklyn Bridge was only 40 years old when he left this earth.
 
   However, after Brodie's death he became more famous than ever before. Not wanting to disparage a dead man's name, the rumors of Brodie's chicanery concerning the Brooklyn Bridge dive became almost non-existent. In fact, a new American phrase was coined: “Pulling a Brodie,” or, “Taking a Brodie,” which meant doing something dangerous, or maybe even suicidal.
 
   In 1933, Hell's Kitchen actor George Raft portrayed Brodie in The Bowery, a film directed by Raoul Walsh. In this movie, Raft (Brodie) attempts to stage a fake jump off the Brooklyn Bridge. With a crowd of 100,000 people congregated at the bridge, and with a dummy all set to be thrown in the river, the dummy inexplicably disappears. 
 
   Raft's young accomplice, aptly named Swipes (played by child actor Jackie Cooper) tells Raft, “They were hip to us so they copped it.”
 
   Raft shrugged his shoulders, and not wanting to disappoint the panting crowd, he made the daring jump into the drink himself. 
 
   And to the applause of the crowd, George Raft (Steve Brodie) survived.
 
   Kiddies, this happens only in the movies.
 
    
 
   Connors, Chuck – The Mayor of Chinatown
 
   Chuck Connors was a scam artist of the highest caliber and the most famous white man in Chinatown history. Because of his gregarious nature, Connors was called the “Mayor of Chinatown,” even though Chinatown had its own elected Chinese Mayor, Tom Lee, the leader of the On Leong Tong. 
 
   George Washington “Chuck” O'Connor claimed he was born on Mott Street in Chinatown, but most likely was born in 1852 in Providence, Rhode Island. 
 
   Telling the truth was never Connors's strong point. 
 
   When Connors was a teenager, he changed his last name from O'Connor to Connors. Rumor had it that “Connors” had less of an Irish ring to it than “O'Connor,” and the Irish were strongly associated with the police for whom Connors had no fondness.
 
   Connors's early nickname in Chinatown, for some reason, was “Insect,” but he soon was called “Chuck” by everyone, because he loved to cook chuck steaks by hoisting them on a stick and searing them over small fires he set in the streets of the Bowery and Chinatown. At various times in his wacky life, Connors was also called the “Sage of Doyers Street,” and the “Bowery Philosopher.”
 
   As a young boy, Connors enjoyed tormenting the Chinese men by pulling on their pigtails, and then making his getaway by sprinting through the streets, usually with an angry Chinaman chasing him with a big knife. As a teenager, Connors learned to speak Chinese, which eventually endeared him to the Chinatown population. 
 
   As he grew older, Connors became a professional pugilist, and then a bouncer at Scotchy Lavelle's joint at 6 Doyers Street. Connors also frequented Tom Lee's dive at 9 Bowery, affectionately called “The Dump,” which was said to have “the dirtiest species of white humanity ever to be found.” (Strangely enough, even though there were dozens of bars in the Chinatown area, some even owned by Chinese men like Tom Lee, hardly any Chinese people frequented these places, preferring opium dens as their mode of relaxation and inebriation.)
 
   During this time, Connors palled around with a Chinatown street thug named Big Mike Adams. Whereby Connors was playfully mischievous concerning his actions with the short and slim Chinese male population, Adams was downright deadly. Working as an enforcer for the local tongs, Adams bragged he killed a slew of Chinamen by decapitating them with his huge knife. Once in full view of dozens of witnesses, Adams forced three Chinamen onto their knees in broad daylight. Then, as the crowd screamed in horror, he decapitated them one by one. Adams's big piece of work was when, working for a rival tong, he decapitated Hip Sing Tong leader Ling Tchen.
 
   After it became clear Adams was out of control, Connors kept his distance. As Adams became more belligerent against the Chinese, Connors developed a closer relationship with them. Adams lost much face when he was attacked on Pell Street by a drunken Hip Sing gangster named Sassy Sam. Adams, supposedly a tough guy, ran through the Chinatown streets screaming like a little girl, as Sassy Sam, swinging a Chinese ceremonial sword, chased Adams. This sign of weakness was Adams's undoing.
 
   A few weeks later, Adams was found gassed to death in his Chinatown apartment. With the windows and doors in Adams's room closed off, someone had inserted a small rubber tube into the room's keyhole. The rubber tube was attached to an open gas jet in the hallway. That someone was believed to have been Chuck Connors, who did the job as a favor to his Chinese friends.
 
   After Adams's death, Connors decided that maybe the streets of Chinatown were not too safe for him anymore. Adams had friends in Chinatown, and Connors heard rumors that they were gunning for him. His incessant drinking was also a hindrance to Connors's health, so Connors moved uptown to start a new life. 
 
   No drinking. No doping. No more heavy-handed work.
 
   Soon, Connors met a woman he liked named Nellie, and he married her. To support himself and his wife, Connors took a job as a conductor on the Third Avenue El. During this period of marital bliss, Nellie taught Connors how to read and write.
 
   But alas, the education of Chuck Connors came to an abrupt end, when Nellie died suddenly. As a result, Connors went back deep into the bottle. One day Connors got so drunk, he was shanghaied onto a ship, which set sail for London, England. 
 
   In London, Connors escaped his captors and hid in the inner city of Whitechapel. Connors made friends with the local costermongers, who were people who sold fish and produce from street stands and carts. 
 
   Connors absorbed and copied the local culture, and when he returned to his old New York City haunts, he was dressed smartly in the costermonger attire of bell-bottom trousers, blue striped shirt, yellow silk scarf, and a blue pea coat, resplendent with big pearl buttons, which also traveled down the seams of his trousers. 
 
   Connors's transformation included a little song he had learned on the other side of the pond:
 
    
 
   Pearlies on my front shirt,
 
   Pearlies on my coat,
 
   Little bit of dicer, stuck up on my nut,
 
   If you don't think I'm de real thing,
 
   Why, tut, tut, tut.
 
    
 
   The “little bit of dicer” Connors wore on his head was a derby two sizes too small, instead of the traditional costermonger cap which was frowned upon by the Bowery residents.
 
   It was around this time that Connors became a bit of an eccentric (if he wasn't one already). With no visible means of support, Connors became best pals with Police Gazette publisher Richard K. Fox. Fox owned a row of buildings on Doyers Street, and he let Connors live at 6 Doyers Street rent free, as long as Fox could regale his readers with the real and imagined exploits of “The Great Chuck Connors.” Fox even co-wrote Connors' autobiography called Bowery Life, in which he called Connors the “Mayor of Chinatown,” which solidified Connors's reputation for life.
 
   According to Luc Sante's wonderful book about the underbelly of New York City entitled Low Life, Fox's writings about Connors “was included in a series that otherwise ran mostly to boxing, wrestling, club-swinging, and poker manuals, was illustrated with photographs of Chuck in typical costume, striking poses (cigar in corner of mouth; one hand pointing forward with index, or back with thumb; the other hand in coat pocket with thumb sticking out; legs set apart, one forward, one back; pail of beer at the ready).”
 
   The text of Fox's writings is dotted with many of Connors's unique colloquialisms, such as:
 
    
 
   Here's to me new graft. I'm one of dose guys now wot gits
 
   ink all over his flippers and looks wise. Say, it's a cinch,
 
   and I've got some of dem blokes wot writes books skinned
 
   a mile.
 
    
 
   Or, Connors's musings on what he would do if he became a millionaire:
 
    
 
   Me headquarters would be de Waldorf, but I would hev a
 
   telephone station in Chinatown, so I could get a hot chop
 
   suey w'en I wanted it quick. Ev'ry mornin' at 10 o'clock – or
 
   near dere – I'd call up me Chat'am Square agent an' tell
 
   him ter give cologne ter der gals an' segars an' free lunch ter
 
   der gorillas. Ev'ry bloke dat wuz hungry would have a feed
 
   bag an w'enever he wanted it. How does dat grab yer?
 
    
 
   With no visible means of legal support, Connors had to find himself a quick way to make a buck. And he did so by becoming, what was called in those days, a “lobbyglow”: Chinese slang for “tour guide.” Connors worked the Bowery area, where there was some competition for his services. However, Chinatown, because of Connors's closeness to the Chinese leaders, was Connors's exclusive territory. No other lobbyglow would dare enter Chinatown with his customers.
 
   Connors specialized in what was called “the vice tour,” where Connors would take his customers to seedy venues to witness the depravity of the Bowery and Chinatown. While other lobbyglows took any curiosity seeker who could pay the freight, Connors, because of his fame as the Mayor of Chinatown, specialized in bringing celebrities from all walks of life on his tours. Some of Connors's customers included Sir Thomas Lipton, novelists Israel Zangwell and Hall Caine, actors Henry Irving, Ellen Terry, and Anna Held, and Swedish and Danish royal families. Of course, because of Connors's cache in the Chinatown and Bowery areas, he was able to charge higher prices than his competition, especially to the swells just noted who could certainly afford it.
 
   During Connors's “vice tour,” he would regale his customers with stories of hatchet murders and white slavery. But the highlight of Connors's tour was when he showed his customers the inside of a real-life opium den. These dens, of which Connors had several, were, in fact, total fakes. Connors employed several Chinese accomplices to stage his fabrications. 
 
   Two of Connors's cohorts were George Yee and his wife Blond Lulu. As soon as Connors gave them the secret knock on the door signaling his impending entrance with his crew, George and Lula would fake a drug-induced stupor, while smoking something purported to be opium, complete with the exotic aromas. 
 
   Then, as the tourists watched in amazement, Connors's assistant would proceed with a solemn monologue, spoken through a megaphone, saying, “These poor people are slaves to the opium habit. And whether you came here or not to see them, they would have spent the night smoking opium as you see them doing it now!”
 
   Then on cue, Yee would stop smoking and stagger to his feet. Yee would start dancing slowly, gyrating his body in a suggestive way, while singing a little ditty entitled Alle Samee Jimmy Doyle. Connors would tell his enthralled customers that this was unimpeachable evidence that Yee had become crazed due to the effects of his non-stop opium smoking. 
 
   Then without another word, Connors would lead his crew out of the apartment to a Chinese restaurant, which would complete that particular tour. Meanwhile, George and Blond Lulu would tidy up and get ready for the next go-around, which took place in just a few hours.
 
   Another duo of opium-smoking fakes, whom Connors employed was a prostitute named “Chinatown Gertie” and her partner (pimp?) Charlie Lee. Gertie's brothel was located at 12 Pell Street, right above “Nigger Mike's” Pelham Saloon. When Gertie was informed her apartment would be on Connors's tour that day, she immediately canceled any appointments with “customers,” and turned her brothel into a phony opium-smoking den. The only problem was, that instead of smoking opium, which would have been safer, they smoked molasses, which caused Charlie Lee's premature demise.
 
   When Connors was at the height of his fame, he started the Chuck Connors Association, which was for the benefit of (you guessed it) Chuck Connors himself. The sole purpose of the Chuck Connors Association was to throw a yearly gala that was attended by all the local politicians, millionaires, and members of most of the city's illustrious clubs, including the Princeton Club and New York Athletic Club, and by anybody in New York City who was somebody. 
 
   In December 1903, Connors held his yearly gala in Tammany Hall on East 14th Street. The joint was jumping with such celebrities as pugilists John L. Sullivan, James J. Corbett and Jim Jeffries (who was accompanied by actress Anna Held), French actress Maxine Elliot, as well as millionaire industrialist George F. Train. The music was provided by two bands: Professor Wolf's Orchestra, and to throw a bone to Connors's Chinatown connections, Professor Yee Wah Lung's Chinese Orchestra.
 
   At the time, Connors's main squeeze was a charming gal named “Pickles,” who was known as the “Belle of Chinatown.” While Connors was busy running the festivities, Pickles, a tall and buxom broad, arrived at the party around 11 p. m., accompanied by Ling Quong, the owner of a Chinatown opium den, who barely topped out at five feet tall. Both were a little high on something, liquid or otherwise. 
 
   Immediately, Pickles caused a stir at the ball, when she asked a passing older lady, who had her nose up in the air and was in the company of several gentlemen, “Hey sis, have you got any cigarettes?”
 
   The lady stiffened and tried to barge past Pickles, but Pickles would have none of that. 
 
   Pickles grabbed the lady by the arm and pulled her back. “Go on and give me a pipe. Don't mind dem guys you wid. Give me the pipe!”
 
   The lady sniffed at Pickles, “My poor girl, I don't smoke cigarettes.”
 
   Pickles thought about giving the lady the back of her hand. But then she reconsidered and said, “Back to der woods for yours!” 
 
   The lady and her male crew scurried away.
 
   Looking around, Pickles realized she was greatly under-dressed for the upcoming march, in which she was supposed to be accompanying Connors. So she conned a young girl, with some loose change no doubt, to lend her the skirt the girl was wearing. 
 
   While Pickles was in the dressing room changing and sprucing up a bit, Connors began asking around as to Pickles's whereabouts. A young girl in a pink dress told Connors, “My sister Mamie is lending her a blue skirt. Mamie will stay in the dressing room until the march is over.”
 
   Minutes later, Pickles made her grand entrance, resplendent in the borrowed skirt which was about six inches too short. She sauntered over to Connors who was waiting not too patiently, flipped her cigarette to the floor, and then snapped at Connors, “Come on Chuck, yer needn't be ashamed of me. I'd be the best looking rag in the hall.”
 
   Connors apparently agreed. He took Pickles by the arm and marched her around the hall, followed by 300 or so well-lit celebrants.
 
   The joint was really jumping, when Carrie Nation made her unexpected and unwelcome appearance. Nation was a highly viable and quite loquacious member of the Ladies Temperance Movement, which opposed alcohol in pre-Prohibition America, as well as the notion of women smoking cigarettes. Nation was quite an imposing figure, standing over six-feet tall and weighing in the neighborhood of 175 pounds. If she were a boxer, male or female, Carrie Nation would certainly have been a heavyweight.
 
   At first, Nation was stopped at the door by the bouncers, but Connors, obviously slightly in the bag himself, went to the door and said, “Sure she can come in. Der are udder automobiles upstairs with loose wheels. Jist step in and help yourself to a twist.”
 
   That was a big mistake.
 
   Nation immediately stampeded past Connors, and she hustled to the bar area, where she saw several girls smoking cigarettes. Nation smacked the cigarettes from the girls' hands and did the same thing to their male counterparts.
 
   “I came here to stop this ball!” Nation bellowed to the crowd. “I received a letter from a heartbroken mother about it, and she said her son lost his job by attending it last year. I'm going to break it up!”
 
   Her face beet red, Nation approached a table where ladies were sitting with alcoholic drinks in front of them. Nation brushed the drinks off the table, and she told the startled ladies, “You ought to be arrested for drinking!”
 
   Then Nation hurried to the main stage, climbed the steps, and proceeded to read a letter she had received, begging her to stop the Chuck Connors Association Ball. 
 
   Connors ordered the band to drown her out by playing a popular song named Bedilia. The crowd started singing, “Bedilia, I'd like ter steal yer.”
 
   Nation stood on the main stage, dumbfounded, as another segment of the crowd started chanting, “Put her out! Rats! Rats! Shut her up! Hey! Hey! Hey!”
 
   By this time, Connors knew he had to do something, so he went to the main stage and induced Nation to leave the stage. Connors walked Nation toward the back door, and he told her, “I'd like to introduce you to a little girl who ought to be home in bed.”
 
   Outside, waiting under the steps leading to the back exit, was none other than Pickles, who screamed up at Nation, “If yer don't git down the stairs in a minute, I'll push your nose through the back of yer neck!”
 
   Pickles hurried up the steps, and she grabbed Nation by the throat. Connor grabbed both women in a bear hug, and with the help of three bouncers, Carrie Nation was evicted from the premises. 
 
   After Nation was safely outside, Connors snapped at her, “The street is all yours!” 
 
   On May 10, 1913, Chuck Connors returned to his room at 6 Doyers Street, not feeling too chipper. He told Mrs. Chin, who had cared for him the past few years, “I'm not good for several more days.”
 
   Mrs. Chin immediately summoned Connors's pals from the Chatham Club. When they arrived at Connors's room, Connors told them, “If I am going to cash it in, let it be here in Chinatown.”
 
   Cooler heads prevailed, and Dr. Shields, from the Hudson Street Hospital, was immediately summoned. When he arrived at Connors's bedside, Dr. Shields discovered that Connors had a severe case of pneumonia. Connors was rushed to the nearby “House of Relief,” where he died a few hours later at the age of 61.
 
   Connors's funeral procession was one of the finest in Chinatown history. The procession started in front of Connors's residence at 6 Doyers Street. It consisted of 63 coaches filled with Connors's mourning friends and an additional six coaches stuffed with floral arrangements. 
 
   The mourners were a veritable who's who in the political world, the sporting world, and even the underworld. The only relatives in attendance were Connors's brother, Philip O'Connor, and Connors’s sister, Mrs. Elizabeth (O'Connor) Miller.
 
   The procession snaked through the streets of Chinatown, and then it stopped at Transfiguration Church at 29 Mott Street, for Connors's funeral mass, which was said by Father McCann. After the mass, the procession again wound around the streets of Chinatown and the Bowery. As Connors's coffin moved past each establishment, Chinese merchants set off their traditional funeral firework displays, in honor of a white man they considered one of their own.
 
   The funeral procession continued over the newly-built Manhattan Bridge, and it ended at Calvary Cemetery in Queens, where Connors was finally interred. 
 
    
 
   Costello, Frank – The Prime Minister of the Underworld
 
   In 1891, Frank Costello was born Francesco Castiglia in Lauropoli, a mountain village in Calabria, Italy. In 1893, Costello's father moved alone to New York City, where he opened a small grocery in East Harlem. In 1900, the elder Castiglia had saved up enough money to send for his wife, Frank, and Frank's older brother Edward. It was Edward, 10 years Frank's senior, who first got Frank involved in petty crimes.
 
   At the age of 14, Costello, wearing a black handkerchief over his face, robbed the landlady of the tenement house in which he and his parents were living. The landlady recognized Costello, but Costello concocted an alibi, which satisfied the police, and he was never arrested. In 1908, and again in 1912, Costello was arrested for assault and robbery, and again, he somehow beat both raps.
 
   In 1915, Costello, then 24 years old, was sentenced to a year in prison for carrying an illegal firearm. Despite the fact, in the decades to come, Costello was actively involved in scores of criminal activities, he would not see the inside of a jail cell again for 37 years. Costello swore at that time, that when he got out of jail, he would never carry a gun again. And he ever did. 
 
   Upon his release from jail, Costello met and married a Jewish woman named Loretta Geigerman. It was unusual at the time for an Italian to marry outside his Catholic faith. However, Costello saw things differently, and he eventually forged relationships with many Jewish gangsters, including Meyer Lansky, Louie “Lepke” Buchalter, and Bugsy Siegel. 
 
   Soon after he was married, Costello began working for the murderous Joe “The Clutch Hand” Morello, who along with his sidekick, Ignazio “Lupo the Wolf” Saietta, were responsible for the treacherous Black Hand extortion racket. 
 
   While he was working for Morello, Costello met Charles “Lucky” Luciano, a Sicilian who ran the rackets in Little Italy on the Lower East Side of Manhattan. Through Luciano, Costello became tight with such mobsters as Vito Genovese, Tommy “Three-Finger Brown” Lucchese, as well as with Lansky and Siegel. Together, these men became heavily involved in armed robbery, burglaries, extortion, gambling, and drug dealing. In 1920, when The Volstead Act became law, starting the era of prohibition, Costello and his pals cashed in big, bringing in illegal alcohol from Canada and as far away as England. Their partner was Arnold “The Brain” Rothstein, who initially financed the entire operation.
 
   Costello, Luciano, Lansky, and Siegel were raking in so much dough, they were able to pay off crooked politicians and police officials an estimated $100,000 a week for protection. These payments went all the way up to the office of the New York City Police Commissioner: Grover Whalen. In 1929, right after the stock market crashed, Costello told Luciano that he had to advance Whalen $30,000 so that Whalen could cover the margin calls from his stockbroker.
 
   “What could I do?” Costello told Luciano. “I had to give it to him. We own him.”
 
   Even after all the hefty graft payments they had to dole out, there was still about $4 million in yearly profits from all their rackets, to be split equally amongst Costello, Luciano, Lansky, and Siegel. 
 
   It was during this period of time that Luciano convinced Costello (a name of Irish decent) that he should change his name from Castiglia. 
 
   Luciano later said, “When we got up into our ears in New York politics, it didn't hurt us at all that we had an Italian guy with a name like Costello.”
 
   In the late 1920's, both Luciano and Costello joined the Mafia gang headed by Joe “The Boss” Masseria. At the same time, Costello saw that it was advantageous to form alliances with other ethnic groups. Besides Jews like Lansky, Siegel, and Rothstein, Costello became tight with Irish gangsters on the West Side of Manhattan, specifically Owney "The Killer" Madden and William "Big Bill" Dwyer. With the Irish, Costello became a big part of a rum-running operation called “The Combine.” Of course, Costello shared all his profits from the rum running racket with Luciano, Lansky, and Siegel. 
 
   However, Masseria frowned on members of his gang dealing with anyone other than Sicilians. The fact that Costello was Calabrese didn't please Masseria too much, either. 
 
   Seeing the handwriting on the wall, Luciano and Costello, along with Tommy Lucchese and Vito Genovese, switched sides in the “Castellammarese War,” in which Masseria was actively engaged with bitter rival Salvatore Maranzano. 
 
   On Sunday, April 15, 1931, Luciano took Masseria out to lunch to the Nuova Villa Tammaro in Coney Island. After Masseria finished a sumptuous lunch, the two men engaged in a game of cards. During the card game, Luciano excused himself and went into the men's room. While Luciano was in the men's room, four gunmen, led by Bugsy Siegel, burst through the front door and filled Masseria with enough lead to render him dead. 
 
   When the police arrived minutes later, Luciano claimed no knowledge of what had transpired, because he had been indisposed at the time of the shooting. The police scoffed at Luciano's story, but they had no proof of Luciano's involvement (or maybe they were bribed), so they let him go.
 
   In just a few months, Costello and Luciano became disenchanted with Maranzano's old world ways. Considering himself an aristocrat and of a higher calling than his men, Maranzano appointed himself “Capo de Tuti Capo (Boss of All Bosses).” To make matters worse, Maranzano extracted a larger share of his underlings’ profits than even the greedy Masseria had demanded.
 
   The final straw was when, through moles planted close to Maranzano, Costello and Luciano discovered that Maranzano was plotting to kill them both, because he feared their ambitions. Not liking the idea of soon being dead men, Luciano and Costello quickly sent four Jewish killers, led by the very capable Red Levine, to Maranzano's midtown office. Disguised as police detectives, the four men quickly disarmed Maranzano's bodyguards, and then shot and stabbed Maranzano to death. 
 
   With their two former bosses now six feet under, Costello along with Luciano, Siegel, and Lansky formed a National Crime Commission. Whereas Luciano's job as boss of the family was running the day-to-day operations of whatever swindles they were involved in, Costello, Luciano's consigliere, was the man behind the scenes, greasing the wheels for their protection by getting chummy with the top politicians and police officials in New York City. Of course, this meant Costello had to pay and pay plenty. But he knew when he needed a political favor, that favor would always be granted. Costello bragged he owned all of the top Tammany Hall politicians, including Mike Kennedy, Christie Sullivan, Frank Rossetti, Carmine DeSapio, and Hugo Rogers. 
 
   Costello used his “in” with Tammany Hall to basically make any political appointments he wanted. Rogers even admitted, “If Costello wants me, he sends for me.”
 
   In the mid 1930's, Costello, now one of the Luciano families biggest earners, went into the slot machine business with Phil “Dandy Phil” Kastel. Costello placed over 25,000 slot machines in New York City restaurants, bars, drugstores, bus stops, and gas stations. This went very well for a while, until reformist New York City Mayor Fiorello LaGuardia went on a rampage against the illegal slot machine business. LaGuardia made a big show of personally confiscating thousands of Costello's slot machines. LaGuardia, aided by local law enforcement, loaded the slot machines onto barges, and then LaGuardia pushed the slot machines into the water himself. Photos of LaGuardia's antics appeared in all the local newspapers, as well as in the movie house news reels.
 
   His New York City slot machine business in ruins, Costello, along with Kastel, moved the operations to New Orleans, Louisiana. There, with the aid of New Orleans mob boss Carlos Marcello, they were able to place their machines wherever they wanted. Their whole operation was under the protection of Senator Hughie Long, himself a bastion of corruption.
 
   In 1936, Luciano began being hounded by Special Prosecutor Thomas E. Dewey. Despite the flimsy evidence and the perjured testimony of prostitutes and pimps, Dewey prosecuted and convicted Luciano on a trumped-up prostitution charge. Luciano later claimed that it was Dewey himself who had framed Luciano.
 
   With Luciano locked away in prison, Luciano appointed his underboss, Vito Genovese, as head of the Luciano Crime Family. However in 1937, Genovese was indicted for murder, and to avoid prosecution he fled to Italy. To replace Genovese, Luciano appointed Costello as the boss of the Luciano Crime Family.
 
   Costello did very well as the new boss. Working with men of various nationalities, Costello increased the family's profitability across the board. Costello controlled the gambling, horse-race fixing, policy rackets, and the illegal race wires throughout the country. Of course, to keep his enterprises running smoothly, Costello contributed millions of dollars to the retirement funds of hundreds of crooked politicians and law enforcement officials. By doing so, Costello assured that when he needed a favor, he indeed got that favor, without question.
 
   In 1943, Costello called in one of his political chits, when he demanded that Thomas Aurelio be appointed a state judge. The only problem was, Manhattan District Attorney Frank Hogan, one of the few politicians not on Costello's payroll, had obtained a wiretap on Aurelio's phone.
 
   The date was August 23, 1943, and the man Aurelio was speaking to on the phone was none other than Frank Costello, confirming that Aurelio would soon be a judge. 
 
   The conversation went like this: “How are you, and thanks for everything,” Aurelio said.
 
   “Congratulations,” Costello said. “It all went perfect. When I tell you something is in the bag, you can rest assured.”
 
   “It was perfect,” Aurelio said. “It was fine.”
 
   “Well, we will all have to get together and have dinner some night real soon,” Costello said.
 
   “That would be fine,” Aurelio said. “But right now I want to assure you of my loyalty for all you have done. It is unwavering.”
 
   Amazingly, Costello had his clutches so deep into New York City politicians and law enforcement officials, despite the conversation between him and Aurelio being made public, Aurelio still got the judgeship, right after he beat a disbarment proceeding. 
 
   That showed how crooked New York City politics was in those days.
 
   However, the most important person Costello was able to get close to was the FBI director J. Edgar Hoover. Hoover was a degenerate gambler, who visited the racetracks often. While Hoover was ostensibly placing bets at the two-dollar window, his underlings would be at the hundred-dollar window placing big money bets for Hoover on fixed races.
 
   Hoover's addiction to the horses fell right in with Costello's plans. Costello, through his intermediary, bookmaker Frank Erickson, would find out when certain horse races were being fixed. Costello would then pass this information to nationally syndicated columnist Walter Winchell, who was a mutual friend of both Costello and Hoover. Winchell told Hoover which horse to bet, which made Hoover very happy and very rich indeed.
 
   The Costello/Hoover relationship was hidden for many years. However, it was later discovered that whenever Hoover was in New York City he would meet secretly with Costello for breakfast, sometimes even on a public park bench. 
 
   The question that should be asked is: “If Costello was providing Hoover with information on fixed horse races, what did Hoover do for Costello?” 
 
   The answer is simple. During this period of time, although Hoover chased rabidly after such No. 1 Public Enemies like John Dillinger and Baby Face Nelson, Hoover absolutely refused to recognize that the Mafia, or the “Cosa Nostra,” even existed.
 
   However, not even Hoover's influence and protection could keep Costello out of the limelight forever. 
 
   In 1951, Senator Estes Kefauver of Tennessee and his five-man special committee to investigate organized crime took dead aim at Costello. On March 13, 1951, Costello was summoned to testify before the Kefauver Committee. However, Costello did not want his face seen on national television, so through his lawyer, George Wolf, it was agreed upon that only Costello's hands would be shown on television. 
 
   With a nationally televised audience anxiously watching, Costello, in his gravelly voice, reluctantly answered all the committee's questions. He tried sparring verbally with Kefauver and his men, but it was obvious to all that Kefauver had exposed Costello for exactly what he was: a big-time Mafia boss.
 
   Unfortunately for Costello, who was now called in the press the “Prime Minister of the Underworld,” the hearings did not do well for his image with his cohorts. By the time Costello got off the witness stand, Costello's standing in the Cosa Nostra had taken a big hit. Costello was now ripe for an even bigger hit. A hit on himself.
 
   After World War II, with Luciano now in exile in Italy, Vito Genovese returned to the United States with the ambition of taking over Luciano's crime family. To parry this, Costello became very close to Mafia killer Albert Anastasia. Anastasia's hatred for Genovese went back a long time, and an internal fight started for control of all the mob rackets in New York City.
 
   On May 2, 1957, Frank Costello entered the lobby of his apartment building near Central Park. Waiting for him in the shadows by the elevator was a hulking ex-professional boxer named Vincent “The Chin” Gigante, who was a close associate of Genovese. Gigante was sent there by Genovese to eliminate Frank Costello from the local crime scene, thus giving Genovese a clear path to the throne.  
 
   Suddenly, Gigante stepped out into the light, and he yelled at Costello, “Hey Frank, this is for you!”
 
   Gigante fired one shot, which creased the side of Costello's head. However, because Gigante wasn't the best shot in the world, and also because Gigante broke the first rule of Mafia rub-outs: “Don't tell your victim you're about to shoot him; just shoot him, ” the wound was little more than a scratch. Costello was rushed to the hospital, where his wound cleaned and bandaged.
 
   Costello was safely back home that same night.
 
   When Gigante fled the scene of the shooting, he thought he had killed Costello. Finding out his mission had been a failure, the 6-foot-2-inch, 300-pound Gigante went into hiding. Eventually, Gigante was caught and brought to trial. However, since Costello, true to the mafia code of “omerta,” refused to testify against him (Costello said he didn't even recognize Gigante), Gigante walked out of court a free man. 
 
   (Editor's note: Usually when a Mafia killer botches a hit, he is then usually killed himself. For some reason, Gigante was never harmed, and he became the boss of the Genovese Crime Family in the mid-1980's. Go figure.)
 
   For all practical purposes, this ended Costello's influence in La Cosa Nostra. However, Costello was still able to pull off a huge Machiavellian move in order to get even with Genovese. In concert with Luciano, who was still in exile in Italy, and Carlo Gambino, who was looking to ascend the ladder to mob boss himself, they were able to entice Genovese into a huge drug deal. With Genovese knee deep in dope, his so-called pals tipped off the law, and Genovese was arrested on a narcotics charge; a very bad rap.
 
   Genovese was tried and convicted, and sentenced to 15 years in prison. With Genovese safely behind bars, Carlo Gambino was made the boss of his own family: The Gambino Crime Family. 
 
   After serving 10 years of his 15-year sentence, Genovese died in prison, thus making Costello and Gambino quite happy men indeed.
 
   His revenge-mission accomplished and tired of the day-to-day operations of mob business, Costello substantially toned down his involvement in the organized crime scene. Costello moved to Long Island, and he only rarely came into New York City for sit-downs with his former cronies, who sometimes came to him for advice, at an apartment Costello still kept at the Waldorf-Astoria. These pals included Carlo Gambino, Tommy Lucchese, and Meyer Lansky.
 
   In 1973, Frank Costello died of a heart attack in a Manhattan hospital. He was buried at St. Michael's Cemetery in Queens. His wife, Bobbi, insisted that none of Costello's Mafia friends attend his funeral, or send floral displays to the funeral parlor.              
 
   In a display of utter disrespect, mobster Carmine Galante, after he was released from prison in 1974, ordered the bombing of Costello's burial site. When the dust cleared, both doors of Costello's cemetery mausoleum were blown completely off their hinges.
 
    This was Galante's way of saying he was coming back and taking control of the Cosa Nostra in New York City; which he certainly attempted to do, with much cunning and killing of his own.              
 
    
 
   Crazy Butch Gang
 
   In the Gay Nineties, Crazy Butch was one of the youngest criminals on the Lower East Side of Manhattan. Legend has it that Butch was abandoned by his parents when he was only eight years old, and as a result, Butch lived on the streets and became what was known at the time as a “street urchin.”
 
   One day, Butch was scrounging on the streets looking for food to eat when he met a dog, who was abandoned, too. Butch took the dog under his wing, and he named the dog “Rabbi,” because the dog was so smart.
 
   Butch began teaching Rabbi “tricks,” but not the usual tricks kids teach their dogs. When Butch spotted an old lady carrying a handbag, he would tell Rabbi to “Go fetch.” And Rabbi would do just that, by lunging at the handbag and tearing it off the arm of the startled woman. Then Rabbi, handbag held tightly in his mouth, would run to the corner of Willett and Stanton Streets, where Butch would be waiting. Butch would get the contents of the handbag, and Rabbi would get himself a nice big bone, which Butch always kept in his pocket in case a mark suddenly appeared. 
 
   Butch and Rabbi were so successful in their stealing, other street urchins started following them so that they could learn the tricks of the trade too. Soon Butch had his own gang of pre-teen and teenage crooks, which he called the “Crazy Butch Gang.”
 
   When Butch accumulated enough cash, he bought himself a huge bicycle; not only for transportation, but to be used as an instrument for his next scheme. Butch would peddle the bike on the crowded streets of lower Manhattan, followed by his gang and Rabbi. When Butch thought the time was right, he'd plow his bike into an unsuspecting female pedestrian. Instead of apologizing to the fallen lady, Butch would jump off his bike and begin to berate his victim, with remarks like, “What are you blind, or somethin'? You old bag!”
 
   Almost immediately, a curious crowd would form a circle around Butch and his victim. While unsuspecting onlookers were scoping out the Crazy Butch situation, Butch's gang, ranging from 10-15 incorrigible kids, would slip through the crowd picking every pocket in sight. Meanwhile, Rabbi would grab his customary handbag, usually from the very lady Butch had knocked to the pavement. Then the gang members, and Rabbi, would scatter in all directions. They would meet later at their headquarters, a small third-floor apartment on Forsyth Street, to divvy up the profits.
 
   As Butch and his gang started getting older and bolder, they attracted the attention of Paul Kelly's Five Points Gangs, which ruled the same neighborhood where Crazy Butch did his pilfering. Apparently, Butch's gang had victimized a few relatives of Five Points Gang members, and it was rumored that one of the Five Pointers himself had been pickpocketed by the Crazy Butch Gang.
 
   Soon, Butch heard that the Five Pointers were out to get him and his gang. So, one summer night Butch decided to test how good his gang's defenses were in their Forsyth Street apartment. Not being the brightest of mugs, Butch crept up the stairs and then screaming like a banshee, he busted into his gang's apartment, firing away with a revolver in each hand. 
 
   His startled gang members, most of whom were sleeping, were taken totally by surprise. One of the gang members, Little Kishky, was sitting on the window sill with the window open. Little Kishky fell backwards out the window to the pavement three floors below. It is not clear if Crazy Butch paid for Little Kishky's hospital expenses.
 
   As the Crazy Butch Gang got older, to neutralize the Five Pointers who were constantly after them, Butch's gang joined forces with the 2,000-strong Monk Eastman Gang, which was constantly at war with Paul Kelly's Five Pointers. 
 
   This worked well for a while until Butch made the mistake of falling for a female shoplifter named the Darby Kid. Butch loved the Darby Kid, and apparently, the Darby Kid loved Butch too. However, the Darby Kid had a jealous boyfriend named Harry the Soldier, who was always packing heat. One day, Harry the Soldier caught up with Butch and shot him dead, which sent the Darby Kid right back into the arms of Harry the Soldier.
 
   With the loss of their leader, the Crazy Butch Gang split up for good. Some went solo and others were absorbed into other Lower East Side gangs. One member of the Crazy Butch Gang who made it to the top was Big Jack Zelig, who was known by the police as “The Toughest Man in New York City.” Big Jack took over the Eastman gang after Monk Eastman was sent to prison for robbery, and Monk's successor Max “Kid Twist” Zwerbach was shot to death in Coney Island. 
 
   But alas, on October 15, 1912, Zelig was shot to death himself at the age of 24, while riding the Second Avenue Streetcar.
 
   There is no record of what happened to Rabbi, the handbag-snatching dog.
 
    
 
   Dwyer, William (Big Bill) - The King of the Rum Runners
 
   He started off as a simple dockworker, segued into bootlegging on a large scale and eventually became known as the “King of the Rum Runners.”  William “Big Bill” Dwyer made so much money, he was partners with known gangsters in several swanky New York City nightclubs. Dwyer also owned two professional hockey teams, including the New York Americans, and was the owner of the Brooklyn Dodgers football team. However, in the end, when Big Bill Dwyer passed away, he died out of the limelight and flat broke.
 
   William Vincent Dwyer was born in 1883 in the Hell’s Kitchen area on the West Side of New York City. Two gangs, the Hudson Dusters and the Gophers, ruled Hell’s Kitchen at the time. But Dwyer avoided joining both gangs, and instead he took a job on the docks as a stevedore for the International Longshoremen's Union (ILU). 
 
   While working on the docks, Dwyer started his own bookmaking operation. After the Volstead Act was enacted in 1919 banning the distribution of alcohol, with the money he made from bookmaking Dwyer branched out into the rum running business. Dwyer purchased a fleet of steel-plated speedboats, each mounted with machine guns, in case crooks tried to hijack a shipment. Dwyer also purchased several large rum running ships, which were needed to offload the illegal hooch from whichever foreign ship was supplying it. 
 
   Dwyer traveled to Canada, England, and the Caribbean to establish ties with those who sold him the liquor he needed to smuggle into the United States. Then Dwyer set up a system whereby his ships would meet the ships that were supplying him the liquor many miles out at sea. There the booze was transferred to Dwyer's ships, then quickly transported to Dwyer's speedboats, which were closer to the shore of New York City. 
 
   The speedboats were unloaded at the docks, which were protected by Local 791 of the ILU, of which Dwyer was a charter member. From the docks, the liquor was moved to several warehouses in the New York area. When the time was right, trucks filled with illegal alcohol, and protected by convoys of teamster members, transported the booze all over the country; with heavy shipments going to Florida, St. Louis, Kansas City, Cincinnati, and as far away as New Orleans.
 
   Dwyer was able to smuggle large amounts of booze into New York City because he knew one simple fact: you had to bribe the police and the Coast Guard if you wanted to be successful in the rum running business. And that Dwyer did, handing over hundreds of thousands of dollars to whomever needed to be greased. 
 
   Paying off New York City cops was easy. The cops who didn't have their hands out for graft were far and few between. However, Dwyer was especially skillful in recruiting Coast Guard members to look the other way when his liquor-loaded speedboats were entering New York City waters. 
 
   Dwyer's first contact was Coast Guard Petty Officer Olsen. Through Olsen, Dwyer met scores of Coast Guardsmen, “Guardies” he called them, who might be willing to take bribes. Dwyer would bring these Guardies into the bright lights of New York City, where he would feed them sumptuous meals, take them to Broadway shows, and even get them a swanky hotel room occupied by the lady of their choice, whom Dwyer would pay for too. Once a Guardie took a bribe from Dwyer, he was informed that he could earn hundreds, and sometimes thousands of dollars more, if he would enlist other Guardies to help protect Dwyer's shipments.
 
   Soon, Dwyer was making so much money through rum running, he was considered the largest distributor of illegal alcohol in the entire United States of America. However, Dwyer had one huge problem which he needed help in solving. 
 
   Whenever one of his trucks left New York to distribute the booze to other parts of the country, they were vulnerable to being seized by the hundreds of hijackers who operated throughout the country. Dwyer knew to stop this from happening he had to take in partners;  members of the Italian mob and the Jewish mob. Since he was raking in millions in profits, Dwyer didn't mind, and he certainly could afford to share the wealth. The problem was, Dwyer considered himself no more than a businessman and wasn't a gangster himself. Dwyer needed someone in the underworld who could make the contacts Dwyer needed to continue to operate without fear of being hijacked. 
 
   Almost by accident, that person fell right into Dwyer's lap. 
 
   In 1924, two of Dwyer's shipments were hijacked in upstate New York. Dwyer leaned on the cops on his payroll to find out who was responsible for the hijackings. Word soon came back to Dwyer that the perpetrator, who was arrested for the hijackings, was none other than Owney Madden, an Irishman himself, who grew up in Liverpool, England, before he emigrated to New York City as a teenager. Madden was a vicious con nicknamed “The Killer,” and he had once ruled the murderous Gophers gang in Hell's Kitchen.
 
   Dwyer paid whomever needed to be paid to get the charges dropped against Madden, with the order, “Get me Owney Madden. I want to talk to him. I've got a business proposition we need to discuss.”
 
   Madden got word who his benefactor had been, and that a meeting with Dwyer was expected of him in return. The two men met at Dwyer's office in the Loew's State Building in Times Square. There is no recording or transcript of this meeting, but T.J. English, in his masterpiece on Irish gangsters, Paddy Whacked, said the conversation between Madden and Dwyer might have gone something like this:
 
   “You've got a problem,” Madden told Dwyer. “Gangsters have been picking off your trucks like sitting ducks and what are you going to do about it?”
 
   “That's why I called you here,” Dwyer said.
 
   “You gotta organize the shooters and the cherry-pickers, not to mention the bulls (cops) and the pols (politicians).”
 
   “You're right. I need the hijackings to stop. I need a place to make my own brew right here in the city. Protected by the Tiger and the coppers. And I need outlets – speakeasies, nightclubs, you name it.”
 
   “You need a lot, my friend.
 
   “Are you with me, you Liverpool Mick bastard?”
 
   “Give me one reason why.”
 
   “I can make you rich.”
 
   “Pal, you and me are two peas in a pod.”
 
   And that was the start of the New York City Irish Mob, which would then unite with the Italian and Jewish mobs to control the rum running business throughout the United States of America. The grouping of the three ethnic groups was known as the “Combine.”
 
   With Dwyer's millions, Madden oversaw the creation of the Phoenix Cereal Beverage Company, which was located on 26th Street and 10th Avenue, right in the heart of Hell's Kitchen where both Madden and Dwyer had grown up. This red-brick building, which comprised the entire block, was originally the Clausen & Flanagan Brewery, which was created to produce and sell near-beer, a swill no true beer-drinker would ever let pass their lips. The beer produced at the Phoenix was called Madden's No 1.
 
   With Dwyer basically the money man behind the scenes, Madden became the architect who created and nurtured their empire. Madden brought in a small-time crook and former taxi business owner Larry Fay as the front man for several high-class establishments, that were needed to sell Madden’s No. 1, plus all the scotch, rum, vodka, Cognac and champagne that the Combine could smuggle into the city. One of these places was the El Fay at 107 West 54th Street. 
 
   The main attraction at the El Fay was Texas Guinan, a bawdy cabaret singer/comedienne, who was later copied by May West. To entice Guinan to work at the El Fay, Madden and Dwyer made Guinan a partner. 
 
   Guinan was famous for her wisecracks, which she belted out between clacks from a clacker or toots from a piercing whistle, while she was sitting on a tall stool in the main room. Guinan's signature saying was “Hello Sucker,” which is how she greeted all the well-healed El Fey customers, whom she called “Big Butter and Eggs Men.”
 
   When a singer or a dancer finished their performance at the El Fey, Guinan would exhort the crowd to, “Give the little lady a great big hand!”
 
   One day, a prohibition agent, who couldn't be bought by Madden or Dwyer, raided the El Fey. He marched over to Guinan, put his hand on her shoulder and said to his fellow agent, “Give the little lady a great big handcuff!”
 
   Dwyer did what he did best, Guinan was released from prison, and the El Fey was soon hopping again, making everyone involved very rich indeed.
 
   Madden and Dwyer also partnered with former bootlegger Sherman Billingsley at the posh Stork Club on East 53rd Street. The two Irish gangsters spread their wings to the north part of Manhattan when they bought the Club De Luxe from former heavyweight boxing champion Jack Johnson. They inserted Big Frenchy De Mange as their operating partner, and they changed the name to the Cotton Club. At the Cotton Club, De Mange instituted a “Whites Only” admittance policy, despite the fact the waiters, dancers, and headline entertainers, like Cab Calloway, Duke Ellington, Louis Armstrong, Lena Horne, Bill "Bojangles" Robinson, and the Nicholas Brothers, were all black.
 
   Still, the Cotton Club was wildly successful with the big spenders from downtown, putting tons of cash into Dwyer's and Madden's pockets.
 
   In 1925, Dwyer was arrested for attempting to bribe Coast Guard members during a sting operation headed by the Prohibition Bureau. Dwyer was sentenced to two years in prison, but he was released after 13 months for good behavior. With Dwyer in the can, Frank Costello took over Dwyer's rum running business. 
 
   While he was in prison, a despondent Dwyer said to one of his cellmates. “I wish I had never seen a case of whiskey. I spent years in daily fear of my life, always expecting to be arrested, always dealing with crooks and double-crossers, and now look at me. My wife is heartbroken and I am worse than broke." 
 
   As we shall see, that was not exactly the truth.
 
   When Dwyer hit the streets again, he eased himself out of the rum running business, leaving the operation to Costello and Madden. To pass his time, Dwyer started investing in legitimate businesses, especially sports teams.
 
   In 1926, boxing promoter Tex Rickard conned Dwyer into buying the Hamilton Tigers of the National Hockey League. Dwyer did so, and he moved his team into New York City's Madison Square Garden, and re-named them the New York Americans. 
 
   As smart as Dwyer was in running the rum running business, he was just as dumb in running a hockey team. His pockets bursting with rum running cash, Dwyer's strategy for winning was basically to overpay everybody on his team. With the average hockey player making between $1,500-$2,000 a year, Dwyer gave Billy Burch a 3-year, $25,000 contract. Shorty Green also got a huge raise when Dwyer awarded him a $5,000-a year-contract.
 
   Being an old crook at heart, Dwyer took an active part in running his team, even going as far as trying to rig the games. Dwyer paid off goal judges to rule his team had scored a goal if the puck just touched the goal line, instead of completely passing the goal line, which was the rule then. 
 
   In 1927, at a game in Madison Square Garden, the goal judge, whom Dwyer had in his pocket, for some unknown reason started taunting Ottawa goalie Alex Connell. Connell responded by butt-ending his hockey stick into the goal judge's nose. Dwyer became incensed at the Ottawa goalie's actions (you don't manhandle one of Dwyer's employees), and Connell was told to leave town quickly after the game. A police detail took Connell to the train station and protected him until the train was safely out of town. After the train left the station, a man asked Connell if he was the Ottawa goalie Alex Connell. Connell, afraid for his life, told the stranger no. As a result, Connell lived to goalie other hockey games.
 
   In 1929, bypassing a league rule that a person can't own two hockey teams, Dwyer, using ex-lightweight boxing champ Benny Leonard as his front man, purchased the NHL's Pittsburgh Pirates. In 1930, Dwyer inserted his grubby fingers into the newly-formed National Football League, too, by buying the Dayton Triangles for $2,500. Dwyer moved the team to Ebbets Field in Brooklyn, and he renamed the team the Brooklyn Dodgers.
 
   In three years, Dwyer, again overpaying all his players, began losing so much money he sold the Brooklyn Dodgers to two former New York Giant Football players: Chris Cagle and John Simms, for $25,000. Even though he sold the team for 10 times more than he had paid, Dwyer estimated he still lost $30,000 in the three years he owned the team.
 
   In 1934, having his fill of America sports teams (he stilled owned the New York Americans, but they were bleeding money), Dwyer bought the famed Tropical Park Horse Racing Track in Miami, Florida. 
 
   However, the roof fell in on Dwyer in 1935 when he was indicted on a gambling charge. Dwyer beat that case, but then the government did to him what they did to Al Capone: they hit him with tax evasion charges. Those charges stuck, and Dwyer was stripped of all his assets, except the New York Americans and a house in Belle Harbor, Queens. Almost penniless, Dwyer no longer had the money to keep the New York Americans afloat. 
 
   In 1937, the National Hockey League temporarily took control of the Americans. To show the NHL that he was financially solvent, Dwyer borrowed $20,000 from Red Dutton. However, instead of paying his team's salaries with the money he had borrowed from Dutton, Dwyer decided to try to multiply his money in a craps game. That didn't go over too well, when Dwyer busted out and lost the entire twenty grand. Unable to pay his team, and unable to raise any more capital, the NHL booted Dwyer out permanently, and the league took final control of the Americans. 
 
   Broke and despondent, Dwyer retired to his Belle Harbor home. 
 
   On December 10, 1943, Big Bill Dwyer, the “King of the Rum Runners” died at the age of 63. Dwyer was reportedly penniless at the time of his death; his only asset being the roof over his head.
 
    
 
   Farley, James -- King of the Strikebreakers
 
   He started out as a simple altar boy in upstate New York. But during his fast and furious life, James Farley became known as “The King of the Strikebreakers.”
 
   
  
 

James Farley was born in 1874 in the sleepy town of Malone, New York, just miles from the Canadian border. Although he became an altar boy in a Malone Catholic Church, Farley was a rough and tumble kid, always looking for trouble and mostly finding it. 
 
   When he was 15-years-old, Farley ran away from home, and he headed south in New York State. In 1889, Farley took a job with Frank Robinson's circus. The circus ran its course in Middletown, New York, so Farley traveled to nearby Monticello, when he found employment at the Madison House, where he worked as a poolroom attendant, a clerk, and then a bartender. His bosses liked Farley's intelligence and toughness, and soon they made him the manager of the Madison House.
 
   One day, Farley needed some dental work done. While he was sitting in the dentist chair, Farley accidentally swallowed a huge lump of cocaine, which was then used as a painkiller. Farley completely freaked out, and instead of getting his dental work completed, he bolted from the dentist chair, ran madly out of the dentist's office and disappeared into the nearby woods. For weeks, Farley lived like an animal in the woods, while the local police sent out a search party looking for him.
 
   The effects of the cocaine overdose having finally worn off, and Farley knowing his managerial position in the Madison House was toast, headed further south, until he reached Brooklyn. Farley's first job in Brooklyn was as a rail guard for the Revenue Service. But soon Farley transferred to the Brooklyn City Railroad Company, where he toiled in the power house, mostly shoveling coal.
 
   In 1895, the relationships between the railroad workers union (District Assembly No. 75 Knights of Labor) and the Brooklyn City Railroad Company had frazzled to the point where a strike was inevitable. There had been a collective bargaining agreement in place since 1886, which was renewed yearly. However, this time the owners insisted on bringing in non-union workers who would work cheaper. The union would have none of that. So the owners employed “strikebreakers” to convince the workers, mostly by force, that the owner's way was the right thing to do.
 
   Farley, for some unknown reason, abandoned his union, and he started fighting for his bosses. During the riots between the union workers and the strikebreakers, according to various accounts, Farley was shot at, stabbed, hit with bricks, clubs, and baseball bats. And Farley had the scars to prove it. In the end, the owners won the battle and the union was marginalized.
 
   One local newspaper reported on the Brooklyn City Railroad Company strike, “Strikebreakers came from all parts of the country, and as a result, the railroad companies were able entirely to reorganize their working staffs. When the strikers sought to interfere with operations, 7,500 state troops were sent into the city at the request of the mayor. Cars began operating under military protection on January 22. Two soldiers rode in each car. In one encounter, shots were exchanged among the strikers, strikebreakers, and troops; one man was killed and a number wounded.”
 
   With the strikebreaking working in the owner's favor, they looked kindly on Farley for the work he had done on their behalf. As a reward for his loyal service, the Brooklyn City Railroad Company put Farley in charge of fifteen special officers. 
 
   And this was how Farley's strikebreaking career began.
 
   For the next seven years, Farley engaged in strikebreaking throughout the country, almost all of them having to do with the railroad industry. He hired men who were rough and tumble, and some of them carried guns, which they were not afraid to use. Farley paid his men more than other agencies did for their strikebreaking activities, and this bought Farley a great bit of loyalty. 
 
   Farley himself set an imposing figure, with a Colt .38 revolver in a holster dangling on his right hip, like he was ready for a fight at the O.K. Corral. Farley also smoked cigars like a chimney. Rumor had it that he smoked 50 cigars a day; usually fat maduro coronas from Havana, Cuba.
 
   According to an article in the United Mine Workers Journal, Farley “Stood before his mercenaries, mostly tough lumpenproletarians from big city slums, 'with the air of a potentate', wearing a long Cassock overcoat. And the men looked up at him with gaping mouths.”
 
   In 1902, Farley, already having broken many strikes, opened his own detective agency, which was in direction competition with the more famous Pinkerton Detective Agency for the strikebreaking jobs. However, the Pinkertons were more diversified, while Farley stuck strictly to strikebreaking. 
 
   In 1905, just after the construction of the IRT subway system in New York City, the workers went out on strike. The owner of the IRT was August Belmont, one of the richest men in America. Belmont hired Farley to do the strikebreaking, and Farley and his men immediately went to work. 
 
   While the tension intensified between Farley's men and the strikers, a reporter tried to interview one of the strikebreakers about Belmont's strategies in ending the strike. 
 
   The strikebreaker barked at the reporter, “Who the hell is Belmont? Farley is running the show.”
 
   At the successful conclusion of Farley's work for Belmont, Farley was reportedly paid the kingly sum of $300,000.
 
   Farley's biggest strikebreaking coup took place not in New York City, but more than 3,000 miles away in San Francisco, California. Patrick Calhoun, an official of San Francisco's United Railroad, contacted Farley in New York and implored Farley to come out west to handle the insurgence of the streetcar Carmen's Union. On May 5, 1907, after their demands for an 8-hour work day and a salary of $3 a day was turned down by the San Francisco's United Railroad, the Carmen's Union went on strike.
 
   On Tuesday morning May 7, called “Bloody Tuesday,” the strikebreakers and the strikers finally met face to face. A brigade of Farley's men were locked and loaded, and looking for trouble as they stood inside six railway cars that had just pulled out of the Turk & Fillmore car barn. The six cars were immediately pelted by bricks and rocks thrown by the strikers. Rather than jump off the cars and engage in hand-to-hand combat, Farley's men opened fire into the crowd, estimated at 300 people. 
 
   An eyewitness said the strikers “had been shot down like dogs.”
 
   The police came in to squelch the riot and were caught in the crossfire. When the dust cleared, three strikers had been shot dead and another dozen wounded. Two policemen were also shot, but they survived. As a result, the police arrested twelve of Farley's strikebreakers and charged them with murder, or attempted murder. 
 
   Farley, and the San Francisco United Railroad, turned out to be the big winners, when the following day, the union called off their strike and ordered their men back to work.
 
   You would have thought, due to the rough, and sometimes deadly tactics Farley employed, he would have been portrayed in the press as somewhat of a thug and a gangster. However, that was not always the case. After the San Francisco railroad strike of 1907, the San Francisco Chronicle spoke of Farley in a soft tone as “a man who prefers hot blood to water as a beverage.” Newspapers throughout the country took Farley's part, portraying him as a noble figure, protecting businesses against “communist agitators,” and “foreign bomb-throwing activists.”
 
   Farley himself hid behind the cloak of decency, when he claimed, that although he had broken up 50 straight strikes throughout America, in not one instance did he defend businesses that he considered to be in the wrong. Farley stated that, if after he examined the circumstances and determined that the workers were right in their actions, he would turn the strikebreaking job down flat.
 
   However, Jack London, the most prominent journalist of that time, did not think so kindly of Farley and his work. In London's novel The Iron Heel, London even mentioned Farley by name.
 
   London, a left-wing union sympathizer, wrote that Farley, “Was an example of a pernicious trend, men who were 'private soldiers' of the capitalist...thoroughly organized and well-armed...held in readiness to be hurled in special trains to any part of the country where labor went on strike or was locked out by employers. Strikebreakers were an ominous sign of bad times ahead.”
 
   No matter which way you felt about Farley, one thing was true. He was paid millions by railroad companies and regardless of the brutal tactics Farley used, he did his job well. 
 
   However, Farley did not live long enough to enjoy all the money he had earned. Since his days in the circus, Farley had a fondness for horses. He invested enormous sums of money in purchasing horses; both trotters and racers. He kept them at a huge farm he had bought in Plattsburgh, New York. 
 
   In 1913, Farley contracted a fatal case of tuberculosis. Farley knew he did not have long to live. So, against his doctor's orders, Farley had a cot placed on the grass on the Yonkers Race Track so that he could watch his horses in competition.
 
   Farley said, “My horses are all I have to live for now.”
 
   On September 11, 1913, a New York Times article said, “James Farley, the noted strike-breaker and horseman, died this morning at 12:10 am at his home in Plattsburgh, New York.”
 
   Farley was only 39 years old at the time of his passing.
 
    
 
   Hines, James -- The Ultimate Political Fixer
 
   He started off as a simple Harlem blacksmith, but after he dug his fat fingers deep into Tammany Hall, James Hines became the biggest political fixer in the history of New York City.
 
   Hines was born on December 18, 1876, on the Upper West Side of Manhattan. His father operated a blacksmith shop on 121st Street and Eight Avenue, and when his father became ill, Hines took over his father's business at the age of 17.
 
   Through his father's connections in politics in the 11th Assembly District on the Upper West Side, Hines became close to “Big Tim” Sullivan, a politician so crooked, he actually took part of the profits from the rackets perpetrated by street gangs who were plundering the Lower East Side of Manhattan. Sullivan was the main cog in the political machine called Tammany Hall, and he played his constituents like a fiddle, getting hand-picked people to vote several times on Election Day by constantly changing their appearance. 
 
   Hines learned the ropes from the master, and in 1907 Hines ran for a position called Alderman. With the help of Sullivan's manipulation of the election process, Hines won the election going away. (Sullivan had men, who wouldn't vote his way at the polls, beaten up badly by his street gangs, most notable the Whyos.)
 
   In 1910, Hines took the bold move of running for District Leader against the incumbent. After both sides used roughhouse tactics against the other, Hines was able to emerge victorious. With his newfound power as District Leader, Hines formed the Monongahela Democratic Club, which was his base of operations for many years to come. At the Monongahela, Hines played the good old boy; providing the poor in the neighborhood with Thanksgiving turkeys, donating clothes to the needy and finding jobs for whomever needed a job. Of course, that meant Hines could count on those people's votes on Election Day for whomever candidate Hines deemed should be the winner, no matter what district that candidate was running in.
 
   Every year, Hines sponsored the annual “June Walk and Picnic” in Central Park, which drew as many 25,000 people, mostly children. On one such occasion (The 22nd annual walk), Hines carried a kid on piggyback, and then deposited him by a table brimming with a huge spread of the finest food available. 
 
   Hines wiped the sweat from his brow, and said, "Kids who came to the first of these things are voters now. They're not all voting in my district, but they're voting somewhere. In politics, the thing to do is build yourself an army.”
 
   To supplement his income, and with no experience at all, Hines, along with his brother, Philip, formed a trucking company and then a construction company. Almost immediately, the Hines brothers were able to obtain the best and the biggest city trucking contracts and state construction projects, which they subsequently subcontracted out to people who actually knew how to do those jobs.
 
   Even though Hines was the biggest player of his time in Democratic politics, he had very little future in running for elective office. Hines was an unskilled public speaker and was more adept at back room dealings, where a mere nod of his head would signify which person was getting elected, or appointed to a political job. As generous as he could be with his friends, if someone crossed Hines, as far Hines was concerned, that person may as well have been dead.
 
   During Prohibition, Owney “The Killer” Madden and “Big Bill” Dwyer were running the biggest bootlegging and rum running operations in the entire United States of America. However, both men knew their business could never thrive if they didn't have the police in their back pockets. And the man who controlled the all police promotions at the time was none other than Jim Hines. Dwyer and Madden paid Hines, and they paid him well, to take care of the police, judges, prosecutors, and bail bondsmen. By taking care of Hines properly, Madden and Dwyer knew if any of their men did have the misfortune of being arrested by a cop, who either wasn't getting paid, or was just being plain disobedient, Hines would arrange for that person's immediate release.
 
   Tammany big shot George Washington Plunkitt, a man who schooled Hines when Hines first started out in politics, said that is was a good idea for a crooked politician like Hines to be associated with known gangsters. Plunkitt believed, and with good reason, that if anyone was considering either to report Hines to the authorities, or to refuse Hines's demands, they'd think twice, knowing someone like Owney “The Killer” Madden was waiting in the wings to correct them if they did.
 
   Plunkitt once explained exactly what a District Leader like Hines was expected to do. 
 
   He said, “As a rule a District Leader has no business or occupation other than politics. He plays politics every day and night of the year and his headquarters bears the inscription 'Never Closed.'”
 
   Madden and Dwyer met often with Hines at his Monongahela Democratic Club on the Upper West Side to discuss business. Some of this business concerned which politician was the best for the business of the “Combine,” as Madden and Dwyer's operation was called. In 1925, it was decided by all that ex-Tin Pan Alley songwriter Jimmy Walker would be the perfect pick for New York City Mayor. With Hines's backing and Madden's control of the polling places, Walker won the election by a landslide. 
 
   In 1929, Walker was reelected, this time defeating reformer and future mayor Fiorello LaGuardia. But Walker was as crooked as they came, and he spent very little time actually being mayor of New York City. 
 
   Once, after he was questioned by a political opponent after he gave himself a raise from $25,000 to $40,000 a year, Walker quipped, “Hell, that's cheap. Imagine what I would be worth if I worked full time.”
 
   But all good things must come to an end. In 1932, after Walker was grilled by the Seabury Committee, which was looking into police and political corruption, New York Governor Franklin D. Roosevelt, working hand-in-hand with Hines, pressured Walker to resign. Walker, taking the cue, quit his office immediately. Accompanied by his girlfriend Betty Compton, Walker jumped on the first boat available, and they traveled to the friendly confines of France. Walker remained in France for four years, before he deemed it safe to return to New York City.
 
   The Presidential election of 1932 was an even bigger coup for Hines. In 1928, New York Governor Al Smith, a man who had tried to take control of Tammany Hall from Hines, ran unsuccessfully for the President of the United States against Republican Herbert Hoover. Under Hoover, the stock market crashed in 1929, and by 1932, America was in the throes of The Great Depression. Smith wanted to run for President again, but he was opposed by Roosevelt, who had taken Smith's place as Governor in 1928.
 
   Hines had a long memory concerning Smith, and he threw all his weight behind Roosevelt for the Democratic nomination for President. Roosevelt won the Democratic nomination against Smith quite easily and also the Presidential election against Herbert Hoover. With his man Roosevelt snug in the White House, Roosevelt rewarded Hines for his unyielding service by giving Hines the job of awarding all federal patronage in Manhattan to whomever Hines deemed fit for the jobs.
 
   By 1933, Hines was riding high in New York City politics. Tainted money was flowing into his coffers from the mobsters, and Hines was known as a “King Maker,” a man who could influence any election he chose to, throughout New York State, and if need be, anywhere in America. 
 
   The start of Hines's downfall was when Hines was introduced by his fellow gangsters to the only gangster in New York City whom Hines wasn't doing favors for: Dutch Schultz (real name Arthur Flegenheimer). The first meeting was so secretive, it started with Hines waiting surreptitiously under the elevated trains on a street corner on Sixth Avenue in Greenwich Village, far away from Hines's domain on the Upper West Side. Minutes later, Schultz picked up Hines in a bulletproof Cadillac. Also in the Caddy was Schultz's associate George Weinberg and Schultz's lawyer and master fixer, Dixie Davis. 
 
   In 1938, when Hines was a defendant in the first of his two trials for political corruption, George Weinberg testified in court for the prosecution. Weinberg spoke in great detail about the pivotal conversation which took place in the Cadillac amongst himself, Hines, and Schultz, on that fateful day in 1933. 
 
   Weinberg said, “I explained to Hines, that in order to be able to run our business and bring it up the right way, we would have to protect the controllers that are working for us. We would have to protect them from going to jail, and if we got any big arrests that would hurt our business, we would want them dismissed in Magistrates' Court, so that they wouldn't have to go downtown (Weinberg was referring to the tougher three-judge Court of Special Sessions). I explained to him that we did not mind the small arrests, but if we got any large arrests we would want them dismissed in Magistrates' Court, to show the people in Harlem who are working for us that we had the right kind of protection up there, and that we would want to protect them from going to jail.”
 
   In the bulletproof Caddy, Hines and Schultz came to an agreement that Schultz would give Hines, as a measure of his good will, one thousand dollars on the spot. Also, Schultz told Hines that Dixie Davis would be the go-between to funnel Hines another $500 per week, to keep Schultz's various enterprises free from law enforcement intervention.
 
   In 1937, when Davis himself was tried for policy rackets involvement, he testified in court, “I cultivated Jimmy Hines right from the beginning. I soon learned that to run an organized mob you've got to have a politician. You have heard about the suspected link between organized crime and politics. Well, I became the missing link.”
 
   Davis also testified that Schultz's policy banks kicked in the $500 a week for Hines, but that Davis, “tossed in another $500 himself to Hines without even telling Schultz.” Davis said that he put up the extra money, so that the big spender (Hines) had the cash he needed for the “Friday Night Fights, and whatever else Hines needed to do when Mr. Hines did the necessary entertaining - judges, officeholders, big businessmen - that kept his political power mower oiled.”
 
   Because of his cooperation, Davis was sentenced to a mere one year in prison, plus he was disbarred.
 
   Hines also controlled the appointments of the various New York judges. And when he did appoint a judge, Hines made it clear that the judge now worked for him and was compelled to do anything Hines said needed to be done. 
 
   On one occasion, Weinberg and his boys were caught with the goods, when an enterprising detective busted into an apartment they used for business. Once inside, the bull was pleased to discover the apartment contained over $20,000 worth of policy racket receipts. Weinberg told the detective that he was making a very big mistake, and if he insisted on arresting Weinberg and his men, the detective would soon be busted back to uniformed cop, walking a beat somewhere in Harlem.
 
   After he was released on bail, Weinberg immediately ran to Hines. After hearing Weinberg's story, Hines told Weinberg he would take care of the situation.
 
   That same night, Hines took Weinberg to a steak dinner at the Andrew B. Keating Democratic Club, where they met a Hines appointee, the very honorable (not) Judge Hulon Capshaw. 
 
   Hines told the judge, “I have a policy case, a very important one, coming up before you that I'd like you to take care of for me.”
 
   The judge replied, “I haven't failed you yet. I'll take care of it.”
 
   And that the judge did, when he ruled that the policy slips found in the apartment could in no way be connected to the men who were in that same apartment. The case was dismissed, and the detective who did the aborted bust was soon busted himself, back to patrolman, by Police Commissioner James Bolan, also a Hines appointee.
 
   The wheels started spinning off Hines's gravy train when Special Prosecutor Thomas E. Dewey began investigating Dutch Schultz's voluminous illegal business activities. The Dutchman didn't like the heat too much, so he told the other men on the National Crime Commission, of which he was a member with gangsters like Lucky Luciano, Meyer Lansky, Bugsy Siegel, and Frank Costello, that he wanted Dewey hit and hit right away.
 
   When the Commission voted down his request, Schultz said, “I still say Dewey should be hit, and I'm going to do it myself.”
 
   The Commission didn't like hearing that too much, so on October 23, 1935, to save Dewey's life, Schultz was shot in the bathroom of the Palace Chophouse at 12 East Park Street in Newark, New Jersey. Schultz lingered for a few hours at the hospital, in a delirious state, before he finally stopped breathing for good.
 
   With Schultz now eliminated, Dewey turned his attention to Hines. Dewey claimed that Hines was “a co-conspirator and indispensable functionary of the Schultz organization.”
 
   Things started looking mighty bad for Hines, when George Weinberg suddenly turned canary and testified against Hines at Hines's first trial in 1938. With Weinberg talking non-stop on the witness stand about Hines's involvement in Schultz's rackets, Hines seemed doomed to be convicted. However, on September 12, 1938, four days into the trial, a mistrial was declared on a technicality, by New York General Sessions Court Justice Pecora.
 
   As Hines was waiting to be re-tried by Dewey, George Weinberg suddenly became overcome with grief for turning rat against Hines. Down and depressed, Weinberg fired a fatal bullet into his own brain. 
 
   With Weinberg out of the picture, it looked like Hines was in the clear. However, Hines took a roundhouse right to the jaw, when the new judge ruled in Hines's second trail (which took place in 1939), that Weinberg's testimony from the first trial could be admitted into evidence. 
 
   With corroborating testimony from men like Police Commissioner James Bolan and crooked Tammany Hall politician John Curry, Hines was found guilty on all thirteen counts of the indictment; one of which was accepting more than $200,000 in bribes from Dutch Schultz.
 
   As Hines left the courthouse, he was asked by a snotty reporter if Hines felt “tired.” 
 
   Hines snapped back, “How would you feel if you were just kicked in the belly?”
 
    As a result of his convictions, Hines was sentenced to 4-8 years in prison. But he was released on parole on September 12, 1944, after serving a little more than five years of his bit.
 
   Living alone with his wife in their home on a beach in Long Island, Hines spent the rest of his years in relative obscurity. On March 26, 1957, James “The King Maker” Hines died of natural causes at the age of 80.
 
    
 
   Howe, William, and Hummel, Abraham
 
   I'm sure you've all heard about the fictitious law firm of Dewey, Screwem, and Howe. But in real life there existed a law firm which was, without a doubt, the most crooked and corrupt law firm of all time. The name of this law firm was Howe and Hummel (William Howe and Abraham Hummel). These two shyster lawyers were the main players in a sleazy law firm, founded in 1870, of which New York City District Attorney William Travers Jerome said in 1890, “For more than 20 years, Howe and Hummel have been a menace to this community.”
 
   The founding member of the law firm was William Howe. Howe was an extremely large man: over 6-feet-tall and weighing as much as 325 pounds. Howe had wavy gray hair, a large walrus mustache, and he dressed loudly, with baggy pantaloons, and sparkling diamonds, which he wore on his fingers, on his watch chains, as shirt studs, and as cuff buttons. The only time Howe wore a tie was at funerals. At trials, or anytime he was seen in public, instead of a tie, Howe wore diamond clusters, of which he owned many. 
 
   A New York lawyer, who was acquainted with Howe, said Howe derived tremendous enjoyment from cheating jewelers out of their payments for his many diamond purchases.
 
   “I don't think he ever paid full price for those diamonds of his,” the lawyer said. “He never bought two at the same jeweler. When he got one, he would make a small down payment, and then when he had been dunned two or three times for the balance, he would assign one of his young assistant shysters to fight the claim. Of course, he had enough money to pay, but he got a kick out of not paying.”
 
   Howe's background before he arrived in New York City is quite dubious. What is known is that Howe was born across the pond in England. Howe arrived in New York City in the early 1850's as a ticket-of-leave man, or in common terms - a paroled convict. No one ever knew, nor did Howe ever disclose, what crime he had committed in England. However, it was often said that Howe had been a doctor in London, had lost his license, and was incarcerated as a result of some criminal act. Yet, Howe insisted that while he was in England he was not a doctor, but in fact, an assistant to the noted barrister George Waugh. However, Howe's explanation of who he was and what he did in England could never be verified.
 
   In 1874, Howe and Hummel were being sued by William and Adelaide Beaumont, who were former clients of the two lawyers and were claiming they had been cheated by them. Howe was on the witness stand and was being interrogated by the Beaumont's attorney, Thomas Dunphy. Dunphy asked Howe if he was the same William Frederick Howe who was wanted for murder in England. Howe insisted he was not. Dunphy then asked Howe if he was the same William Frederick Howe who had been convicted of forgery in Brooklyn a few years earlier. Howe again denied he was that person. Yet, no definite determination could ever be made whether Howe was indeed telling the truth.
 
   Rumor had it, before Howe set down stakes in New York City, he had worked in other American cities as a “confidence man.” Other crooks said that Howe was the inventor of the “sick engineer” game, which was one of the most successful sucker traps of that time. In 1859, when he arrived in New York City, Howe immediately transitioned from criminal into a criminal attorney, which in those days most people considered to be the same thing. 
 
   In the mid-1800's, it was easy to get a license to practice law in New York City, and background checks on the integrity of law license applicants were nonexistent. Famed lawyer George W. Alger once wrote, “In those days there were practically no ethics at all in criminal law and none too much in the other branches of the profession. The grievance committee of the Bar Association was not functioning, and a lawyer could do pretty much anything he wanted. And most of them did.”
 
   In 1862, “Howe the Lawyer,” as he came to be known, suddenly appeared as a practicing attorney in New York City. However, there is no concrete evidence on how Howe actually was admitted to the New York Bar. In 1863, Howe was listed in the City Directory as an attorney in private practice. In those days, almost anyone could call themselves a lawyer. The courts were filled with lawyers who had absolutely no legal training. They were called “Poughkeepsie Lawyers.”
 
   Howe began building up his clientele in the period immediately after the Civil War. Howe had the reputation of being a “pettifogger,” which is defined as a lawyer with no scruples and who would use any method, legal or illegal, to serve his clients. 
 
   Howe became known as “Habeas Corpus Howe,” because of his success in getting soldiers, who didn't want to be in the service, out of the service. Howe would bring his dispirited soldiers into court, where they would testify that they were either drunk when they enlisted, which made their enlistment illegal, or that they had a circumstance in their lives at the time they were drafted that may have made their draft contrary to the law. In a magazine article published in 1873, it said, “During the war, Mr. Howe at one time secured the release of an entire company of soldiers, some 70 strong.”
 
    Howe also had as his clients scores of street-gang members, who had instigated the monstrous “1863 Civil War Riots.” Reports were that Howe, using illegal and immoral defense tactics, was able to have men who committed murder during those riots acquitted of all charges. As a result of his dubious successes, by the late 1860's Howe was considered the most successful lawyer in New York City. One highly complimentary magazine article written about Howe was entitled “William F. Howe: The Celebrated Criminal Lawyer.” 
 
   In 1863, Howe hired a 13-year-old office boy named Abraham Hummel. At the time, Howe had just opened his new office, a gigantic storefront at 89 Centre Street, directly opposite The Tombs Prison. 
 
   Hummel was the exact opposite in appearance of Howe. “Little Abey” was under 5-foot-tall, with thin spindly legs and a huge egg-shaped bald head. Hummel walked slightly bent over, and some people mistook him for a hunchback. Hummel wore a black mustache, and he had shifty eyes, which always seemed to be darting about taking in the entire scene. While Howe was loud and bombastic, Hummel was quiet and reserved. 
 
   However, Hummel was sly and much more quick-witted than Howe. Whereas Howe dressed outlandishly, Hummel's attire consisted of plain expensive black suits and pointed patent leather shoes: “toothpick shoes” as they were called at the time. Hummel's shoes were installed with inserts, a precursor to Adler-elevated shoes, which gave Hummel a few extra inches in height, putting him just over the 5-foot mark. Hummel considered himself neat and fastidious, and was extremely proud of the fact.
 
   Hummel started off as little more than an office gofer for Howe. At first, Hummel washed the windows and swept the floors at 89 Centre Street. Hummel also was in charge of replenishing Howe's ever-dwindling stock of liquor and cigars. Hummel's job also included carrying coal from the safe, where it was stored, to the stove which stood right in the middle of the waiting room. 
 
   Soon, Howe recognized the brilliance of Hummel's mind, and he directed Hummel to start reading case reports. Howe called Hummel “Little Abey,” and Howe repeatedly told his associates how smart his “Little Abey” was. 
 
   Yet, instead of Howe being jealous of Hummel's superior intellect, Howe felt that Hummel's abilities were the perfect complement to Howe's brilliant courtroom histrionics. As a result, in 1870, Howe brought Hummel in as a full partner. At the time, Hummel was barely 20 years old and Howe was 21 years older.
 
   With his reputation of being a sly fox before the jury, Howe handled all the criminal cases, while Hummel was the man behind the scenes, ingeniously figuring out loopholes in the law, which were described by Richard Rovere in his book Howe and Hummel, as “loopholes large enough for convicted murderers to walk through standing up.” 
 
   Howe was known for his dramatics in the courtroom and was said to be able to conjure up a crying spell whenever he felt it was necessary. Other criminal attorneys said these crying spells were instigated by Howe sniffing into a handkerchief filled with onions, which he conveniently had stuffed into his coat pockets. Howe's courtroom melodrama was so pronounced, he once gave a complete two-hour summation to the jury on his knees.
 
   Howe's and Hummel's names were constantly in the newspapers. And considering their ingenuity in getting off the worst criminals, they were mostly front-page news. Whereas, in the newspapers Howe was called “Howe the Lawyer,” Hummel was always referred to as “Little Abe.” There were rumors that the two shyster lawyers had several newspapermen in their back pockets, and there was more than a little evidence to prove that to be true.
 
   Howe's and Hummel's clients were as diverse as President Harrison, Queen Victoria, heavyweight boxing champion John L. Sullivan, John Allen (called by the newspapers, “The Most Wicked Man in New York City”), P. T. Barnum, actor Edwin Booth, restaurateur Tony Pastor, actor John Barrymore, belly dancer Little Egypt, and singer and actress Lillian Russell. They also represented such murderers as Danny Driscoll, the ringleader of the street gang “The Whyos,” and Ella Nelson. 
 
   Howe's histrionics before the jury in Ms. Nelson's trial was so effective, he got the jury to believe that Ms. Nelson, who was on trial for shooting her married lover to death, had her finger slip on the trigger, not once, but four consecutive times.
 
   Hey, accidents happen. 
 
   However, probably the most outrageous defense Howe had ever perpetrated in the courtroom was in the trial of Edward Unger. Unger had confessed he had killed a lodger in his home, cut up the body, thrown parts of the body into the East River, and then mailed the rest of the body in a box to Baltimore. Howe had the courtroom, including the judge, jurors, district attorney, and the assembled press aghast when he announced that Unger was not the murderer at all. But rather the true murderer was Unger's seven-year-old daughter, who at the time was sitting on Unger's lap in the courtroom. Howe, crocodile tears flowing down his chubby cheeks (onioned handkerchief?), said that Unger felt he had no choice but to dispose of the body to protect his poor little girl, who had committed the crime in the heat of passion. As a result, Unger was found innocent of murder, but convicted on a manslaughter charge instead. 
 
   Unger's little girl was never charged.
 
   At the peak of their business, Howe and Hummel represented and received large retainers from most of the criminals in New York City. These criminals included murderers, thieves, brothel owners, and abortionists. In 1884, 74 madams were arrested in what was called a “purity drive.” All 74 madams were represented by Howe and Hummel. 
 
   Lawyer and legal crime writer Arthur Train claimed that Howe and Hummel were, during their time, the masterminds of organized crime in New York City. Train said Howe and Hummel trained their clients in the commission of crimes, and if their clients got caught doing these crimes, Howe and Hummel promised to represent them, at their standard high fees, of course.
 
   In the case of Marm Mandelbaum, the most proficient fence of her time, Howe and Hummel were able to post bond for her while she was awaiting trial, using several properties Marm owned as collateral. Marm immediately jumped bail and settled in Canada. When the government tried to seize Marm's properties, they were aghast to discover that the properties had already been transferred to her daughter, by way of backdated checks, a scheme certainly devised by Abe Hummel, but a crime which could never be proven.
 
   During the mad 1870's-80's, when the city was in the death grip of numerous street gangs, including the vicious Whyos, Howe and Hummel represented 23 out of the 25 prisoners awaiting trial for murder in the Tombs Prison. 
 
   One of these murderers was Whyos leader “Dandy” Johnny Dolan, who was imprisoned for killing a shopkeeper and robbing his store. Dolan had invented an item he called, “an eye gouger.” After he had killed the shopkeeper, a Mr. Noe, Dolan gouged out both of Noe's eyes and kept them as trophies to show his pals. When Dolan was arrested a few days later, Noe's eyes were found in the pockets of Dolan's jacket. 
 
   Even the great William Howe could not prevent Dolan from being hung in the Tombs Prison, on April 21, 1876. 
 
   However, before Dolan was executed, he escaped from The Tombs Prison by beating up a guard. After his breakout, Dolan dashed across the street to the law offices of Howe and Hummel. The police, following a trail of Dolan's blood, found Dolan hiding in a closet in a back office of Howe and Hummel. Of course, both Howe and Hummel denied any knowledge of how Dolan wound up in their closet, but the police were sure Howe and Hummel were in some way involved in Dolan's escape. However, since there was no concrete evidence, and also because Dolan dummied up under police questioning, Howe and Hummel were never charged.
 
   While Howe was an expert in criminal cases, Hummel was the mastermind in “breach of promise” cases; some of which Hummel developed himself. Hummel's methods as a divorce lawyer and as a petty blackmailer were an open secret in New York City. Whenever Lillian Russell needed a divorce, and that was often (she was married four times), it was “Little Abey” who came to her rescue. 
 
   No doubt, Hummel's blackmailing/breach-of-promise schemes were a thing of beauty; as long as you weren't the rich sap whom Hummel was scamming. It was estimated between 1885 and 1905, Hummel handled two to five hundred breach-of-promise suits. Amazingly, Hummel was so good at his job, just the threat of him bringing a breach-of-promise case to court was enough for the rich gentleman, or more correctly, the rich gentleman's lawyer, to bargain with Hummel over the price of the settlement, behind closed doors, of course, at 89 Centre Street. Because of Hummel's discretion, not one of the victims' names was ever made public, or entered into any court record.
 
   However, Abe Hummel wasn't a man to sit idly by and wait for “breach-of-promises” cases to fall into his lap. When things got a little slow, Hummel sent two of his employees, Lewis Allen and Abraham Kaffenberg (Hummel's nephew), to walk along Broadway and the Bowery looking for potential female customers, who had been wronged in the past and didn't realize they could make a bundle as a result of a past dalliance. Allen and Kaffenberg would explain to young actresses, chorus girls, waitresses, and even prostitutes, that if they could remember a rich man whom they had relations with in the past one-three years, that their boss Abe Hummel would be able to extract a sizable settlement from Mr. Moneybags. From this settlement, the girls would get half and the law firm of Howe and Hummel would get the other half.
 
   Sometimes these young “ladies” would tell the truth about their liaisons with rich men. However, sometimes the affidavits drawn up by Hummel were pure fiction. Yet the rich mark, who was probably married in the first place, would pay and pay handsomely just to have the case disappear, whether he was guilty or not. Most of the time, Hummel never even met the rich mark, whose life Hummel was making miserable. Lawyer George Gordon Battle sparred with “Little Abey” many times in these matters. 
 
   Battle said, “He (Hummel) was always pleasant enough to deal with. He'd tell you right off the bat how much he wanted. Then you'd tell him how much your client was fixed. Then the two of us would argue it out from there. He wasn't backward about pressing his advantage, but he wasn't ungentlemanly either.”
 
   To show he was a good old sport about these sorts of things, when the bargaining was done and the payment made, always in cash, Hummel would provide his legal adversary with fine liquor and the best Cuban cigars. Then Hummel, in plain view of the other attorney, would make a big show of going to his desk, where he removed all copies of the affidavits and handed them to the victim's lawyer, so that the lawyer could verify them as the proper documents. After the verification was done, the victim's lawyer had a choice of bringing the documents to his client, or have them burned in the stove right in the middle of Hummel's office. Almost always the latter course of action was chosen. After the affidavits were destroyed, Hummel and the other attorney would kick back their feet, toast themselves with the finest liquor and spend the next hour or so laughing about their lawyerly schemes.
 
   Yet Hummel, in certain ways, was a man of principle. Hummel made sure that none of his blackmail victims were ever troubled again by the same girl who had scammed them in the past. Hummel once explained how he did this to George Alger, a partner in the law firm of Alger, Peck, Andrew, & Rohlfs. 
 
   “Before I hand over the girls share,” Hummel told Alger, “the girl and I have a little talk. She listens to me dictate an affidavit saying that she has deceived me, as a lawyer, into believing that a criminal conversation (what they called an act of adultery in those days) had taken place, that in fact nothing at all between her and the man involved ever took place, that she was thoroughly repentant over her conduct in the case, and that but for the fact that the money had already been spent, she would wish to return it. Then I'd make her sign this affidavit; then I gave her the money. Whenever they'd start up something a second time, I just called them and read them the affidavit. That always did the trick.”
 
   So much money was coming into the law firm of Howe and Hummel, it is extraordinary that neither of the two lawyers kept any financial records at all. At the end of each day, both lawyers and their junior associates would meet in Hummel's office. There they would all empty their pockets of cash onto the table. When the money was finished being counted, each man would take out his share of the money in accordance with the proportion of his shares in the business. As time went on, this procedure was changed to take place on Friday nights only.
 
   In 1900, Howe and Hummel were forced from their offices at 89 Center Street (the city needed the site for a public building). They relocated to the basement of New York Life Insurance Building at 346 Broadway. 
 
   Soon after they moved, Howe became sick; and then incapacitated. Howe stopped coming into the office, and instead he stood feebly at his home on Boston Post Road in the Bronx. Howe was said to have been a heavy drinker, and this had affected his liver. Howe suffered several heart attacks, before he died in his sleep on September 2, 1902.
 
   After Howe's death, Hummel muddled on as he had before, handling all the civil cases and an occasional criminal case. However, the bulk of the trial work Hummel designated to two of his former assistants: David May and Isaac Jacobson. 
 
   Hummel was 53 years old at the time of Howe's death. He must have figured he had a good 10 to 15 more years to accumulate more wealth. However, New York City District Attorney William Travers Jerome had other ideas. 
 
   It was the Dodge-Morse divorce case that was Hummel's undoing. For years, Hummel had skirted around the law, and sometimes, in fact, broke the law. But there was never enough evidence to indict him. 
 
   However, this time Hummel had gone too far. 
 
   The Dodge-Morse divorce case dragged out for almost 5 years (Hummel was able to finagle delay after delay, using his thorough understanding of the procedures of the law). But in the end, District Attorney Jerome was able to get an indictment against Hummel for conspiracy and suborning perjury.
 
   Hummel went on trial in January 1905. The trial lasted only two days, and Hummel was found guilty as charged. Still, Hummel was able to avoid jail for another two years. He hired the best lawyers available, hoping they could find some loophole in the law, or some technicality, that would keep Hummel from going to prison. But nothing could be done, and on March 8, 1907, Abraham Hummel was imprisoned on Blackwell's Island, the same island, where in 1872 Hummel was able to have 240 prisoners released on a technicality. 
 
   Hummel left prison after serving only one year of his two-year sentence. Upon his release, Hummel traveled to Europe, and he spent the rest of his life there, mostly living in France. Hummel, as far as it can be determined, never returned to his former stomping grounds in New York City.
 
   After Hummel's conviction, he was also disbarred. Furthermore, in 1908, the law firm of Howe and Hummel was enjoined by law from further practice, thus ending an era of lawless lawyering that has never been duplicated. 
 
   Howe and Hummel are accurately portrayed in the annals of American crime as the most law-breaking law firm of all time.
 
    
 
   Jewett, Helen, The Murder of
 
   She was a beautiful prostitute; he was a handsome clerk. They seemed destined to live together, happily ever after. Yet, when the disfigured and charred body of 23-year-old Helen Jewett was found smoldering on April, 10, 1836, in a brothel bed at 41 Thomas Street in downtown Manhattan, the prime and only suspect in her murder was her boyfriend, 19-year-old Richard Robinson. 
 
   Helen Jewett was born Doras Doyen in Augusta, Maine in 1813. Her father died when she was 13, but a local judge, smitten by her remarkable beauty, took her under his wing. This judge spent a small fortune on Doras' education, and he provided her with all the tools she needed to attain a successful status in life. 
 
   Like a wild stallion needing to run free, Doras, at the age of 17, abandoned her benefactor and took off with a prosperous young banker from Portland, Maine. In Portland, the banker provided Doras with every luxury. They lived in a palatial mansion, where swanky parties and flowing champagne were the order of the day and especially of the night. 
 
   It was apparently during this period of time that Doras first became a prostitute. Yet, Doras was an impetuous person. She and the banker quarreled often, and finally, Doras left him flat. She traveled to New York City, and she changed her name to Helen Jewett. 
 
   In New York City, Helen Jewett threw herself eagerly into the profession of prostitution; working in the most luxurious brothels in town. To increase her business, Helen used to stroll invitingly down Broadway searching for old flames or for new men to seduce. Helen always dressed entirely in shades of green, which matched the color of her captivating eyes. As a result, Helen became known as “The Girl in Green.” In time, Helen was the most sought-after prostitute in New York City. It was said Helen had a voracious sexual appetite, and she enjoyed the company of several wealthy men each night, sometimes in groups or two or more. 
 
   Helen's beauty was such, Warden Charles Sutton wrote in his book, The History of the New York Tombs, “She was beautifully formed; had large green eyes which snapped with mischievousness and one of the most fascinating faces that ever imperiled a susceptible observer. Her disposition was as beautiful as her face and figure, and she was charitable to a fault with all who required assistance.”
 
   Richard Robinson was born in Durham, Connecticut in 1818. His parents had considerable means, and they spared no expense in raising and educating their young boy. Richard grew up to be a very handsome young man, tall and broad, and always immaculately dressed. Yet Richard, like Helen, was a free spirit, and when he reached the age of 17, he ran away from his parents’ home and absconded to New York City. 
 
   Richard, due to the fine education he had received through the good grace of his parents, was immediately hired at a dry goods store on Maiden Lane owned by Joseph Hoxie. Richard soon became what the people of those times called a "roisterer," or someone who was part of the "jet set," motoring about from one fine event to another with nary a care in the world. Richard made a fine appearance, resplendent with dark curly hair and dressed in his usual rich Spanish cloak. 
 
   As fate would have it, Richard was entering a downtown theater when he saw a thug attack a beautiful young woman, who was also about to enter the same theater. Richard, by far the bigger man, was able to easily throttle the ruffian, thereby thrusting himself as a hero in the young woman's eyes. This young woman was none other than Helen Jewett. 
 
   Immediately enthralled with the handsome young man, Helen handed Robinson a business card that read, “Helen Jewett, Palais de la Duchesse Berri.” This was Helen way of telling Robinson that she was a high-class prostitute, who only serviced the upper crust of society.
 
   The place where Helen worked at that time was what was called, “a furnished resort,” owned by Mme. Berri on Duane Street. Soon, Robinson became a frequent visitor of Helen at Mme. Berri's. Instead of using his real name, Robinson introduced himself to Mme. Berri as “Frank Rivers.” This was a common practice at the time, since men who had respectable jobs didn't want people working in not–so–respectable places, like brothels, to know their real names.
 
   Within a few weeks, Helen, although she was four years older than Robinson, was obviously more infatuated with Robinson than he was with her. Sensing something was wrong, Helen was obsessed by the idea that Robinson was possibly sharing his affections with another woman. One night, Helen disguised herself as a boy, and she followed Robinson around Lower Manhattan. After he had made the rounds of several bars, Helen spotted Robinson entering a brothel on Broome Street. Helen somehow gained admission to the brothel, and she found Robinson in bed in the embrace of another woman. Incensed, Helen attacked the woman, striking her repeatedly, with blow after blow on the woman's face. Helen's gaudy diamond rings slashed several bloody tears in the woman's cheeks, forehead, and nose.
 
   Robinson was incredulous at the ferocity of Helen's attacks, and he told her, in no uncertain terms, their relationship was over. Helen was crushed, and she started bombarding Robinson with letter after letter, begging him for forgiveness. But it was not to be. Robinson discarded Helen like an old newspaper, and Helen, dismayed at the turn of events, left New York City for places unknown. 
 
   Helen returned to New York City in October 1835, and she immediately became employed at the brothel of Rosina Townsend, located at 41 Thomas Street. As luck would have it, while Helen was strolling on the docks by the East River, she ran into Robinson. They reconciled, and “Frank Rivers” became a frequent visitor at 41 Thomas Street.
 
   A few months later, Helen found out, that while she was away, Robinson had become involved with another girl, who inexplicably had died from ingesting poison, allegedly administered to her by Robinson. Helen confronted Robinson with this accusation, which he vehemently denied. Ultimately, Robinson was able to convince Helen of his innocence in the death of the girl in question. Robinson also told Helen that he was so in love with her, he wanted her to abandon her wicked life at 41 Thomas Street and marry him instead.
 
   On April 10, 1836, Robinson, the cad that he was, informed Helen that not only was he not going to marry her, but that he was, in fact, engaged to be married to a young woman of great wealth and position. Helen was heartbroken. 
 
   She wrote Robinson a letter saying, “You know how I have loved, but for God's sake don't compel me to show how I can hate.”
 
   On the following day, Robinson wrote Helen a letter in a disguised hand, telling her that he would come to her place of business at 9 p.m. that evening. Robinson also insisted that Helen should be the one to greet him at the front door.
 
   On April 11, 1836, at exactly 9 p.m., “Frank Rivers” knocked at the front door of 41 Thomas Street. However, by coincidence, Rosina Townsend was near the front door at the exact moment Robinson knocked, and she admitted Robinson instead of Helen. As was his custom, Robinson wore his distinctive long Spanish cloak. 
 
   Helen, upon hearing Robinson's voice, rushed to the front door and hugged Robinson. She said, “Oh, my dear Frank, how glad I am that you have come.”
 
   Robinson and Helen then retired to Helen's apartment.
 
   Marie Stevens was another prostitute, who occupied the apartment next door to Helen's. At approximately 1 a.m., Stevens heard noises emanating from Helen's apartment. Stevens later said it sounded like someone had been struck by a heavy blow, and then the injured person had emitted a long, mournful moan. Moments later, Stevens heard Helen's door being opened. Stevens opened her door just a crack, and she spotted a tall man, wearing a long cloak and holding a dimly lit candle, slither out of Helen's apartment. Terrified, Stevens locked herself in her apartment.
 
   A few minutes later, Stevens heard a knock on the front door. Rosina Townsend answered the front door and admitted another male guest. After this guest went to the apartment of the lady he was visiting, Townsend noticed that there was a lit lamp in the parlor. Townsend examined the lamp and determined it belonged either to Helen, or Stevens. Townsend also noticed that the back door to the building was ajar. She yelled out, “Who's there?” But there was no answer.
 
   Townsend first knocked on Stevens's door. After determining that the lamp did not belong to Stevens, Townsend knocked on Helen's door. Upon hearing no answer, Townsend opened the door to Helen's apartment, and she was overcome by a large cloud of smoke. Townsend's screams aroused the rest of the house's occupants. In a panic, the male guests put on their trousers, dressed quickly and ran from the building, lest they be caught in an embarrassing situation by the authorities. 
 
   Townsend opened the window, and she began screaming into the night air, “Fire!”
 
   A night watchman, who was the precursor to the New York City policeman, heard Townsend's cries. He rushed into the house, into Helen's room, and he extinguished the fire. What he saw next, caused Ms. Townsend and the rest of the female inhabitants of the building to scream in horror. 
 
   The scantily clad body of Helen Jewett was lying on the bed. Her skull had been split open with three powerful blows, apparently made by a hatchet. Any one of the three blows would have been enough to kill her. The left side of Helen's upper body was charred, from her having been set on fire after she was savagely attacked.
 
   When the authorities searched the backyard at 41 Thomas Street, they found a bloody hatchet, which apparently was the murder weapon. Found next to the hatchet was the type of cloak which Robinson normally wore. Apparently, the murderer had fled out the back door, dropped the hatchet and cloak, and scaled a white fence that had recently been painted. The murderer then fled down a side street, where he was spotted by a Negro woman. The woman said she could not detail the man's facial features, but that his general appearance was similar to that of Robinson.
 
    No one at 41 Thomas Street knew Frank Rivers's real name. However, one of the working girls did know that Frank Rivers worked as a clerk for a merchant in a dry goods shop on Maiden Lane. This young lady also knew the address of that dry goods store.
 
   That night, watchmen Dennis Brink and George Noble went to the dry goods store on Maiden Lane and asked if anyone knew a Frank Rivers. They were told the man they were looking for was actually Richard Robinson, aged 19, and that he lived at a boarding house at 42 Dey Street.
 
   Brink and Noble went to that address and found Robinson in bed. Robinson claimed he had been in his room for many hours. Robinson's roommate verified the fact that Robinson had been home almost the entire night. 
 
   Brink and Noble searched the room, and they found Robinson's trousers stained with white paint; the same type of white paint that was on the fence at 41 Thomas Street. As a result, Robinson, although he said he was innocent of all charges, was arrested and taken to the jail on Chambers Street. After an indictment came down, saying there was sufficient evidence to try Robinson for murder, he was taken to a prison cell in Bellevue Hospital on 29th Street, where he was housed with the criminally insane.
 
   Since Robinson came from a wealthy family, his relatives immediately hired the best criminal attorneys in town. These attorneys were up against New York City prosecutors who claimed that Robinson had killed Helen Jewett, because she had threatened to reveal to his present fiancé that he had, in fact, killed his former girlfriend.
 
   The trial was scheduled for June 2, 1836.
 
   Several mysterious circumstances suddenly started working in Robinson's favor. The colored woman, who had seen Helen Jewett's killer run from the scene, mysteriously disappeared. And Marie Stevens, who had seen the killer slip out of Helen Jewett's room, died in her bed before the trial started. It could not be determined if Stevens had died of natural causes, committed suicide, or was murdered.
 
   Without advance notice to the prosecutors, Robinson's lawyers called a man named Robert Furlong to the witness stand. Furlong stated that Robinson, at the time of Helen Jewett's murder, had been, in fact, sitting in Furlong's cigar store, smoking a cigar and reading the newspapers. 
 
   Notwithstanding the two missing witnesses and the surprise alibi supplied by Furlong, the case against Robinson seemed to be overwhelming. Robinson was seen entering Helen Jewett's room by Ms. Townsend. In addition, Ms. Townsend said that at 11 p.m. on the night of the murder, she had entered Helen Jewett's room to deliver a bottle of champagne. When she entered the room, she saw both Helen Jewett and Robinson laying on the bed. 
 
   The hatchet, which was the murder weapon, was identified by an employee at the dry goods store where Robinson worked as the hatchet that Robinson had used frequently at work. Also, Robinson's roommate admitted on the witness stand, under oath, that Robinson, in fact, had not been home the entire night of Helen Jewett's murder.
 
   After Robinson's lead attorney gave his closing statement, and the district attorney gave his closing statement, the judge inexplicably told the jury that any testimony given by prostitutes, including Ms. Townsend, because of the nature of their employment, should not be believed. This slanted the case decidedly in Robinson's favor. The jury took less than a half an hour to render a verdict of not guilty.
 
   The consensus in the New York City newspapers was that a guilty man had been set free. Two weeks after the trial, Robert Furlong, who had conveniently provided Robinson with an alibi for the time of Helen Jewett's murder, inexplicably killed himself by jumping into the Hudson River. And besides the judge in the case obviously favoring the defendant, it was suspected that several members of the jury had been bought off by Robinson's rich relatives. 
 
   However, nothing could be proven and Robinson walked away a free man. The murderer of Helen Jewett was never found, nor can it be ascertained if anyone did, in fact, look for that murderer.
 
   Yet, justice may have been served in an unexpected manner. 
 
   Ostracized by the Helen Jewett murder trial, Robinson left New York City and took up residence in the Republic of Texas. Two years later, Robinson contracted an unspecified illness. In a state of delirium, Robinson was taken to a local hospital. Before he died at the age of 21, on his death bed Robinson muttered his last words: “Helen Jewett.”
 
   The story of Helen Jewett and Richard Robinson did not end after their deaths. In the following years, their wax figurines traveled in sideshows throughout the northeastern states. The implied message in these traveling shows was that young people should think twice before getting involved in a life that is steeped in decadence and immorality.
 
    
 
   Kennedy, Joseph P
 
   You could verily call Joseph P. Kennedy, the father of United States President John F. Kennedy, a mobster by association, because many of his friends and associates in New York City were big-time mobsters. Joe Kennedy never actually belonged to an organized crime gang, but he was the head of one of the most cold-blooded gangs ever in politic, the Kennedy clan itself, a ruthless trio of men (JFK and his brother RFK included), who steamrolled opponents, political, or otherwise, by any means necessary. It's also true to say Joe Kennedy was a crook, because of the way he manipulated stocks and hurt the little people in doing so. Finally, there is no doubt that Joe Kennedy was a creep; a creep of the highest order. And now I'm going to tell you why.
 
   Joe Kennedy was born Joseph Patrick Kennedy in Boston, Massachusetts, on September 6, 1888, the son of Patrick Joseph “PJ” Kennedy and Mary Hickey. PJ Kennedy was a very popular person in the Boston community, known as a go-getter and someone who had risen from a common laborer to a successful businessman. PJ was one of the top guns who organized two separate Boston financial institutions: the Columbia Trust Company and the Sumner Savings Bank. Soon, PJ entered politics and by the time Joe Kennedy was born, PJ was in his third term in the Massachusetts House of Representatives. But the real feather in PJ's cap was when he was installed as the unofficial "ward boss" of East Boston Ward 2, a position he used to his monetary advantage for more than 30 years.
 
   Young Joe Kennedy attended Catholic school in East Boston until the eighth grade. Instead of going to a local public high school or a local Catholic high school, PJ thought so much of his son Joe's potential, he enrolled Joe into Boston Latin School, a college preparatory academy in the Boston public school system. Unfortunately, although Joe had a way with numbers, his grades were far from exemplary. But Joe was a likable guy and even though he was no “Einstein,” his fellow students voted Joe class president during his senior year.
 
   In 1908, using his father's pull in local politics (remember Joe's high school grades were nothing special), Joe was admitted into the highbrow Ivy League Harvard University. Joe did well enough at Harvard to earn his B.A. In 1912, immediately after Joe graduated from Harvard, using his facility with numbers as a springboard, and of course his father's political connections, Kennedy got a prestigious job as an assistant bank examiner for the state of Massachusetts.
 
   Joe Kennedy's love life bloomed while he was in his senior year at Harvard. That's when Kennedy met the lovely Rose Fitzgerald, the daughter of Boston Mayor John F. "Honey Fitz" Fitzgerald. With both his father and her father being with the “in crowd” in Boston politics, this seemed like the perfect match. And it was, until Kennedy's true colors came to the surface, and he began chasing every skirt in sight. But we'll get to that later.
 
   Joe Kennedy and Rose were married on October 7, 1914 and they made their love cottage in the Boston suburb of Brookline. Their first son, Joseph P. Kennedy Jr., was born on July 28, 1915 and thus started a prestigious new wing of the Kennedy/Fitzgerald dynasty.
 
   Needing to make some decent cash to support his wife and their new child in the manner to which they had been accustomed, Kennedy obtained a controlling interest (with his father's money, of course) in the Columbia Trust, the bank his father had helped found. Using his father's pull, Kennedy soon became manager of the bank, making him at 25 the youngest bank president in America. It was at the Columbia Trust that Kennedy realized that using his street smarts and political connections there was nothing he couldn't accomplish in this fine country of America.
 
   Climbing the financial ladder quickly and hungrily, on May 29, 1917, Kennedy was elected to the Board of Trustees of the Massachusetts Electric Company, the same day his second child John Fitzgerald Kennedy was born. Soon afterwards, fellow board member Guy Currier, who was a hotshot Boston attorney and the company counsel at Bethlehem Steel, did Kennedy a solid, when he recommended Kennedy to Bethlehem chief executive Charles M. Schwab for the position of assistant general manager at the company's Fore River Shipyard in Quincy, Massachusetts. 
 
   Now Kennedy was on the verge of making some big-time money and a name for himself, and he wasn't going to let a silly thing like ethics stand in his way. This is illustrated by the following case in point.
 
   In 1918, Kennedy joined his father-in-law's campaign team for Honey Fitz's attempt to win the Massachusetts Congressional seat, then occupied by fellow Democrat Peter F. Hague. This set the political back-alley-dealing groundwork for Kennedy, which came into play when he pulled all the strings needed to make his son John the President of the United States.
 
   Kennedy realized that the ethnic mixture in Boston was making a very subtle change. First occupied by the Anglo-Saxton “swells” and now joined by the Boston/Irish rabble, Boston had recently received an influx of the “darkies,” which immigrants from Italy were then called, sometimes even to their faces. Kennedy knew that an Italian vote for his father-in-law was as good as a vote from an upper-class voter, so he formulated a strategy whereby Honey Fitz would get almost the entire Italian vote. Kennedy found out who the Italian mob bosses were in all the districts, and he paid them well to bring out the vote for Honey Fitz; even if it meant stuffing a ballot box or two, or cracking a head or three. 
 
   And that's exactly what the Italian bosses did. As a result, Joe Kennedy's father-in-law defeated Hague by a mere 238 votes.
 
   Unfortunately, Honey Fitz's reign did not last too long, when a year later a congressional investigation turned up the voter fraud, perpetrated behind the scenes by Joe Kennedy. The election was overturned and Honey Fitz was booted from office, never again to hold a meaningful political position. However, Joe Kennedy himself remained unscathed. Luckily for Kennedy, Italians know how to keep their mouths shut, especially if you greased their palms sufficiently.
 
   However, Joe Kennedy learned his lessons well, realizing the real trick was not only to tilt the election in your favor, but not to get caught doing so. Kennedy would never make this same mistake again.
 
   Kennedy's work at Fore River for Bethlehem Steel was exhausting until World War I ended. In late 1918, with business slacking off considerably, Kennedy decided on making an upwardly mobile move. He hooked up with Galen Stone, an associate at the Massachusetts Electric Company Board and a partner in the brokerage firm of Hayden, Stone, and Company. Under Stone's tutelage, Kennedy learned the intricacies of the stock market. Being good with numbers, Kennedy not only managed his client's money, but his own money as well. 
 
   When Stone retired from the firm in 1923, Kennedy, figuring he had learned all he could in stock investing and the banking industry, decided to quit Hayden, Stone, and Company and branch out on his own. He called his new company "Joseph P. Kennedy, Banker." In just three short years, using the precepts he had learned at Hayden, Stone, and Company, Kennedy's net worth had ballooned to more than $2 million.
 
   Well, not exactly.
 
   In 1919, the Volstead Act, which prohibited the production, sale, and transport of "intoxicating liquors," made a lot of crooks rich. One of them was Joseph P. Kennedy. In 1922, flush with cash in his pocket as a result of his manipulations on Wall Street, Kennedy decided to branch out into the business of “rum running,” which was the illegal transport of alcohol from outside the United States. 
 
   People have said that Kennedy was a “bootlegger,” but by definition that is not accurate. Bootleggers produced the alcohol, sometimes in bathtubs, hence the term “bathtub gin.” “Rum runners” like Kennedy found the best places outside America to buy the product, then they purchased ships, speedboats, trucks, and warehouses, in order to move the liquor into America and then distribute the booze to whomever wanted it. 
 
   In his first foray into the rum running business, Kennedy discovered a great source of top-flight Scotch on St. Pierre and Muldoon, a group of eight islands approximately 16 miles off the coast of Newfoundland. There, Kennedy was able to purchase Scotch for $45 a case. Using his head for numbers, Kennedy calculated that shipping and labor cost added about another $20 per case, making it a total of $65. Since Kennedy sold the scotch for $85 a case, that was not much of a profit margin for so dangerous an operation. 
 
   So Kennedy copied what many other rum runners had done before him. He cut the 90-proof scotch with water and other additives. Then Kennedy re-bottled the Scotch, which transformed an $85 case of 90-proof Scotch into two cases of 45 proof scotch, which Kennedy then sold at $85 per case. Using this chicanery, Kennedy turned the usual 5,000-case shipment, which cost him $325,000, into a tidy profit of $200,000 per shipment; a King's ransom in the Roaring 20's. 
 
   Being involved in the illegal rum running business also meant that Joe Kennedy had to play ball with some tough customers who were doing the same thing that Joseph P. Kennedy was doing. This is where Joe Kennedy, even though he was born and raised in Boston, became a New York City gangster, if only by association. 
 
   One of the men Kennedy had to deal with, almost on a daily basis, was Owney “The Killer” Madden, who was partners with Big Bill Dwyer, called “The King of the Rum Runners.” By partnering with Madden and Dwyer, Kennedy now had a New York City distributor for his Scotch, through several night clubs Madden and Dwyer owned, including the Stork Club and the El Fey Club in Midtown Manhattan, and the famous Cotton Club in Harlem. 
 
   In 1924, Kennedy moved his brood of seven children from Boston to the New York City suburb of Riverdale, where Kennedy kept a close eye on his two main moneymakers: Wall Street and the New York City distribution network of his illegal rum running operation. During this period of time, Kennedy also hooked up with known Mafia hoodlum Johnny Roselli, who introduced Kennedy to Kennedy's new rum running partner in the Midwest, one Alphonse “Scarface” Capone.
 
   By 1927, Kennedy was so flush with cash, he decided to make a move out west and get involved with the movie-making business in Hollywood, California. His entry into Hollywood was greased by Roselli, who through fear and intimidation, had basically the entire Hollywood cast of characters under his control. 
 
   Soon, Kennedy became the boss of the Film Booking Company (FBO). Kennedy also created the Cinema Credits Corporation, which he used as a conduit to pull in money from his financial cronies up north, in order to invest in the grand schemes abounding in Hollywood.
 
   However,  Kennedy, wily stock manipulator that he was from his experience up north, made his first big Hollywood “killing” when he was hired as an advisor to Pathe', a highly profitable newsreel company, that had been around almost since Thomas Edison had invented his Vitascope projector. 
 
   Having access to the full scope of Pathe's finances, Kennedy bought in at $30 a share. When Pathe' was sold, Kennedy arranged to have himself paid $80 a share, while the average Pathe' investor only took in a buck fifty a share. This type of stock manipulation is punishable by imprisonment today, but back then, it was just a way of “doing business” that Kennedy had mastered up north. Lawsuits flew back and forth, but Kennedy had stacked the deck in his favor and nothing ever came of the lawsuits.
 
   In researching her book The Fitzgeralds and the Kennedys: An American Saga; author Doris Kearns Goodwin uncovered old lost letters written by one of the Pathe' investors, Ann Lawler, who ironically came from Kennedy's home town of Boston. Apparently, through Kennedy's manipulation of Pathe' stock, Lawler had lost her entire life savings. 
 
   Lawler wrote to Kennedy, “This seems hardly Christian-like, fair, or just, for a man of your character. I wish you would think of the poor working women who had so much faith in you as to give their money to your Pathe'.”
 
   Good old Joe Kennedy must have had a hearty laugh over that one.
 
   While in Hollywood and still married to Rose, Kennedy engaged in the same extramarital affairs that his son, Jack the President, would engage in a generation later. Joe Kennedy's affair with actress Gloria Swanson was an open secret, known by everyone in Hollywood, including members of the press, whom Kennedy paid to keep the news out of the tabloids.
 
   Old Joe even bedded down showgirl Evelyn Crowell, the window of dearly-departed Larry Fay, who was Owney Madden's partner in the popular El Fey nightclub, which featured showgirl Tex Guinan as the main attraction. Fay was also part owner of the Casa Blanca nightclub, a midtown hotspot. On January 1, 1933, Fay was shot to death, shortly after the bells rang bringing in the New Year, by the Casa Blanca doorman, whom Fay had just informed that his pay was being cut. With the unfortunate Fay's marital bed still warm, Joe Kennedy jumped into it with the widow Crowdell - the late Larry Fay and Rose Kennedy be damned.
 
   Kennedy knew his power in Hollywood would be limited unless he owned his own movie distributing company to distribute the movies (mostly mediocre) that he was making. In 1929, Kennedy, now part owner of RKO movies, set his eyes on the Pantages Theatre chain, owned by Pericles “Alexander” Pantages, a Greek immigrant and a self-made man. Kennedy, along with his partner David Sarnoff, approached Pantages and offered to buy him out. However, Pantages turned them down flat, which did not make Joe Kennedy too happy.
 
   What happened next is open to conjecture, but has been reported in several publications, including the best-selling book Hollywood Babylon, to be the gospel truth.
 
   According to reports, Kennedy employed the services of one Eunice Pringle, a 17-year-old vaudeville dancer who wanted desperately to be a Hollywood movie star. On August 9, 1929, Pringle showed up unexpectedly at the offices of Pantages, inside his theater on South Hill Street in downtown Los Angeles. 
 
   Soon after she arrived at Pantages office, Pringle ran into the lobby of the theater, her clothes torn to shreds. She started screaming and pointing at Pantages, who was following her. “There he is - the beast!” Pringle said. “Don't let him get at me!”
 
   When the police arrived, Pringle insisted that Pantages had tried to rape her in a broom closet in his office.
 
   Pantages's confusion turned to anger. He told the police, “It's a lie! She raped herself!”
 
   The Pantages' rape trial turned Hollywood, always seeking the sensational, into a cauldron of hate: hate for Alexander Pantages. The Herald-Examiner wrote that Pringle was “the sweetest seventeen since Clara Bow.”
 
   On the witness stand, Pantages tearfully denied what Pringle said had ever happened. But the dice of public opinion had already been cast against him. Pantages was found “guilty as charged” and sentenced to 50 years in prison.
 
   Luckily for Pantages, he was a very wealthy man, and he appealed the verdict. At his first trial, a group of private investigators, whom Pantages had hired, uncovered evidence that Pringle was little more than a base prostitute. But for some reason, the judge (probably an avid reader of the Herald-Examiner) decided that this evidence was not admissible. 
 
   For Pantages's second trial, Pantages hired attorney Jerry Geisler, later Hollywood's leading divorce attorney, and San Francisco lawyer Jake Ehrlich. Geisler was able to convince the second judge that Pringle's previous moral behavior was indeed significant to his client's case. The second judge agreed with Geisler, and he allowed the private investigator's finding to be admitted into evidence. 
 
   Geisler then argued that it was impractical for Pantages to try to rape Pringle in a tiny broom closet, when he had a large office, with a comfortable couch to do the deed if that was his intent. Geisler was successful in planting in the jury's mind that Pringle was paid by business rivals of Pantages to set him up as a rapist.
 
   At his second trial, Pantages was found “not guilty” by the jury, but he was a broken man in more ways than one. Pantages's legal expenses were astronomical, and his business, because of the bad publicity he had received during two trials, was damaged significantly. 
 
   In 1931, Pantages refused Kennedy's offer of $8 million for his businesses. But after months of operating in the red, Pantages finally relented. Only now, Kennedy paid Pantages less than $4 million, much less money than it had cost Pantages to build his “Greek Theatre” empire chain. Mentally beaten into submission, Pantages relented and gave away his theater chain to Kennedy for a fraction of what it was worth. Pantages went into reluctant early retirement, and in 1936, he fell dead at the age of 60.
 
   This story does not end here. 
 
   In 1933, Pringle approached a lawyer, and she told that lawyer her story about Pantages raping her was a lie. She said she wanted to come clean and start naming names. Within days, Pringle was dead, and cyanide poisoning was the alleged cause of her demise. 
 
   According to Pringle's mother, with her last dying breath, Eunice Pringle had told her that Pringle, through her agent, had been paid $10,000, and promised by RKO studio head Joe Kennedy that he would make her a famous movie star if she set up Pantages.
 
   So in addition to being a downright creep throughout his life, was Joe Kennedy an accessory to murder too? 
 
   No one will ever know for sure. 
 
   Right after he purchased the Pantages movie chain, Joe Kennedy was given an offer he couldn't refuse. 
 
   In the winter of 1931, New York Governor Franklin D. Roosevelt, who was allegedly in the pocket of Kennedy's rum-running partners in New York City, namely Owney Madden, Big Bill Dwyer, and now Frank Costello, enticed Kennedy with a job to basically be Roosevelt's bag man for campaign contributions for Roosevelt's run for the Presidency. With Kennedy's connections to the underworld, he was able to funnel illegal cash contributions from the mob into FDR's presidential campaign coffers, reportedly totaling $200,000. As a reward for services rendered, when FDR was elected President, he gave Kennedy the plum position of chairman of the Securities and Exchange Commission, which is like putting the fox in charge of the hen house.
 
   With his access to information inside the Roosevelt administration, Kennedy was able to find out in advance that the fix was in for the repeal of Prohibition. Knowing his pals Madden, Dwyer, and Costello were already making a smooth transition to other illegal activities, including gambling and prostitution, Kennedy decided to go completely straight. No more illegal shenanigans. 
 
   Well, almost.
 
   In early 1933, Kennedy took a trip to Europe with FDR's son, James Roosevelt. With Kennedy's pull in the new administration, Kennedy was able to obtain the rights to be the United States representative for Haig & Haig Ltd., John Dewar and Sons, Ltd., and Gordon's Dry Gin Company Ltd. Kennedy began buying loads of this top-shelf liquor for himself, and he stored them in warehouses near the Canadian border. If anyone asked, Kennedy told them this liquor was being stored for “medicinal purposes.” 
 
   Yeah, right.
 
   On December 5, 1933, when Prohibition was repealed by the 21st Amendment, Kennedy, through his new company, Somerset Importers, went from millionaire rum runner to being the largest single distributor of Scotch in the United States of America. 
 
   And now it was all legal.
 
   Riding the coattails of FDR, Kennedy served Roosevelt's administration in many capacities, culminating in 1938, with his appointment as Ambassador to the United Kingdom. Kennedy moved his wife and his brood, which now numbered nine kids, to England. Yet this was the job, despite Kennedy's initial popularity in England, that would eventually end all political aspirations that Joe Kennedy had for himself.
 
   Quite simply, Joe Kennedy was a disaster as Ambassador to the United Kingdom. Concerning Hitler and Germany's impending threat to world peace, Kennedy was an appeaser, basically telling the British that Hitler was not such a big problem, and if he was a big problem, Hitler was their problem and of no concern to the United States of America. Joe Kennedy's recommendation to FDR was that the United States not involve itself in Europe's difficulties.
 
   In August 1940, after Hitler had already conquered Denmark, Norway, Belgium, Luxembourg, Holland, and France, he turned his sights on Great Britain. And thus the Battle of Britain began, with air strikes from the Germans almost an everyday occurrence on the streets of Great Britain. 
 
   In November 1940, Kennedy, with egg smeared all over his face, resigned as Ambassador to the United Kingdom. Joe Kennedy was ruined in politics, and he knew it. So Joe Kennedy decided to do the next best thing: propel one of his sons to the Presidency of the United States of America.
 
   Papa Kennedy's first choice was his son Joe Jr. But on August 12, 1944, Naval Aviator Joseph Kennedy Jr. was killed, when his plane vaporized during a mission over southeast England. 
 
   Plan B for Papa Kennedy was his second oldest son John Fitzgerald Kennedy (JFK), who had already been declared a war hero in August of 1943, when he escaped death and helped save the lives of his men, when the torpedo boat he commanded, PT 109, was sunk by a Japanese destroyer.
 
   When the war ended, Papa Kennedy went right to work on establishing John's career. His first political move was to get his son elected congressman of the 8th District in Massachusetts. The only problem was, the present congressman, Democrat James Michael Curley, the former three-time mayor of Boston, had every intention of running for congress again. 
 
   But money talks, and Joe Kennedy had plenty of dough.
 
   Papa Joe knew Curley had cash flow problems, so he convinced Curley that he should step down as congressman and run for mayor of Boston, again. Curley protested, saying he had no money to properly run a mayoral campaign. Papa Joe said, “No problem.” And he gave Curley a reported $100,000 to run for mayor, and he even paid the salary of Curley's campaign manager. The end result: Curley was elected mayor of Boston for the fourth time, and in 1946, John F. Kennedy was elected to Congress.
 
   JFK served in Congress for eight years, and in 1954, Papa Joe thought it was time to implement step number two in his son's quest for the Presidency. With his father's monetary backing, JFK was elected U.S. Senator from the state of Massachusetts. In 1956, JFK made a run at the Democratic nomination for President, but was beaten back by wily veteran Adlai Stevenson. That turned out to be a blessing for JFK, since incumbent President Dwight “Ike” Eisenhower was popular with the people. Ike won his re-election over Stevenson in a landslide (59 percent to 41 percent). JFK was certain to have suffered the same fate as Stevenson did at this early point in his career
 
   Everything was going fine for Papa Joe as far as JFK was concerned, but his third eldest son, Robert “Bobby” Kennedy, was also making a name for himself and not in a way that pleased Papa Joe.
 
   In February 1957, Bobby Kennedy (RFK) was appointed the chief counsel for the McClellan Hearings into organized crime. The main problem was, the people that brash Bobby was trying to put in prison were the same men Papa Joe had worked hand-in-hand with for the past 30-something years. Men like Sam Giancana from Chicago and Carlos Marcello from New Orleans were tight with Papa Joe, and they were aghast and more than a little puzzled as to why Joe's son Bobby was pursuing them so relentlessly.
 
   Papa Joe told his son Bobby to lay off his old pals. But Bobby, snarky and headstrong, would have none of that. Papa Joe knew he needed men like Giancana and Marcello to “influence” the next Presidential election at the polls, if JFK had any chance of being elected. 
 
   In 1960, through actor/singer Frank Sinatra, who was friendly with JFK's brother-in-law, actor Peter Lawford, Papa Joe reached out to old friend John Roselli, who in turn set up a clandestine meeting with Giancana, who basically ran the city of Chicago, if not the entire state of Illinois. By this time, JFK was running for the Democratic nomination for President, and if he got the nomination, his opponent would certainly be Richard Nixon, Eisenhower's Vice President for the past eight years. Papa Joe did his market research, and he knew it was imperative for JFK to win the West Virginia Primary Election to get the Democratic nomination, and then win the state of Illinois in the general Presidential election, if JFK ever got that far.
 
   In early 1960, Papa Joe met with Roselli, Sinatra, and Giancana several times, mostly at secret meetings at the Cal-Neva Lodge, where Sinatra was a part owner and Giancana a secret owner, most likely through Sinatra. The deal Papa Joe pitched was basically this: “You help my son get elected, and my son and his administration will leave you guys alone.”
 
   Even though Giancana had been publicly humiliated by Bobby Kennedy at the McClellan hearings (during a tough cross examination, when Giancana seemed to snicker at Bobby Kennedy's line of questioning, Bobby snarled at Giancana and said, “Mr. Giancana, I thought only little girls giggled.”), the lure of having the President of the United States in his back pocket was too good for Giancana to turn down. As a result, Giancana hopped on the “Kennedy For President” bandwagon. Carlos Marcello, on the other hand, hated the Kennedys and absolutely refused to back Joe Kennedy's son. Marcello reportedly even secretly gave $500,000 in cash to Nixon's campaign coffers.
 
   The first order of business was the West Virginia Primary, which was set to take place on May 10, 1960. Giancana and Sinatra immediately went to work, enlisting the aid of Sinatra's old pal Paul “Skinny” D'Amato from New Jersey. In 1959, Sinatra had a big hit song “High Hopes,” from his new movie “A Hole in the Head.” Through JFK's friendship with Sinatra, “High Hopes” became JFK's campaign song. And as if by magic, as the West Virginia Primary neared, “High Hopes” was played incessantly on all the West Virginia juke boxes, radio stations, and television stations. 
 
   For his part, Giancana went into full fund-raising mode. Giancana passed the hat to all his mob cronies for money to be used for whatever needed to be done to ”influence” West Virginia Democrats to vote for JFK. With D'Amato as the intermediary, money was given to everyone and anyone in West Virginia who was influential in getting the Democratic voters out to the polls. Some of the money was given in straight cash and some in the form of desks, chairs, and office supplies to Democratic politicians, with enough votes up their sleeves to guarantee a JFK primary win. The end result was that Kennedy won the West Virginia Primary over Herbert Humphrey by garnering 60 percent of the vote. He was now headed straight for the Presidential elections.
 
   Papa Joe Kennedy knew that winning the state of Illinois was crucial for his son to triumph over Nixon in the Presidential election. This is where Sam Giancana came in very handy indeed. 
 
   In late summer of 1960, Papa Joe used his friendship with Chicago Mayor Richard Daley to set up three meetings with himself, Daley, and Giancana, which took place at the Ambassador East Hotel in downtown Chicago. At these meetings, the three men discussed the strategy they would employ to guarantee the vote for JFK on Election Day.               
 
   Daley had his own election apparatus in place, whereby he was able to cajole and use force when necessary to make sure people in Chicago voted the way Daley wanted them to vote. In addition, Giancana used his muscle to do the same thing in the suburbs outside Chicago, especially in Cook County where Kennedy had a victory margin of 450,000 votes—more than 10 percent of Chicago's 1960 population of 3.55 million. 
 
   Even with this landslide for Kennedy in and around Chicago, Kennedy won the state's electoral votes by a mere .19 percent of the vote. What made Kennedy's victory in Illinois so amazing was that Nixon won 92 out of the state's 101 counties, but lost by such a large margin in the counties controlled by Daley and Giancana that it didn't make any difference.
 
   Winning the state of Illinois' electoral votes gave JFK the Presidential election over Nixon. In the popular vote throughout the country, JFK beat Nixon by less than 9000 votes, or 0.2 percent of the 4.75 million votes cast. So it's safe to say, without Giancana's and Daley's help, JFK would not have been elected President of the United States of America.
 
   What happened next is detailed in the book “Double Cross,” written by Sam Giancana's nephew Sam Giancana and Sam the elder’s brother Chuck Giancana. 
 
   The first indication that Joe Kennedy had screwed Giancana and his pals was when JFK inexplicably named his brother Bobby the Attorney General of the United States. (The laws were changed later so that no President could ever again appoint a relative to a high position in his administration). This made RFK the boss of the best ally organized crime and the Mafia ever had in America: the head of the FBI - J. Edgar Hoover. 
 
   For years Hoover did as little as possible to pursue Mafia figures, and for a long time he denied the Mafia even existed. Mafia boss Frank Costello claimed he got on Hoover's good side over the years by relaying information, through gossip columnist Walter Winchell, about fixed horse races throughout the country. Hoover bet heavy on these horse races and made himself quite a bundle of cash. And through Costello's political brilliance, none of it was traceable to the Mafia.
 
   But Hoover was now powerless to do anything to help his Mafia associates. Bobby Kennedy came down hard and quick on the very men who put his brother and himself in power, and he did it with Papa Joe Kennedy's blessing. Papa Joe probably figured by going after and arresting his old pals, it would put them out of commission and unable to do anything about it. That turned out to be the biggest miscalculation Joseph P. Kennedy ever made in his life. 
 
   And it cost him his two sons.
 
   RFK went on a dedicated mission to destroy the Mafia and organized crime in America, even though these were the same people his father had rubbed elbows with, and made money with, for almost 40 years. RFK instituted hundreds of wiretaps of Mafia figures, including those on the homes and hangouts of Johnny Roselli and Sam Giancana. RFK even had Carlos Marcello snatched off the streets of New Orleans and immediately deported to Guatemala. Marcello, mad as hell, snuck back into the United States and had his attorneys file suit against RFK. But to no avail. 
 
   The Italian mob bosses put in a call to Frank Sinatra, and they ordered Sinatra to contact RFK immediately and tell Bobby all this nonsense had to stop at once. Sinatra did as he was told, but that only made RFK more steadfast in his mission. At this point, certain mob bosses said Sinatra should be “hit,” as a message to RFK that they were not fooling around. However, it was Giancana himself who saved Sinatra's life. Giancana told those who wanted to whack Sinatra, “Leave Frank alone. I like the way he sings ‘Chicago, My Kind of Town.’”
 
   RFK's wiretaps picked up communications throughout the country that showed how much the Mafia was angry at his double cross. Carlos Marcello was so enraged, he told an associate concerning RFK, “Don't worry about that little Bobby son-of-a-bitch! He's going to be taken care of!”
 
   Giancana, who had lost the most face of all the Mafia bosses because of how he acceded to every Joe Kennedy wish, was heard saying, “I never thought it would get this fucking rough. When they put the brother in there, we were going to see some fireworks, but I never knew it would be like this. This is murder.”
 
   On Dec. 19, 1961, less than a year after JFK was sworn in as President, Joseph P. Kennedy suffered a stroke that paralyzed the right side of his body and left him barely able to communicate, although people close to him said his intellect was unimpaired. At this point, even if he wanted to stop his son Bobby from trying to decimate the Mafia, he was not capable of doing so.
 
   Joseph P. Kennedy was alive during the assassinations of his two sons; first JFK, in 1963, in Dallas, Texas, and then RFK, in 1968, in Los Angeles, California. There is very little doubt that both killings were aided and abetted by the very men whom Joe Kennedy and his brood had turned their backs on. Stooges like Lee Harvey Oswald and Sirhan Sirhan were the faces of the two killings, but it is doubtful either man actually fired the killing shots.
 
   Basically in a catatonic state from the day he was stricken, there is some doubt as to whether Joe Kennedy was fully aware of the killings of his two sons. Some reports said he sat impassive
 
   both times, showing no emotion. Others close to the family said that when he was told of the 
murder of his son, the President, a small teardrop trickled down the side of his face. 
 
   On November 18, 1969, Joseph P. Kennedy died in his Hyannis Port, Massachusetts home, at the age of 81. In contrast, neither of his murdered sons reached the age of 50; JFK was 46 and RFK was 43, respectively, when they were murdered.
 
    
 
   Midnight Terrors, The 
 
   There's an old boxing joke where a guy says, “Hey, you wouldn't believe it, but I went to a boxing match last night and a hockey game broke out.” 
 
   Well, imagine a New York City street gang that formed a baseball team so that they could expand their criminal empire. In the Gay Nineties in New York City that actually happened, and the street gang was called The Midnight Terrors.
 
   The Midnight Terrors were a group of young teenage boys who terrorized the streets of the First Ward in the 1890's. The First Ward was located on the southernmost tip of Manhattan. It ran eastbound on Liberty Street from the North River (now called the Hudson River), then continued on Maiden Lane, south to the Battery and all the way east to the East River. Governors, Bedloes, and Ellis Island were also part of the First Ward.
 
   The Midnight Terrors were first called “The Dalton Gang,” after its leader, 14-year-old “Chief” Dan Dalton, who commanded his gang from their headquarters on Broad Street. Other gang members included 14-year-old Bob Trail, 14-year-old Joe Hamill, 17-year-old Jim Styles, 19-year-old Al Morrett, 14-year-old Pete Oliver, and the baby of the bunch, 11-year-old Pat Kane. 
 
    Because he was so tiny, Kane's specialty was to grease his body, and then slither down the skylight of the business the gang was robbing. Once inside, Kane unlocked the front lock and let the rest of the gang in. The gang also specialized in the late-night muggings of any poor sap dumb enough to walk the streets of the First Ward after dark. Each gang member carried a pistol and a straight razor, which they weren't hesitant to use. The gang's name was changed from “The Dalton Gang” to “The Midnight Terrors,” because the gang did all its business late at night while the rest of the city was sleeping.
 
   The biggest problem for the Midnight Terrors was boredom, especially during the day. One sunny afternoon, Dalton and a few of his gang members attended a local semi-pro baseball game. Dalton was quite impressed by the speed and ferocity of the event. 
 
   Dalton turned to a gang member next to him and said, “Hey dis game's a pip! We ought to learn 'ow to play.”
 
   And that they did, but not very well. Not that it made any difference. Dalton and his gang had other ideas up their sleeves.
 
   The Midnight Terrors tried to join a local baseball league, but were told they could not play in the league unless they wore proper uniforms, which cost a considerable amount of cash to dress an entire team. 
 
   So a fast crime spree was required to raise the money to buy the uniforms.
 
   In short order, The Midnight Terrors robbed Fredrick England's Barber Shop at 4 Coenties Slip, Stephen Pyle's Restaurant at 19 Coenties Slip, Charles Steckler's Restaurant at 74 Pearl Street, and Meyer's Saloon at 89 Broad Street. In addition, numerous individuals were robbed in the streets, sometimes even during the daylight hours. All the cash derived from these escapades were put directly into “The Midnight Terror Uniform Fund.”
 
   Now resplendent in their sharp new uniforms, The Midnight Terrors were admitted into a baseball league, which played throughout the borough of Manhattan and even in nearby Brooklyn. To make up for their lack of baseball ability, The Midnight Terror's baseball team played a brand of baseball that could rightfully be called criminal. All the team members sharpened their spikes, and they did not slide directly into a base, but rather, right into the legs and chest of the opponent who was covering the base. As a result, countless fights broke out during games between The Midnight Terrors and their opponents, some of which became quite bloody. During these battles, baseball bats were used for other tasks besides hitting a baseball.
 
   To make sure they got the upper hand in these on-the-field-fights,The Midnight Terrors positioned dozens of their non-baseball-playing gang members in the stands. As soon as an on-field ruckus occurred, their cohorts would run onto the field, wielding bats, pipes, bricks, brass knuckles, and anything else they could get their hands on. The police were called in many times to break up these fights, but no arrests were ever made. The general feeling among the fuzz was that “boys will be boys,” and as long as no one was dead, or crippled – no harm, no foul.
 
   Fighting on the field was one thing, and as long as The Midnight Terrors concentrated their robberies and muggings in the First Ward, the First Ward police, most of whom were on the Midnight Terrors' payroll anyway, looked the other way. However, “Chief” Dan Dalton's plan all along was to expand his operations, by having his non-baseball-playing gang members rob the people sitting in the stands during the game. Since these games took place in several neighborhoods outside the First Ward, the police in those neighborhoods would have none of The Midnight Terrors' shenanigans. Besides, the cops had their own street gangs to worry about.
 
   Spurred on by the police captains in other precincts, the First Ward cops rounded up as many of The Midnight Terrors that they could find, including “Chief” Dan Dalton. When The Midnight Terrors were arrested, the police found dozens of knives and guns in their possession. Dalton, sure he would be back on the streets in no time, told the police captain in charge of their arrests, “Say jes keep an eye on doze guns and keys for us, Cap, will yer. 'Cause we'll soon be back.”
 
   However, the roof fell in on The Midnight Terrors, when the prosecuting attorney asked for, and received from the judge, a $500 bail amount for each member of the gang, which was a kingly sum in the Gay Nineties. It was also an impossible amount of money for any of the gang members to raise, since they had spent all their ill-gotten gains on their spiffy new baseball uniforms.
 
   Since they could not hit the streets and jump bail, Dalton and all his top gang members had no choice but to go to trial. When Dalton took the witness stand, he was asked by Judge Voorhis what he had done with all the money he and his gang had stolen. Dalton replied, “We eat almost everythin' and wot we culdn't eat we sold. Dat's the way we wuz to get de uniforms fer de ball club.”
 
   The trial of The Midnight Terrors was a slam-dunk for the prosecution. Dalton and his gang were convicted of numerous crimes and sent to the slammer for long periods of time. This effectively ended the reign of the Midnight Terrors in Lower Manhattan. 
 
   And the game of baseball, as we presently know it, was saved.
 
    
 
   Ryan, Joseph P. – President of the International Longshoremen Association - Port of New York
 
   In 1892, the International Longshoremen Association (ILA) started out as a legitimate labor union in the Great Lakes area to help the dockworkers get a fair shake from their employers. The ILA expanded to the East Coast, and by 1914 the ILA's New York District Council was created. Almost immediately, the ILA became a mob stronghold, manipulated by the most vicious Irish mobsters of that era. The most prominent of whom was Joseph P. Ryan. But we'll get to Ryan later
 
   To understand how the mob manipulated the docks and the ILA you must grasp the manner in which dockworkers were hired daily. The method for hiring was not who was the most qualified, the strongest, or the most industrious person available. The only thing that mattered is that you paid tribute to the hiring boss, who ran the docks like the Gestapo ran Hitler's Germany. 
 
   The way it worked was like this: twice a day, all able-bodied men who were looking for work lined up in front of the loading dock. Then a stevedore (hiring boss) stood smugly in front of the dock, and one-by-one he selected the men who he deemed lucky enough to get a day's work. Of course, you had no chance of getting picked if you didn't give the stevedore a percentage of your day's pay. If you were known as somebody who had given the ILA trouble in the past, you might as well have stayed home, because there was no way the stevedore would even look at your face.
 
   The stevedore would then kick up the cash collected from the workers to the head stevedore, who would in turn kick it up to the ILA bosses. With this blood money from the dock workers, the ILA bosses would then grease the palms of politicians and cops, and anyone else who needed to get paid, to keep the money rolling into the pockets of the big shots who ran the ILA.
 
   Joseph P. Ryan first burst on the scene around 1917, when he organized the ILA New York District Council: a branch of the nationwide ILA. In 1918, Ryan became president of the ILA's Atlantic Coast District. It was during this time that the power began shifting from the Great Lakes to the Port of New York, which was closer to Europe where many of the ships that were unloaded on the docks originated. During this time, the ILA was facing strict competition from the West Coast-based Industrial Workers of the World (IWW). The ILA was attempting to draw the IWW into their organization, and in 1919 they succeeded.
 
   In 1921, ILA President T.V. O'Connor resigned and his place was taken by Anthony Chlopek, who turned out to be the last ILA President based in the Great Lakes. It's not clear if he was appointed by Chlopek, or elected by the membership, but Joe Ryan served as the First Vice President of the ILA for all six years of Chlopek's presidency.
 
   In 1927, Ryan's time finally had come. Ryan was elected President of the ILA, whose power base was now firmly entrenched in the Port of New York.
 
   Ryan's journey from basically a nobody to the President of the ILA had not been an easy one. Ryan was born on May, 11, 1884, in Babylon, Long Island. His parents were Irish immigrants, and Ryan suffered a severe blow at the age of nine when his parents died within a month of each other. Ryan was put into an orphanage, but he was eventually adopted by a woman who brought Ryan to live with her in the Chelsea section of Manhattan, a few blocks south of the lawless Hell’s Kitchen area. 
 
   Ryan did menial jobs in the neighborhood, before he got a job loading and unloading on the Chelsea Piers. In 1917, Ryan purchased his union book for the sum of two dollars and fifty cents. Within a few weeks, Ryan hurt his foot while unloading a freighter, and when he was released from the hospital, and not being able to work on the docks again, Ryan was somehow appointed to the job of secretary of ILA Local 791. From that point on, there was no stopping Joe Ryan's meteoric rise.
 
   “Boss Joe,” as Ryan came to be known, was a ruthless fighter, who elevated the shape/payback system on the docks to an art form. To enforce his vice-like grip on the ILA membership, Ryan hired the worst men imaginable, some of whom had lost their jobs as bootleggers when Prohibition ended in 1933. Ryan also hired men who had just been released from prison, where they had been sentenced for committing the most violent of crimes. These were the perfect men for Ryan to employ, since cracking a few heads, or legs, and maybe even killing a person once in a while, was certainly not adverse to these men's nature.
 
   Ryan's power was so absolute, he organized fundraisers (his men were compelled to contribute, or else) for the politicians who were on Ryan's pad; one of whom was Mayor Jimmy “Beau James” Walker. When Walker was forced to resign in 1932, Ryan, with tears dripping from his pen, issued a statement supporting the disgraced Walker. 
 
   Ryan wrote, “The labor movement in the city of New York regrets that political expedience has deprived them of a mayor whose every official act has been in conformity with the Americanistic (Ryan invented that word himself) policies of organized labor.
 
   Ryan's plan was to control all dockworkers in the United States, but in fact, his power hardly extended outside the boundaries of New York City. When Franklin D. Roosevelt ascended to the Presidency in 1933, he enacted his New Deal, which solidified Ryan's total control of the ILA. “The Norris-LaGuardia Act,” which limited the use of injunctions to prevent strikes and picketing, helped Ryan assert his muscle on the docks. And the Wagner Act of 1935 guaranteed the rights of workers to vote for their own representation. 
 
   And who controlled those votes? Why Joseph P. Ryan, of course.
 
   Ryan's biggest problem in uniting all ILA workers in America was the resistance he received from the West Coast contingent, which was led by radical left-winger Harry Bridges. In 1934, Bridges organized a strike of the West Coast ILA, in rebellion over a contract Ryan had negotiated on their behalf. 
 
   Ryan, incensed at the West Coast insurrection, traveled extensively all over the West Coast of America: to San Francisco, Portland, Tacoma, and Seattle. In each location, Ryan argued the main sticking point of the negotiations: the shape-up form of employment. Ryan and his New York pals were for it. Everyone on the West Coast was against it, saying it was unfair to the workers. The West Coast ILA wanted to implement a “hiring-hall” system, in which “time in the hold” and “seniority” were the main factors in men getting work. Of course, the hiring hall system would put an end to the stevedore-graft-machine, and Ryan wanted no part of that.
 
   Ryan's West Coast trip was a complete failure. In each ILA location he visited, his recommendations were shot down, emphatically. The president of the Tacoma ILA local announced to the press, “No body of men can be expected to agree to their own self-destruction.”
 
   Things were so bad for Ryan in San Francisco, there were physical confrontations in the streets, between the West Coast strikers, the strikebreakers Ryan had brought in from the East Coast, and the local police. The riots were so violent, the National Guard was called in to end the disturbances.
 
   Chalk that up as another loss for Joe Ryan.
 
   When Ryan returned home to the Port of New York, he was not a happy camper. He denounced his West Coast opponents as “malcontents” and “communists,” and he strove to become even more strident in exercising his absolute power over the New York ILA. 
 
   One of Ryan's most effective tools in keeping his men in line was the fact he was able to issue union charters to whomever he saw fit. The men who received these charters were then able to form their own union locals. After these locals were created, the individual local bosses would kick back a substantial part of the member's dues to the Joseph P. Ryan Retirement Fund, of which, of course, there were no written records.
 
   One such local that Ryan had in his back pocket was Local 824, which was run by Ryan crony Harold Bowers. Local 824 was particularly prestigious and quite profitable because it presided over the Hell’s Kitchen piers, where luxury liners like the Queen Mary and the Queen Elizabeth were docked. 
 
   Local 824 soon became known as the “Pistol Local,” because it was almost completely comprised of Irish gangsters who had long criminal records. Local 824's boss Bowers, an ex-con, had a criminal record as long as a giraffe's neck. Bowers had been arrested for numerous crimes, including robbery, possession of a gun, grand larceny (twice), and congregating with known criminals. Bowers was also suspected in dozens of waterfront murders, but no murder charges could ever be pinned on him. 
 
   Harold's cousin, Mickey Bowers, as murderous a bloke as Harold, was also instrumental in running Local 824. Mickey was a suspect in the murder of Tommy Gleason, an insurgent in Local 824 who tried to wrest control of Local 824 from the Bowers family. Gleason was filled with lead while he was visiting a deceased pal in a Tenth Avenue funeral parlor. Mickey Bowers was suspected of Gleason's murder, and he was brought in for questioning. However, with no concrete evidence, Mickey Bowers was released. There is no record of the Gleason murder having been solved, nor it is clear if Gleason was laid out in the same funeral parlor in which he had been shot. 
 
   In 1951, Ryan began losing control of the ILA, when his men did something they had never done before: they spat in the face of Ryan and his tyrannical leadership by going on strike. With more than 30,000 men involved (without pay of course), the strike lasted 25 days. Due to the strike, 118 piers were shut down and millions of dollars were lost by hundreds of companies who needed their goods unloaded at the docks.
 
   The leader of this strike was not a longshoreman, but a priest named Father John Corridan.
 
   The son of a County Kerry-born policeman, Corridan was born in Manhattan's Harlem. In 1928, Corridan graduated from Manhattan's prestigious Regis High School. After completion of his seminary requirements and assignments in other parishes, in 1946, Corridan was assigned to the Xavier Institute of Industrial Relations, on West 16th Street. There, Father Corridan met many longshoremen who told him of the woes they had suffered at the hands of men like Ryan and the Bowers cousins. 
 
   Being a street kid himself, the chain-smoking, fast-talking priest decided to do something about the abominations that were transpiring on the waterfront. Corridan teamed up with New York Sun writer Malcolm Johnson to write a series of articles entitled Crime on the Waterfront. These articles spurred writer Bud Schulberg to write the screenplay for the Academy Award-winning movie On the Waterfront, which starred Marlon Brandon and Lee J. Cobb. Actor Karl Malden played the part of Father Corridan, whose name in the movie, for some reason, was changed to Father Barry.
 
    Soon after the New York Sun articles were published, New York Governor Thomas E. Dewey announced that the state's crime commission would open an investigation into criminal activities in the Port of New York. This investigation was called “The Waterfront Hearings.” During these hearings hundreds of men who worked on the waterfront were called in to testify (some were honest workers – others were ruthless “dock wallopers”). The workers mostly gave honest testimony, while the dock wallopers mainly invoked their Fifth Amendment rights not to incriminate themselves. 
 
   One of the men called in to testify at the Waterfront Hearings was a shady figure named William “Big Bill” McCormack. McCormack owned several businesses, including the U.S. Trucking Company, which worked extensively unloading on the Port of New York docks. McCormack was very close to Ryan, and it was alleged that Ryan and McCormack were, in fact, partners in several of McCormack's businesses. 
 
   In 1950, as a result of pressure from the New York newspapers, Mayor Bill O'Dwyer, who was in the pocket of Ryan and other known gangsters, reluctantly called for a city investigation of the waterfront. The investigation became a sham, when Mayor O'Dwyer, at the urging of Joe Ryan, appointed McCormack as the chairman of a blue-ribbon panel to investigate waterfront activities. 
 
   After months of dubious investigations, funded by New York City taxpayer dollars, McCormack's blue-ribbon panel concluded, “We have found that the labor situation on the waterfront of the Port of New York is generally satisfactory from the standpoint of the worker, the employer, the industry, and the government.”
 
   That was obviously the “Big Lie.”
 
   When McCormack was brought before the Waterfront Hearings, he was questioned about the previous testimony of the supervisor of employment for the Division of Parole. This supervisor had testified that, although he had never met “Big Bill” McCormack, he had met with McCormack's brother Harry many times. The purpose of these meetings was that on numerous occasions men, who were being released from prison on parole, would have the prison officials put in writing a note that said, “Mr. H.F. McCormack will make immediate arrangements for this inmate's union membership upon his release.”
 
   It was estimated that more than 200 parolees were given “jobs” with McCormack's Penn Stevedoring Company. Some of these jobs may have been legitimate dock work, but most ex-cons employed by McCormack's Penn Stevedoring Company were nothing more than thugs and leg breakers, and sometimes murderers for the union.
 
   When Big Bill McCormack was asked at the Waterfront Hearings why he had employed so many men with dubious backgrounds, McCormack said, “It's because I take a human view of employee problems. I'm human, and they're human.”
 
   Two of the “human” men employed by the McCormack Penn Stevedoring Company, after they were released from jail, were John “Cockeye” Dunn and Andrew “Squint” Sheridan. Both men were eventually fried in the electric chair, after they were convicted of the murder of hiring stevedore Andy Hintz, while both killers were working for McCormack.
 
   After McCormack's testimony before the Waterfront Commission, the New York Herald Tribune wrote, “Mr. McCormack's activities on behalf of the longshoreman's union suggest that he has been pulling the strings for Joseph P. Ryan for many years, and may, in fact, be a more powerful figure on the waterfront than the Boss (Ryan) himself.”
 
   Joseph P. Ryan was the 209th and final witness before the crime commission's Waterfront Hearings. After one day of brutal cross examination, it became clear Ryan's days were over as Joe “The Boss” of the Port of New York. Under grueling testimony, Ryan was forced to admit that he appointed many convicted felons, like Harold Bowers, to prominent positions in the ILA. Ryan claimed no knowledge of the fact that 30 percent of the union officials he personally appointed had criminal records. Ryan also testified he had no idea that more than 45 IRA locals at the Port of New York kept no financial records, and that his hand-picked bosses had frequently given themselves raises, without these raises being ratified by the voting members of the locals.
 
   However, the final nail in Ryan's coffin was inserted when it came to light that Ryan had misused more than $50,000 from the ILA's Anti-Communist Fund for his own personal use. Instead of scouring the docks looking for communist activities, Ryan used this money for grand dinners for himself and his cronies at places like the Stork Club, repairs to his Cadillac, and to purchase the expensive clothes that Ryan wore. Ryan also had the gall to use Anti-Communist Funds to go on a cruise to Guatemala.
 
   Still, Ryan would not give up his control of the New York waterfront without a fight. In 1953, the American Federation of Labor decided to expel the ILA from its membership. AF of L President George Meany said, “We've given up all hope that the officers or members of that union will reform it. We've given up hope that the ILA will ever live up to the rules, standards, and ethics of a decent trade union.”
 
   After hearing what Meany had to say, Ryan gritted his teeth and growled, “Then we'll hold on to what we have.”
 
   However, Ryan's hubris lasted only for a short time. In order for Meany to allow the ILA to remain part of the American Federation of Labor, Meany insisted that Ryan step down from the post that Ryan had held for 26 years. Ryan had no choice but to comply.
 
   Ryan's travails were not over yet. In 1954, after being convicted of violations of The Labor Management Relations Act (Taft-Hartley Act), Ryan was sentenced to six months in prison and a $2,500 fine. Ryan appealed his conviction. 
 
   However, on July 1, 1955, the United States Court of Appeals Second Circuit denied Ryan's appeal, saying, “Defendant-Appellant, Joseph P. Ryan, President of the International Longshoremen's Association (hereafter called ILA) was indicted, on three counts, in that, on three separate occasions, he unlawfully, willfully and knowingly received sums in the aggregate of $2,500, from corporations employing members of the ILA. The judge, holding defendant guilty on all counts, sentenced him to imprisonment for six months on each count (the sentences to run concurrently) and fined him $2,500. As my view is not to prevail, I shall not discuss the other objections that the accused raises, except to say that I have considered them, and that they have not convinced me that any error was committed that would justify a reversal. I would affirm the conviction.”
 
   Ryan did his six months in the can. Then he disappeared, never to be heard from on the waterfront again.
 
    
 
   Rynders, Isaiah
 
   Over the years, New York City has been well-represented by Irish mob bosses: from 19th Century Tammany Hall titan John “Smoke” Morrissey, to Mickey Spillane, the powerful boss of the West Side waterfront during the 1940s-50s, to Jimmy Coonan, a mad-dog killer who ruled the Westies Gang in Hell’s Kitchen during the 1970s-1980s. However, the first Irish mob boss in the history of New York City was Captain Isaiah Rynders, and he wasn't even a full-blooded Irishman.
 
   Rynders (1804-January 3, 1885), was born to a German/American father and an Irish Protestant mother. Rynders was first known as a professional gambler and pistol/knife fighter on the Mississippi River. In the mid-1830s, Rynders surfaced in New York City, and he immediately hitched his wagon to Tammany Hall, which was the Democratic party political machine that ruled New York City. Rynders soon clawed his way to the top of the Tammany Hall ladder. His specialty was organizing the Five Points street gangs on Election Day, assuring that the poor Irish, most of whom couldn't read or write, voted for the right person. 
 
   Rynders made himself a wealthy man as the owner of half a dozen grocery stores in the Paradise Square area, in addition to being the proprietor of several dive saloons. Rynders's first drinking establishment was Sweeney's House of Refreshment, on Ann Street, which was frequented by volunteer firemen, most of whom were gang members themselves. 
 
   In 1843, Rynders founded the Empire Club, at 25 Park Row. From the Empire Club, Rynders organized such street gangs as the Dead Rabbits, the Plug Uglies, and the Roach Guards, into a wave of political operatives that ensured the election of anyone Tammany Hall wanted elected. Some of Rynders' best men were Dirty Face Jack, Country McCleester, Edward Z.C. Judson, Paudeen McLaughlin, Jim Turner, Lew Baker, and John Morrissey, who eventually took over from Rynders as the mob boss of the Five Points area. Rynders's influence was so great at the time, his men's intense prodding of the voters led to the presidential elections of Franklin Pierce in 1852 and James Buchanan in 1856. After Buchanan was elected President, one of his first acts was to appoint Rynders to the post of U.S. Marshal for the Southern District of New York.
 
   Whatever went on in the Five Points area, and sometimes anywhere in Manhattan, Rynders was sure to be involved with. In 1849, Rynders was almost single-handedly responsible for the 1849 Astor Place Theater Riots. The riots started as a result of a transcontinental rivalry between American actor Edwin Forrest and British actor George Macready
 
   Macready was considered to be the finest actor on earth. However, Macready was also a snob who considered American actors to be far inferior to himself. Philadelphia-born Edwin Forrest was a New York actor who was adored by the Five Points gangs. Unfortunately, it was Macready who was the favorite of the American aristocrats who frequented the upscale New York City theaters. 
 
   In 1848, Forrest traveled to England to play Hamlet. Forrest, although he felt he was at the top of his game, was rudely treated by the London crowds and literally booed off the stage. In addition, the London newspapers excoriated Forrest as a lightweight compared to their homeboy Macready. Forrest blamed Macready for inciting the theatergoers who insulted him while he was on stage and also for the negative London press. 
 
   When Forrest returned to the United States, Rynders had already gotten wind of what had transpired across the pond. Rynders directed his cohort, E. Z. C. Judson, who wrote under the pen name Ned Buntline, to write a scathing piece, fanning the flames of the incident that had occurred in England into a conflagration of international proportions.
 
   The tensions increased when Macready decided to make a four-week “farewell tour” in America, commencing on May 7, 1849. Macready's first appearance was scheduled to take place at the new Astor Place Theater, on Astor Place in Manhattan. As soon as Macready strutted onto the stage, Rynders rose from his seat, and along with the Irish street-gang members he had brought with him, began pelting the stage with tomatoes, eggs, shoes, and whatever else they could get their hands on. Incensed at the indignity, Macready stormed off the stage and vowed never to appear in America again.
 
   The New York City blue-blood crowd was up in arms about Rynders's treatment of their favorite actor, Macready. Immediately, they assembled a petition with 47 signatures, which included those of Washington Irving and Herman Melville, imploring Macready to give it one more try on the American stage. Macready gave in, and on May 10, just three days after the Rynders's gang insurrection, Macready was scheduled to appear again at the Astor Theater to play Macbeth. By coincidence, Forrest was also scheduled to be on stage that same night playing Spartacus in “The Gladiator,” in a playhouse a mile south of the Astor Place Theater. 
 
   To heighten the tensions, the English crew of a docked Cunard liner announced they would become a visible presence at Macready's performance. The bluejackets decreed they would physically confront any Five Points gang member who would dare humiliate Macready again. 
 
   Rynders did not take this threat lightly. He rounded up all his boys, and they plastered posters all over New York City saying, “Workingmen, shall Americans or English rule this city? The crew of the English steamer has threatened all Americans who shall dare to express their opinion this night at the English Aristocratic Opera House! We advocate no violence, but free expression of opinion is to all men!”
 
   New York City, Mayor Caleb C. Woodhull feared a riot, and he dispatched 350 policemen, commanded by Police Chief G.W. Matsell, to the Astor Place Theater to quell any potential violence. Woodhull also summoned General Sanders, of the New York Militia, to march his eight companies of guardsmen and two troops of Calvary to the area surrounding the playhouse. It was estimated that by 7 p.m., more than 20,000 people had assembled on streets around the Astor Place Theater, itching for a fight.
 
   When the curtain opened at 7:40 p.m., Macready faced a full house of 1,800 people. Inside the theater, the pro-Macready contingent vastly outnumbered Rynders's group of motley gang members. For some unknown reason, during the first two scenes Rynders and his crew did not budge from their seats. The authorities hoped, in spite of all the advance rhetoric, nothing untoward would occur that night at the theater. 
 
   That hope dissipated when Macready strode onto the stage for a third time. Deciding this was time to act, Rynders and his gang vaulted to their feet, and they began hooting and hollering at Macready. The crowd outside took this as a cue to go into full-attack mode. A huge mob, brandishing assorted weapons, charged at the theater, screaming, “Burn the damned den of aristocracy!”
 
   The mob threw rocks and stones, which broke all the theater's windows. Then, just because they could, the rioters busted every street lamp in sight. The police, who were vastly outnumbered, tried to squelch the disturbance, but to no avail. 
 
   Ned Buntline stood at the head of the angry mob, chanting, “Workingmen! Shall Americans or Englishmen rule? Shall the sons whose fathers drove the baseborn miscreants from these shores give up liberty?”
 
   At 9 p.m., Col. Sanders and his troops arrived. Chief Matsell, finally giving up on his policemen being up to the task, and after being hit in the chest with a 20-pound rock, gave Col. Sanders the go-ahead to have his men shoot into the crowd. The firing commenced at a dazzling rate. Men, women, and children were hit by bullets, and a lady, who was sleeping in her bed 150 yards from the theater, took a bullet in her leg.
 
   In a little over an hour, 22 people were killed and 150 injured. Five of the injured died within five days. Ned Buntline was arrested, along with 86 others. Buntline was tried and convicted of “inciting to riot,” and sentenced to a year in jail and a $250 fine. Rynders somehow escaped arrest, and he and his gang members hightailed it back into the Five Points.
 
   Rynders's downfall started when he inexplicably abandoned Tammany Hall and his Irish cohorts, and joined the opposition Native American, or “Know Nothing Party.” Rynders renamed his political organization the “Americus Club,” and he aligned himself with Butcher Bill Poole, the head of the Native American Bowery Boys gang. Rynders's place at Tammany Hall, and as commander of the Five Points Irish gangs, was immediately taken by John “Smoke” Morrissey. 
 
   The loss of Rynders's power was vividly displayed during the 1857 Fourth of July holiday, when gang riots took place in and around the Five Points area. The Irish Five Point gangs began their Fourth of July celebration on July 3, when they raided a Bowery Boys dive at 42 Bowery. Initially, the two Irish gangs involved were the Dead Rabbits and the Plug Uglies. However, the Bowery Boys were able to defeat the two Irish gangs decisively, driving them back into the Five Points. 
 
   The following day, the Irish Roach Guards joined the other two Irish gangs, and the tide turned. The three Irish gangs invaded a ginmill favored by the Bowery Boys called “The Green Dragon,” on Broome Street near the Bowery. They pummeled the Bowery Boys out of their own joint, and for good measure, they ripped up the entire dance floor and drank all the liquor in the establishment.
 
   The following day, the Bowery Boys, now joined by another Native American gang called the Atlantic Guards, invaded Irish gang territory in the Five Points. The two warring factions met head-on at the corner of Bayard Street and the Bowery, and thus began one of the most spirited free-for-all gang fights in the history of New York City. The battle spread along Bayard, Baxter, the Bowery, Mulberry, and Elizabeth streets. It was estimated that 800-1,000 gang members took place in the brawl. Combatants used bludgeons, paving stones, brickbats, axes, pitchforks, guns, and knives. Not only were citizens attacked, but the gangs also looted every store in sight.
 
   The New York Times wrote, “brickbats, stones, and clubs were thickly flying around in all directions, and men ran wildly about brandishing firearms. Wounded men lay on the sidewalks and were trampled upon. Now the Rabbits would make a combined rush and force their antagonists up Bayard to the Bowery. Then, the fugitives, being reinforced, turned on their pursuers and compelled a retreat to Mulberry, Elizabeth, and Baxter streets.”
 
   At the time, there were two New York City police forces fighting amongst themselves for the right to police the city: the Metropolitan Police Force and the Municipal Police Force. These two groups were more interested in battling themselves, than they were in quelling the riots. Therefore, they were at best – ineffective, and at worst – disinterested in ending the gang war. Not realizing Rynders had lost the favor of the Irish gangs, on the evening of July 4 the captains of both police forces decided to call in Rynders to help end the riots. Rynders stood in the middle of the combatants, and he  begged both sides to stop the senseless hostilities. 
 
   “I implore you to end this carnage!” Rynders yelled. “You are killing each other for what purpose? For what end?”
 
   The rioters ignored Rynders, and instead, both sides, including the Irish gangs whom Rynders had once ruled, threw rocks and stones at Rynders. Rynders was severely wounded and forced to run for his life. 
 
   In the years that followed, Rynders faded into obscurity. In 1862, he surfaced briefly when he backed crooked New York City Mayor Fernando Wood, in Wood's attempt to withdraw New York City from the Union and make it a sovereign state unto itself. Then in 1863, Rynders opposed the Federal Government's right to draft men to fight in the Civil War. This resulted in the 1863 Civil War Riots, which caused scores of Negroes to be slaughtered, as well as the deaths of over 1,000 rioters, mostly gang members once aligned with Rynders, when he was de facto boss of the Five Points area.
 
   To add insult to injury, Rynders Street, which had been originally named in Captain Isaiah Rynders' honor, was changed to Centre Street, which it is still named to this day. 
 
   In 1976, Captain Isaiah Rynders was portrayed in the historical novel The Furies, by John Jakes, and he also appeared in the nonfiction book Lucrecia Mott (1999), by Dorothy Sterling.
 
    
 
   Sharkey, William J.
 
   He was a crook, a pickpocket, a Tammany Hall politician, and finally - a murderer. Yet William J. Sharkey was best known for his daring escape from death row in New York City's Tombs Prison.
 
   Sharkey was born in New York City in 1845, to a well-to-do family which resided in the Ninth Ward in Manhattan. Despite the affluence of his family, Sharkey gravitated to the dark side. He began hanging out with pickpockets, gamblers, and crooks, and soon he became a very capable pickpocket himself and a gambler of some renown. Sharkey was eventually arrested for pickpocketing, and he had his picture taken by the municipal photographer, giving himself a definitive presence in the criminal records section of New York City Police Department.
 
    Dealing in stolen bonds, Sharkey soon climbed the criminal ladder. With the money from his illicit endeavors piling in, Sharkey formed his own gang called “Sharkey's Guards,” which had their headquarters at the corner of Wooster and Houston Streets. 
 
   It was there that Sharkey insinuated himself into the local political scene, and soon he was the darling of the crooks who ran Tammany Hall. Sharkey dressed in the finest clothes, wearing sparkling diamonds on his fingers and around his neck. Soon, Tammany Hall put Sharkey up for election for Assistant Alderman. Even though Tammany Hall had influence and muscle working in their favor at the polls, Sharkey somehow lost the election. Disappointed with his political failure, Sharkey decided to go back to his first loves: stealing and gambling.
 
   With the money he made from various illegal endeavors, Sharkey traveled to Buffalo, New York, and he started a faro game. However, Sharkey was so unlucky, he managed to lose $4,000 in just five days. Downtrodden, Sharkey returned to New York City, and he hooked up with his old friend Robert Dunn, real name Bob Isaacs. 
 
   Dunn was an employee of the City's Comptroller's Office, but he was also a faro dealer in a Fulton Street gambling house. Figuring Dunn was a more capable faro player than he, Sharkey gave Dunn $600, and he told him to go to Buffalo and try his hand at faro. Dunn agreed that if he was successful in Buffalo, he promised to repay Sharkey the $600 plus half his winnings. 
 
   As luck would have it, Dunn was just as unlucky in Buffalo as Sharkey, and he lost his entire stake. Dunn returned to New York City, and he told Sharkey the bad news.
 
   
  
 

On September 1, 1872, Dunn and Sharkey attended the funeral of James Riley, a prominent member of the Michael Norton Association, a political arm of Tammany Hall. After the funeral, Sharkey and Dunn traveled separately to a saloon owned by Charles Harvey, called “The Place,” located at 288 Hudson Street. 
 
   By the time Sharkey had arrived, Dunn had already imbibed a few rye whiskeys at the bar. Sharkey ordered a rye himself, and after he knocked it down in one gulp, Sharkey demanded his $600 back from Dunn. Dunn told Sharkey he was tapped out himself, and he couldn't repay the money. Sharkey immediately drew a single-shot Derringer pistol, and he pointed it at Dunn's chest.
 
   Dunn screamed, “Don't shoot, Billy! I'll pay you as soon as I can!”
 
   Sharkey would have none of that. He bellowed back, “You better pay me now!”
 
   Before Dunn could reply, Sharkey fired the Derringer point-blank at Dunn. The bullet pierced Dunn's heart, killing him instantly. Sharkey fled the scene of the crime, but he was captured a few hours later in a boarding house on Washington Street, near Perry Street. 
 
   Sharkey was tried, convicted, and sentenced to be hanged at the Tombs Prison, on August 15, 1873. However, Sharkey's connections at Tammany Hall pushed back his execution date to early December. 
 
   While Sharkey was imprisoned, he was visited daily by the most beautiful Maggie Jourdan, herself a very successful pickpocket. Miss Jourdan arrived at the prison early every morning, and she always stayed until visiting hours were over. Miss Jourdan was a great friend of Mrs. Wesley Allen, the wife of a burglar, whose brother John Allen owned a bawdy dance hall on Water Street. John Allen was known as “The Wickedest Man in New York City.”
 
   While most prisoners at the Tombs lived in perpetual squalor, Sharkey lived quite nicely on the second tier of the prison in an area called “Murderer's Row.” With the money Jourdan earned stealing, and also by her hocking her jewelry including her gold watch, Sharkey was able to decorate his jail cell No. 40 (which was never locked) with the finest furniture. Jordan bought Sharkey a walnut table, a Kidderminster carpet, a canary in a cage, and a book-and-magazine rack, which was suspended from the ceiling by silken cords. Jourdan also supplied Sharkey with a soft mattress for his bed, a comfortable chair for his lounging, draperies for his cell door, an elegant dressing gown made of velvet and cherry-colored silk, and velvet slippers.
 
   Jourdan often told Sharkey during her visits, that if he died, she no longer wanted to live.
 
   “Willie, I could never let you suffer,” she tearfully told him.
 
   On November 19, 1873, at exactly 10 a.m., Jourdan arrived at the Franklin Street entrance of The Tombs. The guard on duty gave her the usual pass given to all visitors. The bottom part of her body was noticeably bulky, but the prison guards thought she had just put on additional petticoats to protect herself the from the cold November air. Jourdan immediately went to Sharkey's cell, and she spoke to him for several hours. The prison guards were so accustomed to her being there, they hardly paid any attention to what she did, or what she said to Sharkey.
 
   Mrs. Wesley Allen arrived at the prison at 12:30 p.m. She stopped at Sharkey's cell on the second tier, and she spoke to both Jourdan and Sharkey. Then Mrs. Allen went upstairs to the third tier to visit a prisoner named Flood. At 1 p.m., Jourdan exited the prison, which was quite unusual, since she always stayed until the end of the day. 
 
   A half an hour later, a strange-looking woman, with especially broad shoulders, walked down the second-tier corridor, through two lower gates and out of the prison. As this dubious lady exited the prison, she handed her pass to the guard minding the exit. This woman wore a heavy black woolen dress, a black coat, an Alpine bonnet, and a thick green veil which covered her entire face. Patrolmen Dolan was walking down Franklin Street, when he saw this woman jump nimbly onto a passing streetcar, even though she was wearing high French heels.
 
   At 2:05 p.m., Mrs. Wesley Allen tried to exit the prison. As she passed the guard standing at the exit, the guard asked her for her visitor's pass. Mrs. Allen nervously fumbled in her dress pockets for several seconds before she said, “I put it in my pocket, but I must have lost it.”
 
   The guard, realizing something was up, immediately summoned Warden Johnson. Mrs. Allen was detained, while Warden Johnson ordered all cells in the prison to be immediately searched. During this search, they were dismayed to discover that Sharkey's cell was empty. His elegant clothes were scattered about his cell, and right above his washbasin were the remnants of his flowing mustache, which had obviously just been shaved off.
 
   Mrs. Allen was immediately arrested, but since there was no concrete evidence to incriminate her, the police reluctantly released her. Jourdan was arrested that night at her mother's home at 167 Ninth Ave. When the detectives told her she was under arrest, Jourdan replied, “I am the happiest little woman in the world.”
 
   Jourdan was tried in General Sessions Court, and she was defended by the infamous attorney, Big Bill Howe. Howe was so efficient in Jourdan's defense, the jury acquitted her on all charges.
 
   It was later determined, that despite the fact the police had searched all the piers in the city looking for Sharkey, Sharkey had escaped on the schooner Frank Atwood, and had made his way to Haiti. Not liking that country too much, Sharkey boarded another boat, and he traveled to Cuba, where he settled.
 
   Two years after Sharkey had made his escape from The Tombs Prison, Maggie Jourdan joined Sharkey in Cuba. However, for some unknown reason (probably because Sharkey was an incorrigible creature), Sharkey badly mistreated Jourdan; the very woman responsible for Sharkey avoiding the gallows in New York City. Sharkey abused Jourdan so much, the captain of the ship who had taken Jourdan to Cuba, hustled her back on board and took her back to New York City. 
 
   Soon afterwards, Jourdan found her true love, whom she married. They presumably lived happily ever after. 
 
   As far as it can be determined, William J. Sharkey never returned to New York City.
 
    
 
   Snyder, Ruth Brown 
 
   One crime writer called it, “a cheap crime involving cheap people.” Famous author and playwright Damon Runyon said the crime was so “idiotic,” he coined it, “The Dumbbell Murders,” because the murderers were so dumb.
 
   Blond, broad-shouldered, and buxom, Ruth Brown Snyder was involved in a marriage she could no longer endure. Ruth told people her husband, Albert Snyder, 13 years her senior, had taken advantage of her youth and tricked her 10 years earlier, when she was only 19-years-old, into a marriage “she really didn't want.” Snyder said Albert, an art editor with Motor Boating Magazine, was a mean man, who was able to convince her to marry him because she was young, innocent, and naïve. Snyder told people that on the day they were married, she was too weak and faint even to consummate the marriage with Albert. 
 
   Ruth Snyder said, “He had to wait till I was better before he got his way. But to him I was never any better than the ex-switchboard operator who worked in a typing pool.”
 
   Yet, after Albert's death, his editor and publisher, C. F. Chapman, said about Albert, “He was a man's man... a quiet, honest, upright man, ready to play his part in the drama of life without seeking the spotlight, or trying to fill the leading role. All the world is made up of good, solid, silent men like him.”
 
   Judd Gray was a nondescript, bespectacled corset salesman, who was also involved in a loveless marriage. According to Gray's coworkers, Gray's wife Isabel was an enigma. She was seldom seen or heard by anyone, and had taken on the aspect of an “invisible woman.” Few of Gray's coworkers in the Bien Joilie Corset Company had ever met his wife, or had even spoken to her. In fact, some of his coworkers did not know that the 32-year-old Gray was married.
 
   As he awaited the electric chair, Gray described his wife in his autobiography, as such: “Isabel, I suppose, one would call a home girl. She had never trained for a career of any kind. She was learning to cook, and was a careful and exceptionally exact housekeeper. As I think it over searchingly, I am not sure, and we were married these many years, of her ambitions, hopes, or her ideals. We made our home, drove our car, played bridge with our friends, danced, raised our child – ostensibly together – married. Never could I seem to attain with her the comradeship that formed the bond between my mother and myself.”
 
    It started out as a blind date arranged by another couple. Ruth Snyder and Judd Gray first met in a tiny restaurant in midtown Manhattan called “Henry's Swedish Restaurant.” After four hours of complaining to each other about the miseries of their respective marriages, they vowed to meet again soon. 
 
   On August 4, 1925, Albert Snyder and his 7-year-old daughter Lorraine were on a boating trip to Shelter Island. Gray took this opportunity to knock on the door of the Snyder residence in Queens Village. Judd implored Ruth Snyder to have dinner with him at “their place”: Henry's Swedish Restaurant. After they dined and imbibed more than a few alcoholic beverages, Gray invited Snyder to his office on 34th Street and Fifth Avenue. His excuse was, “I have to collect a case of sample corsets.”
 
   Inside Gray's office, Ruth complained to Gray that she had a bad sunburn. “I've got some camphor oil in my desk,” Gray said. “Let me get it for you.”
 
   Gray retrieved the camphor oil, and he began rubbing the oil seductively on Ruth's reddened neck and shoulders, which aroused both people sexually. After the rubdown, Gray offered to give Snyder one of his new corsets, which he would graciously fit for her. Of course, this necessitated Ruth removing her blouse, which exposed her corpulent breasts. One thing led to another, and in the Bein Jolie Corset Company, Gray and Snyder first consummated their relationship. Ruth was so overcome with Gray's affections, she said to him, “Okay, from now on you can call me Momsie.”
 
   For the next 18 months, while Albert Snyder was at work, Ruth Snyder and Judd Gray met for numerous trysts in midtown hotels, or sometimes even at the Snyder residence. During these indiscretions, Ruth Snyder's daughter Lorraine was either downstairs sitting on the Snyder living room couch, or in the lobby of a sleazy Manhattan hotel. Their slobbering love affair was such that Gray frequently knelt at Snyder's feet, massaging her feet and ankles, declaring, “You are my Queen, my Momsie, my Mommie.” Ruth would look down lovingly at Gray and say, “You are my baby, my 'Bud', my loverboy.”
 
   It was around this period of time, that Albert Snyder began having a series of strange “accidents.” In the summer of 1925, Albert was jacking up his family Buick so that he could change a flat tire. Suddenly, the jack slipped and the car fell, almost crushing Albert to death as he quickly scrambled out of harm's way. A few days later, Albert had a problem with the crank of his car. He somehow hit himself on the head with the crank, and he fell to the ground, unconscious. When Albert awoke, he still couldn't figure out how his head could have been struck by that stupid crank.
 
   After those two lucky breaks, or unlucky breaks, according to which way you look at it, Albert had a third accident. In August 1925, Albert again was working under his car in his indoor garage, with the engine running. Being the good wife, Ruth brought her husband a cool whiskey and soda to help him battle the heat. Ruth also told Albert how proud she was that he was such a great mechanic. Ruth then exited the garage, and a few minutes after Albert drank the whiskey, he began to feel drowsy. Albert glanced at the garage doors, and he was shocked to find that instead of the doors being open, they were now tightly closed, which was causing him to inhale noxious carbon monoxide fumes from the tailpipe of his running car. 
 
   Ruth Snyder related these three incidents to Judd Gray. Even if Albert Snyder didn't realize what was happening, Gray sure did. 
 
   “What are you trying to do?” Gray asked Ruth. “Kill the poor guy?”
 
   “Momsie can't do it alone,” Ruth said. “She needs help. Lover Boy will have to help her.”
 
   At the time, Judd Gray thought, since they had been drinking, it was the alcohol talking, not Ruth. But the next time they met, Gray realized for the first time Ruth had been serious about killing her husband. 
 
   After a strenuous bout of lovemaking, Ruth blurted out triumphantly, “We'll be okay for money,” she said. “I've just tricked Albert into taking out some hefty life insurance. He thinks it's only for $1,000, but it's really for $96,000, if he dies by accident. I put three different policies in front of him and only let him see the space where you sign. I told him it was a thousand buck policy in triplicate. He's covered for $1,000, $5,000, and $45,000, with a double indemnity clause, in case of an accidental death.”
 
   Even after Ruth Snyder had told Judd Gray that she was intent on killing her husband for the life insurance settlements, Gray still had his doubts. While the two love birds continued carrying on their torrid affair, Albert Snyder was nearly killed in three more “accidents.” 
 
   In July 1926, Albert fell asleep on his living room couch and almost died because someone had accidentally left on the gas jets in the kitchen. In January 1927, Albert had a violent case of the hiccups. Ruth said she had the perfect cure for pickups, and she handed her husband a glass of bichloride of mercury. Albert guzzled down the drink, and he immediately became violently ill. Yet, Albert did not die. The very next month Albert Snyder again fell asleep on his living room couch, and he almost expired, because someone had inadvertently left on the gas tap in the living room.
 
   After trying to kill her husband six times, Ruth Snyder knew she needed help if she were to be successful. She told Judd Gray, “My husband has turned into a brute! He's even bought a gun and says he'll shoot me with it!”
 
   In February 1927, Ruth Snyder and Judd Gray were trysting in the Waldorf-Astoria hotel in midtown Manhattan. Ruth was firmly in charge, and after giving Gray a nice roll in the hay, she ordered Gray to go to Kingston, New York, to purchase chloroform, a window sash weight, and picture wire. She told him, that way “we have three means of killing him. One of them must surely work.”
 
   Gray protested, but Ruth was not to be deterred. She said, “If you don't do as I say, that's the end of us in bed. You can find yourself another Momsie to sleep with. Only nobody else would have you but me.”
 
   Gray whined that he was not the type to commit murder, but Ruth kept on applying the pressure. One night, when Albert and their daughter Lorraine were not at home, Ruth brazenly brought Gray to her Queens Village house. They went upstairs to her daughter's room, and they had passionate sex. Gray at this point, absolutely terrified that he would not be able to enjoy Ruth's mad lovemaking anymore, reluctantly agreed to participate in the murder of Albert Snyder. 
 
   From that point on, Ruth did all the planning, and Gray did what she told him to do. They had several clandestine meetings, where Ruth laid out the step-by-step procedure on how they would kill her husband. One such meeting took place at Henry's Swedish Restaurant, with Ruth's daughter Lorraine sitting at the same table with them, but not truly understanding what they were talking about: that her father was in imminent danger of being murdered.
 
   In the early morning hours of March 20, 1927, Gray, fortified by more than a few sips of whiskey from a pint bottle, boarded a bus from downtown Manhattan to the Snyder house in Queens. The house was empty, because Ruth and Albert Snyder, along with their daughter Lorraine, were at a bridge party at the home of one of their neighbors, a Mrs. Milton Fidgeon. Ruth had left the side door unlocked, allowing Gray to enter the house. Gray hid himself in an empty bedroom upstairs. Gray even brought an Italian newspaper to plant later as a red herring for the police.
 
   At around 2 a.m., the Snyder family returned home. By this time Albert Snyder was quite drunk. He immediately went to bed and fell asleep in an alcohol-induced stupor. Ruth put Lorraine to bed, and then she slipped down the hall to the extra bedroom where Gray was hiding. Ruth was wearing just a slip and a negligee. 
 
   She kissed Gray, and then said, “Have you found the sash weight?” Gray told her he had. Ruth said, “Keep quiet then. I'll be back as quickly as I can.”
 
   A few minutes later, Ruth left the master bedroom and entered the bedroom where Gray was waiting. They finished the last of the whiskey Gray had brought with him, then she grabbed Gray by the hand and said, “Okay, this is it.”
 
   Ruth led Gray to the master bedroom. Gray was wearing rubber gloves so he wouldn't leave any fingerprints. Ruth was carrying the window sash weight, the chloroform, and the piano wire.
 
   When they opened the bedroom door, Gray saw Albert Snyder for the first time. After they closed the bedroom door behind them, Gray raised the sash weight, brought it over his head, and smashed it feebly down on Albert Snyder's head. It was such an inconsequential blow, Albert Snyder sat up in bed and tried to defend himself. 
 
   Gray brought the sash down on Albert Snyder's head a second time, this time drawing a little blood. Albert Snyder, now enraged, clutched Gray's necktie and began to strangle him with it.
 
   Gray screamed like a little girl, “Help Momsie! For God's sake, help!”
 
   Ruth grabbed the fallen sash weight, swung it over her head, and with all her considerable might, she smashed it down onto her husband's head. It was a debilitating blow, but Albert Snyder, now semi-conscious, was still alive. With her manlike strength, Ruth Snyder pinned her twitching husband's body down, and she stuffed cotton, laced with chloroform, into his nostrils and into his mouth. As Gray stood dumbfounded, Ruth tied her husband's hands and feet, and then she strangled her husband to death with the piano wire.
 
   With Albert Snyder now quite dead, Ruth and Gray got busy washing the blood from their clothes. Having done so, Gray put on a clean blue shirt that belonged to Albert. 
 
   To make it look like a robbery gone awry, Ruth hid all her jewelry and furs, and also the sash that had been one of the murder weapons. Then they went downstairs to the living room and messed up all the pillows and furniture, to make it look like robbers had overturned everything looking for valuables. That done, Gray loosely tied up Ruth, gagged her with cheesecloth, and left her in the empty bedroom with the Italian newspaper next to her.
 
   Gray was scheduled to travel to the Onondaga Hotel in Syracuse, New York to resume selling corsets. But before he left, he looked back at Ruth and said, “It may be two months, it may be a year, and maybe never before you see me again.” 
 
   Right after dawn, Lorraine Snyder was awakened by a loud tapping sound that seemed to come from the hallway. She called out to both her parents, but she got no reply. Lorraine ran out into the hallway, and she spotted her mother bound and gagged on the floor. Lorraine untied her mother and took the gag out of her mother's mouth. 
 
   Ruth jumped to her feet, and she ran from the house screaming, waking her neighbors Harriet and Louis Mulhauser. 
 
   Ruth told them, crying, “It was dreadful, just dreadful! I was attacked by a prowler. He tied me up. He must have been after my jewels.” Then she paused, “Is Albert all right?”
 
    Louis Mulhauser ran into the Snyder house, up the stairs and into the master bedroom. He found Albert Snyder bound and dead, with two massive head wounds. 
 
   The police were called in immediately, and they were soon suspicious about the way the living room had been tossed. The police interrogated Ruth Snyder as if she were the perpetrator of a husband's demise. Nevertheless, Ruth stuck to her outlandish story. 
 
   She insisted to the police, “I was attacked by a big, rough-looking guy of about 35 with a black mustache. He was a foreigner, I guess some kind of Eyetalian.” 
 
   Dr. Harry Hansen was called in by the police to examine Albert Snyder's body and to examine Ruth Snyder for any sign that she had been assaulted. After examining Albert's body, and Ruth too, Dr. Hansen was convinced that Ruth Snyder's story was a complete fabrication. He gave his findings to Police Commissioner George McLaughlin, and the police commissioner agreed with Dr. Hansen's conclusions. McLaughlin immediately sent 60 policemen to surround the Snyder residence, whereby Ruth was immediately arrested for questioning. 
 
   While Ruth was being grilled at the station house, the police searched the Snyder residence. They found Ruth's rings and necklaces under a mattress, and a fur coat hanging in a closet. That convinced the police that Ruth had made up the entire episode and was most likely responsible for her husband's death.
 
   The police also found an address book, with the names of 28 different men in it, including the name of Judd Gray. They also found a canceled check made out to Gray by Ruth Snyder for $200. Now the police knew that Ruth Snyder had had an accomplice.
 
   Armed with this information, the police applied the screws to Ruth Snyder. They hoodwinked her into making a loose confession, by telling her that Judd Gray had already been arrested and had named her as the killer of her husband. Ruth, incensed that her lover would rat her out so quickly, finally admitted that she had indeed taken part in the plan to kill her husband, but she pinned everything on the shy corset salesman. 
 
   “But I didn't aim a single blow on Albert,” Ruth told the police. “That was all Judd's doing. At the last moment, I tried to stop him, but it was too late!”
 
   Realizing she had been tricked, Ruth Snyder then told police where they could find Judd Gray. The police cornered Gray in a Syracuse hotel and arrested him. Immediately, the usually quiet Gray began talking nonstop. He admitted everything, exactly as it happened, naming Ruth Snyder as the instigator of the whole sordid affair. 
 
   “I would have never killed Snyder, but for her,” Gray said. “She had this power over me. She just told me what to do, and I did it.”
 
   The New York City newspapers played up the trial as “The Granite Woman,” versus the “Man of Putty.” The trial, which started on April 18, 1927, lasted 18 days. During the trial, Ruth Snyder was dressed entirely in black (obviously in mourning for her dearly-departed husband). She wore a crucifix on a chain around her neck, and she continuously fiddled with rosary beads which were clutched in both hands on her lap. Judd Gray, dressed in a double-breasted, blue pinstriped suit, with fastidiously pressed trousers, sat impassively, as if he was resigned to his fate.
 
   Celebrities from around the country attended the trial, with the thought of writing books and possibly making movies about the murder. Those people included mystery writer Mary Roberts Rinehart, director D. W. Griffith, author Will Durant, actress Nora Bayes, and evangelists Billy Sunday and Aimee Semple McPherson. 
 
   One of the New York City's top crime reporters, Peggy Hopkins Joyce, wrote in the New York Daily Mirror. “Poor Judd Gray! He hasn't IT! He hasn't anything. He's just a sap who kissed and was told on. This 'Putty Man' was wonderful modeling material for the Swedish-Norwegian vampire. She was passionate, and she was cold-blooded. Her passion was for Gray; her cold-bloodedness was for her husband. You know women can do things to men that make men crazy. I mean, they can exert their influence over them in such a way that men will do almost anything for them. And I guess that is what Ruth did to Judd.”
 
   The trial itself was a three-ring circus, in which each defendant blamed the other for the murder of Albert Snyder. Ruth Snyder said on the witness stand that it was Judd Gray who had dragged her to illegal speakeasies and nightclubs. And it was he who drank until he got drunk. Ruth said she didn't drink herself, and certainly never smoked.
 
   Then she told the Big Lie. 
 
   Ruth said under oath that it was Judd Gray who had insisted that she take out an expensive life insurance policy on husband's life. 
 
   Ruth told the court, “Once, he even sent me poison and told me to give it to my husband.”
 
   When Judd Gray took the stand, he was a much more believable witness than Ruth Snyder had been. Gray told the court that Ruth Snyder had tried to kill her husband several times previously, but had been unsuccessful every time. 
 
   Gray said under oath, “I told her she was crazy, when she told me that she had given her husband poison as a cure for hiccups. I said to her that it was a hell of a way to cure hiccups.”
 
   The entire time Gray was on the witness stand, Ruth Snyder sat with her head bowed, crying incessantly and fingering her rosary beads. Ruth's outbursts of sorrow were so loud, the judge glowered at her and told her to control herself.
 
   With a brilliant summation to the jury, Gray's attorney tried to save his client from the electric chair. 
 
   Gray's attorney told the jury that his client was, “The most tragic story that has ever gripped the human heart.” He said Judd Gray was a, “law-abiding citizen who had been duped and dominated by a designing, deadly conscienceless, abnormal woman, a human serpent, a human fiend in a disguise of a woman.” Gray's attorney also said that Judd Gray had been “drawn into this hopeless chasm when reason was gone, mind was gone, manhood was gone, and when his mind was weakened by lust and passion.” 
 
   On May 9, after the jury deliberated only 98 minutes, Ruth Brown Snyder and Judd Gray were both found guilty of first-degree premeditated murder. The judge immediately sentenced both of them to die in the electric chair at Sing Sing prison. As a display of the public irrationality over the sensational case, in her prison cell while she awaited execution, Ruth Snyder received 164 marriage proposals.
 
   On January 12, 1928, Judd Gray sat in the electric chair first. After telling the Warden that he had received a letter from his wife forgiving him, he told the Warden that, “He was ready to go and had nothing to fear.”
 
   Four minutes after Gray received the juice, Ruth Snyder sat down and was blindfolded in the electric chair. An enterprising reporter from the New York Daily News somehow slipped into the execution room with a tiny camera strapped to his ankle. At the instant the electric shock jolted Ruth Snyder's body, the reporter snapped Ruth Snyder's picture. That death picture appeared on the front page of the New York Daily News the following day.
 
   In 1944, the highly successful and critically acclaimed movie Double Indemnity, starring Barbara Stanwyck and Fred MacMurray, was released. The plot was based on the Ruth Brown Snyder and Judd Gray murder case. In 2007, the American Film Institute listed Double Indemnity as the 29th best movie on their list of the top 100 American movies of all-time.
 
    
 
   Thaw, Harry Kendall
 
                 This story would be a tragic one if it didn’t involve two men who were undoubtedly creeps. Illustrious creeps, but creeps nevertheless. 
 
   One was a world-famous architect, and the other a rich scion from an even richer family. There are no nice guys here and the girl in the middle, although she was considered the most beautiful woman of her time and one of artist Charles Dana Gibson’s famous “Gibson Girls,” was no lily-white lassie herself. 
 
   So why do we care? Simply because it was the most deliciously decadent murder story of the early 20th Century. 
 
                 On June 25, 1906, it was high society’s night out. It was the opening of the new musical Mamzelle Champagne, on the outdoor roof garden of Madison Square Garden, which at the time was bounded by Fifth and Madison Avenues, and 26th and 27th Streets. The structure, which included an amphitheater on the ground floor, was designed by world-famed architect Stanford White. In fact, White had a front-row table that night, where he sat by himself to enjoy the show, which was not going over too well with the crowd, since people were milling about from table to table, kibitzing, instead of paying attention to the festivities.
 
   Suddenly, the audience heard three loud shots. At first, they thought it was a part of the show. But when they saw White topple to the floor, his head encased in a pool of blood, they knew this scene was for real.
 
   Harry Kendall Thaw, a spoiled, rich punk, had casually walked over to White, pulled out a pistol from beneath his long black coat, and plugged White three times, twice in the shoulder and once through his brain. 
 
   After he fired his final shot, Thaw screamed at White, “You deserved this! You ruined my wife!”
 
   Seeming to not be in any particular hurry, Thaw casually pointed the gun up over his head, and he strode to the elevator. Thaw took the elevator down and joined his wife, the beautiful actress Evelyn Nesbit, in the lobby by the elevator. 
 
   Because Mamzelle Champagn was quite unentertaining, Thaw and Nesbit had left with another couple moments before the shooting. Nesbit did not realize her husband did not ride down the elevator with her. Nesbit heard the shots, and a few seconds later, when her husband strode out of the elevator holding a smoking gun, she screamed, “Good God Harry, what have you done?”
 
   Back on the rooftop garden, the stage manager was trying to sort out exactly what had transpired. He jumped on a table and shouted to the orchestra, “Keep on playing! And bring out the chorus!”
 
   The musicians, actors, and actresses, dumbfounded over a real-life murder being perpetrated right in front of their eyes, sat or stood dumbfounded. A doctor who was in attendance rushed to White’s body. White’s face had been disfigured from the powder burns, and the doctor announced with great certainty that White was indeed dead.
 
   Down in the lobby, a fireman in attendance wrestled the gun away from Thaw, who did not offer much resistance. Moments later, a policeman arrived, and he immediately arrested Thaw. The policeman brought Thaw to the nearest police station, which was located in the Tenderloin District, an area known for its gambling, prostitution, and various other crimes, both violent and non-violent. When Thaw arrived at the police station, he identified himself as John Smith, a student at 18 Lafayette Square in Philadelphia.
 
   The desk sergeant asked Thaw, “Why did you do this?”
 
   Thaw seemed disinterested. “I can’t say why,” he said.
 
   By this time, several news reporters, who were familiar with Thaw, had followed him to the police station, and they identified him to the police by his real name. Thaw immediately clammed up, and he refused to say another word unless he was represented by an attorney.
 
   The following day, the killing of Stanford White was on the front page of every newspaper in New York City. The New York Times, usually staid and proper, ran this blaring headline:
 
    
 
   THAW MURDERS STANFORD WHITE!
 
   Shoots him on the Madison Square Garden rooftop
 
   ABOUT EVELYN NESBIT
 
   “You ruined my wife,” he cries and fires.
 
   AUDIENCE IN PANIC
 
   Chairs and tables overturned in a wild scramble
 
   For the Exits
 
    
 
   Stanford White, who was born in 1853, was the most famous architect of his time. White was a partner in the architectural firm of McKim, Mead, and White, for which he designed houses and mansions for the rich and famous. White also designed the upscale gated community, Seagate, in Brooklyn. Besides designing Madison Square Garden, White alsodesignedthe Madison Square Presbyterian Church, the New York Herald Building, the First Bowery Savings Bank (at Bowery and Grand Street), and the Washington Square Arch. The final two White achievements still stand to this day.
 
   However White, despite his exalted status, was a quirky man who had several fetishes, some bordering on illegal. Even though he was married, White was a man-about-town, who courted several young ladies, most of them young enough to be his daughter. It was his encounter with a 16-year-old Evelyn Nesbit that was the cause of his demise.
 
   Evelyn Nesbit was born Florence Evelyn Nesbit on Christmas Day 1884, in Pittsburgh Pennsylvania. Her father was a struggling lawyer, who died in 1893 leaving his wife and daughter in considerable debt. 
 
   Even at a young age, Nesbit was a stunning beauty. She began modeling in Pittsburgh, but she and her mother decided it was best they move to New York City to enhance her modeling career. Almost immediately, Nesbit became a hot New York City item. She modeled for such famous photographers such as Frederick S. Church, Herbert Morgan, Gertrude Kasebier, Carl Blenner, and Rudolf Eickemeyer.
 
   Nesbit’s beauty was such, newspaperman Irvin S. Cobb described Nesbit as having, “The slim, quick grace of a fawn, a head that sat on her flawless throat like a lily on its stem, eyes that were the color of blue-brown pansies and the size of half dollars, a mouth made of rumbled rose petals.”
 
   In 1901, Nesbit met White for the first time. Nesbit and a girlfriend, who was accompanied by another man, were invited to have lunch at White’s apartment on W. 24th Street. Shortly after they finished their meal, Nesbit's girlfriend’s male companion left. White then invited the two girls to an upstairs room, where he kept a red velvet swing. Like a father doting on his two young children, White gave both girls a turn on his swing, gleefully pushing them back and forth, until their legs almost touched the ceiling.
 
   “He had a big Japanese umbrella on the ceiling,” Nesbit said. “So when he swung us very high up in the air, our feet passed through the umbrella.”
 
   White became smitten with Nesbit. Using her mother as a chaperon, White dated Nesbit quite often. During this time, White was the perfect gentleman, and he tried to make sure Nesbit had every advantage as she pursued her career in modeling and in acting.
 
   However, everything changed when Nesbit’s mother decided to visit friends in Pittsburgh. White was so magnanimous, he even paid for Nesbit’s mother’s trip. By this time, Nesbit had gotten a bit part in the play Floradora. On the second night that her mother was gone, White sent Nesbit a note at the theater, inviting her to a party at his apartment on W 24th Street. When Nesbit arrived at White’s apartment, she was surprised no one else was there.
 
   “The others have turned us down,” White told Nesbit.
 
   “Then he poured me a glass of champagne,” Nesbit said at Thaw’s trial. “I don’t know whether it was a minute after, or two minutes after, but a pounding began in my ears. Then the whole room seemed to go around.”
 
   Nesbit lost consciousness, and when she awoke, she was laying in bed, naked. The room, in which the bed was located, was completely mirrored, even on the ceilings.
 
   “I started to scream,” Nesbit said. “Mr. White tried to quiet me. I don’t remember how I got my clothes on, or how I went home, but he took me home. Then he went away and left me. I sat up all night.”
 
   The following day, White visited Nesbit at her apartment. He found her there in an almost hypnotic state, just staring out the window.
 
   “Why don’t you look at me, child?” White said.
 
   “Because I can’t,” she said.
 
   White told Nesbit not to worry. “Everyone does those things,” he told her. 
 
   White also told Nesbit her fellow starlets in Floradora all were involved in sexual escapades with assorted men. White told Nesbit the most important thing was not to be found out. He made Nesbit promise not to say anything to her mother about what had transpired in his apartment the night before.
 
   Harry Thaw was born in Pittsburgh in February 1871, the son of coal and railroad baron William Thaw. As a child, Thaw shuttled in and out of several schools. He was an insolent child, considered by his teachers not to be very bright and a troublemaker. 
 
   Yet, because he was the son of William Thaw, Harry Thaw was admitted into the University of Pittsburgh, supposedly to study law. However, Thaw was not much of a college student, so his father used his influence to get him transferred to Harvard University. At Harvard, Thaw did little more than drink, carouse with the ladies, and play nightlong poker games.
 
   Thaw left Harvard without a degree, and he became an expert at getting into trouble. It was about this time that Thaw began his systematic drug use. Thaw consumed large amounts of cocaine and heroin, and it was rumored that Thaw was heavy into “speedballing,” which was the process of injecting a combination of cocaine and heroin into a vein. 
 
   High as a kite, Thaw once rode a horse into a New York City nightclub from which he had been banned. Adding to his reputation of being an out-of-control lunatic, Thaw also drove a car through a display window of a department store, lost $40,000 in a single poker game, drank a full bottle of the narcotic laudanum, and hosted a decadent party in Paris, where the majority of his guests were the top whores in town. The tab for this party was said to be more than $50,000.
 
   When Thaw’s father passed away, Thaw was dismayed to discover, that even though he was left $5 million of his father’s $40 million estate, it was stipulated in the senior Thaw’s will that his son would only get an allowance of $200 a month. This small allowance would continue until Thaw showed he was responsible enough to handle such a large sum of inheritance money.
 
   In 1905, Thaw became smitten with Nesbit. Thaw courted Nesbit with much enthusiasm, and when White found out about Thaw and Nesbit, he warned Nesbit to stay away from Thaw; telling her that Thaw was an erratic and dangerous man. White knew that Thaw maintained a New York City apartment in a brothel. White also knew that Thaw enticed young girls into his apartment, where he would whip them in a bizarre sex routine that left the girls in conditions that would sometimes require hospitalization.
 
   However, Thaw could not be discouraged from pursuing Nesbit. He repeatedly begged Nesbit to marry him, and she consistently refused. 
 
   While they were on a cruise together, Thaw became outraged when Nesbit again refused to marry him. In an act of a madman, Thaw whipped Nesbit like he did the other young girls in his New York City apartment. During this whipping, Nesbit confessed to Thaw about the manner in which he had lost her virginity to White. Thaw said he still loved her and wanted to marry her anyway. Despite the fact that Thaw had whipped her, and was certainly not of sound mind, Nesbit married Thaw on April 4, 1905.
 
   After they were married, Thaw maintained an extreme hatred for Stanford White. So contemptuous of White because of what White had done to Nesbit, Thaw forbade his wife to even mention the name “Stanford White.” Thaw insisted that Nesbit refer to White as, “The Bastard” or “The Beast.” Yet, Nesbit, more often than not, simply referred to White as “B.”
 
   While Thaw was in prison awaiting trial for the murder of White, Thaw’s mother, known in the newspapers as “Mother Thaw,” was in England visiting her daughter, the Countess of Yarmouth. Upon hearing of her son’s predicament, Mother Thaw announced that she was going back to the United States to help her son. 
 
   “I am prepared to pay one million dollars to save my son’s life,” Mother Thaw told the press.
 
   Part of Mother Thaw’s strategy was to use her considerable wealth to orchestrate a campaign in the press to discredit Stanford White. Suddenly, several newspapers began writing exposés on White, portraying him as a tyrannical abuser of young girls. Mother Thaw went so far as to hire a press agent to generate newspaper publicity detrimental to White and favorable to her son.
 
   One particular story, Mother Thaw paid the press to print, was extremely damaging to White’s credibility, decency, and honor (if he had any to start with). 
 
   It seemed White had become infatuated with a 15-year-old girl named Susie Johnson. White had met Johnson at a wild party, at which Johnson had sprung from a large cake, almost totally naked. That night, White fed Johnson enough champagne to render her quite drunk. When Johnson became so inebriated she was barely conscious, White took Johnson back to his apartment, and he did to her what he had done to Evelyn Nesbit. Soon after, White banished Johnson from his apartment, and he threw her out into the street, totally broke. 
 
   As White pushed Johnson out his front door, he told Johnson, “Girls, if you are poor, stay in the safe factory, or in the kitchen.”
 
   Johnson lasted eight years hustling on the streets, before she died at the age of 23. She was buried in a pauper’s grave.
 
   In order to influence the New York City potential jury pool, Mother Thaw hired a playwright to write a play almost identical to the circumstances surrounding Harry Thaw, Stanford White, and Evelyn Nesbit. The play featured three characters named Harold Daw, Emeline Daw, and Stanford Black. 
 
   In the final scene of the play, Harold Daw proclaimed from his cell in The Tombs prison, “No jury on earth will send me to the chair, no matter what I have done, or what I have been, for killing the man who defamed my wife. That is the unwritten law made by men themselves, and upon its virtue I will stake my life.”
 
   Mother Thaw’s money even made it into the hands of Rev. Charles A. Eaton, who had John D. Rockefeller as one of his parishioners. Rev. Eaton made an impassioned speech to his congregation defending Thaw’s actions. 
 
   Rev. Eaton said, “It would be a good thing if there was a little more shooting in cases like this.”
 
   While Thaw was in prison, his mother spread around enough money so that Thaw could enjoy extravagances no other prisoners in The Tombs were allowed. Instead of eating the standard prison grub, Thaw had all his meals delivered from Delmonico’s, a downtown restaurant which was considered the finest eatery of its time. While other prisoners dressed in standard prison garb, Thaw was allowed to wear the finest clothes, including silk shirts and silk ties.
 
   Thaw’s first trial for the murder of Stanford White commenced on January 21, 1907. Mother Thaw hired the illustrious California trial lawyer, Delpin Delmas, to represent her son. District Attorney William Travers Jerome, the uncle of Winston Churchill, prosecuted the case for the state. 
 
   Jerome told the jury in his opening statement, “With all his millions, Thaw is a fiend. In the conduct of this trial, I shall prove that no matter how rich a man is, he can’t get away with murder in New York County!”
 
   The sensationalism of the trial was so extreme, tickets to the trial were scalped at $100. More than 80 world-famous artists and writers flocked to the courtroom to see if maybe they could benefit, from either writing a book or making a movie about the sordid affair.
 
   The defense’s shining hour was when Evelyn Nesbit took the stand in defense of her husband. Rumors had it that Mother Thaw had enticed Nesbit to testify by promising Nesbit that her son would agree to a divorce. Mother Thaw also promised Nesbit $1,000,000 after the trial. But Nesbit never received a penny of that money.
 
   On the witness stand, Nesbit told of the bizarre sexual behavior of Stanford White. Nesbit said that White made her wear little girl’s dresses when she came to his apartment. Nesbit also told the jury the manner in which she lost her virginity to White and that White had plied her with champagne in order to render her unconscious so that he could have his way with her.
 
   The prosecution countered Nesbit’s words by eliciting testimony from a leading toxicologist, Dr. Rudolph Witthaus. Dr. Witthaus said that Nesbit’s story about how White had gotten her drunk in order to take advantage of her did not hold water, because no drug known to science would have worked as rapidly as Nesbitt said the champagne did to render her unconscious.
 
   Although a group of psychiatrists declared Thaw to be totally sane, during the trial Thaw acted erratically; constantly crying like a baby and flying into rages, in which his eyes bugged out and his face nearly turned purple.
 
   In his final summation, Delmas told the jury that his client, when he shot Stanford White, had been consumed by “Dementia Americana, a form of insanity which makes every home sacred, makes a man believe that his wife is sacred. Whoever strains the virtual life has forfeited the protection of human laws, and must look to the internal justice and mercy of God.”
 
   Attorney Delmas had done such a remarkable job, the jury was not able to come to a unanimous verdict. It was revealed later that seven jurors had wanted to convict Thaw on a first-degree murder charge, while five jurors decided on a verdict of not guilty by reason of insanity. However, at Thaw’s second trial, in January of 1908, the jury unanimously voted Thaw not guilty by reason of insanity.
 
   Still, the verdict of not guilty did not set Thaw free from prison. Thaw was declared criminally insane and imprisoned for life at Mattawan, New York. In August 17, 1913, Thaw escaped, and with a limousine waiting for him outside the asylum, Thaw fled to Canada where he took refuge.
 
   While Thaw was on the run, Nesbit, obviously angry at the fact she had not been paid the $1,000,000 she had been promised by Mother Thaw, made an announcement to the press. 
 
   She said, “Harry Thaw has turned out to be a degenerate scoundrel. He hid behind my skirts through two trials and I won’t stand for it again. I won’t let lawyers throw any more mud at me.”
 
   Soon afterwards, Nesbit signed a contract to appear in a vaudeville show at a salary of $3,500 a week.
 
   In September of 1913, the United States government forced the Canadian Minister of Justice to return Thaw to the United States. Thaw faced a third trial in 1915. Bolstered by a cadre of the best lawyers money could buy, Thaw was found to be sane, and the jury found him not guilty of all charges.
 
   Back on the streets, Thaw went back to his old, evil ways. 
 
   Eighteen months after he was released from prison, Thaw was arrested for kidnapping and whipping Frederick Gump. At his trial, Thaw was again declared insane. Yet, before Thaw went back into the asylum, he gave Nesbit her promised divorce. Nesbit spent the next decade appearing in vaudeville, occasional movies, and as a dancer in nightclubs throughout New York City.
 
   In 1924, after seven years in the asylum, Thaw was finally declared sane, and he was released from prison. Thaw spent the rest of his life in and out of lucidity. Thaw died on February 22, 1947, at the age of 76, of a heart attack in Miami, Florida. Thaw left a mere $10,000 of his vast fortune to Evelyn Nesbit.
 
   Nesbitt, beset by alcohol addiction, morphine addiction, and several suicide attempts, somehow lasted until January 17, 1967, when she died at the age of 82. Nesbit served as a technical advisor on the 1955 movie The Girl In the Red Velvet Swing, which was loosely based on her life story. 
 
   Marilyn Monroe was originally scheduled to play Evelyn Nesbit, but ultimately, she refused to play the part, which then went to Joan Collins. Ray Milland played Stanford White and Farley Granger played Henry Thaw. 
 
    
 
   The Sawing off of Manhattan Island
 
   It was a hoax to end all hoaxes, perpetrated by a man known only as Lozier. 
 
   Lozier was neither a mobster, nor did he belong to a gang. And certainly, by all historical accounts, Lozier was not a crook. However, considering the havoc he caused in New York City in 1824, Lozier was certainly, by all definitions, a creep.
 
   In 1824, the population of Manhattan Island was approximately 150,000 people. Centre Market, an area at the junction of Baxter, Grand, and Centre streets, was where the townspeople congregated daily, to buy and sell goods, and to shoot the breeze about anything and everything that had an impact on their lives. 
 
   The most vocal person who came to Centre Market daily was a charismatic man named Lozier. Lozier had traveled the world, and was considered to possess the highest intellectual capacity. When Lozier spoke, people listened. Lozier, a carpenter by trade, was tight pals with a man with the dubious name of Uncle John Devoe. 
 
   In early 1824, for some unexplained reason, Lozier remained absent from his bench in the Centre Market for several days. When he returned, the usually loquacious Lozier was suddenly and inexplicably mute. Lozier spoke to no one except Uncle John Devoe. The rest of the people, who congregated daily at Centre Market, were curious as to why Lozier's temperament had changed so drastically. 
 
   Finally, Lozier broke down and told the assemblage that for the past few weeks he had been huddled with the mayor of New York City, Stephen Allen. The reason for those serious discussions was that Manhattan Island, as a result of the many large downtown buildings that had recently been built, was so heavy at the Battery end, the southmost point of the island was in danger of breaking off and falling into the water.
 
   Some people doubted Lozier's conclusions. So he led them to the middle of Centre Street, and he asked them to look for themselves. It was obvious that the street was tilted extremely downhill, as Lozier pointed out to them, “from all the weight of the southmost buildings.” 
 
   The crowd was aghast. 
 
   “What can we do?” they implored Lozier. 
 
   Lozier said not to worry. He and the mayor had come to the conclusion that the only way they could save the southern end of Manhattan Island was to cut off the island at its north end, in the Kingsbridge region, and then turn the island completely around. Then they would need to anchor the sagging end to the northern mainland. So in effect, when the task was completed, north would be south, and south would be north, thereby averting the terrible loss of lives and property.
 
   The only problem was that Mayor Allen maintained there was no way Manhattan Island could be turned completely around without smashing into Long Island. Mayor Allen said it was necessary to detach Long Island from its moorings, tow it out of the way, and after Manhattan Island was properly rotated and re-attached to the mainland, Long Island then could be returned to its proper place.
 
   Lozier finally convinced the mayor that there was enough space in the harbor to rotate Manhattan Island, without dislodging Long Island. Lozier said all they had to do was saw off Manhattan Island at Kingsbridge, tow it past Governors Island and Ellis Island, spin it around, then tow it back to its new position and anchor it. 
 
   After much consultation, the mayor reluctantly agreed to doing it Lozier's way. Being the political animal that he was, Mayor Allen thought it best to keep the government (meaning him) completely out of the picture. The mayor thought this should be a private endeavor, and he appointed Lozier to handle the entire project, including the hiring of labor and the supervising of the work.
 
   Initially, not everyone in Manhattan bought into the convoluted idea that the southern tip of Manhattan Island was in any danger. However, because of Lozier's fine reputation as a thinking man's thinker, those who did not believe Lozier was right in his assumptions, either were quickly silenced, or were finally convinced by the believers that Lozier’s premise was indeed correct. 
 
   To make matters more conclusive, Lozier came to his own defense. He cited the recent building of the famous Erie Canal, as proof that his project could indeed be done. Lozier said that when the building of the Erie Canal was proposed, even the best engineers in the world thought to run a river through the middle of a mountain was an impossible task. This dubious analogy convinced even the most ardent doubters that not only could it be done, but that Lozier was indeed the man to supervise the operation.
 
   For Lozier, his first task was to hire hundreds of people needed for such a monumental project. Lozier appeared in Centre Market, with a large ledger on which he tediously began the task of jotting down applicants for all types of employment needed to sever, turn around Manhattan Island, and then attach the southern part to the Kingsbridge section. 
 
   While his attention was diverted elsewhere, Lozier entrusted his pal, Uncle John Devoe, to complete this task. Devoe personally wrote on the ledger the names, ages, and places of residence of all who applied, most of whom were the newly-arrived Irish peasants with very little education.
 
   While Devoe was compiling a list of workers, Lozier was busy huddling with butchers to assemble herds of cattle, hogs, and chickens, which were necessary to feed the hundreds of workers on the proposed project. Lozier was especially concerned with getting enough chickens, because he had promised all workers would have chicken dinners twice a week. One poor butcher was so anxious to please Lozier, he took 50 fat hogs that were ready for slaughter and herded them north near Kingsbridge, where he fed them for a month; the feed money coming out of his own pocket, not Lozier's.
 
   Getting his food-supply-system for the workers out of the way, Lozier now turned his attention to building a barracks for the workers to sleep in at night after they had finished working during the day. Lozier gathered 20-something carpenters and contractors to furnish the lumber and the expertise needed to build the barracks. Several of these contractors and carpenters jumped the gun. They hauled a few dozen loads of lumber to the northern end of the island, and they deposited it near Kingsbridge, so it would be right there when they needed it.
 
   This was done at the carpenter's and contractor's expense, of course. Not Lozier's.
 
   Lozier said he also needed at least 20 saws, each being 100 feet long, and each needing 50 men to manipulate them. In addition, Lozier said he required 24 huge oars, each 250 feet long, and 24 cast-iron oarlocks, in which the gigantic oars would be mounted. Lozier said that at least 100 men would be needed to tow Manhattan Island, after it had been sawed off from the mainland. Lozier provided scores of blacksmiths, carpenters, and mechanics, with the plans to provide the oars and the oarlocks.
 
   However, Lozier was not finished with this foolishness. He said he would need hundreds of men to do the actual sawing off of Manhattan Island. Lozier promised he would pay triple wages to those who did the sawing under water. 
 
   To see which men were most qualified for this hazardous duty, Lozier lined up hundreds of men, and one at a time, he used a stopwatch to measure how long each man could hold his breath. As each man huffed and puffed, and then held his breath until his face almost exploded, Uncle John Devoe entered the breath-holding times in his ledger. Some men were so eager to please, they pleaded with Lozier to let them try several more times, so that they could improve their scores. Lozier happily agreed to their folly.
 
   As the weeks rolled by, the Manhattan natives were getting restless for the work to begin. Lozier kept putting them off, telling them that he did not have enough laborers and that the equipment needed had not been completed. 
 
   Finally, Lozier had no choice but to set a date on which hundreds of people would gather to commence on their mission to saw off Manhattan Island, tow it up the East River, spin it around, and reattach it. Lozier instructed everyone, who was to be involved in the project, to report to work at the corner of the Bowery and Spring Street. Lozier even hired a drum and bugle corps to accompany the large contingent of people on their march to upstate Kingsbridge.
 
   At the appointed time, a group, estimated to be anywhere from 500 to 1,000 people, assembled at the corner of the Bowery and Spring Street. Included in the crowd were laborers, accompanied by their wives and children, contractors, carpenters, and butchers with their cattle, hogs, and chickens, all crated and ready to go.
 
   But alas, no Lozier, and no Uncle John Devoe either.
 
   As the wait for the two men continued, the crowd at the corner of Bowery and Spring Street was growing inpatient; the cattle mooed, the hogs grunted, the chickens cackled, and the young children started squealing in dismay. 
 
   After the crowd had waited several hours, a group of men was sent to Centre Market to search for Lozier and Uncle John Devoe. When the search party returned from Centre Market empty-handed, the more intelligent people started realizing they all had been had, scammed, buffaloed, and humiliated. Some were angry enough to arm themselves with bats and sticks, as they searched the streets of lower Manhattan, looking for Lozier and Uncle John Devoe.
 
   However, the two men were nowhere to be found.
 
   Months went by, and still no Lozier and no Uncle John Devoe. Rumor had it that their hoax being exposed, the two men had escaped to a friend's house in Brooklyn and were in deep hiding. Some of the people, who had invested their own time and money to no avail, wanted to have the two fugitives caught, arrested, and punished. However, the bulk of those who had been duped, argued against doing so, since they didn't want to admit that they had been stupid enough to accept the outlandish scenario that Lozier had made them believe.
 
   Here is where the end of the story diverges into truth, and possible fantasy. 
 
   In those days, it was not the job of the newspapers to write about hoaxes. They wrote hard news, and the sawing off of Manhattan Island did not fall into that category. Therefore, there is no record in the newspapers that this event had ever actually taken place. As the years went by, word-of-mouth was the only way the story of the sawing off of Manhattan Island was perpetuated. 
 
   One version has it, that after several months on the run, Lozier and Uncle John Devoe finally returned to Centre Market, where they were ostracized by their victims and forced to leave New York City; luckily for them, without major bodily injury.
 
   Another version is that this whole hoax never happened in the first place. 
 
   However, the latter version was basically accepted as the townsfolk being so embarrassed by the load of garbage they had been fed by Lozier and accepted without question, they felt it was better to say that Lozier's scam had never happened.
 
   I believe in the former version. You decide for yourself.
 
    
 
   Walker, Jimmy – New York City's “Midnight Mayor”
 
   If New York City Mayor Jimmy Walker had not been so likable he would certainly have been branded a scoundrel.
 
   Jimmy Walker was born in New York City's Greenwich Village on June 19, 1881, the son of an Irish immigrant, who later became a political mover and shaker in Tammany Hall. Walker attended Xavier High School, which is a military school in Manhattan, and later New York Law School. 
 
   However, Walker's first love was music. Walker fell in with the Village's bohemian crowd, and instead of practicing law, he turned to songwriting. Two of the songs Walker wrote were: There's Music In The Rustle Of A Skirt and Will You Love Me in December As You Do in May? The latter song made Walker an overnight sensation in Tin Pan Alley, with its melodious refrain:
 
    
 
   Will you love me in December as you do in May?
 
   Will you love in the good old fashioned way?
 
   When my hair has all turned Gray,
 
   Will you kiss me then, and say,
 
   That you love me in December as you do in May?
 
    
 
   In 1910, due to his father's prodding, and with the influence of his mentor, Tammany Hall titan Al Smith (later Governor Smith), Walker ran and was elected to the New York State Assembly, where he served until 1914. Savoring the taste of political power, the now-ambitious Walker was then elected to the New York State Senate from 1914 to 1925. Walker was so popular in the Senate, he was elected President pro tempore of the New York State Senate from 1923 to 1924.
 
   Throughout his term in the Senate, Walker was always smartly dressed, and he was imbued with a radiant, outgoing attitude. Walker was considered a bon vivant, who spent more time bending his elbow in speakeasies than he did actually serving his constituents in the Senate. 
 
   American journalist Robert Caro once described Senator Walker as, “Pinch-waisted, one-button suit, slenderest of cravats, a shirt from a collection of hundreds, pearl-gray spats buttoned around silk-hosed ankles, toes of the toothpick shoes peeking out from the spats polished to a gleam. Pixie smile, the 'vivacity of a song and dance man,' a charm that made him arrive in the Senate Chamber like a glad breeze. 'The Prince Charming of Politics'.....slicing through the ponderous arguments of the ponderous men who sat around him with a wit that flashed like a rapier. Beau James.”
 
   In 1925, Al Smith, then Governor of New York, thought Walker would be the perfect mayor for New York City, a town now basking in the glow of the naughtiness of the Roaring 20's. With Smith's backing and backroom maneuvering, Walker moved to unseat the present mayor John Harlan, who was considered quite competent if not a bit stodgy. 
 
   Smith's biggest roadblock was that Walker was known more as a party animal than he was as a wily politician. But “Beau James,” as he was now called in the press, promised Smith, if he was elected to the top spot in town, he would mend his wayward ways.
 
   Harlan was a Democrat, and so was Walker, so Smith had to call in some of his outstanding chits in order for Walker to get the Democratic nomination. That mission accomplished, Walker's next obstacle was Republican-Fusion candidate Frank Waterman in the mayoral election.
 
   Waterman basically called Walker a crook, and said that if Walker were elected mayor, because of Walker's crooked ties in Tammany Hall, the New York City Subway system would be immersed in corruption. Walker laughed off Waterman's remarks, and he said he was running as the “people's mayor,” because he liked to do the same things the general public liked to do: gambling and drinking illegal hooch during Prohibition. 
 
   During his campaign, Walker boasted, “I like the company of my fellow human beings. I like the theater and am devoted to healthy outdoor sports. Because I like these things, I have reflected my attitude in some of my legislation I have sponsored: 2.75 percent beer, Sunday baseball, Sunday movies, and legalized boxing. But let me allay any fear there may be that, because I believe in personal liberty, wholesome amusement, and healthy professional sport, I will not countenance for a moment any indecency or vice in New York.”
 
   Yeah, right.
 
   In a blur, Walker partied his way through his first four years as mayor. The public was so in love with the new mayor, it hardly caused a ripple when he left his wife, Janet, for showgirl Betty Compton, who was 23 years Walker's junior. 
 
   In 1928, Walker's shenanigans lost him the favor of Al Smith. So Walker, the cool cat that he was, cozied up to the new governor, Franklin D. Roosevelt, who had been elected governor when Smith stepped down to run for the Presidency against Republican Herbert Hoover. After losing to Hoover, Smith's power at Tammany Hall was greatly diminished. Roosevelt was the new Democratic power in New York State, and the wily Walker took advantage of that.
 
   That's not to say Walker accomplished nothing in his first term as mayor. Walker did consolidate the New York City hospital system, purchased thousands of acres for park land (including Great Kills in Staten Island), and he expanded the municipal bus system. The fact that a few of his pals were granted an exclusive franchise to own the city buses caused not a ripple in Walker's popularity. In fact, no one said a word that Walker had basically become a part-time mayor. 
 
   “Beau James” was hardly ever in City Hall attending to business, and was instead either at the racetrack, the fights, or carousing in one of the city's 32,000 speakeasies. While enjoying the nightlife, Walker imbibed his share of illegal beverages. Walker's favorite cocktail was a “Black Velvet,” which is champagne poured over the top of a hefty serving of Guinness stout.
 
   In 1929, Walker was challenged for mayor by the fiery reformer, Fiorello LaGuardia. During one heated debate, LaGuardia was incensed that Walker had raised his own salary from $25,000 a year to $40,000 a year. Walked quipped back, “Hell, that's cheap. Imagine what I would be worth if I worked full time.”
 
   Walker chided LaGuardia's reputation as a “reformer,” saying, “Reformers are guys who ride through a sewer in a glass bottom boat.” Meaning, a savvy politician knew well enough to look the other way when it was politically expedient to do so.
 
   Walker didn't know it at the time, but the beginning of his undoing was the stock-market crash of 1929. It was all right to act carefree and gay when the city was enjoying economic growth, but when people were out of work, with some even starving, Walker's devil-may-care attitude began to wear thin.
 
   Walker faced his first real embarrassment, in July of 1930, when he and his gal-pal, Betty Compton, were present when the police raided a gambling house in Montauk, Long Island.
 
   While people were being lined up against the wall and handcuffed, Walker told the local police something like, “Hey, I'm the mayor of New York City! You can't arrest the mayor of New York City!”
 
   The police agreed, and they let Walker go. But being “The girlfriend of the mayor of New York City” had no such pull. So the cops cuffed Compton and led her to the local slammer. It took Walker a few hours to reach the right people to get Compton released.
 
   Still, since the embarrassing incident was reported in the press, it left a big scar on Walker's reputation, because it was evident, while people were starving and out of work and sometimes denied food and shelter, “Beau James” was having a grand old time for himself. And let the city of New York be damned.
 
   Things started to turn bleak for Walker when the Archbishop of New York, Cardinal Hayes, started taking pot shots at the mayor. Hayes claimed that the decadence of New York City, which led to the stock-market crash of 1929, was mostly the fault of Mayor Walker, whose shady antics set a bad example for the rest of the city. Cardinal Hayes even accused Walker of looking the other way while girlie magazines were being sold by the thousands on 42nd  Street. 
 
   Walker foolishly took on Cardinal Hayes, when he fired back, “I never knew a woman who was hurt by a magazine.”
 
   Cardinal Hayes kept up his attacks on Walker, and soon the cardinal's rants reached the office of Roosevelt, who was readying himself to run for President of the United States. As a result, Roosevelt was not too happy with Mayor Walker, and he was looking for a way to rid himself of Walker's political embarrassments.
 
   Walker had one foot in his political grave and another foot on a banana peel, when he was summoned before the Seabury Committee, chaired by Justice Samuel Seabury, a cantankerous man obviously disgusted by Mayor Walker's excesses. The Seabury Committee was formed to investigate police and political corruption in New York City.
 
   On May 25, 1932, Walker, dressed like he was going speakeasy-hopping, mounted the steps of the county courthouse in lower Manhattan. 
 
   A throng of well-wishers clapped at his arrival, yelling, “Atta boy, Jimmy! You tell 'em Jimmy! Good luck boyo!”
 
   Walker flashed his million-dollar smile, and he raised his clasped hands over his head like a professional boxer after winning a fight. 
 
   Then Mayor Walker entered the lion's den and came face to face with Justice Seabury.
 
   Right off the bat, there was terrible tension between the two men, who couldn't be more different in personality and in demeanor. Over a two-day period, Seabury spat his questions at Walker, and Walker fired back with the utmost contempt. 
 
   At one point Walker yelled at Seabury, “You and Franklin Roosevelt are not going to hoist yourself to the Presidency over my dead body.”
 
   While Seabury hammered hard questions at Walker, it became evident that “Beau James” had insulated himself from direct connection to any political skullduggery. However, it was highly embarrassing to Walker, when it was discovered that there had been cash payments made to his girlfriend Betty Compton after some connected businesses were awarded lucrative contracts from the powers-that-be in New York City; which included Walker, 
 
   In addition, Walker's brother Dr. William H. Walker, who had a monopoly on worker's compensation claims, seemed to have banked over $500,000 in a four-year period. Seabury uncovered evidence that William Walker had, in fact, padded many of the workman's comp claims and had secreted the difference into his own coffers.
 
   Even though Seabury could not pin one illegal act on Mayor Walker himself, it was obvious that Walker had been blasted with political blows he could never recover from. As a result of the Seabury investigation, Seabury penned a recommendation to Governor Roosevelt which said that Walker should be removed from office for “gross improprieties and other instances of political malfeasance.”
 
   Governor Roosevelt was just months away from the presidential elections. And since Walker still had legions of supporters in New York City, Roosevelt wasn't sure what was the best way to handle the Walker situation. 
 
   Walker took Roosevelt off the hook, when on September 1, 1932, he announced his resignation as Mayor of New York City.
 
   Within days, Walker hopped on a cruise ship to Europe, accompanied by his showgirl girlfriend, Betty Compton. In 1933, Walker divorced his wife and married Compton. For three years, Walker spent his self-imposed exile in London with Compton. When Walker returned to New York City, LaGuardia was mayor, and Walker was out of politics for good.
 
   Shunned by the political arena, Walker returned to his first love: the music industry. Walker became head of Majestic Records, a big-band record label that included such popular musicians as Louie Prima and Bud Freeman. In 1946, two years after he assumed control of Majestic Records, Walker died of a brain hemorrhage at the age of 65. Walker was buried in the Gates of Heaven Cemetery in Hawthorne, New York.
 
   In 1957, comedian and song-and-dance-man Bob Hope starred in a movie based on Walker's life called Beau James. This film was based on a biography of Walker, also titled Beau James, written by Gene Fowler. This book was also used as the basis for Jimmy, a Broadway play about Walker, that ran from October 1969 to January 1970. In Jimmy, Frank Gorshin played Walker and Anita Gillette played Betty Compton. 
 
   In the 1959 Broadway musical Fiorello!, the song Gentleman Jimmy, was dedicated to New York City's “Midnight Mayor,”  Jimmy Walker.
 
    
 
                                 The End
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   What Readers are saying about “Mobsters, Gangs, Crooks, and Other Creeps – Volume 3 – New York City”:
 
    
 
   AS GOOD AS A HISTORY BOOK! – RJ Parker “Best Selling Author”
 
   Mobsters, Gangs, Crooks, and Other Creeps - Volume 3 by Joe Bruno is a masterpiece of New York City's history of crimes and criminals, and even disasters. Many of these people were the dregs of society who Bruno dug up from the sewers of NYC and placed in a book.
This is the second book I've read by the author and have added him to my favourites. I like his style and the substance of his material. Good as a history book. Highly recommended.
 
 
   Best of the Best! – lcook0825
 
   Volume 3 and is definitely the best of all of them. This was as good as any history book on the subject of the Mafia for the era in question. The way each person or event was covered left you knowing exactly what happened and being from New York I knew the places
 
    
 
   Volume 3 keeps pace with "1" & "2" – John M. Bitowt Jr.
 
   Joe Bruno has once again amazed and mystified the reading audience with "Mobsters, Gangs, Crooks, and Other Creeps-Volume 3 New York City"!! As in Volumes 1,2, & 3, the reader is destined to find out some previously unpublished or forgotten facts regarding the era, the feel of the city, or characteristics which were popular at said moments. 
 
    
 
   Bruno does it again! – Mathew J. Mari
 
   Volume 3 is as good as Volumes 1&2. It is easy to read and very interesting. You can read it through in a couple of sessions or a chapter at a time at your leisure, or you can skip chapters if you like as each is self contained.
 
 
   An excellent book; well written – Jean M Kilgallen
 
   This is a great book for those people who like to read about gangsters like Mafioso Carmine Galante, Paul Castellano, Carlo Gambino, and Vito Genovese. But it also contains some interesting stories of long forgotten disasters like the Brooklyn Theater Fire of 1876 and the General Slocum Paddleboat Fire of 1906.

I especially liked the article on Evelyn Mittelman, called "The Kiss of Death," because several of her boyfriends were killed by men who lusted to be her new boyfriend. 
 
    
 
   Volume 3 is as good as Volumes 1 & 2 – Tony Palumbo
 
   I had already read Mobsters, Gangs, Crooks and Other Creeps-Volumes 1 & 2 - New York City, so when I saw that Volume 3 was available I just had to buy it. And the author doesn't disappoint at all! All in all, for 99 cents, Volume 3, like Volumes 1 & 2, is a great bargain. Highly recommended! 
 
    
 
   *********
 
    
 
    
 
   Brooklyn Theater Fire of 1876
 
   It started out as a gala performance of Two Orphans at the Brooklyn Theater on Washington Street in Brooklyn. But thanks to inefficient and incompetent theater personnel, it wound up being the third-worst fire, occurring either in a theater or public assembly building, in the history of the United States of America.
 
   The title roles were played by Maude Harrison and Kate Claxton, who was thought to be one of the best stage actresses of her time. Others in the cast included well-known actors Claude Burroughs, J.B. Studley, H.S. Murdoch, and Mrs. Farren. All would play leading roles in the tragedy that followed.
 
   The Brooklyn Theater, which seated 1,600 people, was built in 1871. It was an L-shaped brick building with its main entrance on Washington Street and a secondary entrance on Johnson Street, a smaller thoroughfare which ran perpendicular to Washington Street 200 feet to the east. One block to the north was what was then Brooklyn's City Hall. And one block to the south was Fulton Street, the main thoroughfare to the Manhattan ferries, which brought theatergoers from the mainland of Manhattan to the Brooklyn Theater. (The Brooklyn Bridge wasn't built until 1886.)
 
   The Brooklyn Theater had three floors of seating. The ground floor was called the “Parquet and parquet circle” seating. It contained 600 seats. The second floor balcony seats were called the “dress circle” seats, and they seated 550 patrons. The third floor gallery, which was called the “family circle” seats, contained 450 seats. 
 
   The top level family circle seats, at 50 cents a pop, were the cheapest seats in the house, and it had its own box office on Washington Street. It also had one set of 7-foot wide stairs, designed with a zigzag of right-and left-angle turns and leading directly from the street outside to the third floor. The theater was set up such that the people in the family circle seats had no access to the balcony below, or to the main floor of the theater. 
 
   This turned out to be their undoing.
 
   The second floor dress circle seats, costing one dollar, had two flights of stairs to enter and exit the theater. One was a 10-foot wide set of stairs that led to and from the lobby. The other was a narrower set of emergency stairs that led to Flood's Alley, a tiny strip of dirt behind the theater. The ground floor door to Flood's Alley was usually locked to stop gatecrashers from entering the theater on the sly.
 
   The ground floor seating was comprised of three price ranges. The least expensive was the parquet seating, disadvantageously situated on the side of the stage and costing 75 cents. The parquet circle seats, which were in the middle of the auditorium, cost $1.50. There were also eight private boxes, four on each side of the stage, which were the most fashionable and expensive seats in the house. Each private box contained six seats. Box seats cost a whopping $10 apiece, a kingly sum in the 1870s.
 
   Illumination in the theater was provided by gas jets in the lobby and in the vestibule. A few gas jets covered by ornamental globes were set on the orchestra floor. Border lights were lined in a row along the proscenium arch, which is the rectangular frame around the stage. These lights had tin on the side facing the audience and were covered by wire netting. Above the boarder lights were thin pieces of cloth that served as scenery. Some of these pieces of cloth dangled precariously close to the boarder lights. 
 
   As a precaution, buckets of water were usually kept on the side of the stage in case the dangling scenery caught fire. Plus, there was a fire hose backstage that was connected to a 2 ½-inch water pipe.
 
   On December 5, 1876, approximately a thousand people were in attendance at the Brooklyn Theater. About 400 people were seated in the upper family circle seats (an exact figure was never determined), 360 people sat in the dress circle seats, and 250 people sat in the parquet and parquet circle seats. 
 
   Edward B. Dickinson, who was seated in the middle of the parquet seats about five rows from the stage, thought the auditorium floor was not more than half-full. However, Charles Vine, who was sitting in the top family circle seats, thought it was “one of the biggest galleries” he had seen in a long time at the Brooklyn Theater.
 
   Everything was fine until the short intermission between the fourth and fifth acts. During this time, the curtain was down hiding the stage, and the orchestra was playing during the intermission. People in the parquet circle heard loud noises from behind the curtain. But this was not considered unusual.
 
   Seconds before the curtain came down, stage manager, J. W. Thorpe, saw a small flame coming from the lower part of a drop scenery hanging near the center stage border light. Thorpe later said the flame was about the size of his hand. Thorpe looked for the water buckets, but for some reason they were not where they were supposed to be. He thought about using the fire hose backstage, but so much scenery was in the way, he decided it was quicker to extinguish the fire by beating it with long stage poles. Thorpe directed his carpenters, Hamilton Weaver and William Van Sicken, to attempt to quell the fire by banging it with two large stage poles.
 
   At around 11:20 p.m., the fifth and final act started. When the curtain came down, Kate Claxton, playing a blind orphan girl, was laying on a stack of straw, looking upward. J. B. Studley and H. S. Murdoch had taken their places on stage, in a box set representing an old boathouse on the bank of the Seine. Mary Ann Farren and Claude Burroughs were waiting in the wings for their cues to enter into the scene. Miss Harrison was not in this scene, so she stood backstage and watched the production.
 
   Murdock had delivered just a few lines, when he heard someone whisper “Fire” from backstage. Murdock looked up to the proscenium arch. He saw heavy black smoke and the flickering of small flames. Murdock could see that the fire was spreading quickly upward towards the domed ceiling of the theater. Murdock stopped delivering his lines, but the audience had not yet noticed the fire and smoke.
 
   Murdock heard Claxton whisper, “Go on. They will put it out. Go on.”
 
   Murdock finished his lines, and Farren and Burroughs entered the scene from the wings. Miss Claxton had just delivered her lines to Murdock, saying, “I forbid you to touch me. I will beg no more,” when flaming parts of the ceiling fell onto the stage, igniting Claxton's costume. Studley hurried over and extinguished the flames on Claxton with his bare hands.
 
   The orchestra, for some reason, broke out into a cheerful song, but it did nothing to quell anyone's fears.
 
   By this time, the people in the theater had realized a fire was occurring, and screams of terror began to reverberate against the theater's walls. Farren and Murdock stopped play acting and stood on one side of the stage, imploring the people to leave quickly and quietly. Claxton and Studley did the same on the other side of the stage. 
 
   Claxton yelled to the crowd, who were now on their feet in an extremely agitated state, “You can all go out if you can only keep quiet. We are between you and the flames! Keep cool and walk out quietly!”
 
   But the frenzied crowd had a mind of its own. People ran out into the aisles and panic ensued. 
 
   Studley yelled to the crowd, “If I have the presence of mind to stand here between you and the fire, which is right behind me, you ought to have the presence of mind to go out quietly!”
 
   Claxton later told the police, “We were now almost surrounded by flames; it was madness to delay longer. I took Mr. Murdoch by the arm and said 'Come, let us go.' He pulled away from me in a dazed sort of way and rushed into his dressing room, where the fire was even then raging. To leap from the stage into the orchestra, in the hope of getting out through the front of the house, would only add one more person to the frantic struggling mass of human beings, who were trampling each other to death like wild beasts.”
 
   Burning timber began raining onto the stage, and the actors were forced to run into the wings. Claxton suddenly remembered there was a small hallway which led from her dressing room, through the basement and into the box office. Claxton ran backstage, met Harrison, and both ladies fled though this passage in their dressing room to the box office outside. On the other hand, Murdock and Burroughs ran back to their dressing rooms to get warmer clothing to fend off the frigid December air outside the theater. 
 
   Neither man made it out of the theater alive.
 
   By this time a fire alarm had been sent out from the First Precinct police station, which was next door to the theater. Also, a telegram was sent to Mayor Schroeder, informing him of the dire situation.
 
   Some of the theater's crew ran to the Johnson Street exits, and they made it safely outside. But the fire soon spread and cut off access to those exits. All of the remaining exits were either in the front of the theater, at the main entrance on Washington Street, or through the emergency doors on Flood's Alley.
 
   While the crowd was set in panic mode, head usher Thomas Rochford rushed to the rear of the theater, and he opened the special exit doors on Flood’s Alley . Because of Rochford's action, the people on the ground floor were able to exit the theater in less than three minutes. So in effect, the people in the least crowded part of the theater had the fastest escape routes.
 
   However, the open doors on Flood’s Alley caused a brisk airflow to blast into the theater, which increased the intensity of the fire.
 
   The people on the second floor had two stairways from which they could escape. The main 7-foot-wide stairway, the stairway in which they had entered the building , led to the vestibule near the Washington Street exit. The other exit was a narrower stairway that led to Flood's Alley. 
 
   Most decided to rush for the main stairway, because it was the one they were most familiar with. This caused a logjam of the greatest proportions, since instead of an orderly exit, the people worked themselves into a frenzy. People started getting tangled with each other. Some people jammed into doorways, and others fell forward down the stairs onto the people below them, causing the flow of people out of the building to stop completely.
 
   Sergeant John Cain, from the First Precinct next door, fought his way into the theater and with the help of janitor Van Sicken, he began to untangle the fallen people so that the crowd behind them could get down the stairs to safety. By all accounts, almost all the people from the second floor dress circle seats were able to exit the theater alive. But the people jammed into the gallery on the third floor were doomed from the start, and they knew it.
 
   People started jumping from the family circle seats into the auditorium below. Some were injured so badly from the jump they were not able to exit the theater. Other people lowered themselves from a small third-floor window to Flood's Alley below. One man forced himself through a ventilator shaft which deposited him onto the roof of the police station next door.
 
   But most of the people in the gallery had no way to save themselves. After a few people were able to stumble down the stairway from which they had entered the building to the safety outside, the supports for the gallery collapsed, thrusting hundreds of people three floors down onto the bottom level.
 
   Charles Straub had been sitting in the gallery near the stairway. He was sitting with his friend Joseph Kremer. 
 
   Straub said afterwards, “We could hardly run down the stairs; we were crowded down.”
 
   Even though hundreds of people had tripped and fell on top of him, Straub was somehow able to make it down the stairs and out of the theater. He estimated about 25 people from the gallery had made it out before him and about 12 people after him. The rest were trapped inside. 
 
   He never saw his friend Kremer again.
 
   Charles Vine had been sitting in the gallery, but far away from the only stairway. He thought about jumping from one of the windows facing Flood's Alley, but it was a 60-foot drop, and he would certainly perish from that jump. So Vine hurried to the front of the gallery, and he decided to jump from there to the dress circle below. Vine cut himself badly on a chair and was knocked out for a moment. But Vine quickly regained consciousness, and he was able to force his way down the second floor stairs to the exit door below. 
 
   Fire Marshall Keady said later that he thought Vine had been “the last person to leave the gallery alive.” 
 
   Fifteen minutes after the fire had begun, the entire interior of the theater was in flames. At 11:45 p.m., the east wall of the theater fell with a loud grumbling, burying more than 300 men, women, and children under tons of bricks and burning debris.
 
   Thomas Nevins, the Chief Engineer of the Brooklyn Fire Department, had arrived at the theater around 11:26 p. m. He immediately saw there was no way to save the theater and that his job was now to confine the fire to that single structure. When the additional fire-fighting equipment arrived just before midnight, Nevins used that equipment to keep adjoining buildings free of sparks and burning debris.
 
   By midnight, around 5,000 spectators had assembled in the streets outside the theater. Some were looking for signs of loved ones who had gone to the theater, but had not yet returned home. 
 
   At 1 a.m., the Flood's Alley wall collapsed, and by 3 a.m. the fire had started to burn itself out. At that point, Chief Nevins considered the fire under control. The early newspapers that morning reported the fire, but said that only a handful of people had been killed. 
 
   At the break of dawn, Chief Nevins led a contingent of fire personnel into the building. Chief Nevins discovered almost the entire theater had collapsed into the cellar. As the firemen made their way through the ruins, they made a terrible discovery. What appeared to be plain rubbish, was in fact, a mangled mess of charred human bodies. Some of the bodies were intact, and some had missing limbs. All were burned beyond recognition. It was later determined that almost all the dead had been sitting in the third floor gallery when the fire started.
 
   Removal of the bodies took three days. It was a long and tedious project because, in their charred condition, the bodies would immediately fall apart when they were moved. 
 
   Forensic science being in its infant stages at the time, an exact body count was impossible. Initial reports in the newspapers said there were anywhere from 275 to 400 fatalities in the Brooklyn Theater Fire. A coroner's report later said there were 283 fatalities, but that was only an educated guess. One hundred and three unidentified bodies and parts of bodies were buried in a common grave at Greenwood Cemetery in Brooklyn.
 
   The death count in the Brooklyn Theater Fire of 1876 was exceeded only by the Iroquois Theater fire which occurred on December 30, 1903, in Chicago, Ill, where at least 605 people died, and the Cocoanut Grove nightclub fire in Boston, on November 28, 1942, which killed 492 people.
 
   The Brooklyn Theater Fire of 1876 did spur New York City to institute safeguards that reduced the possibility of a similar fire ever happening again. Changes in the building code barred the presence of paints, woods, and construction material in the stage area. The code also mandated the use of a solid brick proscenium wall, “extending from the cellar to the roof, to minimize the risk of a stage fire spreading into the auditorium.” 
 
   Other changes to the code decreed that “proscenium arches were to be equipped with non-flammable fire curtains.” Other openings in the proscenium wall required self-closing, fire-resistant doors. And heat-activated sprinkling systems were required for the fly space above the stage.
 
   Starting in the early 1900s, a half hour before the scheduled performance each theater was to have a “Theater Detail Officer” on duty. Before the play started, the Theater Detail Officer's job was to “test the fire alarms, inspect firewall doors, and the fire curtain.” During the performance, the theater Detail Officer would “roam the theater, making sure that aisles, hallways, and fire exits were clear and accessible to all patrons.”
 
   There were contradicting accounts about what happened to Kate Claxton after she escaped from the Brooklyn Theater Fire. One newspaper said she was seen sitting safely in the First Precinct police station one hour after the fire. Another report said that three hours after the fire had started, a New York City newspaper reporter found Claxton wandering in a daze at Manhattan's City Hall. Her hands and face were bloated with burn blisters, and she could not remember taking the ferry from Brooklyn to Manhattan.
 
   Scant months later, after Claxton had recovered from her injuries, she traveled to St. Louis to appear in another play. As soon as she arrived in St. Louis, she checked into the Southern Hotel. In hours, that hotel went up in flames. But Claxton and her brother, whom she was traveling with, made a miraculous escape seconds before the hotel collapsed. 
 
   This effectively ended Kate Claxton's theatrical career. Fearing she was some kind of a jinx, other actors refused to appear on stage with her. And theatergoers, fearing another fire, boycotted her performances altogether.
 
   Nine years after the Brooklyn Theater Fire, Kate Claxton shared her thoughts with the New York Times. 
 
   She said, “We thought we were acting for the best in continuing the play as we did, with the hope that the fire would be put out without difficulty, or that the audience would leave gradually or quietly. But the result proved that it was not the right course. The curtain should have been kept down until the flames had been extinguished, or if it had been found impossible to cope with them, the audience should have been calmly informed that indisposition on the part of some member of the company, or some unfortunate occurrence behind the scenery compelled a suspension of the performance, and they should have been requested to disperse as quietly as they could. Raising the curtain created a draft which fanned the flames into fury.”
 
   Hindsight is 20/20, but Kate Claxton's later observations were absolutely correct. The Brooklyn Theater Fire of 1876 could have produced minimal damage, if only the theater personnel had not bumbled, but had acted in a coherent, methodical, and calm manner. 
 
   Sadly, this never happened.
 
    
 
   Castellano, Paul 
 
    
 
   He was one of the most disliked mob bosses ever, with a superiority complex second to none. However, if Paul Castellano had been street-smart like most Mafia bosses, he might not have been executed so easily and so publicly. 
 
   Paul Castellano was born Constantino Paul Castellano on June 26, 1915, in Brooklyn, New York. Castellano did not like his given first name, so he insisted that everyone call him Paul instead. Castellano's parents were born in Sicily, and his father was a butcher, with a little illegal numbers business on the side. Castellano's father was also an early member of the Mangano Crime Family, which was created by Salvatore Maranzano after the killing of Joe “The Boss” Masseria, which ended the Castellammarese War. 
 
   Castellano dropped out of the school after the eighth grade, and he went to work in both of his father's businesses. In 1934, when Castellano was only 19-years-old, Castellano and two of his buddies committed an armed robbery of a local business. However, things went awry, and when the police arrived at the scene, his two friends had escaped. Big Paul, as he was called (Castellano was six-foot-three and in his prime weighed over 275 pounds), was caught by the police. But he refused to rat on his colleagues, and as a result, he was hit with a three-month bit in the slammer. When he returned to the mean streets of Brooklyn, Castellano's reputation had been enhanced by his refusal to cooperate with the police.
 
   In 1937, at the age of 22, Castellano married his childhood sweetheart Nina Manno, who was the sister-in-law of Carlo Gambino. They eventually had three sons: Paul, Philip, Joseph, and a daughter Connie.
 
   In 1940, Castellano was inducted as a made member of the Mangano Crime Family, the same crime family in which his first cousin Carlo Gambino was already a captain. In fact, Castellano and Gambino were so close, Gambino even married Castellano's sister Catherine (marrying first cousins was not uncommon amongst the Sicilians). 
 
   After Mangano was knocked off in 1951 by his Underboss, Albert Anastasia, Anastasia took control of the Mangano Family, and he changed the name to the Anastasia Family. Anastasia also bumped up Big Paul to the rank of captain. In 1957, when Anastasia was killed by rival Vito Genovese, Gambino took over the Anastasia Family. He changed the name to the Gambino Family, and he inserted his cousin Paul Castellano as one of his right-hand men.
 
    On November 17, 1957, Genovese called for a huge summit of all the Mafia bigwigs in America scheduled to take place in Apalachin, New York, at the home of Mafia member Joseph Barbara. There were several items on Genovese's agenda, the most important of which was to declare himself “Capo di Tutti Capi,” or “Boss of All Bosses.” 
 
   However, the wily Gambino knew that the local state police would be tipped off to the meeting, so he stayed away, and instead he sent his cousin Paul to take the heat. When the state police raided the Barbara residence, dozens of mobsters tried to escape by jumping out of windows and running through the woods in their expensive suits and patent leather shoes. But not Castellano. Big Paul surrendered without a fight, and he was sentenced to a year in prison for refusing to tell the police the purpose of the meeting.
 
   After his marriage to Nina, Paul prospered in the family meat businesses, and by the 1950s, he owned several businesses, including Blue Ribbon Meats, Ranbar Packing Inc., and The Pride Wholesale Meat and Poultry Corporation. 
 
   According to Jonathan Kwitney's book Vicious Circles, “The Castellanos owned many meat stores and distributorships in Brooklyn and in Manhattan. They had a long record of welching on debts; of suffering suspicious hijackings, which can lead to insurance claims; of selling goods that were later found to have been stolen off the docks or trucks, and of cheating other firms by receiving the assets of companies about to go into bankruptcy proceedings.”
 
   Whereas Castellano gave the airs of a successful businessman, issuing a death warrant was certainly not beneath his character. Castellano once ordered the death of an underling, because the man had the audacity to say Castellano looked like chicken magnate Frank Perdue. (Perdue was famous for his chicken-like face splashed across the screen in his TV commercials, where he pronounced, “It takes a tough man to make a tender chicken.”) 
 
   In the mid 70s, Perdue was having trouble getting his chickens into the New York City weekly supermarket advertisement circulars. Someone whispered in Perdue's ear, and soon he signed a distribution deal with Dial Poultry, owned by two of Castellano's sons. From that point on, Perdue had no trouble advertising and selling his chickens in the New York market. 
 
   To show he would not allow anyone in his blood family to be abused in any way, Castellano's son-in-law Frank Amato disappeared from the face of the earth after Castellano discovered Amato was beating Castellano's pregnant daughter Connie and cheating on her on the side. As a display of familial compassion, Castellano did wait for his daughter's divorce to become final before he gave the order to vaporize Amato.
 
   Castellano, with the blessing of his cousin Carlo Gambino, was also heavy into the shylocking business. Unfortunately, in 1973, one of his street “lenders,” Arthur “Fat Artie” Beradelli, free on bail while appealing convictions for fraud and selling counterfeit securities, was pinched by the Feds, again for fraud. The FBI, led by field agents James Kallstrom and Frank Frattolillio, put the screws to Beradelli, and they convinced him if he didn't cooperate with the Feds he would spend big time in the slammer. Beradelli, who was represented by a legal aid attorney, listened to his attorney's advice, and he became a stool-pigeon. 
 
   After giving the Feds a list of those in charge of the loansharking enterprise he was involved with, Beradelli finally agreed to wear a wire. And he did so while speaking with “Little Paul” Castellano, the younger cousin of Big Paul and one of the chief loansharking operators who answered to Big Paul.
 
   Even though Little Paul was fluently versed in “mob-speak” (a mob dialect when they speak vaguely about everything and constantly refer to items called “that thing”), it was obvious from the taped conversations that Beradelli had borrowed large amounts of money from Little Paul and that Little Paul was to continue to receive his “vig payments,” even after Beradelli went to prison. Little Paul also made it clear (in mob-speak) that his older cousin Big Paul was overseeing the entire operation.
 
   In March 1975, Beradelli wore a wire while speaking with Big Paul Castellano. But Big Paul was excellent in mob-speak himself. Even though everything that was captured on tape was consistent with the notion that Big Paul Castellano was indeed the big cheese in the loansharking operation, Big Paul said nothing on tape that could conclusively connect him to any wrongdoings; at least nothing the Feds could take Big Paul to court with. 
 
   While Beradelli was wearing a wire and speaking to friends, Beradelli's wife found out that her husband was also speaking to the Feds. Beradelli's wife was a Gambino cousin (isn't everyone?), and she immediately berated her husband; calling him a “rat.” This left Beradelli no choice but to refuse to testify in court against any mob figures that might be indicted in the loansharking case.
 
   Beradelli later said, “If I had gone against her, I would have lost her and the children forever.”
 
   As a result of his failure to see the deal though until the end, instead of getting no prison time, Beradelli was sentenced to two years in prison on the original fraud charges. Because he did garner some very important information on the tapes he did make, the second fraud charge against Beradelli was dropped.
 
   
  
 

On June 30, 1975, the Feds indicted nine alleged organized crime figures for loansharking. These men included Big Paul Castellano, Little Paul Castellano, and another cousin Joseph Castellano. Before the trial began, Little Paul Castellano pleaded guilty. Because he was a relatively small fish in a big pond, Little Paul got only four months in the slammer and a $5,000 fine. The government tried to force Beradelli to testify at the trial, which included their intended target, the Big Fish himself: Big Paul Castellano, but Beradelli refused. Judge Bartels then ordered Beradelli to testify, giving him immunity from prosecution. Beradelli still refused, and as a result of Beradelli's non-cooperation, all the defendants walked scot-free, including Big Paul Castellano. Judge Bartels then threw the book at Beradelli, sentencing him to five years in prison for contempt-of-court.
 
   But at least Beradelli still had his faithful wife and lovely children to visit him in prison.
 
   By 1975, Carlo Gambino was obviously very ill from a severe heart condition. When Gambino died, the favorite on the streets to take over the Gambino Family was Aniello Dellacroce, a hardened criminal and Gambino's second-in-command. Dellacroce was a respected man in the mob, and had allegedly taken part in several “pieces of work,” or murders. And according to Mafia rules, Dellacroce was, in fact, supposed to be promoted to boss instead of Castellano. Dellacroce had the backing of all the major Gambino street crews, including Carmine Fatico's men at the Bergin Hunt and Fish Club in Queens.
 
   However, Gambino wanted to keep things in the family, and to the consternation of many, he anointed Paul Castellano to be his successor as the head of the Gambino Family. As a result, there was outrage amongst the street soldiers, who saw Castellano as nothing more than a greedy snob who thought he was stratospherically above the common street soldiers who were kicking up all the money to the bosses on top. Whereas most captains demanded 10 percent of the street soldier's take, Castellano wanted 15 percent of any schemes his men were involved with.
 
   Things came to a head, when on October 15, 1976, Carlo Gambino finally died and Castellano was officially inducted as the Gambino boss. Street men, like tough John Gotti, bristled at the choice and were hardly placated when Dellacroce, as a consolation prize, was given control of all the lucrative Manhattan Gambino street rackets. Dellacroce, an old school Mafioso, who went by the credo that a boss’s word should never be challenged, was the only person who kept his crew from a devastating and bloody mutiny against Castellano and his allies.
 
   Whereby Gambino had lived in an inconspicuous house in Brooklyn, Castellano built himself a mansion on the trendy Todt Hill on Staten Island. Todt Hill (which in Dutch meant “Death Hill”) was the highest track of land in the entire borough of Staten Island. The 17-room house was built with stone and stucco, and was painted entirely white, with two white columns majestically standing out front, looking suspiciously like the White House in Washington, D.C. (The Gambino street crews snidely referred to Castellano's home as “The White House.”) The house was completely surrounded by tall wrought-iron fences and armed with the most sophisticated  burglar alarms. If this wasn't enough to discourage intruders, Castellano had ferocious Dobermans patrolling inside the perimeter, viciously leaping at the fences if anyone, including the mailman, came near the house.
 
   In late 1978, Castellano further infuriated the men who were loyal to Dellacroce when he set up a meeting between himself, his top captains, and the two bosses of the violent Irish “Westies” gang from Manhattan's Hell’s Kitchen: Jimmy Coonan and Mickey Featherstone. The intermediary who arranged the meeting was Roy DeMeo, the most proficient killer under the flag of Gambino captain Anthony “Nino” Gaggi. 
 
   The meeting took place at Tommaso's, a Bay Ridge eatery frequented by a veritable who's-who of the mob. When Coonan and Featherstone were escorted by DeMeo into the private back room of Tommaso's, they could hardly believe their eyes. Seated at a horseshoe-shaped table were Nino Gaggi, Carmine Lambardozzi, Joseph N. Gallo, Aniello Dellacroce, and Funzi Tieri. Seated at the head of the table was the sire of the Staten Island “White House”: Big Paul Castellano himself.
 
   At this point, Coonan and Featherstone thought they had a very big problem and were going to leave the restaurant in  body bags. It seemed that just a few weeks earlier, Coonan had taken part in the murder of Castellano's top bookie/shylock Ruby Stein. Coonan had owed Stein $70,000 in gambling debts, and Coonan figured it made more economic sense to kill Stein rather than to pay Stein. So that he did, in a Hell's Kitchen bar, along with a few of Coonan’s accomplices, all of whom Coonan made shoot Stein as a sign of solidarity after Stein was already dead. After the deed was done, they cut Stein up into little pieces, and they deposited Stein's body parts into several garbage bags and threw them into the waters near Ward's Island. 
 
   The only problem was, Coonan forgot to slit open Stein's torso to let out all the gases, and Stein's torso was soon found floating in the waters near Rockaway Beach in Queens.
 
   After Castellano made a few inquiries, he found out the last man Stein had been seen with alive was Jimmy Coonan.
 
   In addition, there was the slight problem of Ruby Stein's little black book, which contained the names and the exact figures of the money out on the streets owed to Stein, and thereby owed to Castellano and his captains. Coonan had taken that black book off Stein's dead body, but at this particular time he didn't know exactly what to do with it. If he commenced making collections, Castellano would have known for sure who had killed his very valuable asset – Ruby Stein.
 
   According to T.J. English's book – The Westies, Coonan, as a sign of good will, presented Castellano with a box of the finest Cuban cigars. After Castellano passed the box around the table so his captains could see the value of the present, the men began eating with a vengeance; first the salads, then the dishes of seafood with pasta, then some of the best lasagna known to man. After the last morsel had been devoured, and the men were waiting for their espresso and Anisette, Tieri whispered something into Castellano's ear. 
 
   Big Paul cleared his throat, and then he said directly to Coonan, “Jimmy,” then he hesitated and said, “You don't mind if I call you Jimmy?”
 
   Coonan had a huge frog in his throat. “No, of course not.”
 
   Castellano went into a dissertation as to why Ruby Stein was such a valuable member of his organization and why Stein’s death was such a terrible blow to all the men seated at this table. Then Castellano looked right into Coonan's eyes and said, “Jimmy, did you or any of your people have anything to do with this terrible thing; this murder of our good friend Ruby Stein?”
 
   Coonan tried to look sincere.
 
   “No,” he quickly said. “We didn't have nuthin' to do with that.”
 
   “Are you sure?” Castellano said.
 
   “Yes sir, without a doubt.”
 
   Castellano then got to the meat of the conversation. He asked Coonan if he knew the whereabouts of Stein's little black book.
 
   Coonan said, “I don't even know what youse are talking about.”
 
   Castellano raised his voice just a bit. 
 
   He said, “That book has millions of dollars’ worth of loans in it; shylock loans. There are people here who need that book.”
 
   Coonan shrugged, “Wish I could help you, Mr. Castellano. But I don't know nuthin' about Ruby's death, or no black book.”
 
   Coonan then heard from Castellano's lips what he had dreamed about for years. “Alright Jimmy, this is our position. From now on, you boys are going to be with us; which means you got to stop acting like cowboys - like wild men. If anybody is to be removed, you have to clear it with us. Capisch? Everything goes through Nino or Roy. You have our permission to use our family name in your business dealings on the West Side. But whatever monies you make, you will cut us in 10 percent.”
 
   After dinner, Castellano and his crew took Coonan and Featherstone to the nearby Vets and Friends Social Club. There Castellano told them the real reason he wanted their alliance. 
 
   “If you are ever called to Brooklyn, you come, no questions asked,” Castellano told them.
 
   Coonan and Featherstone correctly understood this to mean that they and their Irish crew from Hell's Kitchen would be a secret hit-squad for Castellano; especially when non-Italian shooters were needed. Again, this did not go over well with Dellacroce, who was old-school enough to know that Italian Mafiosi do not associate with Irish criminals, whom they felt were overly violent and not trustworthy. The man Dellacroce was grooming for further advancement in his crew, John Gotti, did not like this Irish liaison too much, either.
 
   In 1979, 35-year-old Columbian Gloria Olarte went to work for the Castellanos as a housemaid. At the time, Paul Castellano was 64-years-old and his wife Nina was a very attractive 60-years-old. But that didn't stop Paul Castellano from having roving eyes. Soon, he started an affair with Olarte right in front of his wife's eyes and also in front of his daughter Connie who was living nearby. Whenever his wife and Connie went out shopping, Castellano made sure they had enough cash to spend so that they wouldn't return home anytime soon. 
 
   At first, Castellano's advances were just petting and simple kissing, and soon Olarte began to wonder why Big Paul had not consummated their relationship. It seemed that at the time Olarte made her way into the Castellano household, Castellano, due to a diabetes condition, had not had an erection in four years. That problem was taken care of when Castellano had “the operation”: a penile implant that would make him able to have intercourse with his young housemaid. 
 
   His affections for Olarte were obvious to the crew members who visited Castellano for business meetings and were also obvious to his wife. Gambino family members began talking about Castellano behind his back; about how he was disgracing his wife by prancing his young housemaid in front of them at their “White House” meetings.
 
   The FBI had wanted to plant a bug in Castellano's house for many years. Through conversations they overhead from bugs planted in other mob hangouts, the FBI had ascertained that when men came to visit Castellano to discuss family business, these meetings always took place in a little dining nook in the kitchen. There is some dispute as to whether Olarte herself, realizing that Castellano's affections for her were waning, told the FBI where to plant the bug. But on March 17, 1983, while Castellano was on a Florida vacation with Olarte and his trusted aide Tommy Bilotti, the FBI decided the time was ripe to plant the bug. The only problem was, Castellano's wife was still on the premises.
 
   When Nina Castellano finally left the house at around 5 p.m., a team of FBI agents disguised as gardeners, sanitation workers, and telephone installers went to work. 
 
   The “gardeners” drugged the Dobermans who were standing guard inside the fence, by throwing drugs-infested steaks over the fence for the dogs to consume. Then FBI “techies” disabled the burglar alarm, allowing three more “techies” to pick the door locks and then enter the Castellano residence. Two Sanitation trucks blocked the entrance to the street, and the FBI agents in the trucks disguised as sanitation workers were under orders to stop Nina Castellano, by any means necessary, from returning to the house until the bug was planted and the FBI agents were safely out of the house.
 
   Once inside the house, the agents went directly to the kitchen nook. By the kitchen table sat a chrome lamp near Castellano's high-backed chair, which he always sat in during mob meetings. The agents removed the base of the lamp, and replaced it with an identical base that contained a microphone and a power pack. They placed the lamp back in its original position and quickly exited the house. Their stay inside the Castellano residence lasted only 12 minutes. Once safely outside, the FBI “techies” re-activated the burglar alarm, so that when she returned to her home, Nina Castellano would be none the wiser.
 
   This bug became a treasure trove of information for the FBI. 
 
   (The FBI was, under law, supposed to stop listening when the conversations being recorded involved inane personal matters. But that was not always the case.)
 
   Within a few days, the Feds heard Castellano boasting to one of his associates, “No one comes to Staten Island unless I say so.”
 
   For many years, the FBI suspected that the Gambino Crime Family had their greedy tentacles deep into labor racketeering, especially in the construction business. Castellano confirmed this fact when he was recorded saying to one of his captains, “Our job is to run the unions.”
 
   However, the most incriminating conversation was recorded when Castellano was at a sit-down with his chauffeur and right-hand man Tommy Bilotti, and Gambino “collection agent” Alphonse “Funzi” Mosca. Gloria Olarte could be heard hovering in the background, certainly listening, and sometimes interjecting innocent remarks into the conversation. According to the book Mafia Dynasty, by John H. Davis, the conversation went like this:
 
    
 
   Castellano: He gotta pay. And he gotta be clued in. Over two, forget about it. He sits out. That's club. Under a deuce, we talk. Maybe he gets some. But he pays the two points. First. None of this “you'll have it in a few days” bullshit.
 
   Mosca: You want I should talk to the fat guy? (Genovese Family Boss Fat Tony Salerno)
 
   Castellano: Talk to the fuckin’ president for all I care. Just get me my money.
 
   Bilotti: I don't see where this fuckin’ guy should get nothing. We set it up. We did all the work.
 
   Castellano: If you're calling the fat guy, call the Chin (Salerno's Underboss Vincent “The Chin” Gigante).
 
   Gloria: Mister Tommy. You finish all the cookies?
 
   Mosca: So he takes it for six-million-nine. Cody says take it for six-seven-fifty. Something like that. Plus some jobs.
 
   Castellano: Twelve men. Fifteen days.
 
   Bilotti: Yeah, twelve. Fifteen.
 
   Castellano: And the money comes up thirty percent. We do things on our own. We gotta think of our own. Tell it to the fat guy. Tell Chin.
 
   Mosca: It might get a little raw.
 
   Castellano: It does, it does. What are they going to do, sue me?
 
    
 
   The FBI was able to decipher exactly what this conversation meant. The subject of discussion was the construction of a midtown Manhattan skyscraper. Castellano was instructing his men to approach Salerno and Gigante to make sure Castellano got his proper cut of the money being skimmed off the top, and to confirm the number and duration of the no-show jobs his men would get.
 
   The bug in the Castellano residence lasted four months. During this time Castellano was heard discussing how he was controlling the construction business, the meat packing business, and the labor unions; specifically the Teamsters, the painters union, and various unions related to the restaurant business. Castellano let the Feds know he was also involved in the pornography business, as well as stock frauds, and insurance frauds.
 
   These tapes decisively revealed to the Feds that there were two factions within the Gambino Family, each of which had no use for the other. Castellano had the support of Bilotti and his cousin Tommy Gambino, who controlled the garment center in Manhattan. While the other faction was led by Dellacroce, and Dellacroce's “favorite son” - John Gotti. 
 
   One of Gotti's underlings was Angelo “Quack Quack” Ruggiero, a rotund, boisterous man who got his nickname because he couldn't stop talking; on the phone, or in places that were most likely bugged by the FBI. When Ruggiero was arrested in a big heroin deal, Castellano was incensed that any of his men would dare to sell “babania,” which was forbidden in the Gambino Family and supposedly throughout the American Mafia. 
 
   Castellano immediately called Gotti on the carpet, and he reamed Gotti a new one, saying, “Listen Johnny, you got to prove you weren't involved.”
 
   Gotti knew this meant if Ruggiero was indeed guilty of selling dope, and if Gotti knew about Ruggiero's involvement, it was a death sentence for both men.
 
   Soon, Castellano discovered from lawyers involved in the case that Ruggiero had been caught on secret recordings bragging about several drug deals. Castellano demanded that Ruggiero turn over the tapes to him, and when Ruggiero refused, Castellano (on tape) went berserk, threatening to do bad things to both Ruggiero and Gotti. This is when the FBI decided to lower the boom on “Big Paul.”
 
   On March 25, 1985, FBI agents Andris Kurins and Joseph O'Brien made a trip to Castellano's “White House,” and the told Castellano he was being arrested on RICO charges (Racketeer Influenced and Corrupt Organizations Act). Castellano seemed quite confused when he heard the charges, because he fully didn't understand the implications of RICO.
 
   Under the RICO Act, a person who is a member of an enterprise and has committed any two of 35 crimes—27 federal crimes and 8 state crimes—within a 10-year period, can be charged with racketeering. The RICO Act “allows for the leaders of a crime syndicate (family) to be tried for the crimes which they ordered others to do or assisted them to do, closing a perceived loophole that allowed someone who told a man to, for example, commit murder, to be exempt from the trial because they did not actually do it themselves.” 
 
   Those found guilty under the RICO Act can be fined up to $25,000 and sentenced to 20 years in prison per racketeering count.
 
   So Castellano, at the moment of his arrest, oblivious to the fact that his house had been bugged for more than four months, did not realize the scope of the indictment he was about to face. According to Kurins and O'Brien, Castellano first heard of the taped conversations recorded in his house on the federal car radio, while the two Feds were transporting Castellano from the “White House” to the “Big House.” 
 
   After hearing the news on the radio, Castellano told the two Feds he suddenly felt ill, and would they please stop the car at a drug store to buy him some Tums and a candy bar for his diabetes, which was suddenly making his head swim.
 
   However, Castellano was not the only mob bigwig arrested that day. 
 
   Under the direction of Rudolph Giuliani, the U.S. Attorney for the Southern District of New York, as the cuffs were being put on Castellano, they were simultaneously putting the cuffs on Gambino Underboss Aniello Dellacroce, Fat Tony Salerno, the head of the Genovese Crime family, Lucchese boss Tony “Ducks” Corallo, Columbo boss Carmine Persico, and Rusty Rastelli, the acting boss of the Bonanno Crime Family. 
 
   Giuliani went so far as to arrest 82-year-old Bonanno Family patriarch Joseph Bonanno at his home in Tucson, Ariz. It seemed that Giuliani was astounded and overjoyed after reading Bonanno's recent autobiography “A Man of Honor,” in which Bonanno admitted things about the “Sacred Society” that no made man had ever dared utter.
 
   In addition to the RICO charges, Giuliani hit Castellano with an additional 51 charges stemming from the murders and stolen car ring perpetrated by Roy DeMeo's crew. (Rumors were that before Castellano was arrested on RICO charges, he heard from his law enforcement moles about the impending DeMeo-related indictments. Feeling that DeMeo, facing life in prison, was not the type of man to do his time quietly, Castellano ordered the murder of his most proficient murderer. DeMeo's own crew did the honors; stuffing DeMeo’s frozen body into the trunk of a car for the police to find.)
 
   Through an FBI informant close to John Gotti (code name Wahoo – later discovered to be longtime Gotti pal Willie Boy Johnson), the Feds found out that Castellano, because of the internal strife in the Gambino Family, was planning to whack Gotti and his entire crew. Gotti, cognizant of this fact, started to make plans to do away with Castellano first. The only person stopping Gotti from doing what he wanted was Gotti's boss Dellacroce, again an old-schooler, who would never sanction a hit on his own boss. This obstacle was removed on December 2, 1985, when Dellacroce finally succumbed to the ravages of cancer.
 
   With the coast now clear for him, Gotti sought permission from the other mob bosses to whack Castellano before Castellano whacked him. Vincent “The Chin” Gigante issued a firm “No” to Gotti. But the other mob bosses, not liking Castellano too much, shrugged their shoulders and basically said, “Do what you got to do.”
 
   On December 16, 1985, after finishing a 2:30 p.m. appointment in Manhattan with his lawyer James LaRosa, Castellano decided to kill a little time Christmas shopping with his chauffeur Tommy Bilotti, before they went to their 5 p.m. appointment at Sparks Steakhouse at 210 East Forty-Fifth Street. At Sparks, Castellano and Bilotti were supposed to meet with Gotti and three other men. A table for six had already been reserved for 5 p.m. under the name “Mr. Bell.”
 
   What Castellano didn't know was that Gotti had no plans to show up inside Sparks Steakhouse, but was, in fact, at this time in the passenger’s seat of a Mercedes driven by Salvatore “Sammy the Bull” Gravano. Gravano had parked the car at the corner of 46th Street and Third Avenue, where he and Gotti had one eye trained on the entrance to Sparks and the other eye on Third Avenue, waiting for Castellano's black Lincoln to make its appearance. On the street surrounding Sparks were anywhere from eight to 10 of Gotti's men; armed with guns and walkie-talkies, ready to take action.
 
   At approximately 5:30 p.m., with Castellano now fashionably late, Castellano's Lincoln made the turn from Third Avenue onto 46th Street and parked in front of Sparks. As soon as Bilotti exited the driver's side, he was met by a hail of bullets, allegedly fired by Gotti henchman Tony “Roach” Rampino, rendering Bilotti quite dead. 
 
   As Castellano was exiting on the passenger side, he turned toward the street to see what all the commotion was about. Before Castellano could decipher he was soon to be a dead man, another Gotti shooter, allegedly John Carneglia, pumped six bullets into Big Paul, thereby ending the reign of Paul Castellano as the head of the Gambino Crime Family.
 
    
 
   Cotton Club
 
    
 
   THE BLACKS WERE ON THE STAGE.
 
   THE WHITES WERE AT THE TABLES.
 
   THE MOBSTERS WERE BEHIND THE SCENES.
 
   AND SOMEHOW THE MAGIC TOUCHED THEM ALL 
 
   – Jim Haskins - “The Cotton Club.”
 
    
 
   In the 1890s, Harlem was a land speculator's dream. The elevated railroad lines that had been extended to 129th Street in Manhattan had transformed the area from the hinterlands to what was called “The Great Migration.”
 
   At the time, black families lived mostly in the area between 37th and 58th Streets, between Eighth and Ninth Avenues. The upper crust of society viewed Harlem as the next step for the upwardly mobile, and as a result, splendorous townhouses costing thousands more than comparables downtown were being built as fast as the Harlem land could be purchased by speculators.
 
   By 1905, however, the Harlem real estate market dropped through the floor. Land speculators were forced to face the fact that the townhouses had been built too quickly and the prices were far above what people were prepared to pay.
 
   On the verge of bankruptcy, the land speculators used tactics that today would be illegal. They rented their buildings to black tenants, far above what they would charge white tenants. Then, in a frenzy to recapture their losses, the land speculators approached white building owners, and they told them if they didn't purchase their vacant buildings they would rent them out exclusively to blacks, thereby reducing the value of the white landowner's properties. 
 
   The white landowners didn't bite, so the land speculators made good on their promises. Whites began moving out of Harlem in droves, replaced by black families who had never lived in such a fine neighborhood. Black churches followed their congregations from the slums of Manhattan to the splendor of Harlem, and by the early 1920s, Harlem was the largest black community in the United States.
 
   However, most blacks could not afford the high rents charged by the white building owners, so they took in tenants, resulting in two and sometimes three families living in a one, or two-bedroom apartment. Coinciding with the overcrowding of Harlem, came the influx of illegal enterprises, such as numbers running, houses of prostitution, and drug dealers. This was counteracted somewhat when prosperous blacks, mostly in the entertainment business, decided Harlem was where they could showcase their talents in a neighborhood filled with people of their own race. 
 
   Fritz Pollard, noted All-American football player, who made his money in real estate, moved to Harlem, as did fellow All-American football player Paul Robeson; destined to hone an outstanding career acting and singing on stage. They were quickly followed by famous singers like Ethel Walters and Florence Mills, and Harlem was ready for a renaissance equal to that of the glowing White Way on Broadway.
 
   However, where there was money to be made, white gangsters like Dutch Schultz and Owney “The Killer” Madden were ready to jump in and take the profits; by force if necessary. Schultz muscled his way into the Harlem numbers business, chasing out such black notables as Madam Stephanie St. Claire and Caspar Holstein. During the height of Prohibition, Madden had his eyes on the perfect place to sell his bootleg booze: The Club Deluxe on 142nd Street and Lenox Avenue. 
 
   The Club Deluxe was owned by former world heavyweight champion Jack Johnson, the first black heavyweight champion of the world. Whereas, Johnson was proficient with his fists, Madden and his formidable crew were good with guns, knives, and bats. A few choice words, backed up with the threat of violence and few meager bucks thrown in, forced Johnson to hand over Club Deluxe to Madden and his partner/manager George “Big Frenchy” DeMange. The two gangsters renamed it The Cotton Club.
 
   Not to totally insult a black man of Johnson’s stature, Madden threw Johnson a bone. Madden allowed Johnson to hang around the joint, showcasing his black tuxedo and a toothy smile. Johnson told customers he was the assistant manager of The Cotton Club under DeMange, but that was not true and just a way for Johnson to save face.
 
   To understand why such a great heavyweight boxer like Johnson would cower before Madden, who was barely five-foot-five-inches and 140 pounds after a huge dinner, one would have to understand Madden's background. 
 
   Owen "Owney" Madden was born at 25 Somerset Street, in Leeds, England, on December 18, 1891. In need of work, his father moved the Madden family to Liverpool. In 1903, when young Madden was only 12, his father died and his mother re-located her family to America, settling on the West Side of Manhattan in a neighborhood called “Hell’s Kitchen.” 
 
   Madden fell in with a boisterous gang known as the Gophers (pronounced Goo-fers). He became proficient in the favored crimes of the era: robberies, muggings, and labor racket beatings. In order to hurt and intimidate, Madden's favorite weapon was a lead pipe wrapped in newspaper. 
 
   Madden made tons of money in a racket called the “insurance business.” As the president of his own “insurance company,” Madden would visit the local establishments and tell the business owners that they needed “bomb insurance,” in case foreigners (Madden himself) decided to bomb the businessman’s store. The business owners understood the implications, and they paid Madden plenty. 
 
   If a foolhardy business owner snubbed Madden, that man’s store would go up in flames within 24 hours and sometimes even minutes of their refusal to pay. While Madden was a member of the Gophers and making lots of dough in his “insurance business,” he was arrested 44 times, but not once was he sent to prison.
 
   When Madden was 17, he earned his nickname “The Killer.” A poor Italian immigrant did nothing wrong, except to cross paths with Madden on a street in Hell’s Kitchen. In front of a crowd of his fellow Gophers and whomever else was standing on the street that day, Madden pulled out a gun, and he shot the Italian dead. 
 
   Then Madden stood over the dead body, and he announced to the assembled crowd, “I'm Owney Madden!” 
 
   By the time he was 23, Madden had at least five other murders to his credit. Hence the nickname - “The Killer.”
 
   However, Madden thought he was bulletproof, until November 6, 1912, when he ventured into  the Arbor Dance Hall, which was located in the heart of the territory controlled by the Gopher's rivals: the Hudson Dusters. Like he had nary a care in the world, Madden strolled into the hall by himself during a dance given by the Dave Hyson Association. 
 
   Madden was watching the proceedings from the balcony, when 11 Hudson Dusters surrounded him and shot Madden six times. Madden was rushed to the hospital, where a detective asked Madden who had done the dirty deed. 
 
   “Nothin' doin,'” Madden said. “It's no business but mine who put these slugs into me. My boys will get them.” 
 
   By the time Madden was released from the hospital, six of his 11 assailants had already been shot dead.
 
   While Madden was recuperating from his wounds, one of his fellow Gophers, Little Patsy Doyle, figured he'd take control of Madden's gang. Doyle was also intent on taking back his former girlfriend, Freda Horner, who now was the sole property of Owney Madden. Miss Horner told Madden about Doyle’s intentions, and as a result, Madden told Miss Horner to inform Doyle she would be glad to meet him for a date at a saloon on Eighth Avenue and 41st Street. When Doyle arrived, dressed to the nines and all smiles, two of Madden’s gunmen shot Doyle dead.
 
   Being the obvious suspect, Madden was arrested three days later for the murder of Little Patsy Doyle. At Madden’s trial, he was shocked to discover that Miss Horner had betrayed him, too. Miss Horner testified in court that it was Madden who had set up the Doyle murder. As a result, Madden was convicted and sentenced to 10-20 years in Sing Sing Prison. He did only eight years and was released in 1923, just in time to strong-arm Jack Johnson into selling him the Club Deluxe, a.k.a.— The Cotton Club. 
 
   By this time Madden was big into bootlegging with his partner Big Bill Dwyer, and The Cotton Club was the perfect place to sell their illegal hooch, especially Madden’s No. 1 beer, which was considered the best brew in New York City. They took in a legitimate guy named Herman Stark as their front man/partner/stage manager, but the show within the show was completely run by Madden and DeMange.
 
   According to Jim Haskins’s book The Cotton Club, when Madden and DeMange took over the joint they redid the entire interior “to cater to the white downtowner's taste for the primitive.” The club was made over in “jungle decor,” with numerous artificial palm trees dotted throughout the spacious establishment, which had seating for 700 people. The most exquisite draperies, tablecloths, and fixtures were purchased, indicating this was a “plush late-night supper club,” and the exorbitant prices highlighted that fact. The menu was varied. Besides the traditional steaks and chops, The Cotton Club cooks drummed up Chinese and Mexican dishes, as well as “Harlem” cuisine like fried chicken and barbecued spareribs. 
 
   DeMange presided over the front door like a tyrant. One rule was perfectly clear. Although the waiters, busboys, bartenders, cooks, service personnel, and performers were all black, no black people were allowed inside as customers. (The name itself – The Cotton Club -- came from the light brown color of undyed cotton.) 
 
   The chorus girls had to be "tall, tan, and terrific,” which meant they had to be at least 5-feet-6-inches tall, light-skinned and no older than 21. The girls also had to be expert dancers and at least be able to carry a tune. For some unknown reason, there was no color-shade restriction on the black male dancers, who were all proficient in “high-stepping, gyrating and snake-dancing.”
 
   To show how strict Madden and DeMange were about their policy of segregation, about a month before their second grand opening (The Cotton Club was closed by Prohibition agents for a while, even though the local cops were on the pad), the following job interview took place. Present were Madden and DeMange, along with their choreographer Althea Fuller and their orchestra conductor Andy Preer. The girl being interviewed was Queenie Duchamp.
 
    
 
   DeMange to Madden: Boss, when is the club going to be ready to open?
 
   Madden: The pigs won’t cause us trouble for a time. They know if we’re forced to close for bootlegging they won’t get their bonuses. As it is, they’re missing the extra padding and the boys have been complaining to the Sarge. Yeah, they’ve learned their lesson. As for the club’s show… let’s ask Althea and Andy.
 
   DeMange to Preer: Andy, how’s the pit? Ready for next month’s opening?
 
   Preer: We will be. If Althea gets her girls ready, the pit is ready to stomp.
 
   Althea Fuller: Boss, we had a setback. One of the girls went and found a “moral conscience.” She’s following her sister, a Garveyite, back to Africa. Shame, she was a looker in the front line. Don’t worry, Boss, I’ve already got replacements ready to audition for you today. One of them looks promising and comes with a recommendation. She’s in the front row, third one in … Queenie Duchamp. First, let’s see if she can remember the steps she was taught this morning. 
 
   (Andy Preer leads the orchestra in “I’ve Found a New Baby” and five dancing girls audition. Queenie Duchamp is third from the left.) 
 
   Madden: Keep the third and the fifth. The other girls are too dark and short. Althea, make sure you grill them about rules and rehearsals. We are NOT running a gut bucket operation here. 
 
   (Madden leaves with his bodyguards)
 
   Fuller: Queenie, come here. You got the job on a few conditions.
 
   Queenie: Anything you want Miss Fuller.
 
   Fuller: Number one - No booze, No boys, No drugs. No exceptions. 
 
   Queenie: Yes, Miss.
 
   Fuller: Number two- Rehearsals are Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday starting at 1 p.m. sharp. All rehearsals are MANDATORY and lateness will not be accepted. I don't know what you've heard, but rehearsals here are grueling and performances are long with many elaborate costume changes. That means you can't afford to be draggin' your ass around here. Make sure you eat and get your rest. Do you understand?
 
   Queenie: Yes, Miss Fuller.
 
   Fuller: Number three - No mixing with the patrons. There are about 700 whitefolk that walk through those doors every night. And according to Mr. Madden, they only have one goal here and that's to spend money. They come here to hear the best Negro music and dance numbers in the city. They might act like they want to be your friend after a couple of drinks, but they don't. Mr. Madden doesn't want the races mixin', and as far as I'm concerned, I think that's better for business anyway. 
 
   DeMange: If a white customer starts to give you a problem or tries to make a connection with you, tell me. I'll take care of it. It's happened before. Sometimes these rich people get a couple drinks in them, and they think they own the world. Don't worry about it, just let me know. We run a tight ship here.
 
   Queenie: Yes, Mr. DeMange. No problem Ms. Fuller. I am an entertainer and I understand the importance of practice. In fact, I'm a singer, a blues singer! If you ever need a singer ….. (Ms. Fuller and Mr. DeMange look at each other.)
 
   Fuller: Look, missy. Your goal here is to dance, smile, and follow the rules… not sing. Got it? 
 
   Queenie: Yes, Miss Fuller. Got it.
 
   Fuller: Another thing… stay out of trouble. You're a looker, and the club world can be dirty and dangerous. It doesn't have to be though. Keep to yourself and whatever you do, stay out of Mr. Madden's way. If you do this, you'll be fine. Now go to wardrobe for a fitting. 
 
   Queenie: Yes and thank you, Miss Fuller. 
 
    
 
   The Cotton Club was an immediate success with the downtown swells. On opening night, the Fletcher Henderson band entertained the crowd (Henderson's band was the house band until June 1931). Through radio broadcasts originating nightly from The Cotton Club, Henderson's band was such a success, he became one of the most sought-after band leaders in America. Following Henderson was the Duke Ellington Band (until 1934), and then Cab Calloway and the Cotton Club Orchestra.
 
   Despite the fact the only booze served on the premises was Madden's No. 1 beer, customers were allowed, and even encouraged, to bring their own booze they had obtained illegally elsewhere. Of course, the management had a hefty set-up charge, which included the glasses, ice, and the mixers. 
 
   If a customer came unprepared and still wanted booze instead of beer, the doorman, and sometimes even a waiter, came in handy. A bottle of champagne would cost a customer $30, and a bottle of scotch cost $18; a kingly sum in those days. But the customers were well-healed, and nobody ever griped about the prices; at least nobody who cared about their continued good health.
 
   After a while, DeMange and Madden lightened up a bit on the “no-black-customers-allowed” policy. This happened in 1932, right after W.C. Handy, known as “The King of the Blues,” was denied admission, even though the Duke Ellington Band was inside playing songs that Handy had written himself. Ellington pleaded his case to Madden, and Madden agreed to loosen his policy. But just a little bit.
 
   Light-skinned blacks were now allowed in as customers, as well as a few darker blacks who were famous entertainers themselves. However, blacks in mixed parties was a definite no-no. 
 
   Writer and photographer Carl Van Vechten wrote, “There were brutes at the front door to enforce The Cotton Club's policy which was opposed to mixed parties.” 
 
   Jim Haskins wrote in The Cotton Club, “Only the lightest-complexioned Negroes gained entrance, and even they were carefully screened. The club's management was aware that most white downtowners wanted to observe Harlem blacks, not with mix with them.”
 
   Even famed comedian Jimmy Durante displayed blatant racism when he said, “It isn't necessary to mix with colored people if you don't feel like it. You have your own party and keep to yourself. But it's worth seeing. How they step!”
 
   Durante went as far as to intimate that blacks were innately more violent than whites. 
 
   “Racial lines are drawn here to prevent possible trouble,” Durante said. “Nobody wants razors, blackjacks, or fists flying. And the chances of war are less if there's no mixing.”
 
   Madden and DeMange, and The Cotton Club, suffered a little setback, when on July 15 , 1931, Irish hoodlum Vincent “Mad Dog” Cole saw how much cash The Cotton Club was raking in, and he decided to take a piece of the action for himself. Cole did this by brazenly kidnapping DeMange and holding him for ransom. Madden forked over $35,000 to Cole to get his partner/manager back, but there was no satisfying Cole. Even knowing that Madden had put a $50,000 bounty on Cole's head, in March of 1932, Cole, hiding from the police (and Madden) and desperate for money, phoned Madden and demanded $100,000 not to kidnap Madden.
 
   Cole, who was holed up in the Cornish Arms Hotel on West 23rd Street with his wife, Lottie, told Madden, “Imagine how the Dagos and Kikes is gonna feel when they have to shell out a hundred grand to save your sorry ass. Pay me now, up front, and I'll save you the trouble.”
 
   A broad smile on his face, Madden told Cole he'd think about it. Madden knew this was the perfect opportunity to get rid of Cole and his kidnappings, once and for all. 
 
   On March 8, 1932, Madden phoned Cole, and he told Cole to call him from the phone booth at the New London Pharmacy, across the street from Cornish Arms and he'd make arrangement for the hundred grand to be delivered to Cole. While Cole was in the drug store phone booth in the back speaking on the phone with Madden, a man with a machine gun hidden under his long coat, calmly walked up to Cole and emptied 15 rounds into Cole, making Madden and DeMange happy and relieved, to say the least.
 
   In 1933, after he settled a little problem with the IRS and with Prohibition repealed, Madden decided to call it a day. He handed over the reins of The Cotton Club to DeMange, and he hightailed it to Hot Springs, Ark., where he opened a hotel/spa, which became the favorite hideout for New York mobsters on the lam from the law. In fact, when New York Mafioso Lucky Luciano was in hiding, because a bulldog special prosecutor named Thomas E. Dewey had a warrant for Luciano's arrest on a trumped-up prostitution charge, it was at Madden's resort where Luciano was finally arrested after four months on the run. 
 
   Of course, Madden was still a silent partner with DeMange in The Cotton Club, but the huge profits would soon diminish, before coming completely to a halt in Harlem.
 
   It started with the Great Depression, which had cut down dramatically on the disposable income of the rich, and the formerly rich. Downtown revelers who had frequented The Cotton Club came less often, and when they did come, they spent less money. These same revelers got caught up in the street gang mentality, and as a result, an avalanche of bullets started flying in Harlem; whites shooting blacks, blacks shooting whites, and members of the same race slinging shots at each other. With so much lead zinging though the Harlem air, white-oriented Harlem clubs like The Cotton Club suffered a dramatic decrease in attendance.
 
   In addition, no area of America was affected more by the Depression than Harlem. By 1934, according to the New York Urban League, more than 80 percent of Harlem residents were on “Home Relief,” which we now call “Welfare.” The Reverend Adam Clayton Powell fanned the flames of racial tensions when he started leading boycotts of white-owned stores in Harlem, in order to force them to hire more black workers. Despair and resentment sprung up in the streets of Harlem, and this led to a fateful day in Harlem history.
 
   A dark-skinned, 16-year-old Puerto Rican named Lino Rivera was sulking around the streets of Harlem, out of work and desperately looking for a job; any job. To pass the time, he took in a movie, and then went to the Kress Department Store on 125th Street. There he spotted a knife he wanted, but the knife cost 10 cents and Rivera didn't have 10 cents. 
 
   Rivera had just snatched the knife and put it into his pocket, when a male employee of the store grabbed Rivera, and a scuffle ensued. While the two men were battling, another white employee jumped in and tried to help subdue Rivera. In seconds, a crowd of black shoppers surrounded the fight, obviously favoring Rivera. During the melee, Rivera bit the thumb of one of the white employees. 
 
   The injured man shouted, “I'm going to take you down to the basement and beat the hell out of you.”
 
   Within minutes, the rumor had spread around the streets of Harlem that two white men were beating a black boy to death. This false rumor received dubious confirmation, when a blaring ambulance pulled up in front of the Kress Department Store. It made no difference the ambulance was there for the white man who had the severely bitten finger.
 
   That night the streets of Harlem erupted in bedlam. Born out of resentment of the Depression, and the dismal way white people had been treating black people in Harlem for years, hundreds of blacks rioted in the streets. They looted white-owned stores, and they pilfered merchandise as if it was their own.
 
   The perception of the downtown whites was that Harlem was no longer safe for them to venture into, even to see the wondrous entertainment at The Cotton Club. In addition, black musicians and entertainers no longer considered The Cotton Club as the top of the heap. It became a place where the entertainers could start their careers, but once they got noticed, they went on to bigger and better things. Business became so bad at The Cotton Club (and other Harlem nightclubs that catered to the white downtown crowd, such as Small's Paradise on 7th Avenue), Harlem’s The Cotton Club closed its doors for good on February 16, 1936.
 
   DeMange and Herman Stark, with Madden's blessing from Hot Springs, moved The Cotton Club downtown to 48th Street and Broadway, to a space formerly occupied by The Harlem Club. The new Cotton Club was an immediate success. It had its grand re-opening on September 24, 1936. Cab Calloway and Bill “Bojangles” Robinson performed that night, as did Avis Andrews, the Berry Brothers, and the gorgeous Katherine Perry, who was so light-skinned she could easily pass for being white.
 
   Because it was so accessible with its new Midtown location, The Cotton Club was raking in the cash. In the third week alone, it grossed more than $45,000, and in the first 16 weeks, the average weekly gross was $30,000. 
 
   The prices in the new joint were higher than The Cotton Club's in Harlem. A steak sandwich rose from $1.25 to $2.25. Scrambled eggs with Deerfield sausage rose from $1.25 to a $1.50 and lobster cocktails went from $1.00 to $1.50. 
 
   Still DeMange and Stark kept packing them in.
 
   One price that did decrease was The Cotton Club's cover charge. In Harlem, in order to keep the “undesirables” away, the cover charge was $3 per table. However, since blacks very rarely crossed the “Mason-Dixon Line” of 110th Street, The Cotton Club's cover charge was $2 per table during dinner time, and nothing after that.
 
   The Cotton Club continued to thrive until the summer of 1939, when the Internal Revenue Service served the club's management with indictments for income tax evasion. The indictments hit the Cotton Club Management Corporation, including Herman Stark, president, George Goodrich, accountant, and Noah Braustein, secretary-treasurer, with four counts of failure to pay and embezzlement of taxes. If convicted, all three men faced up to 25 years in prison, and fines of up to $20,000 apiece. Amazingly, because he was just listed as an employee, Frenchy DeMange escaped the indictment. At trial, the Cotton Club Management Corporation was found guilty, but the three officers escaped conviction. Still, Stark had to fork over a hefty fine to the government, in addition to $3,400 owed in back taxes.
 
   At the start of 1940, it was obvious that The Cotton Club, and Herman Stark, had money problems. Besides the high midtown rent and the effects of the Depression, the unions, especially the musician union, had a stranglehold on Stark and his profits. Before his problems with the I.R.S., Stark was skimming money off the top to make up for any shortfalls the unions and the high entertainment payrolls caused. But with the government watching The Cotton Club like a hawk, skimming was now impossible.
 
   The Cotton Club closed its door for good on June 10, 1940. Stark and DeMange gave no official reason, but as one columnist put it, the main reason was, “the lack of the famous, old filthy lucre.” 
 
   Yet, that explanation would be too simplistic. Of course, money was a problem, but also America's taste for music like Duke Ellington's and Cab Calloway's was changing too. The younger generation of Americans was enthralled with the new jazz and “swing” styles of white bandleaders like Tommy Dorsey, Artie Shaw, and the “King of Swing,” Benny Goodman. 
 
   The Cotton Club was a great idea whose life span had run its course. The black entertainers who had cut their teeth working at The Cotton Club, people like Duke Ellington, Cab Calloway, Louis Armstrong, Ella Fitzgerald, and Lena Horne, all went on to establish long and wondrous careers. But the concept of a nightclub with all black entertainment no longer appealed to the white mainstream of America.
 
   The Cotton Club closed because it was a concept that had blossomed, then like a gilded rose, slowly withered away. Still, the impact of The Cotton Club on society will linger for as long as song and dance remains an integral part of our American culture.
 
    
 
   Dewey, Thomas E. – The Special Prosecutor From Hell
 
   He was a mean-spirited runt; a little man with a large mustache that seemed to dominate his snarling face. However, liberal Republican Thomas E. Dewey, a man who made his bones as a Special Prosecutor in New York City and who would stop at nothing to further his skyrocketing career, was just an eyelash away from becoming President of the United States.
 
   Dewey was born on March 24, 1902 in the little town of Owosso, Mich. Dewey's father was the editor and publisher of the local newspaper: the Owosso Times. Dewey Senior's mission in life was to right the wrongs of the political world, especially the tyranny of Tammany Hall, a corrupt Democratic political machine based in New York City, but with tentacles that reached all around America. Dewey Junior admired his father's zeal, and this later motivated Dewey to go after organized crime figures in New York City with a vengeance that not always adhered to the letter of the law.
 
   But first Dewey wanted to sing.
 
   Dewey was a talented operatic baritone, and while he was attending the University of Michigan he joined the Phi Mu Alpha Sinfonia, a national fraternity for men of music. Dewey was also a member of the University of Michigan Men's Glee Club. Following in his father's footsteps, Dewey wrote for The Michigan Daily, the university's student newspaper. However, Dewey was better at singing than he was at writing, so much so, that in 1923, Dewey finished third in the National Singing Contest. However, Dewey soon developed throat problems, and although he briefly considered a career in music, he opted to become a lawyer instead. 
 
   With his father's money, Dewey traveled to New York City, and he enrolled at the Columbia Law School. One of his classmates was the radical socialist/communist Paul Robeson, who became a singer and actor of some note, in between moving to and from the country he really loved: Russia. 
 
   However, Dewey was no idealist like Robeson. After he graduated law school in just two years, Dewey decided to hang up his own shingle and go into private practice, which he did from 1925-31. In 1928, Dewey married actress Frances Hutt. After their marriage, Dewey's wife quit acting, and they eventually raised two sons: Thomas E. Dewey Jr., and John Martin Dewey. 
 
   In 1931, Dewey was named chief assistant to George Medalie and was given the official title of Chief Assistant U.S. Attorney for the Southern District of New York. This was the springboard Dewey needed to further a political career which knew no boundaries and counted heavily on legal improprieties.
 
   In 1933, Dewey’s first major case was the prosecution of former pickpocket Irving Wexler, better known as Waxey Gordon. Gordon was a protégé of Arnold Rothstein, considered “The Godfather” of the modern gangster. In 1928, after Rothstein was killed over a large gambling debt, Gordon took over Rothstein's operations, in bootlegging and in the gambling business. Gordon's partners in crime included such illustrious gangsters like Lucky Luciano, Louis “Lepke” Buchalter, Gurrah Shapiro, and Meyer Lansky. Even after cutting in his partners, Gordon was said to have made over $2 million a year in profits. 
 
   However, Gordon and Lansky hated each other, and after Dewey unsuccessfully tried to prosecute Gordon for his crimes, Lansky, with the blessing of Luciano and Buchalter, funneled information, including specific documentation, to Dewey that showed that maybe Gordon was not paying his fair share of his income taxes. 
 
   Using the same tactic the government had utilized against Al Capone, Dewey, now in the possession of books that said Gordon had hidden $5 million in taxable income over a 10-year period, lowered the boom on Gordon. Dewey cross-examined Gordon with such cruelty, spit was proverbially flying from Dewey's mouth and down his copious mustache. 
 
   Gordon, basically an oaf with the mentally and vocabulary of a 10-year-old, was no match for Dewey on the witness stand. After the most one-sided trial that could possibly occur, Gordon was slapped with a 10-year prison sentence.
 
   Dewey next set his sights on Dutch Schultz. 
 
   By the time Dewey was ready to prosecute Schultz, it was alleged that District Attorney William C. Dodge was not aggressively going after the mob and crooked politicians, and in New York City there were plenty of both. In 1935, Dewey got a bump up in rank, when Governor Herbert H. Lehman, bypassing Dodge, appointed Dewey as Special Prosecutor in New York County (Manhattan). With the backing of Governor Lehman, Dewey assembled a crack staff of more than 60 assistants, investigators, process servers, stenographers, and clerks. New York Mayor Fiorello H. La Guardia contributed 63 of his best police officers to the cause, and Dewey was on top of the prosecutorial world.
 
   Dutch Schultz, born Arthur Flegenheimer on August 6, 1902, was the most visible mobster in New York City. However, Schultz was only one of a nine-member National Crime Commission which included Italians gangsters Lucky Luciano and Frank Costello, as well as fellow Jewish mobsters Meyer Lansky, Bugsy Siegel, and Louis “Lepke” Buchalter. 
 
   During Prohibition, Schultz made millions in the sale of illegal beer and was nicknamed “The Beer Baron of the Bronx.” In the early 1920s, Schultz bulldozed his way into the Harlem numbers rackets, pushing aside notable black number kings Madame Stephanie St. Clair, Bumpy Johnson, and Casper Holstein. 
 
   Noted crime author and former cop Ralph Salerno once said, “Schultz asked the black numbers to a meeting in his office. When they came in, Schultz put his forty-five on the desk and said, ‘I'm your partner.'”
 
   Holstein backed off quietly, but St. Clair and her muscle Johnson, decided to fight back against Schultz. Johnson went as far as to visit Lucky Luciano downtown in Little Italy to plead his case. Luciano admired the spunk of Johnson, but he told Johnson that Schultz was his partner in other endeavors and that he had to back his partner. Luciano advised Johnson to tell St. Clair it was in their best interest to work under Schultz in the Harlem numbers game. St. Clair refused at first, but after the word was put out on the Harlem streets that St. Clair was to be shot on sight, she agreed to Luciano's proposition.
 
   Schultz also made a ton of cash taking illegal bets on sporting events. Schultz owned the Coney Island racetrack in Cincinnati, Ohio, where the daily three-digit Harlem number was derived from the last three digits of the total mutual handle for that day. Schultz was able to manipulate those daily numbers by having his numbers wiz, Otto "Abbadabba" Berman, determine which three-digit numbers were bet heavily that day. Then Berman would call the track before the last race to change the last three digits to numbers which were bet lightly, or maybe not at all. Schultz also had a vast array of illegal slot machines placed all over New York City, which pumped out cash like water gushing down Niagara Falls. 
 
   As much money as he had accumulated, Schultz dressed like a broken-down valise. 
 
   Luciano once said of Schultz, “He has all the money in the world, but he dresses like a bum.” 
 
   Schultz claimed he never spent more than two dollars for a shirt in his life. 
 
   “Only queers wear silk shirts,” Schultz said.
 
   The Feds had their first shot at Schultz, when they indicted him for income tax evasion. But the wily Schultz went into the wind for several months, and when he did turn himself in, his lawyer was somehow able to move the trial venue to the sleepy upstate town of Malone, New York. 
 
   Schultz went to Malone months before the trial, and he contributed money to local causes like he was the Salvation Army. Schultz, a non-practicing Jew, even converted to Catholicism in order to garner the support of the Malone locals, who were overwhelmingly Catholic. 
 
   The trial was a slam dunk for Schultz, and he walked out of the Malone courtroom with a loopy smile on his face, as a free man.
 
   However, a prosecution captained by the mighty Dewey was a different proposition for Schultz.
 
   When Schultz got word that Dewey had him in his crosshairs, Schultz called for an emergency meeting of the nine-man National Crime Commission. 
 
   At this meeting Schultz said, “Dewey will not stop until all of us Commission members are in jail.” Schultz then slammed his hand on the table for emphasis, “We have to take Dewey out!” 
 
   The other commission members were skeptical of Schultz's demands. But they decided to table Schultz's request to see how easy it might be gunning down Dewey. They gave the chore to Albert Anastasia, a ruthless killer, and one of the bosses of Murder Incorporated. Anastasia was known on the streets as the “Lord High Executioner.” 
 
   In order to clock Dewey's movements, Anastasia borrowed a baby from a friend for several days. Anastasia pushed the baby in a carriage around 214 Fifth Avenue, the posh apartment building where Dewey lived. As Anastasia strolled the streets pushing the baby carriage, he was able to ascertain Dewey's exact weekday morning movements. 
 
   Dewey exited the apartment building at 8 a.m. sharp every weekday morning. Surrounded by a phalanx of bodyguards, Dewey would walk a few blocks to a neighborhood drug store for his morning coffee and to make a phone call from a pay phone in the back. While Dewey was alone in the back of the drug store, his men stood guard like mastiffs out front. 
 
   Anastasia figured he could be waiting at the counter when Dewey entered, and then kill Dewey before Dewey could reach the pay phone in the back. Other Murder Incorporated killers would take care of Dewey's bodyguards in front of the drug store.
 
   The following week, after Schultz was asked to leave the room, Anastasia presented his plan to the rest of the Commission. Even though the deed could possibly be done, it was decided that if they did kill Dewey, all hell would break loose on their rackets. The only one, besides Schultz, who voted for the hit was Gurrah Shapiro.
 
   Manhattan D.A. Frank Hogan later said, “I suppose they figured the National Guard would have been called out if Dewey was killed. And I guess they wouldn't have been far wrong.”
 
   When Schultz was called back into the room and told the bad news, he exploded into a rage.  “Dewey's got to go!” Schultz said. “I'm hitting him myself within 48 hours.”
 
   This did not please the rest of the Commission members too much. They immediately decided that Schultz, for the greater good of the Commission, was the one who had to go.
 
   Luciano and Lansky figured that since Schultz was Jewish, Jewish gangsters were the proper choice in ending the life of a Jewish mob boss. Lansky decided to use two of Murder Incorporated's best men: Charlie “The Bug” Workman and Mendy Weiss. The place for the hit was set to be Schultz's hangout: The Palace Chop House in Newark, New Jersey. A nobody named Piggy, who was familiar with the Newark streets, was selected as the getaway driver. 
 
   On October 23, 1935, at approximately 10:15 p.m., Piggy parked a dark sedan outside The Palace Chop House. Workman and Weiss exited the car, guns drawn. They entered the restaurant and found the front room empty, but there was lively chatter coming from the back room. When the killers entered the back room, they spotted Schultz's top men, Lulu Rosenkrantz, Abe Landau, and Abbadabba Berman finishing the remains of their last supper. 
 
   With blazing guns in both hands, Workman and Weiss opened fire. Landau and Rosenkrantz returned fire after they were hit, but they were turned into Swiss cheese and rendered quite dead.
 
   “It was like a Wild West Show,” Workman said later.
 
   However, Dutch Schultz was nowhere to be found. 
 
   After Workman emptied his .38, he dropped it to the floor, and then he rushed, holding his .45, into the bathroom where he found Schultz in a stall. Workman fired the .45 twice. Schultz ducked the first slug, but the second slug found its mark just below his chest. The bullet blasted through Schultz's stomach, large intestine, gall bladder, and liver, before falling on the floor next to him. 
 
   Schultz was rushed to the hospital, and he was in the state of delirium, talking utter nonsense, until he passed away the following evening. 
 
   Before Schultz died, a telegram was delivered to his death bed. It read, “As ye reap, also shall ye sow.” 
 
   It was signed “Madame St. Clair.”
 
   With Schultz out of the way, and Dewey still very much alive, Dewey turned his sights on the second-most visible mobster in New York City: Charles “Lucky” Luciano.
 
   Luciano was a high-ranking member on the National Crime Commission, and he metaphorically spat in Dewey's face by showing up almost every night in swank nightclubs all around town with a knockout broad on each arm. 
 
   The problem was, Luciano, along with his close friend Meyer Lansky (who was a quiet homebody and didn't irk Dewey as much as Luciano did), were almost untouchable, because of the several layers of insulation they had placed between themselves and the crimes committed on the streets by their underlings. Plus, both Luciano and Lansky had several legitimate business interests, with savvy accountants, who made sure the proper amounts of taxes were paid to the government. 
 
   So what was Dewey to do? 
 
   Simple.  Deway decided to frame Luciano for one of the few crimes Luciano wasn't committing.
 
   At the time, Luciano lived in a swank apartment (room 39D) at the Waldorf-Astoria, under the name of Mr. Ross. Dewey was cutting a wide swath through New York City; first going after the gambling rackets and then setting his sights on prostitution. 
 
   On January 31, 1936, Dewey ordered his men to raid more than 80 brothels, pick up every prostitute in sight (even ones walking the streets), arrest pimps of all colors and nationalities, and bring them one-by-one into his office in the Woolworth Building. 
 
   The broads were hardened hookers with colorful names like Sadie the Chink, Jennie the Factory, and Polack Francis. The pimps were low-level street hustlers who kicked up their money to mobsters, who in turn kicked it up the ladder, until some of it allegedly made its way into the hands of a  “Mr. Ross.” 
 
   All of the arrestees had one thing in common: they did not want to go to jail. 
 
   So even though Luciano detested prostitution and never had his fingers in its dirty pie, it was possible that some of the dough kicked up to him by his captains had originated in sex dens. All Dewey had to do was to prove it in a court of law, whichever way he could.
 
   In mid-1936, spurred on by the testimony of hookers and pimps who had never even met Luciano, Dewey ordered a warrant for Luciano's arrest on the charge of running a huge prostitution ring. Luciano, outraged at being charged with something he had nothing to do with, dodged the warrant by traveling down to Hot Springs, Ark., to a resort run by his old pal Owney “The Killer” Madden. After making untold millions in the rum running and gambling enterprises, Madden had retired from the rackets, and re-invented himself in Hot Springs as a successful businessman and hotelier. 
 
   If it had been a gambling pinch, Luciano would have lawyered up with the best attorneys in town, turned himself in, and he would have stood a decent chance of beating the rap. But prostitution was uncharted territory for Luciano. 
 
   His pal Lansky would later say, “Charlie had the same revulsion about running brothels that I did. He believed no respectable man ever made money from a woman in that horrible way.”
 
   It took four months for Dewey to locate Luciano, and when he did, he sent 20 Arkansas Rangers to Madden's resort, where they cuffed Luciano and threw him on a train back to New York City.
 
   It was a three-week trial, and Luciano never stood a chance. 
 
   Dewey paraded hooker after hooker, and pimp after pimp onto the witness stand. The hookers told of the degradation they had suffered toiling in the field of their choice. And the pimps testified that the money the hookers handed over to them was kicked up the ladder to Mr. Ross – a.k.a. Lucky Luciano.
 
   When Luciano took the stand, his coarse manner stood in stark contrast to the intelligent and erudite Dewey, who had been training for this moment all his life. When the verdict came in, Luciano was found guilty of 558 counts, and he was sentenced to 30-50 years in prison; the longest prison sentence ever rendered for prostitution in United States history.
 
   There was immediate outrage in the ranks of organized crime throughout America. All the top gangsters knew for sure Luciano never had a thing to do with prostitution. Dewey had broken the rules, and he showed no shame in doing so. 
 
   In 1941, the imprisoned Gurrah Shapiro sent a note to his pal Louie Lepke, who was awaiting the electric chair.
 
   The note said, “I told you we should have killed Dewey when we had the chance.”
 
   In Rich Cohen's book Tough Jews,  Cohen said crime writer and former cop Ralph Salerno had once told him on this subject; “The gangsters said to us: Don't frame me. Don't drop a little envelope in my pocket, then run up and say 'I caught you with narcotics.' That's a frame-up. That's a no-no. That's what I demand of you, Ralph. But what I give you in return is, if you ever catch me right, I go to jail and do my time. And they don't drag me out of the courtroom saying, 'You son of a bitch, you and your family are dead.' None of that crap. I'm a professional. And if you be a professional too and catch me right, then it's not personal.”
 
   Luciano did a little over 10 years in the slammer. But after World War II, he was freed from jail. As part of his deal with the government for having his men protect the waterfront from enemy sabotage, Luciano was deported to Italy. One of the men who signed off on this deal was New York Governor Thomas E. Dewey. It was also alleged, in 1944 and again in 1948, when Dewey was running for President of the United States, Luciano's pals had contributed $600,000 to Dewey's campaign coffers.
 
   In 1962, before he died of a heart attack at the Naples International Airport, Luciano wrote in his autobiography The Last Testament, which he planned to make into a movie, “After sittin' in court and listenin' to myself being plastered to the wall, and tarred and feathered by a bunch of whores who sold themselves for a quarter, and hearin' that no-good McCook [the judge] hand me what added to a life term, I still get madder at Dewey's crap than anythin' else. That little shit with the mustache comes right out in the open and admits he's got me on everythin' else but what he charged me with. I knew he knew I didn't have a fuckin' thing to do with prostitution, not with none of those broads. But Dewey was such a goddamn racketeer himself, in a legal way, that he crawled up my back with a frame and stabbed me.”
 
   With the Luciano trophy on his prosecutorial mantle, Dewey set his sights on one of Luciano's fellow National Crime commission members: Louis “Lepke” Buchalter. But Buchalter, still seething over the way Dewey railroaded Luciano, went on the lam for four years to avoid prosecution. When Lepke finally turned himself in 1939, Dewey already had bigger fish to fry: he decided he wanted to become governor of the state of New York.
 
   In 1938, Edwin Jaeckle, the New York Republican Party Chairman, selected Dewey, only 36-years-old, to run for governor against the extremely popular incumbent governor Herbert H. Lehman. The liberal Republican Dewey ran his entire campaign on his record as “racket-buster,” especially the successful prosecution (frame-up) of Lucky Luciano. 
 
   However, Lehman, on the coattails of his association with the popular President of the United States, Franklin D. Roosevelt, won a close election, beating Dewey by a mere 1.4 percent of the vote. But Dewey's good showing against Lehman propelled him into being one of the leaders of the Republican Party.
 
   In 1940, Dewey tried to get the Republican nomination for President to run against FDR. Although he was considered an early favorite, most Republican bigwigs thought Dewey, then 38, was too young and inexperienced to go against a titan like FDR. With the threat of World War II imminent, the Republicans wanted a leader more experienced than Dewey to lead our nation in wartime. They instead selected Wendell Willkie to run for president. Willkie lost by a landslide to FDR, who won his third term as President.
 
   In 1942, Dewey ran for governor of New York again. And this time he won by an avalanche over Democrat John J. Bennett. Dewey would run for governor twice more, in 1946 and 1950, and he would be successful both times. But Dewey's goal was the presidency, and when Dewey sunk his teeth into something, he never let go.
 
   In 1944, Dewey again sought the Republican nomination for president. At the 1944 Republican Convention, Dewey's two main rivals were Ohio governor John Bricker and former Minnesota governor Harold Stassen. After some backroom dealing, both men withdrew from the nomination, and Dewey was selected unanimously as the Republican candidate. Dewey immediately named Bricker as his running mate. 
 
   Using his usual tactics during his campaign against Roosevelt, Dewey, without any proof, insisted there was corruption and communist influences in Roosevelt's New Deal Administration. Then Dewey was ready to throw a bombshell that would devastate America: he was going to claim that President Roosevelt had known, in advance, about the Japanese bombing of Pearl Harbor. It was only through the intervention of Army General George C. Marshall that Dewey decided against using this dirty and disprovable tactic. Roosevelt won the election handily by a 54 percent to 46 percent margin. But Dewey's showing was better than any other Republican had done running against FDR for president in four tries.
 
   President Roosevelt died on April 12, 1945, a mere 82 days into his fourth term as president. This made Roosevelt's Vice President Harry Truman the new President of the United States. However Truman, a conservative-leaning Democrat, was a polarizing figure as president, even in his own party.
 
   In early 1948, Truman’s approval rating as president was a paltry 36%. As a result, the Democratic Party was seriously divided at its Convention in 1948.  Although Harry Truman was nominated as his Party’s candidate for president, two Democratic leaders, Henry A. Wallace and Strom Thurmond, broke ranks and ran for the presidency as third-party candidates.  Meanwhile, Dewey easily garnered the Republican Party nomination.  Because of the split among Democrats, the general feeling was Dewey only had to play it safe to win the election.
 
   The 1948 Presidential Election ran long into the night and through the early morning hours of the next day. The liberal press was so confident of a Dewey win, on the morning of November 3, 1948, the Chicago Tribune ran the front page headline: “Dewey Defeats Truman!”
 
   However, the man who railroaded Lucky Luciano into a long jail term could not convince the American public he was the right man to be the President of the United States. Even with the Democratic nomination split three ways and the liberal press in the tank for Dewey, Truman beat Dewey fairly easy. Truman garnered 303 electoral votes, while the liberal Republican Dewey received 189, Thurmond, 39, and Henry Wallace received no electoral votes at all.
 
   Dewey declined to run for president in 1952. However, Dewey was instrumental in getting the moderate, General Dwight D. Eisenhower, the presidential nomination over Dewey's conservative foe Robert Taft. 
 
   Eisenhower won two terms as president. But in 1964, when Taft's protégé Barry Goldwater was nominated for president, Dewey, stewing in his own juices, declined to even attend the GOP Convention in San Francisco. 
 
   It was the first Republican Convention Dewey had missed since 1936.
 
   When Dewey's third term as governor expired in 1955, Dewey decided he had gone as far as he could go in the political arena, and he could make his fortune in private law practice with his law firm Dewey Ballantine. And that Dewey did, making him a millionaire many times over by 1960.
 
   Dewey's wife, Frances, died of cancer in 1970, and within months Dewey was dating sultry actress Kitty Carlisle. There were rumors of an imminent engagement. But before there was any formal announcement, Thomas E. Dewey died of a sudden heart attack on March 16, 1971, eight days before his 69th birthday.
 
   Somewhere, Lucky Luciano must have been smiling. Lucky might even have met his old foe, face-to-face; most likely in a hot joint with no air conditioning.
 
    
 
   Farrell, Sadie “The Goat” - The Queen of the Waterfront
 
   She was not as vicious with her claws as the Dead Rabbits' Hellcat Maggie; nor as big and strong as an Amazon riverfront bouncer named Gallus Mag. But Sadie “The Goat” Farrell made more money than both women combined when she was the “Queen of the New York Waterfront.”
 
   Sadie Farrell was born and raised in the slums of the Fourth Ward near the East River. As a young girl she hung around with street hustlers and thieves. Slight of built, but mean and vicious, Sadie usually worked the streets around the docks in concert with a male companion, who gave her the muscle backup she needed. 
 
   When a mark emerged drunk from one of the local dives, Sadie would take a running start, then ram the top of her head into the victim's stomach. This was a dangerous maneuver, since sometimes the person delivering the headbutt does more damage to themselves than to the intended victim. But Sadie was a pro, and she made sure only the top of her head made contact with the victim's gut, and not sensitive areas like her nose and forehead. The headbutt stopped the victim in his tracks, and as soon as he turned his attention to Sadie, her male companion used a slingshot to propel a rock into the side of the victim's head. If that didn't work, a bat or a sap always did the trick. Then Sadie and her partner would take everything of value from the unconscious mark, even his shirt, pants, and shoes. This was small-time work for Sadie, but it still puffed up her reputation on the East Side docks. 
 
   One day, Sadie made the mistake of having one too many belts in the Hole-in-the-Wall Bar on Dover Street, just two blocks from the East River. The bouncer at the Hole-in-the-Wall was a six-foot female creature from England named Gallus Mag. Mag patrolled the bar with a small bat strapped to her wrist, which she was not reticent to use on unruly customers. If after a few whacks on the head the drunk was still feisty, Mag would then wrap him in a headlock and bite off one of his ears, before she flung him out the front door. The ear would then go into a jug of alcohol, which Mag proudly displayed behind the bar. The jars filled with ears behind the bar were called “Gallus Mag's Trophy Case.”
 
   Sadie being Irish and Mag being from England was an accident waiting to happen. It's not certain who started the slurs first, but it's a good bet it was Sadie and that was not a smart thing to do. Mag, who was twice Sadie's size, bopped Sadie on the head a few times with the bat, but Sadie still flailed away at Mag with a vengeance. 
 
   Another smart thing not to do.
 
   Mag enveloped Sadie's head with her massive arms, and in a flash, one of Sadie's ears had been detached from the side of her head. Mag deposited Sadie on her rump on Dover Street, and then she deposited Sadie's ear in an alcohol-filled jug and proudly displayed it behind the bar. Mag even scripted on the jug, “Sadie the Goat's Ear.”
 
   Disgraced and disheartened, Sadie took her show on the road, and she wound up on the West Side docks over on the other side of Manhattan from her former haunts. One day while wandering around trying to figure out how to make a score, Sadie witnessed members of the Charlton Street Gang unsuccessfully attempting to board a small sloop anchored in the middle of the North River (now called the Hudson River). 
 
   The Charlton Street Gang was so inept and disorganized, the ship's crew had no trouble beating them back and beating them up in the process. Sadie figured with her expert direction, the gang could do much better if she were the boss. Sadie helped the gang members lick their wounds, and then she convinced them with her brains and with their brawn, they could make a very successful team indeed.A few days later, with Sadie leading the gang, they were able to hijack a much larger sloop. 
 
   With the “Jolly Roger” (skull and crossbones) flying from the masthead, Captain Sadie the Goat led the gang up and down the North and Harlem Rivers, up to Poughkeepsie and beyond. They raided small villages; robbing poor people's farm houses and the riverside mansions of the rich. Because ocean liners and major shipping vessels were so well-protected, Sadie and her crew concentrated on raiding smaller up-river merchant ships instead. 
 
   Sadie was so into her “river pirate” routine, she began reading voraciously on pirate history and pirate lore. After discovering that pirates had once kidnapped Julius Caesar, she ordered her crew to go on a kidnapping spree. In the spirit of old pirate traditions, some true, some contrived, Sadie even forced several members of her own gang to walk the plank if they did not do exactly as she demanded.
 
   For several months, Sadie and her crew were extremely successful in their endeavors. They stashed their booty in several hiding places, until they could dispose of it for cold, hard cash, using the various fences along the North and East Rivers. One of these fences was Marm Mandelbaum, who through her store on Clinton Street, was said to be the largest fence on the entire East Coast of America.
 
   But all good things must come to an end. 
 
   After several home owners were murdered by Sadie and the Charlton Street Gang, the upstate Hudson Valley residents banded together, and they formed a force of resistance. The farm folk ambushed the Charlton Street Gang as it came ashore, and police patrolling New York's harbor stopped them from pillaging smaller merchant ships on the North River. Soon, so many gang members were killed, Sadie was forced to abandon her pirating ways. What was left of the Charlton Street Gang went back to the West Side docks, and soon they disbanded completely. 
 
   No longing having a mob to lead, Sadie decided to return to her old haunts in the Fourth Ward, where she was now hailed as the “Queen of the Waterfront.” With the cash she had earned from her pirating days, Sadie opened up her own ginmill.
 
   Soon after Sadie's return to the East Side docks, the Hole-in-the-Wall Bar was the site of seven murders in just two months. As a result, the New York City police shut down the Hole-in-the-Wall Bar for good. But before last call at the Hole-in-the-Wall, Sadie visited Gallus Mag. The two girls made up, and Mag was so gracious, she went behind the bar, retrieved Sadie's pickled ear and returned it to its rightful owner.
 
   Sadie wore her severed ear in a locket around her neck for the rest of her life.
 
    
 
   Galante, “Lilo” Carmine - “The Cigar”
 
   He was as vicious a Mafia boss as Vito Genovese, as ambitious as Genovese, and as deeply involved in the heroin business as Genovese. 
 
   However, Carmine “The Cigar” Galante would not die of natural causes as did Genovese (albeit in prison). Instead, Galante was murdered in one of the most memorable mob hits of all time. After his body was filled with lead, he lay sprawled on his back in the tiny backyard patio of a Brooklyn restaurant, his trademark cigar clenched tightly between his teeth.
 
    Camillo Galante was born on February 21, 1910, at 27 Stanton Street on the Lower East Side of Manhattan. Because both of his parents, Vincenzo, a fisherman, and his wife (maiden name Vingenza Russo), had been born in the seaside village of Castellammarese del Golfo in Sicily, Galante was a pure first generation Sicilian/American. Galante had two brothers and two sisters, and when he was in grade school, Galante ditched his given name Camillo, and he insisted he be called Carmine instead. Over the years it was shortened to “Lilo,” which was the name most of his associates called Galante. At least to his face.
 
   Galante first got into trouble for petty theft from a store counter when he was 14 years old. But since he was a juvenile at the time, an account of this arrest is not in his official police record. 
 
   At various times, Galante attended Public High Schools 79 and 120, but he dropped out of school for good at 15. Galante was in and out of reform school several times, and he was considered an “incorrigible delinquent.” 
 
   From 1923 to 1926, Galante was ostensibly employed at the Lubin Artificial Flower Company at 270 West Broadway. But this was a ruse to satisfy the law that Galante was gainfully employed, when, in fact, he was engaged in a very lucrative criminal career. 
 
   In December 1925, Galante was arrested for assault. However, money changed hands between Galante's people and crooked policemen, and as a result, Galante was released without serving any prison time. 
 
   In December 1926, Galante was arrested again, but this time he was found guilty of second degree assault and robbery, and sentenced to two-to-five years in prison. Galante was released from prison in 1930, and in order to satisfy his parole officer, he got another sham “job” at the O'Brien Fish Company at 105 South Street in the Fulton Fish Market.
 
   It was not Galante's nature to stay on the right side of the law. 
 
   On March 15, 1930, five men entered the Martin Weinstein’s shoe factory on the corner of York and Washington Streets in Brooklyn Heights. On the fifth floor of the building, Mr. Weinstein was in the process of getting his weekly payroll together, under the protection of police officer Walter De Castillia of the 84th Precinct. 
 
   The five men took the elevator to the sixth floor. While one man stood guard at the elevator, the other four men burst into Mr. Weinstein’s office. They ignored the $7,500 sitting on the table, and they opened fire on Officer De Castillia, nine years on the force and a married father of a young girl. Officer De Castillia was hit six times in the chest, and he died instantly.
 
   The four men walked calmly back to the elevator and joined their cohort, who was guarding the elevator operator, Louis Sella. Sella took the five men to the ground floor. He later told the police that the men had exited the building, walked calmly to a parked car, got into the car and fled the scene. When the police arrived minutes later from the station house just two blocks away, the killers were nowhere to be seen. Sella described the five men as “early to mid-twenties, with dark skin and dark hair.” Sella said the men were all “very well-dressed.” 
 
   The police figured that since no money had been taken, this was a planned hit on Officer De Castillia. On August 30, 1930, Galante, along with Michael Consolo and Angelo Presinzano, were arrested and indicted for the murder of Officer De Castillia. However, all three men were soon released due to lack of evidence.
 
   On December 25, 1930, four suspicious men were sitting in a green sedan on Briggs Avenue in Brooklyn. Police Detective Joseph Meenahan just happened to be in the area. He spotted the men in the sedan, drew his gun, and he approached the sedan cautiously. 
 
   One of the men shouted at Meenahan, “Stop right there copper, or we'll burn you.”
 
   Before Meenahan could react, the firing commenced from the green sedan. Meenahan was shot in the leg, and a six-year-old girl walking nearby with her mother was seriously wounded. The driver of the sedan had trouble starting the car, so the four men leaped from the sedan and tried to escape on foot. Three of the men managed to flee the area by jumping on a passing truck. But the fourth man slipped as he tried to get onto the truck, and he was apprehended by the wounded Meenahan. 
 
   That man was Carmine Galante.
 
   When Meenahan brought Galante to the station house, a group of detectives, angry that one of their own had been wounded, started to give Galante the “police station tune-up.” Despite getting his lumps, Galante refused to give up the identities of the three men who had escaped. 
 
   Galante was subsequently tried and convicted as one of the four men who had robbed the Lieberman Brewery in Brooklyn. On January 8, 1931, Galante was remanded to Sing Sing Prison in Ossining, New York. He was later transferred to the Clinton Correctional Facility in Dannemora, New York, where he remained until his release on May 1, 1939.
 
   While Galante was in prison, he was given an IQ test that revealed he had an IQ of only 90, which, even though Galante was well into his 20s, equated to the mental age of a 14-year-old. It was also noted that Galante was diagnosed as having a “neuropathic psychopathic personality.” A physical evaluation showed that he had a head injury contracted in a car accident when Galante was 10-years-old, a fractured ankle when he was 11, and that Galante was showing the early signs of gonorrhea, probably incurred at one of the many brothels controlled by the mob.
 
   In 1939, after he was released from prison, Galante was again given sham employment at his old job at the Lubin Artificial Flower Company. In February of 1941, Galante obtained membership in Local 856 of the Longshoreman’s Union, where he ostensibly worked as a “stevedore.” However, Galante very rarely showed up for work; one of the perks of being connected to the Mafia.
 
   There is no record of the exact date, but Galante was inducted as a made member of the Bonanno Crime Family in the early 1940s. Despite the fact his boss was Joe Bonanno, at the time the youngest Mafia boss in America, Galante, all throughout the 1940s,  performed many hits for Vito Genovese.
 
   While Genovese was in self-imposed exile in Italy (he was wanted on a murder charge and flew the coop before he could be arrested), Genovese became fast pals with Italian fascist dictator Benito Mussolini. Mussolini had a stone in his shoe in America called Carlo Tresa. Tresa was causing Mussolini much agita by incessantly writing anti-fascist sentiments in his radical Italian-language newspaper, IL Martello, which was sold in Italian communities throughout America. 
 
   Genovese sent word back to America to Frank Garofalo, underboss to Joseph Bonanno, that Tresa had to go. Garofalo gave the Tresa contract to Galante, who shadowed Tresa for a few days to determine the best time and place to whack him. 
 
   On January 11, 1943, Tresa was walking along Fifth Avenue near 13th Street, when a black Ford sedan pulled up alongside him. The Ford stopped and Galante jumped out, with a hot gun in his hand. Galante blasted Tresa several times in the back and in the head, killing the newspaper editor instantly. Amazingly, Galante was seen by his parole officer fleeing the scene, but due to the wartime rationing of gasoline, the parole officer was unable to follow the black Ford containing Galante and the smoking gun. 
 
   No arrest was ever made in the Tresa slaying.
 
   In 1953, Bonanno sent Galante to Montreal, Canada to take control of the Bonanno Family’s interests north of the border. Besides the very-lucrative Canadian gambling rackets, the Bonannos were heavy into the importation of heroin, from France into Canada, and then into the United States – the infamous French Connection. 
 
   Galante supervised the Canadian drug operation for three years. But in 1956, the Canadian police caught wind of Galante's involvement. Not having enough evidence to arrest Galante, they instead deported Galante back to the United States, classifying Galante as “an undesirable alien.”
 
   In 1957, Genovese called for a big summit of all the top Mafioso in America, to take place at the upstate New York Apalachin residence of Joseph Barbara, a captain in the Buffalo crime family of Stefano Magaddino. In preparation for this meeting, on October 19, 1956, several New York crime bigwigs were summoned to Barbara's home to go over the guidelines of the proposed meeting; the prime purpose of which was to anoint Genovese as the Capo di Tutti Capi,” or “Boss of all Bosses.”
 
   After the meeting ended, Galante, driving back to New York City, was nabbed for speeding near Birmingham, New York. Because his driver's license had been suspended, Galante gave the police a phony license. He was immediately arrested and sentenced to 30 days in prison. 
 
   However, the tentacles of the Mafia also reached right into the police department in upstate Birmingham. After a few mobbed-up New York City lawyers made the right phone calls to upstate New York, Galante was released within 48 hours. 
 
   However, a state policeman, Sergeant Edgar Roswell, took note of the fact that Galante had admitted to the police that he had stayed the night before at the Arlington Hotel as a guest of a local businessman named Joseph Barbara. This prompted Roswell to pay special attention to the Barbara residence in Apalachin, New York.
 
   On November 17, 1957, at the insistence of Don Vito Genovese, Mafia members from all over America made their way to the Barbara residence. These men included Sam Giancana from Chicago, Santo Trafficante from Florida, John Scalish from Cleveland, and Joe Profaci and Tommy Lucchese from New York City. Galante's boss Joe Bonanno decided not to attend, and he sent Galante instead.
 
   Sergeant Roswell took note of the fact that, on the day before, the nearby Arlington Hotel had been booked to the rafters with suspicious-looking out-of-towners. Roswell asked the right questions at the hotel, and he was able to confirm that the man who made the reservations for these men was Joseph Barbara himself. Roswell drove to the Barbara residence, and he spotted dozens of luxury cars parked outside, some with out-of-town plates.
 
   Roswell called for back-up, and in minutes, dozens of state troopers arrived with guns drawn. The troopers raided the Barbara residence and chaos ensued. 
 
   Men wearing expensive suits, hats, and shoes bolted from the house. Some were immediately arrested, and others made it to their cars and drove off the property before roadblocks could be put in place by the police. 
 
   Several Italian gangsters jumped out of the house windows, and they hightailed it through the thorny woods. One of these men was Carmine Galante, who hid in a cornfield until the police had left the Barbara residence. Then Galante made his way back to Barbara's home, and he made arrangements for safe passage back to New York City.
 
    The next day, when the news of the raid on Barbara's house hit American newspapers blowing the lid off the misguided idea that the Mafia was a myth, Galante went into the wind, or in mob terms, he “pulled a lamski.” 
 
   On January 8, 1958, the New York Herald Tribune wrote that Galante had run to Italy to hook up with old pal Salvatore “Lucky” Luciano, who was in exile in Italy after serving nine years in an American prison on a trumped-up prostitution charge. Another report said that it was not Luciano Galante was with, but rather Joe “Adonis” Doto, another mob boss in exile. On January 9, the New York Journal American said Galante was not in Italy, but in Havana, Cuba, with Meyer Lansky, a longtime member of the National Crime Commission who had numerous casino interests in Cuba.
 
   In April 1958, it was somehow leaked that Galante was now back in the United States and living somewhere in the New York area. The local law went to work, and in July, Galante was arrested by the Federal Bureau of Narcotics while he was driving near Holmdale, New Jersey. He was charged with taking part in a major heroin deal, one of many drug deals Galante had been involved with throughout the years. Also arrested in the case were Vito Genovese, John Ormento, Joe Di Palermo, and Vincent Gigante. 
 
   Galante, again making use of his cadre of New York attorneys, was released on $100,000 bail. Galante's lawyers were able to delay further legal proceedings for almost two years. It wasn't until May 17, 1960, that Galante was formally indicted, and again released on bail.
 
    On January 20, 1961, Galante's trial finally began. The judge, Thomas F. Murphy, revoked Galante's bail, ordering Galante to be put right into the slammer. 
 
   However, Galante's luck held up when, on May 15, a mistrial was declared. It seemed the foreman of the jury, a poor chap named Harry Appel, a 68-year-old dress manufacturer, had the misfortune of falling down a flight of stairs in a building on 15th Street in Manhattan. After the medics arrived and Appel was taken to a nearby hospital, it was determined that Appel had suffered a broken back. No one had seen Appel fall, nor did the hurt and frightened Appel say that anyone had pushed him. 
 
   However, although they had no definite proof, law enforcement believed that Appel had been pushed by a cohort of Galante's, with a warning not to say anything to anybody, and they would allow Appel and members of his family to live.
 
   Galante, now feeling alive and chipper, was released from prison, secured by a bond of $135,000.
 
   Alas, all good things must come to an end. 
 
   In April 1962, Galante's second trial commenced. 
 
   At the trial, there was a bit of mayhem in the courtroom, when one of Galante's co-defendants, a nasty creature named Tony Mirra (who was said to have killed 30-40 people) became so unhinged that he picked up a chair and flung it at the prosecutor. Luckily for the prosecutor, the chair missed him and landed in the jury box, forcing the frightened jurors to scatter in all directions. Order was restored to the court, and the trial proceeded, which was bad news for Galante and for Mirra. 
 
   Both men were found guilty, and on July 10, 1962, Galante was sentenced to 30 years in prison. Mirra also was sent to prison for a very long time. It is not clear if any additional time was tacked onto Mirra's sentence for the chair-throwing incident.
 
   Galante first was sent to Alcatraz Prison, which was located on an island fortress in San Francisco Bay. He was then moved to the Lewisburg Penitentiary, in Leavenworth, Kansas, before serving the final years of his prison term in the United States Penitentiary in Atlanta, Georgia. Galante was finally released from prison on January 24, 1974, full of fire and brimstone and ready to get back into business. However, Galante was to be on parole until 1981, so he had to be careful not to keep a high profile. 
 
   Unfortunately, being in the background was not in Galante's makeup.
 
   While in prison, Galante made it known that when he got out he was going to take control of the New York Mafia by the throat. 
 
   The accepted head of the five New York City Mafia families at the time was Carlo Gambino, the head of the Gambino crime family. Gambino was shrewd, and generally quiet and reserved. Gambino was well-respected for his business acumen and for his ability to keep peace amongst his own family, as well as the other Mafia families. However, Galante had no use for Gambino or his method of doing business. Galante told a cohort in jail, that when he hit the streets again, he would “make Carlo Gambino shit in the middle of Times Square.”
 
   By the time of Galante's release, his boss Joe Bonanno had been forced to “retire” and was living in Tucson, Ariz. The new Bonanno boss was Rusty Rastelli. But since Rastelli was in the slammer at the time, Galante took over as the “street boss” of the Bonannos. Still, Rastelli was considered the boss of the Bonannos, and he was none too happy about how Galante was strutting his stuff on the streets of New York City.
 
   Galante took the unusual step, and not appreciated by other Bonanno crime family members, of surrounding himself with Sicilian-born Mafioso, like Caesar Bonventre, Salvatore Catalano, and Baldo Amato. These men were derisively called “zips” by the American Mafia because of the quick way they zipped through the Italian language. These zips were heavily involved in the drug trade and in direct competition with those in the Genovese Crime Family, which was run by Funzi Tieri, every bit as cunning and vicious as Galante.
 
   Galante had a minor setback, when in 1978, he was arrested by the Feds for “associating with known criminals,” which was a violation of his parole. While Galante stewed in prison, he began ordering his men to kill mobsters in the Genovese and the Gambino crime families who were cutting in on Galante's worldwide drug operation. With Carlo Gambino now dead (from natural causes), Galante figured he had the muscle to push the other crime family bosses into the background. 
 
   From prison Galante sent out the message to the other bosses, “Who among you is going to stand up against me?”
 
   On March 1, 1979, Galante was released from prison and walking on air because he truly believed the other crime bosses were afraid of him. Like Vito Genovese, Galante envisioned himself as “Boss of All Bosses,” and it was only a matter of time before the other bosses cowered before Galante and handed him the title.
 
   However, Galante underestimated the might and the will of the other Mafioso bosses in New York City. 
 
   While Galante swaggered around the streets of New York City, the other bosses held a meeting in Boca Raton, Florida, deciding Galante's fate. At this meeting were Funzi Tieri, Jerry Catena, Paul Castellano, and Florida boss Santo Trafficante. These powerful men voted unanimously, if mob peace was to exist on the streets of New York City, Galante had to go. Rastelli, who was still in jail, was consulted. And even the aged Joe Bonanno, living in Arizona, was asked if he had any reservations at his former close associate being hit. Both Rastelli and Bonanno signed off on Galante's murder contract and Galante's days were numbered.
 
   On July 12, 1979, it was a hot and sticky summer afternoon, as the 69-year-old Carmine Galante's Lincoln pulled up at 205 Knickerbocker Avenue in the Bushwick section of Brooklyn. For more than 50 years, Knickerbocker Avenue had been the turf of the Bonanno crime family, and over the years numerous mob sit-downs had taken place in one of several storefronts on the block. 
 
   Carmine Galante stepped out of the Lincoln, and then he waved goodbye to the driver, his nephew James Galante. Carmine Galante was wearing a white short-sleeved knit shirt, and as was his custom, he was sucking on a huge Churchill cigar. 
 
   Galante strutted inside the tiny restaurant, and he was greeted by Joe Turano, the owner of Joe and Mary’s Restaurant. Galante had made this visit to meet with Turano and with Leonard “Nardo” Coppola, a close associate of Galante’s, over some undetermined mob business.
 
   At approximately 1:30 p.m., Coppola strolled into the restaurant, accompanied by zips Baldo Amato and Cesare Bonventre, who were cousins and from the same village as Galante's parents, Castellammarese del Golfo. 
 
   By this time, Galante and Turano had already finished their meal, so while the three newcomers sat inside and ate their lunch, Galante and Turano slipped outside into the backyard patio, and they sat under a yellow-and-turquoise checkered umbrella. After Coppola, Bonventre, and Amato finished dining, they joined the other two men outside. Galante and Turano were smoking cigars and drinking espresso coffee laced with Anisette (only tourists and non-Italians drink Sambuca).
 
   Galante was sitting with his back to a small garden, while Amato sat to his left and Bonventre to his right. Turano and Coppola sat on the opposite side of the table, their backs to the door leading to the restaurant.
 
   At approximately 2:40 p.m., a four-door, blue Mercury Montego double-parked in front of Joe and Mary's Restaurant. The car had been stolen about a month earlier. The driver, wearing a red-striped ski mask, stepped out of the car and stood guard, holding a .3030 M1 carbine rifle menacingly in his hands. Three other men, also wearing ski masks, jumped out of the car, and they jogged into the restaurant. The killers sped past the few startled diners who were still eating lunch, and they rushed into the patio area.
 
   As they entered the patio, one masked man said to the other, “Get him, Sal!”
 
   The gunman called “Sal” began firing a double-barrel shotgun several times at Galante, propelling Galante, as he was rising from his chair, onto his back. Galante was hit by 30 pellets, one knocking out his left eye. Galante was probably dead before he hit the ground, but his cigar was still stuck tightly between his teeth.
 
   As Galante was being shot, Joe Turano yelled, “What are you doing?”
 
   The same gunman turned to Turano, and with the shotgun pressed against Turano's chest, he blasted Turano into eternity.
 
   Coppola jumped up from the table, and either Amato, or Bonventre (it's not clear which one did the shooting) shot Coppola in the face, then five times in the chest. Coppola landed face down, and the killer with the shotgun blasted off the back of Coppola's head.
 
   The three masked men hurried from the restaurant and into the waiting getaway car. 
 
   According to witnesses outside the restaurant, the car sped up Knickerbocker Avenue to Flushing Avenue, and then disappeared around the corner. Bonventre and Amato, who were both wearing leather jackets despite the stifling heat, soon followed the three gunmen out of the restaurant. They calmly walked down the block, got into a blue Lincoln and then drove away, like they hadn’t a care in the world. 
 
    Galante’s body was laid out in the Provenzano-Lanza Funeral Home at 43 Second Avenue on the Lower East Side of Manhattan. The crowds that usually accompany a Mafia wake of this kind were notably absent. 
 
   Galante was buried on July 17 at Saint John’s Cemetery in Queens. With the Feds doing the counting, only 59 people attended Galante's funeral mass and burial. The Feds also reported that not one Mafia made man was captured on surveillance cameras, either at the wake or at the funeral.
 
   One Fed, commenting at the sparse turnout, said, “Galante was so bad, people didn’t want to see him, even when he was dead.”
 
   Even though the newspapers played up the killing with gruesome front page photos, the general public seemed impervious to the magnitude of the event. A young boy strolled up to a police officer standing guard at the wake. 
 
   “Was he an actor?” the kid asked the cop.
 
   The cop replied, “No, he was a gangster.” 
 
    
 
   Gambino, Carlo
 
   He was a quiet man who dressed inconspicuously and was known to never lose his temper. But there is no doubt Carlo Gambino, with his huge hawk nose and enigmatic Mona Lisa-smile, was one of the most powerful Mafia bosses of all time.
 
   Gambino was born in Palermo, Sicily on August 24, 1902. The area of Palermo, called Caccamo in which Gambino grew up, had such an intense Mafia presence the police and even the military were afraid to enter into its domain. That left the Mafioso to rule the area with impunity, knowing whatever crimes they committed would not be reported to the police; if the police even cared what happened in the first place. 
 
   Carlo's mother's maiden name was Castellano, and she used her influence with her family, who were Mafiosos, to introduce Gambino to “Men of Respect” when Gambino was barely a teenager. Gambino, only 5-foot-7 and slight of build, quietly impressed his superiors with his calmness, his intellect and his ability to do whatever was necessary, even if it meant whacking someone whom his bosses said needed to be erased.
 
   In 1921, right before his 20th birthday, Gambino was rewarded for his good work by being inducted into the Mafia, or what was known in Italy as the “Honored Society.” However, because of Benito Mussolini's vendetta against the Mafia (Mussolini had arrested numerous Mafioso, including top Mafia boss Don Vito Cascio Ferro who was sentenced to life in prison), many Mafioso, including Gambino, decided that Sicily was too dangerous for them to exist in the manner in which they had been accustomed. As a result, there was a huge exodus of Mafioso to the mountain of gold across the Atlantic Ocean called America.
 
   In late 1921, Gambino left Sicily on the freighter SS Vincenzo Florio, which was headed for America. For the entire trip, Gambino subsisted on nothing but wine and anchovies, which besides olive oil were the only food substances on the ship. 
 
   The SS Vincenzo Florio docked in Norfolk, Virginia, on December 23, 1921, and Gambino disembarked as an illegal immigrant. Wearing a natty three-piece suit and a black fedora, Gambino walked down the gangplank looking for a car, with flashing lights at the end of the dock, he was told would be waiting for him when he landed in America. 
 
   Gambino spotted the car, and when he reached the vehicle, he saw a Castellano cousin sitting behind the wheel. The two men embraced, and in seconds they were headed to New York City.
 
   When Gambino arrived in New York City, he discovered that his Castellano cousins had already rented him an apartment on Navy Street in Brooklyn, near the waterfront. They also put Gambino to work in a trucking company owned by his first cousins, Peter and Paul Castellano. Soon, Gambino segued into the illegal bootlegging business, run by his Palermo pal, Tommy Lucchese. 
 
   Prohibition was instituted by the passing of the Volstead Act in 1919, which banned the manufacture, sale, or transportation of intoxicating liquors, but not the consumption. One thing led to another, and soon Gambino was a main cog in the crew of Joe “The Boss” Masseria, the most powerful Mafioso in America.
 
   However, another Mafioso had escaped Mussolini's wrath and arrived in America in the mid-1920s. His name was Salvatore Maranzano, second in command to Don Vito Cascio Ferro in Sicily. Maranzano figured the Sicilian Mafioso were much superior to those in America, so it was only natural that he should become the top Mafia boss in America. This did not sit well with Masseria, and the result was the Castellammarese War, which flooded the streets of New York City with scores of dead bodies from 1929-31.
 
   Masseria's crew was soon joined by top Mafia men such as Lucky Luciano, Frank Costello, Albert Anastasia, and Vito Genovese, who were well-connected to Jewish gangsters Meyer Lansky, Louie “Lepke” Buchalter, and Bugsy Siegel. However, since Masseria did not like his men doing business with non-Sicilians , Luciano, Costello, Anastasia, and Genovese bided their time, hoping that maybe both Masseria and Maranzano would knock each other off so that the younger men could take control of all their operations.
 
   However, it was Gambino who made the first move in rectifying this situation. Sensing that he was on the losing side of the battle, Gambino secretly approached Maranzano, and he offered to jump to Maranzano's side. Maranzano readily agreed, and soon Luciano, Costello, Anastasia, and Genovese, also wanted to join Maranzano's forces. Maranzano accepted their offer, with the stipulation they do away with Masseria, once and for all. 
 
   That task was accomplished on April 15, 1931, when Luciano lured Masseria to the Nuova Villa Tammaro Restaurant in Coney Island. While Luciano was taking a bathroom break, Siegel, Genovese, Anastasia, and Jewish killer Red Levine burst through the front door and filled Masseria with lead, rendering him quite dead and ending the Castellammarese War.
 
   Maranzano immediately called for a meeting of all the top Mafioso in the city (reportedly over 500 men) in a warehouse in the Bronx. 
 
   At this meeting Maranzano said, “Whatever happened in the past is over. There is to be no more hatred between us. Those who lost someone in the war must forgive and forget.”
 
   Maranzano then proceeded to form five families, each with a boss and an underboss. Under the two top men each family would have capiregimes, or captains, who would rule over the rest of the family, soldatos, or soldiers. 
 
   The five bosses were Joe Bonanno, Joe Profaci, Lucky Luciano, Tommy Lucchese, and Vincent Mangano. Albert Anastasia became Mangano's underboss, and Carlo Gambino became a captain in Mangano's family. 
 
   Of course, Maranzano made himself “Boss of All Bosses” (Capo di Tutti Capi), which did not sit well with the rest of the young Mafioso. 
 
   Despite all the nice talk about “no more hatred between us,” Maranzano had a secret plan to kill Luciano, Genovese, and Costello -  men Maranzano thought to be ambitious and a threat to his rule. Maranzano called on vicious Irish killer Vincent “Mad Dog” Cole to eliminate his perceived competition. Maranzano paid Cole $25,000 on the spot, with another $25,000 forthcoming when the dirty deed was done. To set the trap, Maranzano invited Luciano, Genovese, and Costello to his office in Midtown Manhattan. 
 
   However, Luciano caught wind of the plot through an informer close to Maranzano, believed to be Tommy Lucchese. Instead of showing up at Maranzano's office, Luciano sent four Jewish killers to the proposed meeting, led by Red Levine, one of the men who had offed Masseria. 
 
   The four men, posing as detectives, bulldozed their way past Maranzano's bodyguards in the outer office. Then they blasted into Maranzano's office where they stabbed and shot him to death. On the way out of the building, the four killers ran into “Mad Dog” Cole. They told him not to bother - that Maranzano was already dead and the police were on the way. Cole did an about face, whistling a happy tune, having made a $25,000 payday without firing a single shot.
 
   Luciano soon called the bosses of the other four Mafia families, and he told them the title of “Boss of All Bosses” was eliminated with Maranzano. Luciano then formed a National Crime Commission, which included Jewish mobsters Meyer Lansky, Louie “Lepke” Buchalter, Jacob “Gurrah” Shapiro, Bugsy Siegel, and Dutch Schultz.
 
   Gambino, now firmly entrenched as a captain in the Mangano family, became the biggest moneymaker in all the New York Mafia. And in the Mafia, making money brings prestige. 
 
   In 1932, his pockets bursting with cash, Gambino married his first cousin, Catherine Castellano. Carlo and Catherine Gambino eventually raised three sons and a daughter. Marrying a first cousin was common in Italy, and not frowned upon in the United States as it is today. In fact, marrying a first cousin is now illegal in most, but not all, states. (Author’s note: My grandparents on my father's side were first cousins, and married in Sicily in the early 1900s.) 
 
   When Prohibition was repealed in 1933, Gambino was already set to cash in on the now-legal booze business, but he did so in an illegal way. While Prohibition was booming in illegal sales for the Mafia, Gambino planned for the days when he knew Prohibition would end. To achieve his goals, Gambino scooped up as many illegal stills that he could: in New York, New Jersey, Pennsylvania, and even as far as Maryland. When Prohibition ended and the price of alcohol blasted through the roof, Gambino had the largest liquor distribution system on the East Coast of America. And since he was producing the booze himself and not paying any government taxes, Gambino could undercut the legal distributors, thereby making him and the Mangano family a small fortune all through the mid-to-late 1930s.
 
   The start of World War II gave Gambino another opportunity to make even more illegal cash through his wartime rations stamp racket. With war imminent against Germany and Japan, on August 28, 1941, the United States government created the Office of Price Administration (OPA), whose job it was to print and distribute ration stamps to the American public. Without these stamps, people could not buy gasoline, tires, shoes, nylon, sugar, fuel oil, coffee, meats, and processed foods. Gambino figured the only way he could get his hands on ration stamps to sell on the black market was to steal them outright. 
 
   
  
 

Gambino sent his best safe-crackers and second-story men to the vaults inside the Office of Price Administration, and they emerged with hundreds of thousands of dollars’ worth of ration stamps. When certain low-level employees of the OPA realized the ration stamps were being stolen by the mob, they decided to cut themselves in on the deal by stealing the ration stamps themselves and selling them to Gambino and his boys, of course, at bargain-basement prices. Gambino figured why take a chance of stealing the ration stamps with the possibility of getting caught. So he took the crooked OPA employees’ offer, and he started buying the ration stamps from them in droves. 
 
   The beauty of this scheme was that Gambino already had a ready-made distribution network in place: his network of illegal booze suppliers. In October 1963, Mafia informant Joe Valachi testified before Arkansas Senator John L. McClellan's Investigative Subcommittee on Government Operations that in one rations stamp deal alone, Gambino made a profit of over $1 million.
 
   Being a savvy businessman, Gambino knew he could not live the high-life without reporting substantial income to the government. So Gambino invested the money he had made from his illegal operations, estimated to be several millions of dollars, in legal businesses such as meat markets, pizza parlors, olive and cheese importers, carting companies, dress factories, bakeries, and restaurants.
 
   By 1951, the Mangano family, thanks to Gambino's incredible ability to generate income, was one of the most prosperous in the Mafia. The problem was Mangano did not get along with his underboss Albert Anastasia. Mangano was jealous of Anastasia's closeness with the other bosses, including Frank Costello, and Lucky Luciano who was in exile in Italy; a stipulation of the pardon agreement he received from the United States government after serving nine years in jail on a trumped-up prostitution charge. Several times Mangano physically attacked Anastasia, a silly move since the younger and stronger Anastasia easily beat his boss in a man-to-man fight.
 
   With rumors abounding that Mangano was plotting to kill him, Anastasia, with the blessing of crime boss Frank Costello, decided to strike first. 
 
   On April 19, 1951, the body of Phil Mangano, the brother of Vincent Mangano, was found in the marshes near Sheepshead Bay. He was shot five times in the head. When the police investigating the murder tried to contact Vincent Mangano about his brother's death, they could find no trace of him.
 
   Vincent Mangano's body was never found.
 
   Within days, Anastasia sat down with the other bosses, and he explained to them that he killed Mangano before Mangano could kill him. With the backing of Costello, Anastasia was bumped up to the boss of the Mangano Family, and the name was changed to the Anastasia family. Anastasia made Frank Scalise and Joe Adonis his underbosses, and he gave his capo, Carlo Gambino, more men and more power within the organization.
 
   However, Anastasia's reign lasted less than seven years. 
 
   Anastasia continually butted heads with vicious crime boss Vito Genovese, who was looking to take over all the rackets in New York City, even if it meant killing the other bosses one by one. Anastasia received a terrible blow when his underboss, Joe Adonis, was deported to Italy as an undesirable alien. Anastasia knew his days were numbered, when in early 1956 Frank Costello was shot in the head by Genovese henchman Vincent “The Chin” Gigante. Costello survived the shooting, and at Gigante's trial, Costello, true to the Mafia code of “omerta,” refused to name Gigante as his assailant.
 
   However, this greatly diminished Costello's power in the Mafia, and at the insistence of Genovese, Costello was booted out as one of the five bosses on the Mafia Commission. This left Anastasia without his closest ally, and put Anastasia in a vulnerable position. Soon after, Anastasia’s other underboss, Frank Scalise, was gunned down while shopping for fruits and vegetables on Arthur Avenue in the Bronx.
 
   The final shoe dropped on October 25, 1957, when Anastasia was shot to death while sitting in a barber chair in the Park Sheridan Hotel in Midtown Manhattan. 
 
   With Anastasia now dead, Genovese called for a sit-down with the other bosses, and he proposed that Carlo Gambino, whom he had let in on his plot to kill Anastasia, should take over Anastasia's family. The commission agreed and they renamed the family the Gambino Family.
 
   The greedy Genovese called for a meeting of all the crime bosses, underbosses, captains, and respected Mafia men in America, which was to take place in the sleepy town of Apalachin, New York, at the home of Joseph Barbara, a capo in the crime family of Buffalo crime boss Stephano Magaddino. There were several items on Genovese's agenda, but the prime one was that Genovese would announce himself as the “ Capo di Tutti Capi,” or “Boss of All Bosses,” a title that had been vacant since the death of Salvatore Maranzano. 
 
   On November 17, 1957, scores of mobsters made their way to Barbara's home. Included in the group were crime bosses John Scalish from Cleveland; Sam Giancana from Chicago; Frank DeSimone from California; Santo Trafficante from Florida; Gerardo Catena and Frank Majuri from New Jersey; and Carlo Gambino, Joe Profaci, Tommy Luchesse, and Vito Genovese, all from New York City.
 
   However, before the festivities got under way, state Sergeant Edgar Roswell, along with a dozen state troopers, stormed the house. Roswell later said that he became suspicious when he saw Joseph Barbara Jr. make hotel reservations for a dozen or so out-of-towners. Roswell said he then drove by the Barbara residence, and he saw dozens of parked luxury cars in and around Barbara's estate. Roswell called for heavy backup and when his troopers arrived, they made their move.
 
   A rumor later circulated that it was Meyer Lansky himself, no big fan of Vito Genovese, who had tipped off the state troopers about the impending Mafia convention.
 
   Be that as it may, when the troopers stormed the house, Mafioso, like in a Chinese fire drill, scattered in all directions. Men in expensive suits jumped though open windows, and if they could not make it to their cars, they hightailed it on foot through the woods, ruining their patent-leather shoes.
 
   Sam Giancana safely escaped by fleeing through the woods, as did Bonanno underboss Carmine Galante. But both men were a mess, their suits destroyed by thorny bushes. Some cars made it off the property before a roadblock was put in place, but most didn't. When the dust cleared 58 members of the Mafia were detained, and they were told to empty out their pockets. A total of $300,000 in cash was found on the 58 men, making the state police all the more suspicious about the meeting.
 
   What was notable about the meeting was the men who chose not to attend. Besides Lansky, those absent were Frank Costello, Carlo Marcello from New Orleans, and Lansky's pal Joseph “Doc” Stracher.
 
   Of the 58 men detained, 27 were indicted on obstruction of justice, 20 of whom were convicted of refusing to answer questions about the purpose of the meeting. One of the men convicted was Gambino's cousin Paul Castellano, who wound up doing a year in the slammer as a result.
 
   The aborted meeting, more than anything else, led to the downfall of Vito Genovese. Not only did he not get the exalted title of “Boss of All Bosses,” but he became a pariah in the Mafia; ridiculed as being stupid and greedy for calling so many important men to the same place at the same time for his own purposes.
 
   The day after the raid, the entire nation's newspapers ran front page stories about the incident. No longer could Mafia members claim that the Mafia did not exist. The police and FBI Director J. Edgar Hoover, who had for years denied the existence of the Mafia, went on a rampage, putting extreme pressure on the Mafia's operations. 
 
   Although , Carlo Gambino first seemed to be a victim of circumstances, the wily mob veteran plotted to turn the incident to his advantage. In fact, there was speculation that Gambino knew about the raid in advance, and went there purposely so that no would suspect him of being in on the treachery; which would make sense in light of future developments.
 
   With Genovese still stewing from his loss of face, Gambino colluded with Frank Costello, Meyer Lansky, and Lucky Luciano (still in exile in Italy, but able to move freely into Cuba to meet with his pals) to get Genovese up to his neck in a multi-million dollar international drug deal. Even though dealing in drugs was forbidden by the Mafia, the greedy Genovese could not resist the urge to make a big score.
 
   When the time was right, Gambino tipped off the Narcotics Bureau about the drug deal, resulting in Genovese's arrest. At Genovese's trial, Gambino paid a false witness named Nelson Cantellops, who insisted on the witness stand that Genovese was not only involved in this particular drug deal, but was, in fact, involved in dozens of drug deals throughout the years. As a result, Genovese was sentenced to 15 years in prison. Genovese served a little more than 10 years, before he died in prison on February 14, 1969.
 
   With Anastasia dead, Genovese in prison, Luciano in exile, Frank Costello basically out of the Mafia loop, Joe Profaci getting older and weaker, and Joe Bonanno having a relatively small crime family, Carlo Gambino became undoubtedly the most powerful Mafia boss in America. His crew of over 500 made men out in the streets included his underboss, Joe Biondo, his consigliere, Joseph Riccobono, and capos Armand "Tommy" Rava, Aniello "Mr. Neil" Dellacroce, Paul Castellano, Carmine "The Doctor" Lombardozzi, Joseph "Joe Piney" Armone, and Carmine "Wagon Wheels" Fatico.
 
   In a display of immense strength, Gambino expanded his enterprises throughout the United States. Besides New York City, Gambino had his fingers in the pie in Chicago, Los Angeles, Miami, Boston, San Francisco, and Las Vegas. Gambino also ruled the powerful International Longshoremen’s Union, which controlled all the docks in New York, the main port for imports into America.
 
   After Joe Valachi became the first known Mafia informer, Gambino reinforced the rule that forbade the sale of drugs in his crew. Gambino's rational was that the penalties for selling drugs were so severe, men might turn rat when arrested rather than do their time in jail like the “real men” of the Mafia had done in the past. The Gambino family policy was "Deal and Die," and Gambino enforced this rule with no exceptions.
 
   Riding on top of the Mafia heap, Carlo Gambino became a popular figure in the New York streets of Little Italy. While the other bosses barricaded themselves in their mansions, with an armed bodyguard, burglar alarms, and electrified fences, Gambino walked the streets with impunity, stopping to talk with old friends while be bought fruits and vegetables from street vendors. Gambino went to Ferrara's on Grand Street, between Mulberry and Mott, for pastries. Then he would stroll down the block to get his Italian meats, cheeses, and Italian delicacies from Aleva's, on the corner of Mulberry and Grand.
 
   Starting in March of 1970, Gambino began having trouble with the law. While he was walking down a Brooklyn street, Gambino was surrounded by New York City police and members of the FBI. They arrested Gambino and charged him with masterminding a scheme to steal $30 million in cash from an armored truck company located in the Bronx. Gambino was eventually indicted, but the case was dropped due to lack of evidence.
 
   This forced the Feds to try another tactic to take Gambino off the streets. 
 
   In 1966, the government had issued a deportation order on Gambino, but for some reason the order was never implemented. In early 1971, after Gambino's wife, Catherine, had died of cancer, the Feds did indeed try to implement this order, but on hearing about his imminent danger, the wily Gambino faked a serious heart attack. 
 
   The Feds were incensed at Gambino's ploy, so they had the U.S. Public Health Service give Gambino a complete physical. The Feds were aghast when it was determined that Gambino indeed had a severe heart condition. In 1972, this was confirmed, when Gambino was rushed from his home at 2230 Ocean Parkway in Brooklyn, to the Columbus Hospital in Manhattan with a massive heart attack. Why a hospital in Brooklyn was not suitable for Gambino was never revealed.
 
   While recuperating at home, Gambino broke one of the laws he himself had decreed - “Deal Drugs and Die.” Acting Genovese boss Thomas “Tommy Ryan” Eboli approached Gambino with a “can't miss” proposition to broker a multi-million-dollar drug deal with Louis Sevilla, considered by the Feds to be the biggest narcotics trafficker in America. The problem was, Eboli, a former boxing manager and notoriously bad gambler, did not have the $4 million needed to proceed with the operation. Gambino fronted Eboli the $4 million, but he lost it all when the Feds arrested Sevilla, and confiscated the drugs and money. When Gambino approached Eboli about his missing $4 million, Eboli turned his pockets inside out, indicating he was flat broke.
 
   This did not please Gambino too much. 
 
   As a result, at approximately 1 a.m., on July 16, 1972, Eboli was shot five times as he was leaving his girlfriend's apartment in Crown Heights, Brooklyn. Eboli died on the spot, and Gambino had enough influence in the Mafia Commission to order that his close pal, Genovese captain Frank “Funzi” Tieri, would now be the new boss of the Genovese Family. 
 
   In early 1973, Gambino had another setback, when his 29-year-old nephew Emmanuel “Manny” Gambino was kidnapped for ransom. This same gang had previously kidnapped a Gambino Crime Family captain, Frank “Frankie the Wop” Manzo, for $100,000. After that amount was paid for Manzo's safe return, the gang got more ambitious with the Manny Gambino kidnapping , this time asking for $200,000. 
 
   Gambino tried to bargain, offering them only $50,000. Soon after, the body of Manny Gambino was found in a sitting position in a New Jersey dump near the Earle Naval Ammunition Depot. On June 1, 1973, degenerate gambler, Robert Senter, pled guilty to the manslaughter of Manny Gambino. Senter was sentenced to 15 years in prison. Apparently, Senter had fallen into debt to Gambino, and he felt it was easier to kill Gambino than to repay the debt.
 
   After the death of his nephew compounded the agony of the death of his wife, Carlo Gambino became a recluse in his house on Ocean Parkway. He surrounded himself with family members, most notably his cousin Paul Castellano. 
 
   By 1975, it was clear Gambino's heart condition would not allow him to live much longer. Wanting to keep power in his own family blood, Gambino anointed his cousin Paul Castellano to succeed him. 
 
   This did not go over well with the rest of the Gambinos, who expected longtime Mafioso, Aniello Dellacroce, to be the natural successor to Gambino. To appease Dellacroce, Gambino gave him all the Manhattan rackets controlled by the Gambino Family. 
 
   On October 15, 1976, Carlo Gambino‘s heart finally gave out. Gambino's funeral was one of the most elaborate ever to take place in the borough of Brooklyn. More than 100 cars took part in the funeral procession, which ended at the Saint John's Cemetery in Queens; the same cemetery where his lifelong friend, Charles “Lucky” Luciano, had been buried .
 
   In the 1985 film Prizzi's Honor, directed by John Huston and starring Jack Nicholson, actor William Hickey played Don Corrado Prizzi, a character based on Don Carlo Gambino.
 
    
 
   General Slocum Disaster
 
   If you ask New Yorkers, besides the bombing of the World Trade Center Towers on September 11, 2001, what was the biggest disaster in New York City history, most would say the Triangle Shirtwaist Factory Fire of 1911, which killed 141 people, mostly women. However, by far the worst tragedy ever to take place in New York City besides 9/11 was the now-forgotten 1904 General Slocum paddle boat disaster, in which more than 1000 German people, mostly woman and children, perished in an accident that certainly could have been prevented.
 
   Starting in the 1840s, tens of thousands of German immigrants began flooding the Lower East Side of Manhattan, which is now called Alphabet City, but what was then called the Kleindeutschland, or Little Germany. Just in the 1850s alone over 800,000 Germans came to America, and by 1855, New York City had the third-largest German population of any city in the world. 
 
   The German immigrants were different than the Irish immigrants who, due to the Irish potato famine in Ireland, were also emigrating to New York City at a fast pace during the middle part of the 19th century. Whereas the Irish were mostly lower-class laborers, the Germans were better educated and possessed skills that made them obtain a higher rung on the economic ladder than did the Irish. More than half the bakers in New York City were of German descent, and most cabinet makers in New York City were either German, or of German descent. Germans were also very active in the construction business, which at the time was very profitable because of all the large buildings being built in New York City during the mid-to-late 1800s.
 
    Joseph Wedemeyer, Oswald Ottendorfer, and Friedrich Sorge were New York City German-Americans who were extremely active in the creation and growth of trade unions. In New York City, German-American clubs, which were called Vereins, were highly involved in politics. Ottendorfer owned and edited the Staats-Zeitung, the largest German-American newspaper in town. He became such a force in politics, that in 1861, he was instrumental, through his German Democracy political club, in getting New York City Mayor Fernando Wood elected for his second term. In 1863, Ottendorfer propelled another German, Godfrey Gunther, to succeed Wood as mayor.
 
   Little Germany reached its peak in the 1870s. It then encompassed over 400 blocks, comprised of six avenues and 40 streets, running south from 14th Street to Houston Street and from the Bowery east to the East River. Tompkins Square, and its park, was considered the epicenter of Little Germany. The park itself was called the Weisse Garten, where Germans congregated daily to discuss what was important to their lives and livelihoods. 
 
   Avenue B was called the German Broadway, where almost every building contained a first-floor store or a workshop marketing every sort of commodity that was desired by the German populace. Avenue A was known for its beer gardens, oyster saloons, and assorted grocery stores. In Little Germany there were also sporting clubs, libraries, choirs, shooting clubs, factories, department stores, German theaters, German schools, German churches, and German synagogues for the German Jews. 
 
   Starting around 1880, the wealthier Germans began moving out of New York City to the suburbs. And by the turn of the 20th Century, the German population in Little Germany had shrunk to around 50,000 people, still a sizable amount for any ethnic group in New York City.
 
   On June 15, 1904, St. Mark's Evangelical Lutheran Church on 6th Street charted the paddle boat General Slocum, for the sum of $350, to take members of its congregation to its yearly picnic celebrating the end of the school year. At a few minutes after 9 a.m., more than 1,300 people boarded the General Slocum. Their destination was the Locust Grove on Long Island Sound, where they expected to enjoy a day of swimming, games, and the best of German food.
 
   The General Slocum, owned by the Knickerbocker Steamship Company, was named for Civil War officer and New York Congressman Henry Warner Slocum. It was built by the W. & A. Fletcher Company of Hoboken, New Jersey, and was a side-wheel paddle boat powered by a single-cylinder, surface-condensing, vertical-beam steam engine, with 53-inch bore and 12-foot stroke. Each wheel had 26 paddles and was 31 feet in diameter. Her maximum speed was about 16 knots.
 
   Almost from the day of its launching in 1891, the General Slocum suffered one mishap after another. Four months after her launching, the General Slocum ran aground near the Rockaways. Several tugboats were needed to drag the General Slocum back into the water.
 
   It was an exceptionally bad year for the General Slocum in 1894. On June 29, the General Slocum was returning from the Rockaways with 4,700 passengers. Suddenly, it struck a sandbar so hard her electrical generator blew out. In August, during a terrible rain storm, the General Slocum ran aground a second time, this time near Coney Island. The passengers had to be transferred to another boat in order to make their way back home. The next month the General Slocum hit the trifecta when it collided with the tug boat R. T. Sayre in the middle of the East River. In this incident, the General Slocum's steering was severely damaged, and it had to be repaired. The General Slocum was accident-free until July of 1898, when the General Slocum collided with the Amelia near Battery Park. 
 
   On August 17, 1901, the General Slocum was carrying, what was described as “900 intoxicated Patterson Anarchists.” Suddenly, some of the passengers started to riot, and others tried to physically take control of the boat by storming the bridge. However, the crew fought off the rioters and were able to keep control of the boat. When the captain docked at the police pier, 17 “anarchists” were arrested.
 
   Finally, in June of 1902, the General Slocum ran aground again. The boat was unable to be freed, so its passengers had to camp out the entire night until reinforcements could arrive the following morning. The captain of the boat in that incident was none other than William H. Van Schaick, the same man who would be the chief officer of the General Slocum on its fateful voyage.
 
   On June 15, 1904, about 15 minutes after the General Slocum left the pier at East Third Street, it was even with East 125th Street. At this point, Captain Van Schaick was notified by one of his crew that a fire had started in the Lamp Room, in the forward section of the boat. The fire was probably ignited by a discarded cigarette or a match, and it had been obviously fueled by the straw, oily rags, and lamp oil strewn around the room. The Captain had also been told there was a fire on board a few minutes earlier by a 12-year-old boy, but Captain Van Schaick did not believe the boy. Other people on board said the fire had started almost simultaneously in several locations, including a paint locker filled with flammable fluids and a cabin filled with gasoline.
 
   This is where Captain Van Schaick made a terrible mistake in judgment. 
 
   Since land was close by, all the Captain had to do was run his ship aground before the flames spread any further. Then he could unload his passengers, mostly woman and children, quickly, before there were any fatalities. But for some reason Captain Van Schaick decided to head straight into a headwind and try to land his boat at North Brother Island, just off the southern shore of the Bronx. Captain Van Schaick would later say the reason for his decision was that he was trying to prevent the fire from spreading on land to riverside buildings and oil tanks. But by going into heavy headwinds, he was actually fanning the fire.
 
   Captain Van Schaick later said at his trial, “I started to head to 134th Street, but was warned off by the captain of a tugboat, who shouted to me that the boat would set fire to the lumber yards and oil tanks there. Besides, I knew that the shore was lined with rocks and the boat would founder if I put in there. I then fixed upon North Brother Island.”
 
   As the boat chugged onward, passengers ran in panic around the deck. Mothers were looking for their children. Fathers were looking for their families. Young boys and girls scrambled onto the deck chairs, waving frantically for help at the crowds who had assembled on the shore. The flames increased by the second, accelerated by the boat's fresh coat of highly flammable paint.
 
   At this point, overcome by smoke inhalation and with the flames flickering at their torsos, feet and faces, people began jumping into the water. Some were rescued by boats which had rushed near the fiery General Slocum. But most of the woman and girls who jumped, because of the bulky woman's clothing of that era, quickly drowned. Some people died when the floors of the boat collapsed. Others were beaten to death by the still-churning paddles, as they flung themselves over the sides of the boat towards the water.
 
   People who tried to use the life jackets on board were in for a horrible surprise. 
 
   Although there were 3,000 life jackets available, they were all but useless. The vast majority were rotted out, with the cork inside the jackets used for buoyancy almost entirely disintegrated. The people who donned the life jackets and plunged into the water, immediately sank like rocks. Some people tried to dislodge the emergency lifeboats, but they failed to do so because the lifeboats were firmly wired in place.
 
   People on the shore saw a girl in a blue dress jump off the side of the boat. They watched in horror as the girl hit the wooden paddle wheel. The wheel churned violently, dragging the girl under it. The people on shore could hear the screaming girl's frail body being thrashed about like a rag doll by the paddle wheel, before her screaming stopped, and she disappeared into the murky waters. A little boy, clutching his stuffed toy dog, was thrown into the river by his weeping mother. The boy was fished from the river alive, still squeezing his precious toy dog.
 
   Sixteen-year-old Albert Frese was one of the lucky ones who survived the General Slocum disaster. Frese, at the time, was a mail clerk in the Funk and Wagnalls publishing house. As horrified people scampered all around him, Frese hurried to the stern of the burning boat. 
 
   According to Edward Ross Ellis's The Epic of New York City, “Frese jumped feet first, with his ankles together and his arms rigid at his side. He was able to swim safely to shore, and later he became treasurer of his firm.”
 
   As Captain Van Schaick resolutely and pigheadedly steered his boat onward, people on Manhattan's east shore were now running frantically along the riverbank trying to keep pace with the burning boat. Others were mobilized in wagons and carts, and screaming for the Captain to run his boat ashore. Some people flung barrels into the river for the people floundering in the water to use as makeshift life preservers. Small boats tried to chase down the General Slocum from behind, but they were unable to do so. However, some of these boats were able to fish the better swimmers out of the water and bring them safely to shore.
 
   Despite this utter mayhem and the pleading of the people on the shore to run his boat aground, Captain Van Schaick, his own clothes on fire, ignored them and continued toward North Brother Island. When Captain Van Schaick finally beached his boat at North Brother Island, the boat was one huge fireball. 
 
    Captain Van Schaick said later, "I stuck to my post in the pilothouse until my cap caught fire. We were then about twenty-five feet off North Brother Island. She went on the beach; bow on, in about twenty-five feet of water. . . . Most of the people aft, where the fire raged fiercest, jumped in when we were in deep water, and were carried away. We had no chance to lower the lifeboats. They were burned before the crew could get at them."
 
   At North Brother Island, nurses, doctors, and even the patients in the island's contagious disease hospital, rushed to help the survivors. Some carried ladders, which they used to guide the survivors, most badly burned, down from the boat. Others caught little children who were heaved down to them by hysterical parents. Within minutes, all the survivors, including the captain and several crew members, were taken safely away from the flaming boat and admitted to the hospital.
 
   From his hospital window, a feverish measles patient saw the horror transpiring in front of him. He summoned the courage, hurried from the hospital, and sprinted into the water. He was able to save several children. 
 
   A nurse who couldn't swim dashed into the river to grab several children. She did this repeatedly, when suddenly the tide pulled her into deeper water. Incredibly, the nurse found out she could indeed swim, and she continued rescuing whomever she could reach.
 
   City Health Commissioner Thomas Darlington was present on North Brother Island the day the fiery General Slocum ran aground. 
 
   “I will never be able to forget the scene, the utter horror of it,” Darlington said. “The patients in the contagious wards, especially in the scarlet fever ward, went wild at things they saw from their windows and went screaming and beating at the doors, until it took fifty nurses and doctors to quiet them. They were all locked up. Along the beach the boats were carrying in the living and dying, and towing in the dead.”
 
   When the fire first started, someone rang the city desk of the World on Park Row. The man, who didn't identify himself, told the newspaper editor that he was in his office at 137th Street, and he could see the burning boat from his office window. The editor immediately contacted Eugene Moran, who owned a tugboat company at 134th Street. Moran told the editor that he had no tugboats available in that area, but that it would be faster anyway to send his men by elevated train from the Park Row station to the Morris Park station in the north Bronx. The editor ordered his men onto the train, and as a result, the World had the story of the tragedy before any other New York City daily newspaper.
 
   When the World reporters arrived on the scene, they were overcome by grief. As the boat was enveloped in smoke and flames, the reporters and the World's photographers spotted dozens of blackened and bloody dead bodies scattered along the shoreline. As the photographers snapped away and the reporters jotted down their notes, several hardened newspapermen broke down in tears. Then they rushed to find phones so that they could deliver their stories to the rewrite men at their newspaper. Their description of the tragedy on the phones were so graphic, when the rewrite men heard what had transpired, some rushed into the men's room to vomit.
 
   The New York Times reported the following day, “On the night of June 15, 1904, grief-crazed crowds lined the shore where the bodies were being brought in by the boatload. Scores were prevented from throwing themselves into the river.” 
 
   The police released a report a few days later claiming that 1,031 people had perished in the General Slocum fire. For the next few weeks, police divers searched for bodies in the partially sunk remains of the General Slocum. Police and rescue parties scoured the banks of the river for miles in both directions looking for bodies.
 
   On the night of the fire, scores of husbands came home from work only to discover that their entire families had perished in the fire. Some committed suicide, others went mad, and some later died of grief. For three days, hearses transversed the streets of Little Germany carrying bodies and parts of bodies to their graves in Lutheran Cemetery in Middle Village, Queens. 
 
   A Federal grand jury indicted eight people as a result of the disaster. Those people included Captain Van Schaick, two boat inspectors, and the president, secretary, treasurer, and commodore of the Knickerbocker Steamship Company. 
 
   However, only Captain Van Schaick was convicted at trial. The Captain was convicted of criminal negligence, and failing to maintain proper fire drills and fire extinguishers. There was a hung jury on the manslaughter charge. Captain Van Schaick was sentenced to 10 years in prison. The Captain served three-and-a-half years at Sing Sing Prison before he received parole. On August 26, 1911, the administration of President William Howard Taft voted to release Captain Van Schaick from parole. And on December 19, 1912, President Taft pardoned the Captain, who died in 1927.
 
   The Knickerbocker Steamship Company received a ridiculously small fine, even though there was sufficient evidence that they had falsified inspection records. The sunken remains of the General Slocum were raised to the surface and subsequently converted into a barge, which predictably sank during a storm in 1911.
 
   The tragedy of the General Slocum forced a major reconstruction of steamboat safety regulations. A week after the fire, President Theodore Roosevelt ordered a five-man commission to investigate why the tragedy had occurred and what could be done to prevent it from happening again. The commission was especially tough on the United States Steamboat Inspection Service (USSIS), which had failed miserably at their job of ensuring steamboat safety. Dozens of USSIS employees were fired, and new inspections of all steamboats were ordered. Not surprisingly, numerous violations were found, running from useless life jackets to rotted fire hoses.
 
   The five-man committee recommended many reforms, including fireproof metal bulkheads to contain fires, steam pipes extending from the boiler into cargo areas (to act as a sprinkler), improved life jackets (one for each passenger and crew member), fire hoses capable of handling 100 pounds of pressure per square inch and accessible life boats. All these reforms were immediately instituted, which dramatically improved steamboat safety.
 
   The General Slocum fire all but erased the German population from the Lower East Side of Manhattan. Soon after the General Slocum fire, because memories of the tragedy were too horrible to endure, hundreds of German families moved out of the Lower East Side of Manhattan. Some settled in the Upper East Side's Yorkville section, creating a new Germantown. Some moved to Astoria in Queens and others left New York City completely.
 
   Strangely, the memory of General Slocum fire, even though it killed almost ten times as many people as did the Triangle Shirtwaist Factory Fire of 1911, quickly faded from the general public's consciousness. A large part of the reason was that the onset of World War One removed all sympathies for anyone of German descent and all of the victims of the General Slocum fire were German. 
 
   In 1905, the Sympathy Society of German Ladies commissioned sculptor Bruno Louis Zimm to design a memorial fountain, which was unveiled on May 30, 1905 at the northwestern corner of Tompkins Square Park. This white 9-foot fountain is sculpted of pink Tennessee marble. On the front, above the carved lion's head spout and basin, there is a depiction of two innocent children staring off towards the sea, with the inscription, “They were earth's purest children, loving and fair.” 
 
   The memorial fountain still stands in Tompkins Square Park to this very day.
 
    
 
   Genovese, Vito
 
   Racket-buster and future New York Governor Thomas E. Dewey called him the “King of the Racketeers,” and there is no doubt Vito Genovese was one of the most vicious, conniving, and treacherous bosses in Mafia history.
 
   Genovese was born on November 27, 1897 in the tiny town of Risigliano, located in the Province of Naples in Italy. He reached the equivalent of a fifth-grade education in Italy, when in 1913 he traveled to New York City to hook up with his father, who had come to America a few years earlier.
 
   The Genovese family settled in the Greenwich Village area of Manhattan, and soon Genovese was working for an young up-and-coming gangster named Charles “Lucky” Luciano. Genovese also became tight with Mafia thugs like Frank Costello, Joe “Adonis” Doto, and Albert Anastasia. But he didn't particularly like to associate with Jewish gangsters like Meyer Lansky and Bugsy Siegel.
 
   The first time Costello introduced Genovese to Lansky and Siegel as their partners in various criminal enterprises, Genovese said, “What are you trying to do. Load us up with a bunch of Hebes?”
 
   Costello snapped back, “Take it easy, Don Vitone? You're nothing but a fuckin' foreigner yourself.”
 
   Because of the inclusion of criminal mastermind Lansky and the muscle provided by Siegel, the Prohibition era of the Roaring Twenties was very profitable for the Italians mobsters. They also hooked up with Irish mobsters Owney “The Killer” Madden and his partner Big Bill Dwyer, who was known as the “King of the Rum Runners” and was the biggest distributor of illegal booze in the entire United States of America.
 
   During the mid-1920s, the major Italian mob boss in New York City was Joe “The Boss” Masseria, a porcine-looking thug, barely five-feet-tall, who was said to have the table manners of a “drooling mastiff.” Masseria took Luciano, Costello, and Genovese under his wings, and he inserted Luciano as his second in charge, or “underboss.” 
 
   The problem was Masseria didn't like his men associating with anyone who wasn't a Sicilian, specifically mentioning Lansky, Siegel, Madden, and Dwyer. Masseria wasn’t too fond either of Genovese, who was from Naples, and Costello (real name Castiglia), who was from Calabria. However, Masseria tolerated both men because, after all, they were Italian. However, Masseria would not elevate Genovese and Costello to anything beyond a mere Mafia soldier. 
 
   This did not sit well with Luciano and his pals, Italian or otherwise.
 
   In 1927, Benito Mussolini chased the Mafia out of Sicily; jailing some and killing others. Salvatore Maranzano, from the area around the Bay of Castellammare in Sicily, escaped to the United States with another group of Mafia exiles. Maranzano's boss Don Vito Cascio Ferro had been imprisoned for life by Mussolini and his Chief of Police, Caesar Mori. So Maranzano, figuring the American Mafia was inferior to the Sicilian brand, decided he would be able to take over all the rackets of Masseria and his cohorts without too many problems; or at least problems he couldn't handle. This led to what historians called the “Castellammarese War.”
 
   A mobster who met Maranzano soon after Maranzano arrived in America later said, “When we arrived it was very dark. We were brought before Maranzano, who seemed absolutely majestic, with two pistols stuck in his waist, and about 90 boys who were also armed to the teeth surrounding him. I thought I was in the presence of Pancho Villa.”
 
   From 1927 to 1930, the Castellammarese War raged all over New York City. Men were killed in, and in front of pool rooms, Italian members-only clubs, all-night diners, bars and restaurants, and even in the streets as they traveled to and from their cars. The killers fired their guns from moving cars, roof tops, and darkened doorways. When the dust cleared, 50 bodies were piled up in the streets, which made Luciano consider the wisdom of his allegiance to Masseria. 
 
   Lansky, who was the closest to Luciano, cautioned Luciano to “Wait the war out. Let the bosses kill each other, then we can step in and take over.”
 
   It is not clear whose idea it was first, but in the spring 1931, Luciano and Lansky had a secret meeting with Maranzano in Maranzano's midtown office. At this meeting it was decided that Luciano and his cohorts would switch sides in the Castellammarese War and back Maranzano. Of course, this meant taking out Masseria, which Luciano had no problem doing.
 
   Luciano figured the best set-up was to entice Masseria into a situation the usually cagey Masseria would feel totally comfortable with. And this, of course was scarfing down food in a four-star Italian restaurant.
 
   On April 15, 1931, Luciano asked Masseria out to lunch in Brooklyn, far from Masseria's stronghold in Manhattan's Little Italy. Luciano told Masseria, “Let’s go over to the Nuova Villa Tammaro Restaurant in Coney Island. They make gravy like in the old country, not the watered-down shit you get here in America.”
 
   The mere mention of food made drool drip down Masseria's lips and double-chin, so he readily agreed to Luciano's request. 
 
   The two men took Masseria's bullet-proof limousine from the Lower East Side of Manhattan to Brooklyn, and they sat at a table in the back of Nuova Villa Tammaro. In just a few short hours, Masseria consumed more food than the average man could eat in two days. When his belly was full, Masseria requested a deck of cards so that he and his best pal Luciano could play a little poker. 
 
   At around 3 p.m., Luciano excused himself, and he visited the men’s room. Seconds later, four men burst through the front door of the restaurant. They were comprised of the eclectic group of Genovese, Anastasia, Siegel, and a very capable Jewish killer named Red Levine. They reportedly fired 20 bullets at Masseria; some of them actually connecting with their intended target. 
 
   Masseria rolled flat on his back, as dead as the card hand he was holding. 
 
   In the death photos in the next day’s newspapers, all that was visible was Masseria's right bloody hand, palm up, holding the Ace of Diamonds. From that point on, mobsters considered the Ace of Diamonds a curse. Some even sent the Ace of Diamonds to an enemy, warning him he was about to join Masseria shoveling coal for the Devil.
 
   With Masseria now quite dead, the four gunmen rushed to a waiting car, with a very nervous Ciro Terranova behind the wheel. Terranova was shaking so hard, he was unable to get the car into gear. Siegel angrily pushed Terranova aside, and he drove the getaway car himself. A few years later, Terranova was banished from Luciano's mob, because Luciano agreed with Siegel, Levine, and Genovese that Terranova had no guts.
 
   When Luciano finally exited the men's room, he found several nervous waiters, bullet holes in the walls and tables, and a dead Masseria on the floor. When the police arrived soon after, Luciano told the law that he didn't see anything because, “I was in the bathroom taking a leak. And I take long leaks.”
 
   Since the waiters clammed up, and the police themselves had an extreme dislike for Masseria, no one was ever arrested for Masseria's murder. It is doubtful that the police ever looked for his killer.
 
   When Maranzano heard about Masseria's demise, he was beside himself with glee. Maranzano immediately named himself the winner of the Castellammarese War and the new boss of the Mafia, and he made Luciano his right-hand man.
 
   A few weeks after Masseria's demise, Maranzano called a meeting of every Mafioso in New York City, reported to be over 500 made men. The meeting took place in a large warehouse in the Bronx, near the Harlem River. At this meeting Maranzano divided these men into five separate crime families. As the five bosses of these families, Maranzano named Lucky Luciano, Albert Anastasia, Tommy Lucchese, Joe Profaci, and Joe Bonanno. Maranzano also appointed each family a second-in-command, or “underboss,” and he named Genovese as the “underboss” of the Luciano Family. 
 
   Of course, Maranzano also named himself the “Boss of All Bosses,” or the” Capi di Tuti Capi,” and this was not palatable to Luciano and the other Mafia leaders, who were tired of always having someone lording over them taking a big piece of their pies.
 
   Even though Maranzano promised that his new organization, which he dubbed “La Cosa Nostra,” or “Our Thing,” would keep peace and prosperity in the forefront of their operation, Maranzano secretly felt quite differently. He immediately drew up a list of people he wanted dead, because he felt their ambition was a threat to his leadership.  Luciano, Costello, and Genovese were all on that list.
 
   Maranzano invited the three men to a meeting in Maranzano's midtown office. At this meeting, Maranzano planned to have Vincent “Mad Dog” Cole, an especially vicious Irish killer, execute all three. Maranzano paid Cole $25,000 in advance with another $25,000 payable after the dirty deed was done.
 
   However, Luciano had a mole inside Maranzano's inner circle - Tommy Luchesse - and Luchesse tipped Luciano as to the set-up. On the day of their intended demise, neither Luciano, Costello, nor Genovese were anywhere near Maranzano's office. Instead, Luciano sent four Jewish gangsters, selected by Meyer Lansky and headed by Red Levine (who was also one of the shooters in the Masseria killing) to Maranzano's office. The four killers, posing as police detectives, bullied their way past Maranzano's bodyguards in the outer office, and then busted into Maranzano's inner office, where they shot and stabbed Maranzano to death. 
 
   The four killers then hurried out of Maranzano's office, followed by Maranzano's ex-bodyguards, who were now looking for new jobs. The men sprinted down the stairs, and they barreled right into “Mad Dog” Cole, who was carrying a machine gun in a violin case. They told Cole that Maranzano was already dead and to beat it before the cops arrived. Cole did an about-face and followed the killers out of the building, having just received a $25,000 payday without doing a damn thing.
 
   With Masseria and now Maranzano out of the way, the five Mafia families thrived. However, Genovese, along with Anastasia, the most vicious killers of the bunch, began an out-of-control killing spree. 
 
   First, Genovese's wife (name unknown) suddenly disappeared from the face of the earth. The word on the streets was that Genovese had killed his wife and made her body disappear because he had fallen in love with a woman named Anna. The only problem was, Anna was already married to a man named Gerard Vernotico. This was merely a small obstacle to Genovese, who killed Vernotico by strangling him and throwing him off the roof of a Little Italy tenement. On March 30, 1932, two weeks after her husband's demise, Genovese married Anna.
 
   In 1934, things started falling apart for Genovese, when he was involved in an extortion plot gone awry. One of his co-conspirators in the plot was Ferdinand Boccia. Genovese, fearful that Boccia was the weak link and would squeal, murdered Boccia himself. This would later come back to haunt Genovese.
 
   In 1936, special prosecutor Thomas E. Dewey set his sights on the Mafia, and on Luciano and Genovese in particular. After Luciano was convicted on a trumped-up charge of prostitution, allegedly orchestrated by Dewey himself, Luciano was sentenced to 30-to-50 years in prison. Before he left to do his time, Luciano named Genovese as the boss of Luciano's family. However, in 1937, Genovese was indicted for the murder of Boccia which had occurred three years earlier. Afraid of being fed the same fate as his pal, not-so-Lucky Luciano, Genovese escaped to Sicily, one year after Genovese had become an American naturalized citizen. With Genovese unable to supervise the Luciano family, Luciano, from prison, decreed that Frank Costello was now the head of the Luciano Family.
 
   While Genovese was in Sicily he was a very busy man. Having reportedly taken $750,000 in cash with him, Genovese put this money to work for him on the streets. 
 
   Of course this was impossible to do without the friendship and cooperation of Italian dictator Benito Mussolini, who was intimately involved in World War II as an enemy of the United States. Genovese paid for the construction of a power plant for Mussolini in Nola, located in Southern Italy. Then Genovese contributed $250,000 for the construction of a municipal building that Mussolini wanted to build. Whenever Genovese got a little short of cash, he contacted his wife Anna in America, who was handling Genovese's business operations while he was in his self-imposed exile. During this time, Anna Genovese made frequent trips to Italy to replenish her husband coffers.
 
   To show his gratitude for Genovese's largesse, Mussolini awarded Genovese the Order of the Crown of Italy, a high civilian honor. And because one good turn deserves another, in 1943 Genovese arranged for the murder in New York City of Mussolini's chief nemeses, Italian newspaper editor Carlo Tresa, who was stirring up the pot against Mussolini in his radical Italian newspaper IL Martello which was sold in Italian communities throughout America. The hit was done by up-and-coming mobster Carmine Galante, who shot Tresa in the back of the head as Tresa strolled down Fifth Avenue near 13th Street.
 
   In 1944, Mussolini's empire started crumbling. Genovese, seeing the handwriting on the wall, switched sides and began working for the United States Army. Genovese was basically an informer, who led the Army to a slew of black market operators, with whom Genovese had been doing business. Soon, the Army got wise as to why Genovese was working with them so readily. It seemed that every time the Army shut down a black-market operation that Genovese had led them to, Don Vitone took over that operation himself. 
 
   With the war over and all of the witnesses against Genovese either dead or disappeared, Genovese made his way back into the United States. With no evidence against Genovese, the prosecutors simply dropped the Boccia murder case against him.
 
   Genovese immediately tried to regain control of the Luciano family, but Costello, with the help of Lansky and Anastasia, was too firmly entrenched. So Genovese bided his time. 
 
   Genovese moved with his wife to a luxurious house in Atlantic Highland in New Jersey, and he took the guise of a civic-minded businessman who gave heavily to numerous charities, including the Boy Scouts of America. But in fact, Genovese was heavily involved in the narcotics business, raking in millions and building up his war chest to fight his way back to the top.
 
   Genovese had a major setback in 1953, when Anna Genovese, claiming physical and emotional distress, sued Genovese for divorce. During the divorce trial, which was reported daily in the press, Anna Genovese said that her husband had stashed millions of dollars in European accounts, and that he grossed $20,000-$30,000 a week from the Italian lottery games. This caused Genovese much dishonor amongst his Mafia cohorts, and he delayed his planned coup d'état for control of the Mafia families.
 
   Genovese waited until 1957 to make his attack. Since his return from Italy, it was estimated that Genovese, through drug dealing, Italian lotteries, and his activities with corrupt labor unions, had accumulated about $30 million of  “play money” to invest in treachery. His three main obstacles to achieve his mission of Mafia control were Frank Costello, Albert Anastasia, and Meyer Lansky. Since Lansky was Jewish and therefore not eligible to be in the Mafia, Genovese figured if he took out Costello and Anastasia, Lansky would have no other choice but to fall into line.
 
   Genovese tried to take the first bite of the apple in 1957, when he sent hulking ex-boxer Vincent “The Chin” Gigante to ambush Costello in the lobby of Costello’s Park Avenue apartment building. As soon as Costello entered the building, Gigante emerged from the shadows, pointed his gun and said, “This is for you, Frank!” 
 
   However, not being the best shot in the world, the bullet Gigante fired simply grazed Costello's head. A quick rush to the hospital emergency room, and Costello was back in his own bed that same night. True to the code of omerta, after Gigante was captured and brought to trial, Costello refused to identify Gigante as his attempted assassin.
 
   Genovese's second upwardly-mobile move was more successful. 
 
   On October 25, 1957, Genovese arranged for the murder of Anastasia, who was filled with lead by two men as he sat in the barber chair at the Park Sheridan Hotel. Genovese originally gave the murder contract to his ally Joe Profaci, the head of one of the Mafia five families, and Profaci allegedly subcontracted the hit to Crazy Joe Gallo's Red Hook Brooklyn crew. Anastasia's murder was never solved and over the years several men privately took credit for the hit, including Gallo.
 
   With Genovese still angling for his Mafia takeover, Costello and Lansky, with the approval of Luciano, who was now exiled in Italy, devised a scheme whereby they could put Genovese out of commission for good without killing him. They enlisted the aid of an ambitious mobster named Carlo Gambino, who was looking for a rise to the top himself. Gambino approached Genovese about a proposed multimillion international drug deal that would supposedly net them tons of money. Even though Genovese had outlawed drug dealing in his own crew, Don Vitone didn't figure this ban extended to him, so he greedily approved. Then Gambino, through his crooked connections in law enforcement, arranged for Genovese to be arrested on a drug conspiracy charge. However, the Feds needed proof before they could try and convict Genovese. 
 
   The wily Gambino knew a convicted minor drug dealer rotting in Sing Sing Prison named Nelson Cantellops. He approached Cantellops through an intermediary, and he suggested if Cantellops would testify in court that he had witnessed Genovese being involved in several big-money drug deals, Gambino would arrange for Cantellops to be paid the whopping sum of $100,000, a suspended sentence and a release from prison. To accomplish this, Costello, Lansky, and Luciano would contribute $50,000, and Gambino would kick in the other $50,000. 
 
   Luciano later said about the sting, “We had to pay him (Cantellops) pretty good.”
 
   Cantellops thought about the proposition for about two seconds before he agreed to take the bribe.
 
   Then, an anonymous tip was called into the New York Narcotics Bureau saying that Cantellops would be willing to trade information on Genovese for his freedom. With Genovese being such a big fish and Cantellops hardly a minnow, the government readily agreed.
 
   In 1958, Genovese and 24 members of his crew were arrested for violating the new Narcotics Control Act.
 
   In 1959, at Genovese's trial, Cantellops was the star witness for a full four weeks. Cantellops said under oath that he had personally witnessed Genovese and his underlings over the years making numerous drug buys. He also said that for two years he had acted as a courier for Genovese, carrying heroin from New York City to other cities around the country. Cantellops testified that on one occasion he had accompanied Genovese to a meeting in the Bronx, where it was discussed how to divvy up the heroin-selling territories.
 
   Based almost exclusively on the testimony of Nelson Cantellops, Genovese and all 24 of his cohorts were found guilty. Genovese was sentenced to 15 years in prison, to be served at the Atlanta Federal Penitentiary in Atlanta, Georgia.
 
   While in prison, Genovese continued to run his crime family through intermediaries. Mobster Joe Valachi later testified before the John L. McClellan's Subcommittee, that while in jail Genovese, because he knew he had been framed, became extremely paranoid. Genovese trusted no one, and he even ordered the execution of his top aide, Tony Bender, because he wrongfully suspected Bender of being involved in the set-up. 
 
   In prison, Genovese developed nervous symptoms and severe heart problems. Vito Genovese died of a heart attack on February 14, 1969, while still in prison. He is buried at Saint John's Cemetery in Queens.
 
   In the 1972 movie The Valachi Papers, starring Charles Bronson, Genovese was portrayed by actor Lino Ventura. And in the 2001 TV movie Boss of Bosses, Genovese's part was played by actor Steven Bauer. 
 
    
 
   Great Rocking Chair Scandal
 
   Nothing incites the general public more than someone trying to charge for something that previously cost nothing. Yet, that's exactly what entrepreneur Oscar F. Spate tried to do in the New York City public parks in the blistering summer of 1901.
 
   It all started in Central Park on June 22, 1901, when a group of people spotted rows of bright green rocking chairs along the park mall near the casino. Usually in this same spot stood rows of uncomfortable, hard, wooden benches, so it was a pleasure indeed for the park-goers to sit and rock and enjoy the wondrous summer day.
 
   Suddenly, two broad-shouldered men approached the rocking-chair sitters. They wore identical gray suits, and they carried black satchels with straps over their shoulders. The men in gray told the sitters that these private chairs were for rent, and that if they wanted to continue sitting they had to fork over five cents a day for the better seats and three cents a day for seats not in as preferential a position in the park. 
 
   Some people vacated their seats, but others paid. People who did neither were physically ejected from the seats. 
 
   When they asked why, the men in gray said, “Them's Mr. Spate's chairs.”
 
   This new phenomenon was covered extensively and contentiously in the following day's New York City daily newspapers. And the man on the hot seat was the president of the Park Commission – one George C. Clausen. 
 
   It seemed that a few days earlier, Clausen had been visited in his official Park Commission office by a man named Oscar F. Spate. Spate seemed amiable enough, and he offered Clausen a proposition Clausen saw no difficulty in accepting. It seemed that Spate said he wanted to place comfortable rocking chairs in the parks throughout New York City. And for the privilege of doing so, Spate offered the city the tidy sum of $500 a year.
 
   “They do this in London and Paris,” Spate told Clausen. “And it would undoubtedly be good for New York City, too.”
 
   Clausen agreed with Spate's line of thinking, so he readily accepted Spate’s offer; albeit without first consulting with the other members of the Park Commission. As a result, Clausen graced Spate with a five-year contract, allowing Spate to place his rocking chairs in all the New York City public parks.
 
   With the ink still not dry on his contract, Spate immediately ordered 6,000 chairs, costing around $1.50 each. If Spate's projections were correct, these chairs would earn him an estimated $250-$300 a day. 
 
   An associate of Spate’s, who asked a newspaper reporter for anonymity, said that Spate had already invested $30,000 in his new venture. The reporter did the math, and he figured the rocking chairs only cost Spate around $9,500, total. Pray tell, where did the other $20,500 go?
 
   Spate's spokesman said nothing that enlightened the reporter.
 
   “Well, there's always expenses in things like this, you know,” he told the scribe.
 
   The New York City press knew a story when it hit them in the face, so they managed to track down Spate in his offices in the St. James Building on Broadway and 26th Street near Madison Square Park.
 
   When questioned by the reporters, Spate became indignant.
 
   “I'll put in as many chairs as they will allow,” Spate told the reporters. “The attendants who collect the charges are in my pay. They will wear gray uniforms, and each will look after about 50 chairs, from 10 a.m. to 10 p.m. A five-cent ticket entitles the holder to sit in either a five-cent, or a three-cent chair, in any park at any time during that day. But the holder of a three-cent chair can only sit in a three-cent chair.”
 
   Spate also told reporters he was doing the city a favor, since charging for the chairs would keep the undesirables (read - the poor) out of the parks, thereby keeping the parks sparkling clean and free of loiterers who leave a mess in their wake.
 
   The outrage from the New York City press and from philanthropists came swiftly. Randolph Guggenheimer, the president of the Municipal Council, said he “saw no good reason for allowing private parties to occupy park grounds and make money through a scheme like this.” The New York City Central Federated Union sent a statement to the press denouncing both Spate and Clausen for their “hideous actions.” The New York Tribune wrote in an editorial, “This is only another instance of the hopeless stupidity of the present Park Commission.” The New York Journal also wrote an editorial defending the “rights of poor people to sit in a public park.” However, the New York Times saw no problem with what Spate was doing, as long as “the prices were regulated properly.” 
 
   Park Commissioner Clausen tried to defend his actions by telling the press there were always plenty of free benches for people to sit on, except, of course, on Saturdays, Sundays, and holidays. The New York Tribune pointed out that those were the days with the biggest demand for seats in the parks.
 
   As this issue became monumental, Spate became more resolute. He ordered that additional chairs be placed in Central Park and also in Madison Square Park, which was across the street from his office. Some people paid to sit, and those who didn't pay were unceremoniously thrown out of the chairs by Spate's thugs in gray suits. 
 
   Things quieted down for a few days, as few people protested paying for the seats. 
 
   That changed drastically on Wednesday, June 26, 1901, when the city's outside temperature rose above 90 degrees. By Saturday the temperature had risen to 94 degrees and 19 people had perished in New York City due to the insufferable conditions. The temperature reached 97 degrees on Sunday, making it the hottest day on record with the Weather Bureau since June of 1871. On Sunday, 15 more people died, and on Tuesday, with the temperature rising to 99 degrees, 200 deaths were reported. There were 317 heat-related deaths on Wednesday, which made, in the time period from June 28 to July 4, a total of 382 heat-related deaths in Manhattan alone, along with 521 hospitalizations for heat prostration. Altogether, in a seven-day period in the metropolitan district of New York City, which includes Manhatan, Brooklyn, the Bronx, Queens, and Richmond County, there were 797 deaths and 891 heat prostrations. 
 
   Things were so bad, that on July 2, the city's hospital ambulance drivers worked 24 hours straight with no time off.
 
   With the city in a heat-related frenzy, harried people hurried to the city's parks, which were now ordered by the Park Commission to stay open all night. When people arrived at the parks, they discovered that many of the free benches were no longer there, and the ones that were still present in the parks had been moved into the sun, making them too hot to sit on. 
 
   However, Spate's green chairs were sitting nicely in the shade, making them more attractive to the people fighting the stifling heat.
 
   On Saturday, July 6, the situation reached a boiling point. 
 
   A man sat in one of Spate's chairs in Madison Square Park, and he absolutely refused to pay the five cents that Spate's man, Thomas Tully, demanded. Finally, Tully pulled the chair out from under the man, and bedlam ensued. 
 
   An angry crowd surrounded Tully and began shouting, “Lynch him! He's Spate's man!”
 
   Tully fought his way through the crowd and sped across the street to the Fifth Avenue Hotel, where he rushed upstairs and locked himself in a room. A crowd had gathered in the hotel lobby for about 30 minutes, when policemen arrived and escorted Tully from the hotel to wherever he called home.
 
   Later that day, with the heat still beating down on the park-goers, another one of Spate's men evicted a boy who was sitting in one of Spate's chairs in Madison Square Park and had refused to pay the required five cents. An angry crowd attacked Spate's man, and when a policeman tried to intervene, he was dumped into the park's fountain. Spate’s man fled the park in fear, and after he did, delighted people began taking turns sitting in Spate's chairs (without paying, of course). When nightfall arrived, several people carried Spate's chairs home with them as trophies to grace their own living rooms. 
 
   The following day, Sunday, July 7, the uneasiness moved to Central Park, where a huge crowd gathered in defiance of Spate and his green rocking chairs. While two of Spate's men guarded Spate's precious chairs, the crowd marched perilously close to the chairs, chanting to the tune of  Sweet Annie Moore:
 
    
 
   We pay no more!
 
   We pay no more!
 
   No more we pay for park
 
   Chairs anymore!
 
   Clausen made a break
 
   One summer's day.
 
   And now he ain't
 
   Commissioner no more!
 
    
 
   As the crowd converged on the chairs, people, who had already paid for the right to sit, abandoned the chairs and fled from the park. One of Spate's men quit his job on the spot, and he also fled the park. However, another one of Spate's men continued to try to collect the chair fees. But he quit, too, after an angry old lady jabbed him in the back of the neck with a hairpin.
 
   On Monday, July 8, Madison Square Park was the site of almost constant rioting. A dozen or so boys went from chair to chair, sitting for as long as they pleased, accompanied by an unruly crowd threatening to hang any of Spate's men who tried to collect any fees. 
 
   A brave and foolhardy Spate employee named Otto Berman slapped one boy in the face. The crowd surrounded Berman, and his life was saved by six policemen who bum-rushed Berman out of the park and into safety. Things had gotten so-out-of-control in Madison Square Park, police reinforcements were called in from the nearby West 30th Street police station.
 
   In the late afternoon, two men occupied two of Spate's chairs and offered a thousand dollars to any of Spate's men who could evict them from the chairs. 
 
   Two of Spate's men jumped in and tried to collect the reward, but they were promptly beaten to a pulp by the two men, who turned out to the featherweight champion of the world Terry McGovern, and former fighter and then-boxing ring announcer Joe Humphreys. 
 
   The police stormed the park and arrested six rioters, whom they led in cuffs to the Thirtieth Street police station. The policemen and the arrestees were followed by a crowd estimated at 200 people, who were marching in lockstep and chanting:
 
    
 
   Spate! Spate!
 
   Clausen and Spate!
 
   Spate! Spate! 
 
   Clausen and Spate!
 
    
 
   On Tuesday, July 9, the riots continued at both Madison Square Park and Central Park. However, the New York City police took a different tactic, when they were ordered by Police Commissioner Michael Murphy not to aid any of Spate's men trying to collect fees and not to arrest any of the rioters, unless court magistrates issued arrest warrants for the individual rioters. At this point, several of the magistrates told the press they would not issue any warrants, which gave the rioters the (wink-wink) go-ahead to do as they pleased with Spate's chairs. 
 
   By this time, the president of the Park Commission, George C. Clausen, was figuratively tearing the hair out of his own head. Having first said he could do nothing about the situation without the permission of the rest of the Park Commission, Clausen then reversed himself and said, since he was the one who had confirmed Spate's contract, he could also revoke Spate's contract with New York City. Spate quickly answered by getting a court injunction “restraining Mr. Clausen and the Park Commission from interfering with his valid contract with the City of New York.”
 
   In an act of desperation, Spate ordered his men not to place his chairs on the ground, but to pile them in heaps in Madison Square Park and Central Park, and rent them only if they were paid for in advance. However, as soon as someone rented one of Spate's chairs, members of the crowd grabbed the chair and broke it into little pieces. 
 
   Soon, the crowd, tired of Spate and his chairs, began bombarding Spate's men with rocks and stones. To avoid serious injury, Spate's men hid behind and under the chairs piled up in heaps. Spate entered both parks himself to try to enforce his contract, but was forced to flee both times; with rocks and stones flying past his head.
 
   Finally, on July 11, a hero named Max Radt, the vice-president of the Jefferson State Bank, went into state Supreme Court and got an injunction forbidding Spate and the Park Commission from charging people to sit in Spate's green rocking chairs. Spate, realizing he was a beaten man, promptly put all his chairs in storage. A few days later, Spate announced to the press he was “abandoning his project.” 
 
   Oscar F. Spate dropped out of sight and was never seen or heard from again in New York City.
 
   A few weeks later, the Parks Commission issued a press release to the New York City newspapers announcing that the president of the Park Commission, George C. Clausen, had used his own personal money to purchase what was left of Spate's green rocking chairs. These chairs were to be placed in public parks throughout New York City. 
 
   On each of these chairs was stenciled the lettering, “For the Exclusive Use of Women and Children.”
 
   And right above the declaration, in large letters, was painted the word “FREE.”
 
    
 
   Greenberg, Harry - The Murder of
 
   He was a mob insider whom his pal, Louie “Lepke” Buchalter, decided knew too much to live. As a result, Harry “Big Greenie” Greenberg became the victim of the first mob hit ever in the sunny state of California.
 
   Harry Greenberg, who also went under the names of Harry Schacter and Harry Schober, grew up on the Lower East Side of Manhattan with Lepke and Lepke's longtime partner Jacob “Gurrah” Shapiro, who were affectionately known as the “Gorilla Boys,” and then as they became more prosperous,  the “Gold Dust Twins.” Greenberg was tight with the two murderers, and was their partner in various garment center schemes and swindles. Apparently a few murders were involved, and while there is no evidence that Greenberg participated in any of these murders, he definitely knew about the murders and why they had been committed. It’s possible Greenberg even knew who had committed those murders. 
 
   Greenberg palled out with Lepke and Shapiro, and he even spent the better part of his summers with the two gangsters at the Loch Sheldrake Country Club in the Catskills in upstate New York, owned by a legitimate businessman named Sam Tannenbaum. Sam Tannenbaum had a teenage son named Allie, who worked at the hotel, either waiting tables or setting up beach chairs by the lake. Sam had hoped that Allie would be his heir apparent at the hotel when Sam decided to retire. 
 
   But Allie felt he was destined for bigger and better things. 
 
   At the end of the summer in 1931, Allie Tannenbaum was strolling down Broadway in Manhattan when he bumped into Greenberg.
 
   Greenberg asked Tannenbaum, “Do you want a job?”
 
   “I could use one, if it pays,” Tannenbaum said.
 
   Greenberg smiled. “This one is for Lepke. You know what kind of a job it will be.”
 
   Unwittingly, Greenberg had just helped hire one of his future killers.
 
   As time passed, Tannenbaum rose up the ladder in Lepke's “Murder Incorporated,” a mob subsidiary whose only purpose was to kill anyone that the top mob bosses in New York City, and later, mob bosses all over America, said needed to be killed. 
 
   In 1936, things started to go south for Lepke when Special Prosecutor Thomas E. Dewey, who had already put Lucky Luciano, Lepke's partner in the National Crime Syndicate, in jail for a 30-year bit, set his sights on Lepke. Dewey went after Lepke's garment center rackets and Lepke's shakedown “Bakers Union.” 
 
   However, these swindles were small potatoes compared to what Dewey really had in mind for Lepke. 
 
   Convicted drug dealers always did substantial time in prison, so Dewey convinced the Federal Narcotics Bureau to build a case against Lepke in a massive drug-smuggling operation. Figuring he was facing big-time in the slammer, Lepke went on the lam. Lepke was hidden in several Brooklyn hideouts by his Murder Incorporated co-leader, Albert Anastasia, while Lepke's rackets were tended to by other Syndicate leaders. 
 
   While Lepke was in hiding, he started thinking about who knew enough about his rackets to put him in jail for a very long time; if not right into the electric chair. Lepke got word to all his killers and anyone in the know to either “Get out of town, or die.” 
 
   Lepke's thinking was, if any of his men got arrested, they might squeal on him in order to work out a better deal for themselves. It turned out that Lepke was right to worry about this, and that's why in the spring of 1939, Lepke sent word to “Big Greenie” Greenberg to “lam it” out of town.
 
   Greenberg took Lepke's advice to heart. After hastily packing a suitcase, Greenberg jumped in his car and sped up to Montreal, Canada. 
 
   While in Montreal, Greenberg started thinking, “Hey, I'm up here in nowhere Canada, and I can't even earn a decent dime. These guys better start taking care of me good.”
 
   As a result, “Big Greenie” Greenberg did something very stupid. He sent a letter to Mendy Weiss, who was Lepke's second-in-command in Murder Inc., saying, “I hope you guys aren’t forgetting about me. You better not.” 
 
   Then he asked Weiss for a reported $5,000 to help him fight the cold weather in Canada.
 
   Greenberg waited for a response, or the money, or for both. 
 
   When he got neither, he got to thinking again. “Hey maybe, sending that letter wasn’t such a great idea.”
 
   By this time, Weiss, after conferring with Lepke, had already given the order to Tannenbaum to go up to Canada and erase Big Greenie from Lepke's list of “people to worry about.” But when Tannenbaum arrived in Montreal, Big Greenie had already flown the coop and was officially a “lamster,” not only from the law, but from the guys he thought were his best friends.
 
   Greenberg figured he'd hightail it to Detroit, where the Purple Gang, another subsidiary of the National Crime Syndicate, might be nice enough to stake him a few bucks and maybe even give Greenberg a safe place to hide. The Purple Gang, run by Sammy Coen, whose nickname was Sammy Purple, was very nice to Greenberg; too nice Greenberg thought. 
 
   While he waited for some stake money, Big Greenie started thinking again. He came to the conclusion that the Purple Gang was stalling him so that killers from New York City could travel up there to do the big job on Big Greenie.
 
   “They must have checked the New York office,” Greenberg figured. “The New York boys must have told them, 'Keep him in tow until we get a couple of the boys up there.' ”
 
   Greenberg was right. Tannenbaum and two other gunsels were in route to Detroit at the precise moment Greenberg decided to take Horace Greeley's advice and “Go west, young man.”
 
   Greenberg went as far west as he could without swimming, and he stopped in Hollywood, California, the new hometown of Benjamin “Bugsy” Siegel, a top boss in Murder Incorporated and one of the few killers who thoroughly relished doing his job. Siegel had been sent out to California in 1937 by the National Crime Syndicate to take control of all the illegal activities in the state, which was considered open territory by the East Coast mob. After organizing the syndicate's gambling interests, Siegel decided there was big money to be made by unionizing the Hollywood extras. 
 
   You could have the biggest movie stars, the best scripts, and the finest producers and directors, but without extras most movies could never get made. Siegel unionized the extras, and he collected tidy sums from each and every one of these extras for the privilege of appearing, if only a few seconds, in a Hollywood production. Showing he was just one of the guys, Siegel even became a movie extra himself.
 
   However, that was chump change compared to what Siegel really had in mind for his Hollywood pals.
 
   Tall and Hollywood-handsome, Siegel inveigled himself into the upper reaches of the Hollywood elite. He dated starlets two at a time, and he even had a hot and heavy affair with an Italian Countess. The top actors and actresses of that time were Siegel's best friends, but they learned fast being chums with a man known as Bugsy (no one ever called him “Bugsy” to his face) was an easy way to put a dent in your bank account.
 
   Using the same technique he had learned from Lepke with the labor unions, Siegel approached the biggest stars with his smooth line of patter. He would romance the female stars, and then scare the hell out of them with his reputation and a few pointed words. 
 
   But with male stars, Siegel got straight to the point
 
   With a notebook and pen in Siegel's hands, the conversation would go something like this: “Hey look buddy, I'm putting you down for $10,000 for the extras.”
 
   “What kind of deal is this?” the actor would say. “What have I got to do with the extras?”
 
   Siegel would then shake his head like a father disgusted at an ignorant child, and say,  “I don't think you understand. Take your new picture, for example. Everything's ready to go. But what happens if the extras go out on strike? That means the stagehands go out on strike too, because they're all union. So there goes your picture.”
 
   Without blinking an eye, every Hollywood star Siegel approached, without exception, paid up, and they paid up good. In 1940, when the Feds got a warrant for Siegel's thirty-five room Holmby Hill's mansion, they found in an upstairs safe a detailed accounting of the “loans” Siegel had received from all the top Hollywood stars. In one year alone, Bugsy Siegel had shaken-down actors and actresses to the tune of $400,000. And no one dared complain to the cops. These frightened Hollywood suckers even palled out with Siegel while he was sticking his hands deep into their pockets.
 
   So when the word came from back east that Greenberg was in Hollywood, of course Siegel was given the contract. Now, usually a man of Siegel's stature would just give out the orders and maybe help with the planning. But Siegel insisted, against the advice of Lepke, on getting in on the actual Greenberg murder himself. 
 
   Bugsy just loved a good killing.
 
   “We all begged Bugsy to keep out of the shooting,” Lepke's pal Doc Stracher said years later. “He was too big a man by this time to become personally involved. But Bugsy wouldn’t listen. He said Greenberg was a menace to all of us, and if the cops grabbed him he could tell the whole story of our outfit back to the 1920s.”
 
   At Newark Airport, just before he boarded a flight to Hollywood, Allie Tannenbaum was given a small doctor's instrument bag by the boss of New Jersey mob himself: Abner “Longie” Zwillman. Inside this bag were several “clean” guns, which were to be used in the Greenberg Hollywood hit.
 
   In the meantime, Siegel was assembling his “hit team,” which included Whitey Krakow, Siegel's bother-in-law from New York City. Siegel also enlisted Frankie Carbo, a Lower East Side thug and Murder Inc. operative who had already been arrested 17 times and charged with five murders, but none of the charges had resulted in Carbo doing any significant prison time. Carbo was also a big-time fight promoter and manager, and many of his top-notch fighters were suspected of not giving their best efforts when their boss and his pals had bet big money on the other guy.
 
   Now came the issue of obtaining a getaway car.
 
   Sholem Bernstein, an independent operator from New York City, just happened to be vacationing in Hollywood when he decided to visit his old pal, Benny Siegel. Soon, Bernstein would be sorry he ever made that visit.
 
   Before even the small talk began, Siegel got right to the point.
 
   “Clip a car,” Siegel barked at Bernstein. “Leave it in the parking lot down the street.”
 
   Bernstein, a veteran of these sorts of things, looked perplexed. Usually, when he clipped a car, he hid it in a private garage where the police wouldn't be able to see it.
 
   “A parking lot?” Bernstein said.
 
   “That's right,” Siegel snapped. “Just do as I say?”
 
   So, Bernstein clipped a car, and he parked it in the open parking lot, just as Siegel had demanded.
 
   Almost immediately, the owner of the stolen car filed a police report. Because they were on the lookout for the stolen car, the cops spotted the car right out in the open, and they returned it to its rightful owner.
 
   Despite this misfortune, Siegel told Bernstein to steal another car. Bernstein said he would, and he then told Siegel how he usually operated. 
 
   “Then you get license plates off another car that you case to see the owner only uses it once in a while, like a Sunday driver,” Bernstein said. “By the time the guy finds out, you got the job done, and the cops are looking for him – why are his plates on a hot car? Then you...”
 
   Siegel cut Bernstein off in mid-sentence. The veins bulging in his neck, Siegel said, “Who the hell are you, coming in and telling me how to do a job? Out here it goes my way. And don't you forget it.”
 
   Even though Bernstein was in Hollywood on vacation, the mob rules were when a mob boss tells you to do something, you do it or you're dead. But Bernstein figured, when he was back in New York City and asked to do a job, the mob bosses, because Bernstein was such a capable freelancer, let him handle things his own way. Now, since Siegel was dictating terms, Bernstein felt he was under no obligation to continue with the job.
 
    So, Bernstein jumped in his car and headed back to New York City, which displeased Siegel to no end and caused him to find someone else to pilfer a car for the Greenberg caper. Fuming, Siegel now wanted Bernstein dead.
 
   But more on that later.
 
   By this time, the surveillance on Greenberg's residence at 1804 N. Vista De Mar Drive revealed that Greenberg was little more than a recluse. He never left home, except for his nightly 15-minute drive, each way, to get a newspaper in nearby Bel Air. 
 
   Greenberg told his wife that his little nightly excursion “Kept him from blowing his top.”
 
   On November 22, 1939, Thanksgiving Eve, a gunman blew Greenburg’s top for him.
 
   Just after dark, Tannenbaum picked up the stolen car from the parking lot. Then he drove Siegel and Carbo to Siegel's home to pick up Siegel's Cadillac, which was to be used as a crash car in case the cops, or a nosey bystander, decided to chase them after the deed was done. 
 
   The two cars, with Carbo in Siegel's car, then drove to a spot several houses down from Greenberg's residence. They watched, as a few hours later Greenberg emerged from his house, looked carefully both ways (somehow missing the two cars parked down the block), got into his car, and sped away. Carbo then emerged from Siegel's car, slithered down the block and hid in the bushes near Greenberg's house.
 
   Like clockwork, just over 30 minutes later, Greenberg turned the corner of Yucca Street and headed toward 1804 N. Vista De Mar Drive. Greenberg's car passed the two parked cars, but both Tannenbaum and Siegel had slid down in their seats so they could not be seen. A split second later, Tannenbaum flashed his headlights, just for an instant, alerting Carbo who was waiting in the wings ready to enter stage right into a murder scene. 
 
   As Greenberg tried to exit his car, Carbo sped from the shadows and pumped five bullets into Greenberg's head. 
 
   Then Carbo raced back to the stolen car and jumped in next to Tannenbaum. Tannenbaum sped away; with Siegel in his crash Cadillac following close behind. (The crash car was always a legitimate registered car, so the driver could claim after a crash, either with a police car, or a civic-minded civilian's car, that he had just lost control of his car.) The two cars rushed to a preordained spot where they met with another co-conspirator waiting in a third car. The third chap turned out to be Champ Segal, a small-time criminal who was always willing to help the big boys with whatever. Segal immediately drove Tannenbaum to San Francisco, where, mission accomplished, Tannenbaum hopped on a plane headed back East.
 
   While Greenberg was being filled with lead, his wife, Ida, was inside their house waiting for her husband's return. Ida Greenburg was called to testify at the 1940 Harry Greenberg murder trial of Siegel (Carbo was scheduled to be tried at a separate trial, and Tannenbaum, who had turned rat, was ready to fly out to California to testify at both trials). 
 
   On the stand, Ida Greenberg said, “I was reading and suddenly I heard a few shots. And because they were so fast and because I heard a car drive away, I thought they were backfires. But finally I got out of bed and went downstairs. I recognized the car and I saw a great amount of blood outside the car. I opened the door and there was my husband. I started screaming for help.”
 
   During Siegel's trial, Abe “Kid Twist” Reles, who had also turned canary and was the corroborating witness the prosecution needed to convict Siegel and later Carbo in California, suddenly flew out of the sixth-story window of the Half Moon Hotel in Coney Island. At the time, Reles was under 24-hour police guard, even while he was sleeping. 
 
   However, the official police report said Reles died “trying to escape by lowering himself down the side of the hotel using several bed sheets.” 
 
   How this was possible with a policeman supposedly in Reles's bedroom was never fully explained by the police. 
 
   Frank Costello later said he had spread $50,000 around the New York City police department to get rid of Reles. It was also rumored; the police guarding Reles were the ones who had actually threw Reles out of the window.
 
   The case against Siegel also went “out the window” with Reles, and the charges against Siegel were dismissed due to lack of evidence. 
 
   Carbo was tried in California a few months later, but due to the lack of corroborating evidence of Tannenbaum's testimony by Reles, his case ended in a hung jury. Carbo was set to be tried a second time, but according to prosecutor Burton Turkus, New York City District Attorney William O'Dwyer, who had Tannenbaum under wraps, refused to allow Tannenbaum to travel back to California to testify at Carbo's second trial. As a result, the charges against Carbo were dropped, and no one was ever convicted of the murder of Harry “Big Greenie” Greenberg.
 
   Still, Siegel had a stone in his shoe, and that stone was named Sholem Bernstein.
 
   There was a system the National Crime Commission had in place for settling matters of dispute. Bernstein couldn't be touched by Siegel unless Siegel had the permission of the boss of Bernstein's New York City territory. The New York City bosses considered Bernstein one of their best men and refused to harm a hair on his head. But Siegel was adamant that Bernstein must die, so this compelled Siegel to fly to New York City in order to plead his case in person for the death penalty for Bernstein.
 
   The National Crime Commission’s justice system worked as follows:
 
   Every man who was targeted to die by someone, was allowed to have his case pleaded in a makeshift court, usually by someone with pull within the organization. The man who took Bernstein's part was none other than Abe Reles, who had not yet turned canary and was still very much alive. As was shown when he took the stand against his old friends, Reles had a way with words, and he could be very convincing when he got the urge, which considering his career, was quite often.
 
   The sit-down took place in midtown hotel room, with a nine-member panel deciding on the fate of Bernstein, of which there was no appeal process in place. Siegel pleaded his case first, firmly stating that Bernstein was on a job and not only had disobeyed direct orders, but had fled the scene before his job was completed. Siegel pointed out that the penalty for Bernstein’s actions was death. Period.
 
   Now it was Reles's turn.
 
   Reles began by saying he was calling no witnesses. He also admitted that his client, Bernstein, had indeed fled California before he was able to steal the much-needed second murder car. Then Reles went on to explain why his client was completely innocent of all the charges.
 
   Reles told the panel, “The same day Ben gave him the contract, Sholem got word from New York that his mama is going to cash in. Sholem is a good boy. His mama is dying; he figures he should go there. You all know how a mama is. It makes it easier for her to go if her boy is sitting there by the bed, saying nice things – like he loves her and she is getting better and like that.”
 
   “So Sholem doesn't even think of a contract. He don't think of nothing. He lams it out of L.A. and hustles home to be with his mother when she checks out. He drives day and night. All he wants is to hold her hand. He is a good boy.”
 
   Reles put his chin up into the air and raised his voice an octave. “And that gentlemen,” he said, “that is why Sholem left town. Not on account of ducking the contract. But on account his mama is kicking off.”
 
   When Reles had finished, there was not a dry eye in the room; not even Ben Siegel's. 
 
   Bernstein was unanimously acquitted, and Ben Siegel flew back to California, only to have his own murder contract approved by the National Crime Syndicate and summarily executed on June 20, 1947.
 
    
 
    
 
   Guinan, Texas -- Queen of the Nightclubs
 
   She was a cowgirl who could shoot a gun with the best of them, a singer of sorts, a better actress than a singer, and a gal-pal of the biggest and meanest mobsters of her time. Thanks to her underworld connections, Texas Guinan will forever be known as the “Queen of the Nightclubs.”
 
   Mary Louise Cecilia "Texas" Guinan was born on January 12, 1884, in Waco, Texas. She was the daughter of Irish-Canadian immigrants, Michael and Bessie (née Duffy) Guinan. Called “Mamie” at the time, Guinan attended Loretta Convent Catholic School, and she sang in the church choir. When she was 16, her parents moved to a ranch in Denver, Colorado. It was on her father's ranch where Guinan learned how to ride, rope, and tame wild horses. 
 
   A year after her family arrived in Denver, Guinan won a scholarship to the School of the Dramatic Arts in Chicago where she studied for the next two years. When she returned home, Guinan graduated from the illustrious Hollins School for Girls.
 
   But as much as she loved singing and dancing, Guinan was more enamored with the Wild West Shows that frequently appeared in the Denver area. Practicing at her father's farm and at local shooting ranges, Guinan became an expert with a six-shooter. Soon, Guinan was appearing in Wild West Shows, and in rodeos, which were then called “roundups.” In 1904, while she was staring in a Wild West Show in Denver, Guinan met and married John J. Moynahan, a newspaper artist of very little note. That marriage lasted five years, and it ended when Moynahan took a newspaper job in Boston and Guinan relocated to New York City to begin, albeit slowly at first, her unparalleled career.
 
   When she arrived in New York City, Guinan was nearly broke. She lived in a seedy two-dollar a-week hotel in Washington Square and spent her daylight hours scouring the offices of casting agents looking for a job. 
 
   During her marriage to Moynahan, Guinan had learned the art of illustrating to add to her many skills. That came in handy, when one day as she was window-shopping in Manhattan, Guinan spotted a Great Arrow automobile in a car dealership display window, which sold for the astronomical sum of $4,500. At that time there were only 8,000 cars built in the United States. Guinan emptied out her pockets, and she came up with enough cash to buy paper and a few pencils. She then started to sketch the Great Arrow, and when she was finished she was able to sell the illustration to an advertising agency for the fancy sum of $500, more money than most people made in a year in those days.
 
   With her newly-found cash, Guinan upgraded her digs, and she was able to persuade a theatrical agent to take her on as a client. Almost immediately, Guinan got a part in a play entitled The Snow Man. Her performance in The Snow Man was so critically acclaimed, Guinan caught the eye of Charles Dana Gibson, who immortalized in his “Gibson Girls” pen-and-ink drawings of what he thought the “perfect woman” should look like. Gibson, highlighting the 5-foot-6-inch Guinan's hourglass figure and long shapely legs, sketched several drawings of Guinan. Guinan used these drawings as a springboard to a Broadway career, where she appeared on stage, sometimes in a basket above the stage, singing such inane ditties as Pansies Always Bring Thoughts of You.
 
   Guinan was now a star on Broadway, and she also appeared in several Vaudeville shows, showcasing her shapely figure and somewhat interesting singing talents. Her most famous gig was when she was one of the stars in the 1913 Shubert Brother's Broadway extravaganza Passing Show, which also starred Willie and Eugene Howard, Trixie Friganza, and Charlotte Greenwood. 
 
   Due to her success in the Passing Show, Guinan was approached by an enterprising weight-loss promoter. Eager to make a buck any way she could, Guinan allowed the weight-loss promoter, who ran ads in Variety offering a “Marvelous New Treatment for Fat Folks,” to use her shapely body in an ad, in which Guinan stated, “I was made a star of the Passing Show on account of my glorious figure... and mind you, I was doomed to oblivion just a short time before when I tipped the scales at 204 pounds.”
 
   That was a slight fib, since Guinan never weighed more than 136 pounds in her entire life.
 
   While Guinan was basking in the limelight of Broadway, out west in Hollywood a new phenomenon was taking place. It was called the cowboy movie, and its biggest star was William S. Hart, known as the “King of the Cowboys.” Because of her unique abilities, Guinan was the perfect woman to segue into cowboy movies.
 
   “I could twirl a lariat, rope a steer, ride, shoot, and beat any tobacco-chewin' cowpoke,” Guinan said.
 
   Guinan's big break came when she was performing at the Winter Garden Theater. 
 
   “We poor girls were always looking for some new stunt whereby to distinguish ourselves,” Guinan later said. “So when I asked the manager (of the Winter Garden) if I might ride a horse down the runway instead of merely dancing down, he said 'All right if you don't kill too many customers.' I admit most of them got under their seats when they saw me ride my snow-white charger thundering down the runway above their heads, all dressed up in black lace chaps and swinging a lariat. After the show, the movie man signed me up for a two-reel western. And what a time I had!”
 
   The movie, released in 1917, was called The Wildcat. At that time, it was one and done for Guinan as a cowgirl in movies. So after shooting The Wildcat, Guinan traveled back to New York City and began appearing in Vaudeville again. 
 
   However, Harry Aitken, who owned the Triangle Film Corporation in Yonkers, saw potential in Guinan to become the female William S. Hart. It's not clear who approached whom about the idea, but in 1917 Aitken signed Guinan to do a series of two-reel cowboy movies. In October and November of 1917, Guinan starred in three cowboy movies: Get Away Kate, Fuel of Life and The Stainless Barrier. Guinan followed in 1918 with The Gun Woman, The Love Brokers, and The Hellcat.
 
   Over the next several years, Guinan stared in 36 westerns (she said it was over 300, but Guinan was known to exaggerate), and she was called in Hollywood the “Queen of the Cowgirls,” as well as the “Female William S. Hart.”
 
   When Prohibition became law, Guinan saw the opportunity to get out of “kissing horses in horse operas.” She went back to New York City, and in 1923 Guinan got a job as Mistress of Ceremonies at the Beaux Arts, a popular (illegal) nightclub. A few weeks later, the Knickerbocker Hotel hired Guinan to be Mistress of Ceremonies at the hotel's King Cole Room. Frequent customers were such thespians as Rudolph Valentino and John Barrymore.
 
   Guinan decided with her new career she needed a complete physical makeover. Casting off her cowgirl image, Guinan dyed her brunette hair to a radiant blond. She also started wearing clusters of diamonds and low-cut dresses, with a Stetson hat haughtily perched on top of her new blond hair. At the King Cole Room, Guinan sang her whole repertoire of songs, with much gusto if not with great vocal talent.
 
   One of the men who caught Guinan's act at the King Cole Room was ex-con Larry Fey. Fey was a small-time criminal with 40 arrests on his record, mostly for minor offenses. Fey operated a cab business and all his cabs were decorated with swastikas. This was not because Fey was a proponent of the Nazi Party, but because he won a ton of money betting on a long-shot horse named Scotch Verdict, whose blanket carried the swastika symbol which was not yet associated with the Nazi Party. Fey was so enamored with the swastika, he placed the symbol not only on his cabs, but also on his shirts, luggage, and other personal belongings.
 
   Fey was so successful with his cab company, he tried to list it on the American Stock Exchange, which was then known as the Curb Exchange. However, due to his criminal record, the Curb Exchange turned Fey down flat. So Fey decided to use his cabs for a new branch of his business. 
 
   As an exploratory trip, Fey traveled to the Canadian border in one of his cabs. When he got there, Fey loaded his cab with illegal booze, and he brought the booze back to New York City to serve in one of the several dive speakeasies he was involved in with known gangsters. Realizing he had hit pay dirt with his new idea, Fey then used fleets of his cabs to run booze back and forth from the Canadian border to New York City.
 
   Because of his involvement with illegal rum-running during Prohibition, Fey was real tight with celebrity gangsters like Owney Madden and Frenchy DeMange, who were partners in the upscale Cotton Club in Harlem. Fey, his pockets now brimming with cash, wanted an upscale nightclub (speakeasy) of his own. And in Texas Guinan, Fey saw his meal ticket to success. Fey took Guinan in as a partner (along with Madden and DeMange), and they opened a nightclub with the uninspired name of El Fey.
 
   Fey was the man with the money behind the scenes, but Guinan was the upfront star of the show. She sat in the middle of the main room on a tall chair and greeted every customer with her customary “Hello Sucker!” In her hand Guinan held a clapper, or a noisemaker, and sometimes a police whistle, which she was not averse to using. Before, after, and sometimes during the floor show, Guinan would engage her customers with wisecracks, and sometimes, downright insults. But it was all in good fun.
 
   One of her customers once said, Guinan was “Never at a loss for a retort discourteous. It was her custom to encourage heckling rather than frown on it.”
 
   Guinan coined the term “butter and eggs man” referring to a rich customer. And she often said when someone had too much to drink, that "a man could get real hurt falling off a bar stool."
 
   For her stage shows, Guinan employed 40 scantily-clad young ladies, performing in groups and sometimes individually; singing and dancing and doing other uncategorized cutesy performances. (A policeman, who raided the joint, once held a 4-by-6-inch piece of cloth which was one of Guinan's dancer's entire outfit.) The stage was so tiny, when the 40-girl chorus line went into full leg-kicking mode during an especially festive song, the girls sometimes fell into the laps of the well-heeled customers, some legitimate businessmen, some not so legitimate.
 
   “It's not my girl's fault,” Guinan once told the police, who said her girls were intentionally sexually engaging the customers. “It's because the place is so crowded, my girls have no place to go.”
 
   Whenever one of her girls finished a solo performance, Guinan always bellowed to the crowd, “Give the little lady a great big hand!”
 
   One day, an enterprising Prohibition Agent infiltrated the premises, and he spotted a waiter selling a bottle of Scotch to a customer. The agent immediately jumped to his feet and yelled to one of his cohorts in the crowd concerning Guinan, “Give the little lady a great big handcuff!”
 
   When El Fey was raided, and it happened quite often, Guinan, as she was being led from the premises by the police, would yell to her band to play The Prisoner's Song as she made her grand exit in handcuffs.
 
   When the joint was jumping, and it was jumping every night, Guinan would yell to the crowd, “Thank the Lord for Prohibition!”
 
   The crowd would yell back, “Why Tex?”
 
   She would smile and say, “Because I would be out of a job without it.”
 
   Speaking of Prohibition, at the time it was estimated there were 32,000 speakeasies in New York City alone. El Fey was one of the most expensive. Even though Guinan swore she didn't sell illegal alcohol on the premises, and she also swore she never took a drink in her life (which was the truth), a bottle of whatever booze you liked cost $25 at the El Fey. And if you brought in your own libation, setups cost five bucks a person. 
 
   Not too shabby.
 
   After one-too-many busts, El Fey closed its doors for good; or more correctly, the police padlocked El Fey for good. So, Fey and Guinan moseyed on a couple of blocks from El Fey and opened the Del Fey Club. Soon, Guinan was “packing them in like sardines” again.
 
   However, the police, not being as stupid as Guinan and Fey thought they were, closed down the Del Fey Club in a matter of weeks. 
 
   The New York Times wrote: “After Federal agents, fortified with writs and warrants, hauled her into court ... the indefatigable hostess moved into the Texas Guinan Club at 117 West Forty-Eight Street .... And her coterie willingly followed...”
 
   The Texas Guinan Club was such a success that Hollywood, in the name of Paramount Pictures honcho B.P. Schulberg, summoned Guinan again; this time to star as herself in the 1924 movie Night Life in New York. Her co-stars included Rod LaRocque, Ernest Torrence, Dorothy Gish, Helen Lee Worthing, and George Hackethorne. The title editor was Guinan’s ex-husband No. 2, Julian Johnson.
 
   Night Life in New York opened at the Rivoli Theater in New York City on July 12, 1924, the same week the prohibition agents and the local police shut down more than 30 New York City speakeasies, one of which was the Texas Guinan Club. Guinan was arrested at her club, put in handcuffs, and led from the premises, as the band again played “The Prisoner's Song.”
 
   On August 4, 1924, Guinan and her lawyer Harold Content met with Assistant United States Attorney Frederic C. Bellinger. Guinan insisted that she was not aware of any liquor was being sold in her club, and that in fact, she was only an employee of Larry Fey anyway and should not be held responsible for anything illegal that transpired at the club. Fey also appeared before Bellinger and confirmed what Guinan had said. Guinan worked for him, Fey said, and in no way did she have any real ownership in the Texas Guinan Club. Bellinger refused to press charges against Guinan, but he gave Fey a slap on the wrist by forcing him to close down the Texas Guinan Club for six months.
 
   Unfazed, Guinan and Fey hightailed it to Miami, where in weeks they opened the Miami Del Fey Club. Guinan immediately went to work, taking a little time off to divorce her third husband, George Townley. 
 
   Guinan explained why she was a three-time failure at marriage: “It's having the same man around the house all the time that ruins matrimony.” 
 
   (Author’s  note: In Jimmy Breslin's biography on Damon Runyon, Breslin stated that Guinan was “a big loud lesbian.” I have trouble believing a woman married and divorced three times could be a lesbian. Possible, but not likely. But since Breslin was around in those days, and I wasn't, I'll give Breslin the benefit of the doubt.)
 
   News of Guinan and Fey's new venture traveled fast up north. The New York Times wrote, “Striking the high mark of the Florida real estate boom, their venture was a bonanza. The profits were enormous. So conspicuous was the Guinan-Fey success that both were hounded by real estate brokers, hoping for a quick turnover. Miss Guinan had an answer that repulsed all advances. She said 'Listen suckers. You take them by the sun. I take then by the moon. Now, let's don't interfere with each other’s businesses. ”
 
   For some unknown reason, Fey and Guinan had a fallout in Miami. Fey stayed in Miami while Guinan packed her bags and headed for New York City, where she opened her own 300 Club at 151 West 54th Street. 
 
   Fey was not amused, nor was he very happy about the split, because the fact was, Guinan was his meal ticket to success. As a result, in New York City, Guinan bought herself a bulletproof sedan and hired a slew of gangster bodyguards, just in case. Knowing Guinan had as many friends in the underworld as he did, (Lucky Luciano, Frank Costello and Owney Madden among them), Fey backed down from any planned aggression against Guinan, and instead he sent her flowers and a few diamonds to soothe over the misunderstanding. Guinan replied in kind with some presents of her own. 
 
   (On New Year’s Day, 1933, Fey was shot to death by one of his own employees, after Fey announced to the employee that he had to take a cut in pay.)
 
   On February 16, 1927, Guinan's 300 Club was raided by federal agents and the New York City police. Guinan spent nine hours in custody at the 47th Street police station before bail could be arranged. It was Guinan's sixth arrest, but the only time she had spent more than a few minutes in the slammer. 
 
   However, Guinan, the quintessential entertainer, made the most of her predicament. Without any prompting from anyone, Guinan went into full-entertaining mode. To the astonishment and pleasure of the other arrested party-goers, reporters, photographers, and even the police and federal agents, Guinan sang her entire repertoire of songs to the crowd for almost the entire nine hours of her stay. No one said a word, nor did anything to stop her. And when Guinan was finally released from jail, she left to resounding applause. Even the lawmen were clapping.
 
   Three days after Guinan's jail ordeal, famed evangelist Aimee Semple McPherson made her grand entrance into Guinan's 300 Club. McPherson was vehemently against drinking and carousing, and when she arrived at the 300 Club most people thought trouble was a-brewing. But nothing could have been further from the truth. Guinan immediately diffused the situation. She introduced McPherson to the crowd, saying, “Let's give a big hand for the brave little woman!”
 
   McPherson, a charmer herself, addressed the room by saying, "This is an experience such as I never had in all my life." 
 
   Then she admonished Guinan and all the other party-goers in attendance, by saying their behavior was not good for the well-being of their souls. Then before she left the premises in the wee hours of the morning, McPherson invited everyone to attend her revival meeting later that same day. 
 
   Guinan took that invitation seriously, and just a few hours later, Guinan and a dozen or so of her dancing girls, dressed to the nines in fur and diamonds, arrived at McPherson's Glad Tidings Tabernacle on West 33rd Street. The newspapers had been tipped off about Guinan's arrival, and as the photographers snapped away, Guinan shook hands with McPherson and told the crowd that McPherson was “a marvelous woman.” 
 
   Finished with her compliments, Guinan barked at her girls, "Come on, my chicks, let's get on to the club."
 
   Over the next several years, Guinan opened and closed several night clubs, or to be more exact, the Feds and the New York City police closed them for her. These clubs included Club Intime, Salon Royale, and the Argonaut, which was the last nightclub Guinan owned. 
 
   In 1927, while the Feds had closed down Salon Royale for six months, Guinan decided to use her newfound free time to produce and star in a Broadway review called The Padlocks of 1927, which was little more than an extension of the stage shows she put on at her nightclubs. While Guinan belted out her best songs to the crowd, Guinan's girls danced and caroused on stage wearing padlock belts, but little else. 
 
   Sadly, the show was a huge flop, so Guinan went back to Hollywood and starred in an all-talking movie called Queen of the Night Clubs. But alas, that movie flopped as badly as The Padlocks of 1927 had on Broadway, putting Guinan back to square No. 1. 
 
   In 1930, Guinan was still trying to make a go of it at the Argonaut. But the Depression had hit New York City hard, and the Prohibition agents were intent on closing every speakeasy in town; and Guinan's was the most visible. With profits dwindling and the Feds breathing down her neck, Guinan's manager, John Stein, convinced Guinan to close down the Argonaut, before the Feds did it for her, and take her show across the pond to Europe. 
 
   Guinan and 40 of her girls, and a jazz band for accompaniment, boarded the French liner Paris. Her first destination was London, England. But while the Paris was still out at sea, Scotland Yard detectives notified Guinan that she and her crew was not welcome in England. For some reason, Guinan's name was on a Scotland Yard list of “barred aliens.” The British government also felt, that because of the Depression that had stretched to Europe, their own entertainers would lose work if Guinan and her scantily-clad girls were allowed to perform there.
 
   Guinan was indignant. She issued a statement to British reporters, saying that, “I will gladly give a check for a hundred thousand dollars to any charity if anyone can substantiate statements made against my character. What has England against me? My parents were born in England.” 
 
   Her parents were actually born in Ireland, but as usual, Guinan did not always have the best relationship with the truth.
 
   However, the British would not budge, so Guinan and her crew continued on to Havre, France. When the ship arrived in Havre, it was immediately boarded by French special police. They examined the Guinan gang's passports, and they said that the Guinan gang must stay on the ship until it returned to New York City. The reason the French police gave Guinan was, “that instead of obtaining visas required of entertainers, who intended to exercise their profession in France, the 'Guinan gang' had come equipped only with tourist authorization.”
 
   Yet, the real reason for the French government’s refusal to let the “Guinan Gang” into their country was stated in the Paris newspapers. They wrote, “The French Syndicate of Entertainers have been protesting to Premier Pierre Laval against the employment of foreigners ... and this circumstance may have actuated the special decree.”
 
   Guinan again was livid at being refused entrance to a European city. 
 
   “I have been turned back at the frontier for reasons which are vague, even in the minds of Frenchmen,” she told French reporters. “I am an American citizen, and I have never been convicted of a crime (which was true. She was arrested many times, but never convicted). There is no scandal about me, and my passport is O.K.!”
 
   Still, the French would not budge, and although Guinan's gang was allowed off the ship to see the sights, they were not allowed to perform their show.
 
   On June 3, 1930, Guinan's gang was ordered to travel back to New York City on the Paris. Guinan had already spent $50,000 for the trip to Europe and was destined to spend the same amount of money to get back to America. But as a bone to Guinan, the French Lines agreed to take Guinan's gang back to America, in first-class accommodations, at no charge. 
 
   As she boarded the ship to leave France, Guinan told French reporters, “I was a sucker to come 3,000 miles to go to jail, when every jail in America is waiting for me.” 
 
   Then she winked at the reporters and said, “But – you know – an indiscretion a day keeps depression away.”
 
   Guinan returned back to New York on June 9, and she immediately started arranging her new venture – a Broadway review called Too Hot For Paris.
 
   Within weeks, Too Hot For Paris was such a huge success, Guinan decided to take her show on the road for a one-year engagement. The tour, which was sponsored by the Orchestra Corporation of America, booked 200 one-and-two night stops in cities and towns across America.
 
   “This show can be set up on a prairie if need be,” Guinan told the press. “We even carry our own applause.”
 
   The show, originally scheduled to travel only for a year, was still going strong into 1933. Guinan even implemented some of her Wild West routines into the show, which went over big in places like Texas, Colorado, and Nevada. 
 
   Guinan interrupted her trip only to head to Hollywood in early 1933 to star in her last movie, Broadway Through a Keyhole, which stared Paul Kelly, singer Russ Columbo, Eddie Foy Jr., and Constance Cummings. The screenplay was written by syndicated columnist and radio commentator Walter Winchell, who had been a frequent visitor at many of Guinan's nightclubs.
 
   Broadway Through a Keyhole opened at the Rivoli Theater on November 1, 1933, but Guinan was not there to see the opening. Instead, Guinan's gang had embarked on a grueling tour of the Pacific Northwest. In Oregon, Guinan suddenly became ill, but she sucked it up and continued on the tour to Vancouver, British Columbia. 
 
   On the night of October 30, 1933, Guinan played to a packed house. But immediately after the show, Guinan was in such horrible pain she was rushed to the Vancouver General Hospital. There Guinan was told the bad news by Dr. MacLachlan that she had amoebic dysentery and that an immediate operation was necessary to save her life. Guinan was in such horrible pain, she told the doctor she was willing to die, if only to stop the pain. Then she re-iterated to the doctor what she said many times in court - that she had never touched a drop of alcohol in her life.
 
   On November 4, before she was wheeled into the operating room, Guinan received the last rights from the Reverend Louis Forget of St. Patrick's Church. Then she told her advance man, Eddie Baker, that if she died to return her body to New York City. “I’d rather have a square inch of New York City than the rest of the world,” she told Baker.
 
   The next day,  Mary Louise Cecilia “Texas” Guinan died at 8 a.m at the age of 49.
 
   On November 11, Guinan's body was returned to New York City. She was taken to the Campbell Funeral Church on Broadway between 66th and 67th Streets. In a single afternoon, more than 12,000 people viewed Guinan's body.
 
   The New York Times wrote, “Miss Guinan's body was dressed in a white chiffon sequin gown – she had been partial to sequins. In her left hand was a rosary and upon the third finger a large diamond. Another diamond of comparable size was upon the little finger of her right hand. Around her neck was a diamond pendant. Part of the silver-colored coffin was covered with orchids.”
 
   
  
 

The following day, more than 7,500 people were gathered in front of the Campbell Funeral Church for Guinan's funeral. But only a few hundred people with admittance cards were allowed inside the chapel.
 
   After the funeral ceremony, Guinan's body was taken to the Gates of Heaven Cemetery in White Plains, New York. The police estimated that more than 500 cars joined in the funeral procession.
 
   On December 5, 1933, one month to the day after Guinan's death, Prohibition, which had made Guinan rich and famous, was repealed. 
 
   Give the little lady a great big hand.
 
    
 
   McFarland/Richardson Murder Case
 
   She was a famous New York City stage actress named Abby Sage. But after her ex-husband, Daniel McFarland, murdered her lover, journalist Albert Deane Richardson, it was Sage's lifestyle that was put on trial, not just McFarland.
 
   Daniel McFarland was born in Ireland in 1820, but he emigrated to America with his parents when he was four-years-old. McFarland's parents died when he was 12, leaving him an orphan. Determined to make something of himself in America, McFarland worked at hard labor in a harness shop, saving his money so that he could attend college. By the time he was 17, McFarland had saved enough cash to attend a distinguished Ivy League university, Dartmouth. At Dartmouth, McFarland studied law, and he did extremely well. Upon graduation, McFarland passed the bar exam, but instead of practicing law, McFarland took a position at Brandywine College, teaching elocution, the skill of clear and expressive speech.
 
   In 1853, McFarland traveled to Manchester, New Hampshire, where he met a beautiful 15-year-old girl named Abby Sage. Abby came from a poor but respectable family; her father was a weaver. However, Abby was quite bright, and soon she became a teacher as well as a published writer. Four years after they had met, McFarland and Abby Sage married. She was just 19; he was twice her age.
 
   Later Abby wrote in an affidavit concerning McFarland's murder trial, “At the time of our marriage, Mr. McFarland represented to me that he had a flourishing law practice, brilliant political prospects, and property worth $30,000, but while on our bridal tour he was forced to borrow money in New York to enable us to proceed to Madison, Wisconsin, which was decided upon as our future home. We had resided in this town but a short time when he confessed that he had no law practice of any consequence, and that he had devoted himself solely to land speculation, some of which had resulted disastrously.”
 
   In February 1858, the married couple moved to New York City. McFarland told Abby that in New York City he had a better chance of selling the $20,000 to $30,000 worth of property he owned in Wisconsin. However, McFarland sold nothing at first, and soon Abby had to pawn most of her jewelry to pay the rent. 
 
   With the bills piling up and still no money coming in, McFarland figured it was better if  he went at it alone. As a result, McFarland sent Abby back to her father's home in New Hampshire. In late 1858, McFarland was finally able to sell some of his Wisconsin properties. Soon after, he brought Abby back to New York City, and they settled in a rented cottage in Brooklyn. There their first son, Percy, was born in 1860, and a second son, Daniel, in 1864.
 
   McFarland's land-selling business went flat, and he started drinking heavily. 
 
   Abby later wrote: “At first Mr. McFarland professed for me the most extravagant and passionate devotion, but soon he began to drink heavily, and before we were married a year, his breath and body were steaming with vile liquor. I implored him to reform, but he cried out: 'My brain is on fire and liquor makes me sleep.' ”
 
   At the start of the Civil War, the McFarlands briefly returned to Madison. Soon McFarland realized, under the right circumstances and with the right training, his beautiful, young wife could be the better wage-earner of the two. To implement his plan, the McFarlands traveled back to New York City in order to school Abby to become an actress.
 
   In New York City, Abby tried her hand at dramatic readings, and she discovered she had a talent for the stage. One thing led to another, and soon Abby was acting in several plays and making the tidy sum of $25 a week. Abby's career advanced so quickly, soon she appeared opposite the great actor Edwin Booth in the Merchant of Venice (Edwin Booth was the older brother of John Wilkes Booth, the man who shot and killed Abraham Lincoln). Abby also supplemented her income by writing several articles about children and nature. She even penned a book of poetry entitled Percy's Book of Rhymes, after her son Percy.
 
   Abby's artistic achievements allowed her to increase her circle of friends. She became fast pals with newspaper magnate Horace Greeley, his sister Mrs. John Cleveland, and New York Tribune publisher Samuel Sinclair and his wife.
 
   However, his wife's successes did nothing to placate the wild nature of McFarland. He used his wife's new friends and their connections to get himself a political appointment. 
 
   Abby later said, “Through the influence of Horace Greeley, founder of the New York Tribune, I procured a position for him (McFarland) with one of the Provost marshals.”
 
   Soon, McFarland became jealous of Abby's new friends and his drinking increased exponentially. McFarland kept the money Abby made from her acting and writing, and he spent it all on booze. McFarland started opening Abby's private mail, and if he didn't like what he read, he would threaten to kill Abby and himself. 
 
   “By this time he had become a demon,” Abby said. “He would rise in bed, tear the bed clothing into shreds and threaten to kill me. When he became exhausted, he would tearfully beg my pardon and go to sleep.”
 
   One time McFarland became so enraged, he struck Abby in the face, so hard, it caused her to stumble backwards. From that point on, their relationship changed dramatically.
 
   “There was a look in his eyes that made him burst into a paroxysm of tears and to beg wildly that I should forgive him,” Abby said. “But from that moment, I could never tell him that I loved him or forgave him, because it would not have been the truth.”
 
   In January 1867, the McFarlands moved into a boarding house at 72 Amity Street in New York City. Soon after, Albert Deane Richardson, who was in his mid-30’s at the time, moved into the same boarding house. Richardson was already known to Abby, since they had met at the home of Mr. and Mrs. Sinclair. Richardson had an orange-colored beard and hazel eyes, and was considered to be a very distinguished-looking individual of the highest character.
 
   Richardson, born in Massachusetts, was one of the most famous reporters of his time. He was well known for his writings as a war correspondent for the New York Tribune during the Civil War, and he also spent time acting as a spy for the Northern army. 
 
   In 1862, Richardson was captured by the South at Vicksburg, and he spent a year and a half in two separate Confederate prisons. In December 1863, while imprisoned in Salisbury, North Carolina, Richardson and another war correspondent escaped from prison and traveled four hundred miles on foot, until they reached the Union lines in Knoxville. 
 
   At the time of his imprisonment, Richardson had a wife and four children. When he returned home, he discovered his wife and infant daughter had died. Richardson assumed the support and care of his three other children, which at the time of his death, were 13, 10, and 6. 
 
   Back at his desk at the New York Tribune, Richardson capitalized on his Civil War heroics by writing about his escape. The title of his newspaper article was Out of the Jaws of Death and Out of the Mouth of Hell.  It was considered one of the finest pieces of journalism that came out of Civil War era. 
 
   Richardson expanded this article into a book, and combined with his other writings, Richardson had transformed himself from a war prisoner into a wealthy man. So much so, Richardson bought shares in the New York Tribune, making himself a minority owner of the newspaper.
 
   At the time he moved into the same boarding house as the McFarlands, Richardson was now an editor/writer for the New York Tribune. (Author’s note: I was a sports columnist for the reincarnation of the New York Tribune in the 1980s.) Richardson used his room at 72 Amity Street as an office as well as a place to sleep. As his staff at 72 Amity Street, Richardson employed a stenographer, an artist, and a messenger boy to deliver his work to the New York Tribune offices downtown on Park Row.
 
    On February 19, 1867, McFarland returned to the boarding house, and he found his wife standing outside Richardson's door. Abby claimed Richardson and her were discussing one of his articles, but McFarland would have none of that.
 
   Abby later wrote: “When we entered our apartment, my husband flew into a rage and insisted that an improper intimacy existed between Mr. Richardson and I.”
 
   McFarland immediately went on a three-day bender, during which he again threatened Abby's life and said he would commit suicide. Finally, on February 21, Abby left McFarland for good. She grabbed her two children and took up residence with Mr. and Mrs. Samuel Sinclair. 
 
   At the Sinclairs, Abby summoned her father, who now lived in Massachusetts, and she enlightened him as to her marital situation. It was agreed upon that McFarland would be invited to the Sinclair residence. When McFarland arrived, Abby, in the presence of the Sinclairs and her father, told McFarland that their marriage was over.
 
   That same evening Richardson called at the Sinclair residence. Richardson offered Abby his condolences and said he would do anything he could do to help her in her time of need. Then, as he was leaving, Abby followed him out to the hallway. 
 
   With tears in her eyes she said: "You have been very kind to me. I cannot repay you."
 
   Referring to Abby's two children, Richardson said, “How do you feel about facing the world with two babies?”
 
   She answered, “It looks hard for a woman, but I am sure I can get on better without that man than with him.”
 
   Before leaving, Richardson told Abby, “I wish you to remember, that any responsibility you choose to give me in any possible future, I shall be glad to take.” 
 
   Two days later, Richardson asked Abby to marry him, telling her that he wanted to give her his motherless children for her to care for as she would her own.
 
   Abby later said, "It was absolutely impossible for me not to love him.” 
 
   On the night of March 13, 1867, Richardson met Abby at the theater where she had just finished a performance. As they turned a corner, McFarland rushed up behind them and fired three shots, one of which pierced Richardson's thigh. It was a superficial wound, and Richardson was not badly hurt. McFarland was arrested by the police, but due to some inexplicable courthouse dealings, McFarland somehow managed to escape jail time.
 
   When it was obvious to McFarland that his wife was lost to him forever, he decided to sue to get custody of both their children. The courts came to a split decision, whereby Abby would get custody of Daniel and McFarland the custody of Percy. In April 1868, Abby attempted to see her son Percy, but she was denied doing so by McFarland, who flew into a rage and threatened to hit her. At this point, Abby had no choice but to file for divorce.
 
   In the state of New York, the only grounds for divorce was adultery. So, in July of 1868, Abby decided to go to Indiana for her divorce, where the grounds for divorce were more extensive. Those grounds included drunkenness, extreme cruelty, and failure to support a wife. Abby stayed in Indiana for 16 months until her divorce from McFarland was final. Then Abby traveled to her family's home in Massachusetts, and Richardson met her there to spend Thanksgiving Day 1869 with her and her family.
 
   On November 25, 1869, at 5:15 p.m., McFarland walked into the Park Row offices of the New York Tribune. He hid quietly in a corner for about 15 minutes until he saw Richardson enter through the side entrance on Spruce Street. While Richardson was reading his mail at the counter, McFarland rushed up to him and fired several shots. Richardson was hit three times, but he was still able to walk up two flights of stairs to the editorial office, where he flung himself on the couch, mortally wounded with a bullet in the chest. When the medics arrived, Richardson was carried across City Hall to the Astor House and laid down on a bed in room 115. 
 
   At 10 p.m., McFarland was arrested in room 31 of the Westmoreland Hotel, on the corner of 17th Street and Fourth Avenue. The arresting officer, Captain A. J. Allaire, told McFarland he was under arrest for the shooting of Richardson. At first, McFarland said he was innocent of the charges. 
 
   Then he shockingly said, “It must have been me.”
 
   Captain Allaire took McFarland into custody and brought him to the Astor House, room 115. After Captain Allaire asked Richardson if the man in front of him had been his attacker, Richardson rose his head off the pillow weakly and said, “That is the man!'
 
   Abby Sage was immediately summoned to New York City. As soon as she arrived, at Richardson's request, arrangements were made by Horace Greeley so that Abby and Richardson could be married at Richardson's deathbed. The marriage ceremony was performed by Rev. Henry Ward Beecher and the Rev. O.B. Frothingham. Three days later on December 2, Richardson took his last breath, leaving Abby Sage Richardson a widow.
 
   Before McFarland's trial, his defense attorney John Graham told the New York press that Abby Sage's intentions towards Mr. Richardson were anything but honorable. 
 
   Graham said, “This tender and touching marriage was a horrible and disgraceful ceremony to get the property of a dying man, and that tended to hasten his demise.”
 
   At first, Richardson's fellow New York City journalists defended the honor of Richardson, and they began delving into McFarland's life, trying to find anything that would discredit McFarland. 
 
   The New York Tribune wrote that McFarland was in “the habit of opium eating for the purpose of drowning his sorrows.”
 
   However, the New York Sun went on a campaign to discredit both Abby Sage and Richardson. In an editorial entitled A Public Outrage on Religion and Decency, the Sun accused Richardson of luring Abby away from her loving husband. 
 
   The Sun even dredged up a quote from McFarland's brother which said, “Abby went reading just to get a chance to paint her face, pass for beauty, and get in with that free-love tribe at Sam Sinclair’s.”
 
   What followed was a battle in the press, where most of the New York City dailies opined that it was Richardson and Abby who were immoral, and that McFarland did the honorable thing in killing the man who had stolen his wife away from him.
 
   McFarland's trial commenced on April 4, 1870. Since she knew her ex-husband's defense lawyer was on a mission to disgrace and discredit her, Abby stayed away from the trial. Yet Graham sought to secure sympathy from the jury towards his client by having McFarland's son, Percy, sitting next to him during the trial.
 
   In his opening argument, Graham implored the jury to understand the mental anguish his client had been forced to endure. 
 
   Graham said, “So sensitive and tender was the defendant's mental organization that he was incapable of grappling with, and bearing the deep sorrows and misfortune that awaited him. His speculations were disastrous and then the seeds of dissatisfaction first began to be sown.”
 
   Graham got to the main thrust of his defense, when he attacked the virtue and honor of Abby Sage.
 
   “When she first met my client, she was but a poor factory girl. Yet on one occasion she told my client, 'All I need to make me an elegant lady and popular with the elite of New York is money.' ”
 
   Graham then told the jury that the turning point in his client's life came on February 21, 1867, when McFarland arrived home at 3 p.m. and saw his wife exiting Richardson's room. 
 
   “This beautiful woman was completely corrupted,” Graham said. “She had placed before her as temptations the honors of the stage and the society of great men. She was then too elegant and too popular for her humble lot, and the demon that placed her before all these temptations for which she must pay the price with her soul was Richardson.”
 
   Graham pointed out that the boiling point for his client had been reached one day when McFarland went to the office of the New York Tribune. There he was given a letter by an office boy that was addressed to “Mrs. McFarland.” The boy had mistakenly thought the letter was addressed to “Mr. McFarland.”
 
   Graham told the jury, “My client opened the letter, peruses it and finds it is a love letter written by Richardson, who was in Boston, to Mrs. McFarland. In this letter, Richardson openly claims his intentions to marry this woman if she can obtain a divorce from Mr. McFarland.”
 
   During the trial, the prosecutors, led by former judge and then-congressman, Noah Davis, concentrated on how McFarland, during his marriage, had mistreated his wife and on occasions beat her. To back up these claims, the prosecution called in Abby's relatives and friends, including a man of great clout, Horace Greeley.
 
   However, Greeley was no fan of the corrupt Democratic machine Tammany Hall, whom Greeley excoriated many times in his newspaper. As payback, Tammany Hall used their considerable influence, before and during the trial, to discredit Greeley and Abby Sage.
 
   In his summation to the jury, which took two days, Graham tried to sway the jury into thinking his client was just the victim of unbearable consequences. 
 
   “The evidence proves the insanity under which the defendant was laboring at the time of the shooting,” Graham said. “This was a condition of mind superinduced by the agony he endured at the thought of the loss of his home, his wife, and his children.”
 
   Graham even went so far as to quote the Bible to discredit the dead Richardson. 
 
   With tears in his eyes, Graham said, “Whoso committeth adultery with a woman lacketh understanding; he that doeth it destroyeth his own soul. A wound and dishonor shall he get; and his reproach shall not be wiped away. For jealousy is the rage of a man; therefore he will not spare in the day of vengeance.”
 
   The jury bought Graham's incredible defense like a mark buys into a three-card-monte game. On May 10, it took the jury only one hour and 55 minutes to return a verdict of not-guilty on the grounds of insanity. 
 
   Although she was deeply despondent after the trial, Abby Sage Richardson steadfastly remained in New York City. She became a successful author and playwright, and was well-received in both the literary and social communities. She also edited and published a book of Richardson's unpublished works. 
 
   Abby also kept her promise to the dying Richardson that she would raise his three children as her own. She also raised her son Daniel, whose name was changed to Willie (not to be associated with his father Daniel McFarland). Abby's other son, Percy, left McFarland and returned to his mother. He changed his surname from McFarland to his mother's maiden name of Sage.
 
   On December 5, 1900, Abby Sage Richardson died in Rome of pneumonia.
 
   In 1880, Daniel McFarland traveled out west. He was last heard from in Colorado, and there is no recorded account of his death. 
 
   However, according to historian Edmund Pearson, “It did not take him long to drink himself to death.”
 
   Albert Richardson was buried in his home town of Franklin, Mass. Prominently displayed at Franklin’s City Hall is a monument to Richardson's heroics in the Civil War. 
 
   The inscription on the monument reads: “Many give thee thanks who never knew thy face, so, then, farewell, kind heart and true.”
 
    
 
   Mittelman, Evelyn – “The Kiss of Death”
 
   It's never a good thing when a femme fatale is called the “The Kiss of Death.” Yet, never has this moniker been more appropriate than in the case of Evelyn Mittelman, a little lass from the Williamsburg section of Brooklyn.
 
   Little is known about Mittelman's early life, except that at the tender age of 16, she was already one of the most sought-after broads in the entire borough of Brooklyn. In 1941, after Mittelman had been thrust into the spotlight as a material witness in the trial of her boyfriend, Murder Incorporated's Harry “Pittsburgh Phil” Strauss, veteran New York Daily Mirror columnist Eddie Zeltner said, “I knew Evelyn 10 years ago, when she was barely 16. She was a gorgeous blond who used to come from Williamsburg to Coney Island to swim and dance in the cellar clubs which are grammar schools for gangsters.”
 
   Two years later, Evelyn surfaced in California with a beau named Hy Miller. Hy was crazy about Evelyn, but Evelyn was not so crazy about Hy. One night, Hy took Evelyn to a dance where she met another young chap who thought she was the greatest thing since sliced bread. Because she was obviously flirting with the newcomer, whose name is unknown, Hy said something to this fellow, and something even worse to Evelyn. The anonymous chap took umbrage at Hy insulting Evelyn, and the final result was that Hy became very dead. It is not known if Evelyn took up with the victor for any period of time, or not. 
 
   Still, Hy was the first notch on the Kiss of Death's garter belt.
 
   A few years later, Evelyn showed up in Brooklyn with her new love, Robert Feurer. It was at a dance she attended with Feurer that she met a nasty piece of work named Sol Goldstein, known in the rackets as “Jack.” Goldstein was famous on the docks of New York City as one of the biggest fish wholesalers in the business. Of course, in order to keep being prosperous on the docks, Goldstein went up against, and aligned himself with, people as nasty as he was; some even nastier. But we'll get to that later.
 
   As Goldstein cozied up to Evelyn at the dance, smoke began to blast from Feurer's ears. One word led to another, and soon Feurer said a few things to Evelyn that were not quite so nice. Goldstein rushed to Evelyn's rescue, and when the dust settled, Feurer was now quite dead, too (see a pattern here?).
 
   This is getting a little repetitive, but one night Goldstein brought Evelyn to another dance, where she met Harry “Pittsburgh Phil” Strauss (called “Pep” by his friends). Strauss, considered a tall, dark and handsome lug by the opposite sex, was the top killer in a cozy little group called Murder Incorporated, run by Louis “Lepke Buchalter and Albert “The Lord High Executioner” Anastasia.
 
   Although Strauss was paid tidy sums for killing people whom his bosses said needed to be killed throughout America, he was so good at what he did because, as Brooklyn District Attorney William O'Dwyer once said, “Strauss killed people just for the lust to kill.”
 
   When an out-of-town hit was assigned to Lepke, it was usually Strauss whom Lepke entrusted to do the job. When these occasions arose, Strauss packed a bag with a shirt, change of socks, underwear, a gun, length of rope, and an ice pick; just in case. Most times, Strauss didn't even know the name of his target, and he didn't care either. As long as the dude wound up dead, that was enough for Strauss.
 
   On the night Strauss met Evelyn at the dance, he told both Evelyn and Goldstein that he considered Evelyn to be his new girlfriend. Evelyn didn't protest too much, but Goldstein did. Strauss told Goldstein they shouldn't fight in front of a woman, and would Goldstein agree to go with Strauss to a nearby pool room to settle the dispute about who should be the top man in Evelyn's life. 
 
   Goldstein agreed, and the next thing he knew, Strauss was rearranging the features on Goldstein's face with a mean pool stick. The result was - Goldstein was out, and Evelyn was the new girlfriend of one of the most sadistic killers in American history. For some reason, Strauss let Goldstein live for the time being, but he would rectify that situation later as part of his daily duties for Murder Inc.
 
   Goldstein's mother was quite happy her son was away from the likes of Evelyn Mittelman. Mom Goldstein was plain giddy, when soon after the dust-up with Strauss, Goldstein met a nice, young girl named Helen, who was the daughter of a Cleveland used-car dealer.
 
   Goldstein's mom told his sister, “Sol is away from the tough boys at last.”
 
   Well, not quite mom.
 
   In the summer of 1936, Mom Goldstein received the wonderful news that her son and Helen had tied the knot and were honeymooning at Glen Wild, a small, romantic place in the Catskill mountains in upstate New York. Weeks went by without hearing from the newlyweds again, and after three months, Mom Goldstein began to fret a bit. After much sleuthing, Mom Goldstein finally located Helen in New York City.
 
   “What happened? I haven't heard from Sol in months,” she said to Helen.
 
   Helen’s eyes started dripping crocodile tears. 
 
   “I don't know,” she said. “We were in our room getting dressed for a Saturday night dance, when the phone rang and he answered it. A little while later some men drove up. Sol said he'd be back in a few minutes. I haven't seen him since.”
 
   Mom Goldstein decided to take a little trip to the Catskills to see if she could find any news concerning her son. After she arrived in the Catskills, Mom Goldstein could not find a trace of Sol, but she did find Helen hosting a gay party not far from Glen Wild, where she had honeymooned with Sol. Mom Goldstein told Helen that Helen was not behaving like an aggrieved wife should behave. 
 
   Helen coldly told Mom Goldstein, “Sol is dead. He was thrown in a lake.”
 
   It wasn't until four years later that Mom Goldstein and the government found out exactly what happened to Sol “Jack” Goldstein.
 
   It all started with Abe “Kid Twist” Reles, one of the higher-ups in Murder Incorporated, becoming a government informant. Abe knew who killed who and how, and with his photographic memory, he told the government about scores of murders, including the untimely demise of Sol Goldstein. Two other Murder Incorporated killers, Allie “Tick Tock” Tannenbaum and Pretty Levine, corroborated everything Reles said about the Goldstein hit.
 
   It seemed that the contract on Goldstein was put out by Joe “Zocks” Lanza, the big boss on the Manhattan docks and the highly-profitable Fulton Fish Market. Lanza had been indicted by a Federal Grand Jury for the “monopolistic control of fish sent to New York City from Minnesota, Illinois, Wisconsin, Michigan, Ohio, and Canada.” Lanza was tried and found guilty, but he won an appeal to have a second trial on the same charges. While planning his defense, Lanza realized that Goldstein, who had some pull on the docks himself, knew enough information about Lanza's waterfront rackets to put Lanza away for a very long time, if not land Lanza directly into the electric chair. Lanza contacted Louis Capone, another Murder Incorporated big shot, to set the process in motion of eliminating Goldstein from the witness list at Lanza's second trial.
 
   At this point in time, Goldstein and Helen were experiencing their first few days of married bliss in the Catskills. Capone (no relation to Al Capone) contacted Pretty Levine and told him, “Go up to Loch Sheldrake in the mountains, where Pep is staying to do some work. Pep will tell you.”
 
   Levine jumped into a car with another Murder Inc. operative named Dukey Maffetore, and they drove to the Catskills where they located Strauss and two more Murder Inc. killers, Mikey Syckoff and Jack Cutler. Strauss knew, since his face and reputation were well-known to Goldstein, he could not be in on the snatch. But Goldstein had never met Levine, Syckoff, or Cutler, so Strauss told them what to do.
 
   “Just snatch the bum and bring him here,” Strauss told them. “Don't knock him off.”
 
   At approximately 9 p.m. on August 3, 1936, Goldstein received a phone call in the honeymoon cottage he was sharing with wife, Helen. Even though Goldstein was dressed to the nines, as was Helen for that night's dance, whatever the caller told Goldstein was enough for him to leave the side of his lovely bride for what he thought would only be a few minutes at most. At least, that's what Goldstein told Helen. 
 
   Helen spotted a car driving up to the cottage with three men sitting inside. She watched as her husband got into the back seat next to Levine.
 
   Within a few seconds, Levine had laid Goldstein out cold with a hammer. Soon, the three men deposited Goldstein at Strauss's lakeside cottage, where Strauss personally killed Goldstein, tied him up with rope, and wrapped him in a blanket. 
 
   The men then dragged Goldstein's dead body to the lake's shore, where Tannenbaum and Jack Drucker, another Murder Inc. operative, were waiting in a rowboat. The two men rowed out to the deepest part of the lake and dropped Goldstein's body into the drink.
 
   In cases like this, it was quite unusual for a man like Strauss to order the murder victim be brought to him alive so that Strauss could finish him off personally. But this was personal to Strauss, not just business. Goldstein had been Evelyn's boyfriend, and Strauss liked it better when Evelyn's ex-boyfriends were quite dead. Not that Strauss feared Evelyn would ever go back to Goldstein, but why not eliminate the possibility anyway?
 
   Chalk up Goldstein as Evelyn Mittelman's dead boyfriend No. 3.
 
   The next five years passed by without any more of Evelyn’s boyfriends or ex-boyfriends turning up dead. Evelyn was quite devoted to Strauss, so much so, to please Strauss, she dyed her beautiful blond hair to raven brunette.
 
   In 1940, Strauss was arrested on information given to the Feds by Abe “Kid Twist” Reles. District Attorney Burton Turkus had enough evidence to implicate Strauss in at least six murders, but the most solid case Turkus had on Strauss was the murder of a nobody named Puggy Feinstein, who was rumored to have been taking book in Brooklyn without the proper permission.
 
   While Strauss stewed in jail, he received repeated visits by a woman described by Turkus as “a striking brunette” who signed herself in as Strauss's sister, “Eve.” 
 
   Turkus and his crew noticed absolutely no family resemblance between Strauss and “Eve,” so on her next visit, they picked her up and found out that “Eve” was none other than Evelyn Mittelman. At the time of her arrest, Evelyn was wearing three diamond rings and a diamond bracelet. 
 
   “Pep (Strauss) gave them to me,” Evelyn told Turkus. Then she said something so remarkably stupid, Turkus couldn't believe his ears. “And I have several more trinkets like this in a bank vault.”
 
   Turkus checked, and sure enough, there was enough jewelry in her safety deposit box to open up a small jewelry store. 
 
   Turkus immediately held Evelyn as a material witness, with bail set at $50,000, and he commenced getting as much information out of her as he could. However, Evelyn immediately lawyered up and subsequently clammed up. Turkus figured, with all she knew about Strauss and his pals at Murder Incorporated, she was as good as dead if she were set free on the mean streets of Brooklyn.
 
   At her bail hearing, Evelyn’s lawyer, who was provided by Murder Inc., argued fiercely for a bail reduction so that she could be released.
 
   “She's a good decent girl,” her lawyer told the judge.
 
   Turkus countered with, “She knows all there is to know about how the Syndicate works.”
 
   Her lawyer then said, “Can't your honor conceive that this young lady, even though she may be the sweetheart of this man, might be the one person in the whole world who would know nothing at all of what he is doing?”
 
   The judge said he could conceive of no such thing, so Evelyn's bail stood at $50,000. No one rushed to put up the money to get her out, so Evelyn stayed in jail for six weeks while Turkus cemented his case against Strauss.
 
   As Strauss's trial neared, Evelyn realized that the only way she could save her man was to convince Strauss to do what Reles had done before,  become an informant. Evelyn asked Turkus for permission to speak to Strauss to try to convince him to turn canary. Amazingly, Strauss agreed to do just that, on one condition: “I got to walk out clean.”
 
   Turkus knew it was impossible to set a man free after he had committed as many as 50-100 murders, so Strauss's offer to sing was rejected.
 
   During Strauss's trial, he acted like a lunatic. Strauss refused to shave and he came into court with a long, scraggly beard, looking like a bum on the Bowery. Strauss even went so far as to chew on his lawyer's briefcase straps, without salt. 
 
   But it was all to no avail. 
 
   Strauss was found guilty of the murder of Puggy Feinstein, whom Strauss set on fire after he strangled him to death. (Turkus said he could have tried Strauss and have him found guilty of at least six other murders). As a result, Strauss was sentenced to sit in the electric chair at Sing Sing Prison.
 
   On June 12, 1941, the day of his execution, Strauss's last visitor was Evelyn Mittelman. Evelyn kissed Strauss goodbye, and soon he was dead too.
 
   As a result, Harry “Pittsburgh Phil” Strauss became the fourth and final victim of “The Kiss of Death” - Evelyn Mittelman.
 
   As far as we can determine.
 
    
 
   Old Brewery 
 
   It was called the “most decadent building ever built,” and there is no doubt the Old Brewery, located in the Five Points area of Lower Manhattan, was the quintessential den of iniquity.
 
   The Old Brewery was originally what the name implies: a brewery, built by Isaac Coulthard, just southeast of a body of fresh water called the Collect Pond. After more than a hundred years of being polluted by various industrial enterprises, including Coulthard's Brewery, Collect Pond was filled in during the time period of 1811-1812. New streets sprung up on the former body of water, and other existing streets were extended onto it. 
 
   By 1812, Cross Street (then Park Street and now Mosco Street) passed in front of the Coulthard's Brewery, and Orange Street (now Baxter Street) intersected Cross just north of the brewery. At the intersection of Cross and Orange, Anthony Street originated, and soon two more streets intersected at this very point: Mulberry Street and Little Water Street (which no longer exists). This became the notorious area known as the Five Points, and Coulthard's Brewery was the hub.
 
   After the Financial Panic of 1837, during which 363 United States banks closed and thousands of businesses fell into financial ruin, Coulthard's Brewery went out of business. It was converted into a tenement building and renamed the Old Brewery. 
 
   The Old Brewery, which was partitioned off into more than 100 small rooms housing more than 1,000 people, was five stories high, but only the top three floors had windows. Most rooms had no sunlight and fresh air, and some of the babies born there did not see the light of day until they were in their teens. The outside of the building was originally painted bright yellow, but by the time it had been converted into a tenement, the outside walls were peeling and now had a sickly greenish color, looking like an old dragon ready to die.
 
   There was a narrow three-foot-wide alley on the south side of the building, which narrowed even further until it ended at a large first-floor room called the “Den of Thieves.” More than 75 men, woman, and children lived in the Den of Thieves, without furniture or any conveniences whatsoever. The women were mostly prostitutes, and they entertained their customers in this large room in full view of everyone who occupied the room with them.
 
   The cellar, which formerly stored brewery machinery, was converted into 20 small rooms, occupied by black men with their wives, who were mostly white. In one basement room about 15-feet-square, 26 people lived under conditions that can best be described as misery and squalor. 
 
   One day, a little girl was stabbed to death in the cellar, after it was discovered she was in the possession of a bright-new penny. The girl's dead body lay in a corner for five days before her mother buried her in a shallow grave in the floor.
 
   On the top three floors, which were occupied by Irish-Catholics, ran a long corridor aptly named “Murderer's Alley.” Along Murderer's Alley there were 75 rooms, occupied by murderers, thieves, pickpockets, prostitutes, and degenerates of every type known to man. Incest was common, and fights were a constant occurrence. 
 
   During every hour of the day there was some sort of disturbance going on in Murderer's Alley. Victims, who had been lured into the brewery with the promise of booze, or sex, or both, were killed and stuffed into the walls or under the floorboards. It was estimated that during the last 15 years of its existence, at least one murder a night was committed in the Old Brewery.
 
   Things were so dangerous, if only a handful of policeman entered the brewery to quell a disturbance, they were instantly attacked and killed, and their clothes stolen, before their bodies were buried in some small crevice in Murderer's Alley. As a result, when the police did storm the building, they came in full force of 50-75 men, armed with clubs, bats, knives, and guns.
 
   Just as it was dangerous for people to enter the building, it was just as dangerous for the building's inhabitants to venture outside into the fresh air. The denizens of the Old Brewery were so hated and feared by the general public, any human who walked out the front door of the brewery was immediately pelted with stones and hit with bats. This caused people who wanted to leave the brewery to do so through a maze of tunnels that snaked throughout the Five Points area.
 
   As outlandish as it might seem, some of the inhabitants of the Old Brewery had once been prosperous people of some importance. The Financial Panic of 1837 had something to do with that, but mostly people, who knew better, sank to the level of the slime-balls who surrounded them. It was rumored that the last of the Blennerhassetts, the second son of Harman Blennerhassett, who conspired with Aaron Burr to form a Western dictatorship, died in the Old Brewery, as did other families of a higher calling. They decided of their own free will that they would spend their last days entrenched in the violence, insanity, drunkenness, and promiscuity which was the daily way of life in the brewery.
 
   The churches of that time voiced great distress at the goings-on in the brewery. However, they were unable to make a dent in the brewery's myriad problems because those churches were mostly Presbyterian, while the inhabitants of the brewery were overwhelmingly Irish-Catholics, who detested the Protestants due to the prosecution of Catholics in Ireland where most of these wretched people were born.
 
   In 1840, a Congregational Church called the Broadway Tabernacle was built on Broadway near Anthony Street, just a short walk from the brewery. Although many attempts were made to do humanitarian social work at the brewery, nothing of consequence was ever accomplished.
 
   In 1850, the Ladies Home Missionary Society of the Methodist Episcopal Church sent the Rev. Lewis Morris Pease into the Five Points, along with his wife, to open a mission on Cross Street near the brewery. Pease was considered one of the great humanitarians of his time. But soon he realized that the ills in the brewery could not be combated unless the conditions that caused the crime, vice, and poverty were eliminated. 
 
   Pease started schools for both adults and children, and he also established work rooms in the brewery where clothing manufacturers sent clothing materials, so that Pease and his wife could manufacture decent clothes for the brewery inhabitants. This did not please the Ladies Home Missionary Society, which insisted that preaching the word of God was Pease's job, not getting involved with worldly activities. 
 
   A year into his work at the Old Brewery, Pease was replaced by the Reverend J. Luckey, a noted evangelist. Pease was let go was because a group of ladies from the Ladies Home Missionary Society visited Pease's mission and discovered, that since Pease and his wife were so busy manufacturing clothes for the poor, Pease had not given a religious sermon in more than two days. However, Luckey fared no better than Pease, and it was decided that in order for the misery and decadence to end, the brewery had to be razed to the ground and replaced by a church.
 
   In 1852, the Ladies Home Missionary Society, with money raised from a group of philanthropists headed by Daniel Drew, bought the Old Brewery. The purchase price was $16,000, and the city of New York contributed $1,000 to the purchase. On December 1, 1852, the Ladies Home Missionary Society asked the police to raid the brewery and evict the wretched people still living there. Scores of armed policemen stormed inside, and numerous vicious battles at close quarters occurred. 
 
   By the end of the day, the police had arrested 20 known murderers. Children, who had never seen sunlight, blinked in terror as they were led from the building by the police. 
 
   The next day, the demolition of the Old Brewery commenced. 
 
   As the building was being torn down, laborers were seen carrying copious sacks of human bones that had been found inside the walls, underneath the floorboards, and underneath the cellar. In the next few days, dozens of gang members raided the premises looking for buried treasure they heard had been hidden there. 
 
   Yet, nothing of value was ever found.
 
   It cost $36,000 to build, and on January 27, 1853, Bishop Jones laid the cornerstone of the Methodist Episcopal Church, which was now on the site of the Old Brewery. 
 
   The City of New York rejoiced at the demolition of the Old Brewery and the creation of the church. 
 
   The Reverend Thomas Fitz Mercein was so moved, he wrote a poem celebrating the occasion.
 
   It said:
 
    
 
   God knows it's time thy walls are going!
 
     Through every stone
 
   Lifeblood, as through a heart, is flowing:
 
     Murmurs a smothered groan
 
   Long years the cup of poison filling
 
     From leaves of gall;
 
   Long years a darker cup distilling
 
     From withered hearts that fall!
 
   O! this world is stern and dreary,
 
     Everywhere they roam;
 
   God! Hast thou never called the weary
 
     Have they in thee no home?
 
    
 
   Foul haunt! A glorious resurrection,
 
     Springs from thy grave!
 
   Faith, hope and purified affection,
 
     Praising the “Strong to save!”
 
   God bless the love that, like an angel,
 
     Flies to each call,
 
   Till every lip hath this evangel,
 
     “Christ pleaded for us all!”
 
   Oh! This world is stern and dreary,
 
     Everywhere they roam;
 
   Praise God! A voice has called the weary,
 
     In thee has found a home!
 
    
 
   Satan's Circus
 
   At the end of the Civil War, New York City was a den of iniquity, with prostitution as common as warm beer in a cold dive. 
 
   Although flesh-peddling was available on the Lower East and West Sides of Manhattan, the most prolific area of prostitution was called Satan's Circus, which was the area between 24th and 40th Streets, and between Fifth and Seventh Avenues. The “Main Street” of Satan's Circus was Broadway between 23rd and 42nd Streets, which was then known as “The Line.” Satan's Circus later became part of a larger tract of decadence known as “The Tenderloin,” which was also infamous for its grifters and numerous gambling dens.
 
   In the 1890s, after Tom Edison electrified New York City, that stretch of Broadway in the Tenderloin, because of the numerous lighted advertising signs prominent on the streets, was called “The Great White Way.” In the early 1900s, when the theater district moved uptown, the “Great White Way's” name was conveyed to the area on Broadway above Times Square. 
 
   After the Civil War, the New York City police were greatly demoralized; destroyed by corruption within their own ranks and by a Tammany Hall political system that reeked of graft. As a result, the police spent very little time actually policing Satan's Circus. In fact, there is great evidence that the police themselves profited from the prostitution houses by getting weekly cuts from the proceeds.
 
   John A. Kennedy, the Superintendent of Police in New York City, was one of the few New York City cops not on the take. During the Civil War Riots of 1863, Kennedy was almost beaten to death when he tried to step in and personally stop the riots. The angry crowd descended upon Kennedy, pummeling him unmercifully. Kennedy was saved only because a sympathetic passerby witnessed his beating and told the angry crowd that Kennedy was already dead. 
 
   Kennedy tried as hard as he could to diminish the bordello epidemic in Satan's Circus, but he was overwhelmed by the noncooperation of his cops and by the direct intervention of the powers that be at Tammany Hall. The simple fact was, as soon as Kennedy ordered a bordello closed and its occupants arrested, the dirty politicians stepped in. The very next day, the bordello was back open and its employees dutifully back at work.
 
   In 1866, Kennedy released a report to Bishop Simpson of the Methodist Episcopal Church, who lorded over 20,000 parishioners. Bishop Simpson had made a sermon in which he said there were more prostitutes in New York City than he had parishioners. Kennedy rebutted Bishop Simpson’s statement by saying his police records showed that there were “3,300 prostitutes in New York City, working in 621 bordellos and 99 hotels. This figure also included 747 waiter girls employed in concert saloons and dance halls.”
 
   Bishop Simpson chided Kennedy over his report, saying Kennedy was not considering the thousands of “street walkers” who frequented dive bars and stalked the streets of New York City during the dimly lit night hours. Reverend Thomas De Witt Talmage, who was on a mission to end the sins of Satan's Circus, called the entire city of New York “the modern Gomorrah” for allowing Satan's Circus to exist.
 
   In the 1860s, the most famous of the bordellos in Satan's Circus was called Sisters' Row, which was located at 25th Street near Seventh Avenue. Sisters' Row was a series of seven side-by-side brothels run by seven sisters, who had come to New York City from a New England village seeking fame and fortune. At first, the seven sisters tried to get legitimate jobs, but then they realized that the sex trade was rampant, out in the open, protected by the police, and quite profitable. So why not make some serious money from this phenomenon?
 
   Sisters' Row was considered the most expensive bordello in New York City. It was frequented by the blue-bloods of society, and quite frankly, only the rich could afford the prices. The working girls were advertised as “cultured and pleasing companions, accomplished on the piano and guitar, and familiar with the charms and graces of correct sexual intercourse.” 
 
   On certain days of the month, no man was admitted unless he had an engraved invitation, wore evening dress, and carried a bouquet of flowers. And on Christmas Eve, all the proceeds garnered that night on Sisters' Row was donated to charity.
 
   By 1885, police estimated that half the buildings in Satan's Circus were dedicated to some form of deviant behavior. Sixth Avenue itself was teeming with brothels, dives, and all-night saloons. Plus, the streets were packed with seedy customers looking for a few bright moments in their otherwise dull lives. 
 
   Satan's Circus and the entire Tenderloin district were the responsibility of the 29th  Precinct, whose jurisdiction ran from 14th Street to 42nd Street, and from Fourth to Seventh Avenues. In 1876, Captain Alexander “Clubber” Williams was transferred to the 29th Precinct to be its leader. Williams, the exact opposite of Kennedy in terms of honesty, was quite pleased with his transfer. 
 
   Williams told a pal, “Well, I've been transferred. I've had nothing but chuck steak for a while, and now I'm going to get me a little of the tenderloin.”
 
   One of the most famous joints in Satan's Circus was the Haymarket, on Sixth Avenue between 29th and 30th streets. The Haymarket originally opened right after the Civil War as an opera house and was named after a similar playhouse in London, England. But The Haymarket could not compete with the more established playhouses like the Trivoli Theater and Tony Pastor's, so it closed in 1878. 
 
   Soon after, the Haymarket was renovated and re-opened as a dancehall. But it was actually a dancehall in only the very restrictive sense of the word. Quite frankly, the Haymarket became a three-story, yellow brick den of iniquity. It was a hunting ground for prostitutes, thugs, and pickpockets who preyed mostly on out-of-town yokels, who had heard of the infamous Haymarket and wanted to experience its storied vices. The Haymarket reached the height of its fame in New York City's Gilded Age of the 1880s and 1890s, and after enduring several closings, the Haymarket remained open, in one form or the other, until 1913.
 
   Woman at the Haymarket were admitted at no charge. However, men were obliged to pay a 25-cent admission fee, which allowed them to buy cheap drinks, dance, and carouse with the young ladies, the vast majority of whom were cheap prostitutes. In addition to a huge bar, all three floors of the Haymarket contained little private cubicles, where raunchy woman gave their marks a cheap rendition of the cancan, and for a few bucks more they turned these cubicles into a New York City version of the French peep shows. One can imagine what a few bucks more might have enticed these women to do, and do quickly, so that they could move on to their next customer.
 
   The real action came well after midnight, when the Haymarket's floors were littered with drunken revelers, some of whom were barely conscious. That's when the muggers and pickpockets sprang into action, leaving the poor men, again, most of them out-of-towners, with no loose change in their pockets to make their way back home.
 
   If you wanted to see a bearded lady with a bat, the place to go in Satan's Circus was the French Madame's on 31st Street just off Sixth Avenue. The place was named after its owner, a big bruiser of a broad who had a five o'clock shadow all day long and every day of the week. This female moose sat on a high stool near the cash register, and if a young lady was making too much noise, or making a fool of herself, the French Madame would clock her on the head with a bludgeon and then fling the young lady out into the street by her hair.
 
   The main room of the French Madame's looked like a dining room, but in fact, no food was served there except black coffee. The booze flowed freely, and there were small cubicles on the second floor where women, young and old, pretty and pretty-ugly, danced the cancan for anyone who cared to watch. For a buck, a young lady would dance in the nude, and for an additional fee, who knows what else transpired in those small private cubicles. 
 
   If someone wanted an alcoholic beverage mixed by the best bartender in town, the place to go in Satan's Circus was the Star and Garter, located at Sixth Avenue and 30th Street, owned by Ed Coffee, a renowned sportsman of his time. Coffee employed Billy Patterson, who was generally thought of as the best darn mixer-of-drinks in all of New York City. Billy made a mean martini, but he also was an expert in creating exotic mixtures, containing two more types of liquors;  which if you asked for these same drinks in virtually any other ginmill in town, you would have been thrown out by the scruff of your neck. 
 
   A sign stating “Booze or beer, or get the heck out of here” was the norm in virtually every dive in New York City, but not at the Star and Garter. 
 
   Patterson was such a jovial fellow, and he made so many people happy with his drink concoctions, it was thought that Patterson didn't have an enemy in the world. But apparently that was not the case. One day as Patterson left the Star and Garter by a side entrance, someone clocked him in the side of the head with a rock slung from a slingshot. The assailant was never found, but the phrase “Who Struck Billy Patterson?” resounded throughout the streets of Satan's Circus for many days to come. 
 
   After a while, that phrase took on a life of its own. It was uttered whenever people were mystified about anything. 
 
   “Who Struck Billy Patterson?” was uttered when somebody robbed a cash register, or if a favored sports team was somehow beaten by a rank underdog. “Who Struck Billy Patterson?” was also exclaimed when someone, who was one day very poor, somehow came into some cash, by legitimate, or illegitimate means.
 
   Another popular Satan's Circus hotspot was the Cremorne, located in the basement of a building on 32nd Street between Sixth and Seventh Avenues. The owner of the Cremorne, which was said to have been named after a British tavern, was an overbearing dolt known only as Don Whiskerandos. The Don was a whale-shaped man with a huge beard and a walrus-type mustache, which ran down both sides of his bloated face. Don Whiskerandos's mission in life was to ensure the scantily clad ladies, whom he employed, made certain the men who staggered inside his dive bought the ladies drinks at inflated prices. 
 
   Men's drinks cost 15 cents or two for a quarter. But ladies drinks cost a whopping 20 cents, of which the ladies were paid a small commission by Don Whiskerandos. 
 
   Every time a sap bought a lady a drink, the lady received a small brass check to keep a tally on what she was owed at the end of the night. And if a sucker sprang for a bottle of wine for the lady, she kept the cork as proof of purchase.
 
   Next door to the Cremorne was an establishment with the same name. It was not a drinking joint, nor a place where a man might pick up a chick. It was, in fact, a mission run by a former alcoholic named Jerry McAuley. 
 
   Quite often, and always by accident, some lad looking for a good time would wander into the wrong Cremorne. When this happened, McAuley sprang into action. He quickly locked the door behind the befuddled chap. Then after plying him with sandwiches and coffee as thick as mud, McAuley would launch into a mighty sermon on the wages of sin caused by the excesses of alcohol.
 
   Needless to say, McAuley and Don Whiskerandos were not the best of pals, since The Don blamed McAuley for any shortages in The Don's daily cash register receipts.
 
   Other noted dives in Satan's Circus were Egyptian Hall on 34th street between Fifth and Sixth Avenues; Sailor's Hall on 30th Street (which was mostly frequented by Negroes); Buckingham Palace on 27th Street, which was famous for its masked balls, and Tom Gould's on 31st Street, which was basically a large saloon with rooms for rent upstairs, rented by the day and sometimes even by the hour.
 
   By the turn of the 20th century, Satan's Circus was in steady decline. The advent of the Ladies Temperance Movement and the stalwart work of people like Carrie Nation and the Reverend Charles H. Parkhurst, prompted the New York City police to crack down on the vices being perpetrated in Satan's Circus. 
 
   In 1895, Mayor Strong appointed Teddy Roosevelt as Police Commissioner of New York City. Roosevelt went hard after crooked cops who were taking pieces of the pie from the dives in Satan's Circus. Soon, places that were teeming with sex and sexual innuendo were the exception and not the rule in the area between 24th and 40th Streets, and between Fifth and Seventh Avenues.
 
   After the police crackdown in Satan's Circus, drinking establishments still abounded in all parts of New York City. But bawdy play and sex-for-pay was moved from out in the open to behind closed doors, where, of course, they remain to this very day.
 
   As much as things change, sometimes they still remain the same.
 
    
 
   Typhoid Mary Mallon
 
   She was an ignorant, ill-tempered woman, but an excellent cook. However, Typhoid Mary Mallon's refusal to accept the fact she was a healthy carrier of the deadly typhoid bacteria helped cause the deaths of at least three people.
 
   Mary Mallon was born in 1869 in Cookstown, County Tyrone, Ireland (now Northern Ireland). She emigrated to America in 1884 and worked in a succession of menial jobs, until she discovered she had an exceptional talent as a cook (it was reported she made a delicious peach ice cream). 
 
   No one knows when the anomaly occurred, but sometime in the early 20th century, Mary became a healthy carrier of the typhoid bacterium (Salmonella typhi). Mary never got sick herself, so it was beyond her comprehension (or maybe she didn't want to believe it was possible) that she was a monumental cause of extreme physical distress to other people, who just happened to come into contact with her while she worked at her cooking profession. (Washing her hands properly before cooking and serving food wouldn't have hurt much either.)
 
   Typhoid fever is a world-wide bacterial disease “transmitted by the ingestion of food or water contaminated with the feces of an infected person, containing the bacterium Salmonella enterica, serovar Typhi.” The bacteria then penetrates though the infected person’s intestinal walls into their blood stream. The symptoms of an infected person include high fever, diarrhea, and gastroenteritis. If not treated properly, the fever can last up to four weeks and sometimes ends with the infected person experiencing delirium, before finally dying. A person may become an asymptomatic carrier (suffering no symptoms themselves) of the typhoid bacteria, and five percent of the people infected continue to carry the disease after they recover. 
 
   The World Health Organization estimated that through the years 1906-1960 there were anywhere from 16-33 million cases of typhoid fever worldwide, with 216,000 of them resulting in fatalities. The age group with the highest incidence of infection were children and teenagers between the ages of 5-19.
 
   In the time period of around 434-430 BC, it is believed that typhoid fever killed one-third of the population of Athens, Greece, including Greek leader Pericles. During this period, the entire population of the peninsula of Attica was quarantined within the Long Walls, and they lived in tents.
 
   Historians believe that in the English colony of Jamestown, Virginia, between 1607 and 1624, typhoid fever killed more than 6,000 settlers. During the Civil War more than 81,000 soldiers died of either typhoid or dysentery. And in the 1890s, the typhoid fever mortality rate in Chicago averaged 65 per 100,000 people a year. The worst year was in 1891, when the typhoid death rate was 174 per 100,000 people.
 
   By all accounts, Mary Mallon worked steadily as a cook from 1900-1906. In the summer of 1906, Mary took a position as a cook for the family of New York banker Charles Henry Warren, who decided to take his family to a rented house on Oyster Bay, Long Island for their summer vacation. On August 24, one of Warren's daughters became violently ill. She was subsequently diagnosed with typhoid fever. Soon, Warren's wife took ill, as well as the gardener and another one of Warren's daughters. Before the summer vacation was over, 6 of the 11 people living in the house were infected with the typhoid bacteria.
 
   George Thompson, who owned the home which Warren had rented, was worried he could no longer rent the house, since he feared the water was contaminated and was the source of the typhoid bacteria. Thompson hired investigators to examine his water and other possible sources of the contamination, but they were unsuccessful in discovering the source of the bacteria.
 
   Thompson then hired George Soper, a civil engineer by trade, who had experience in typhoid fever epidemics. After eliminating one possible cause after another, Soper finally determined that it was the cook, Mary Mallon, three weeks gone from the Warren's employ, who had been the carrier of the disease. But Soper had no definitive proof, so he set out to find Mary and trace her employment history, to see if there was a common denominator in Mary's employment as a cook and typhoid outbreaks.
 
   Through dogged grunt work and numerous knocks on people's doors, Soper was able to trace Mary's employment record back to 1900. He was not too surprised to discover that from 1900-1907, Mary had worked at seven different households where 22 people had been infected with the typhoid bacteria, including one young girl who had perished from the disease.
 
   It took Soper almost seven months, but in March of 1907, he was able to track down Mary, who was now working as a cook in the family home of Walter Bowen. Soper was intent on getting samples of Mary's urine and blood, but the astounded, befuddled, and belligerent Mary would have none of that.
 
   “I had my first talk with Mary in the kitchen of this house,” Soper said. “I was as diplomatic as possible, but I had to say I suspected her of making people sick and that I wanted specimens of her urine, feces, and blood. It did not take Mary long to react to this suggestion. She seized a carving fork and advanced in my direction. I passed rapidly down the long narrow hall, through the tall iron gate, and so to the sidewalk. I felt rather lucky to escape.” 
 
   Still, Soper was determined and not deterred. The following day, hidden outside the Bowen residence, he waited for Mary to leave the house. When she did, Soper followed Mary (at a safe distance) to her home. Assured Mary was where she could easily be located, Soper left and soon returned with Dr. Bert Raymond Hoobler, who as a doctor might be able to convince Mary that testing her was the right thing to do. This tactic did not work too well either, as Mary cursed at both men and chased them with a knife from her humble abode.
 
   Knowing quite well that Mary would not submit to any testing unless she was forced to do so, Soper went to the New York City Health Department and conferred with the department's commissioner Herman Biggs. Commissioner Biggs agreed with Soper's theories about Mary being a healthy carrier of the typhoid bacteria, and as a result, he decided to send a female doctor, Dr. S. Josephine Baker, to try to reason with Mary. However this tactic didn't work any better than the previous ones. Mary Mallon refused to be tested for the typhoid virus, and she made it very clear to Dr. Baker, that she would not do so without a fight.
 
   Dr. Baker soon returned to Mary's residence, accompanied by five burly policemen and an ambulance. 
 
   Dr. Baker described the scene as such: “Mary was on the lookout for us, and she peered out from the front door, a long kitchen fork in her hand like a rapier. As she lunged at me with the fork, I stepped back, recoiled onto the policeman, and so confused matters that by the time we got through the door, Mary had disappeared. 'Disappeared' is too matter-of-fact a word; she had completely vanished.”
 
   Baker and the police searched the house, but alas, there was no Mary Mallon to be found.
 
   Finally, one of the policemen spotted a set of footprints in the corner yard that led from Mary’s house to a chair placed up against the fence separating Mary's house from the house next door. The police then spent five hours searching both houses, but to no avail. Finally, one of the policemen spotted “a tiny scrap of blue calico caught in the door of the areaway closet under the high outside stairway leading to the front door.”
 
   The policemen forced open the door to the closet, and according to Dr. Baker, “She came out fighting and swearing, both of which she could do with appalling efficiency and vigor. I made another effort to talk to her sensibly and asked her again to let me have the specimens, but it was of no use. By that time she was convinced that the law was wantonly persecuting her, when she had done nothing wrong. She knew she had never had typhoid fever; she was maniacal in her integrity. There was nothing I could do but take her with us. The policemen lifted her into the ambulance, and I literally sat on her all the way to the hospital. It was like being in a cage with an angry lion.”
 
   Mary was taken to the Willard Parker Hospital in New York. There, samples were taken and examined, and surprise-surprise, the typhoid bacilli was found in her stool. Without any trial or a hearing of any sort, the Health Department transferred Mary to an isolated cottage, which was part of the Riverside Hospital, on North Brother Island in the East River near the Bronx.
 
   Just like that, Mary Mallon went from being a fine cook, to a pariah, to a prisoner of the state. All without any due process from the courts. 
 
   Yet, the New York City health officials said they indeed had the power to detain Mary Mallon indefinitely. The Health Department confirmed their decision by pointing to the powers vested in them from Sections 1169 and 1170 of the Greater New York Charter, which said, “The board of health shall use all reasonable means for ascertaining the existence and cause of disease or peril to life or health, and for averting the same, throughout the city. Said board may remove or cause to be removed to a proper place to be by it designated, any person sick with any contagious, pestilential or infectious disease; shall have exclusive charge and control of the hospitals for the treatment of such cases.”
 
   The only problem was, Mary Mallon was not sick with any symptoms of the typhoid virus, and it was not known at the time the statute was written that healthy carriers like Mary even existed. Therefore, the above statute should never have applied to her.
 
   Mary pleaded her case to be released from Riverside Hospital. 
 
   “I never had typhoid in my life,” she told the press. “And I have always been healthy. Why should I be banished like a leper and compelled to live in solitary confinement with only a dog for a companion?”
 
   In 1907, after Mary had been in confinement for two years, she finally sued the Health Department. For the previous year, Mary had sent her stool samples to a private lab, and they all came back negative. However, when the Health Department did the testing of Mary's stools, 120 of 163 samples came back positive for the typhoid bacteria. So basically, there was a Mexican standoff as to which lab tests were to be believed.
 
   Before she had her day in court, Mary told the press, “This contention that I am a perpetual menace in the spread of typhoid germs is not true. My own doctors say I have no typhoid germs. I am an innocent human being. I have committed no crime and I am treated like an outcast - a criminal. It is unjust, outrageous, uncivilized. It seems incredible that in a Christian community a defenseless woman can be treated in this manner.”
 
   Despite Mary's pleas, the presiding judge in the case ruled in the favor of the Health Department, and the person now called “Typhoid Mary” in the press “was remanded to the custody of the Board of Health of the City of New York.” 
 
   Mary went back to her little isolated cottage on North Brother Island, where her faithful dog greeted her with glee. At this point, Mary was fearful she would spend the rest of her life in that cottage.
 
   In February 1910, in an astounding turn of events, a new Health Commissioner was appointed, and the new commissioner inexplicably ordered Mary to be released immediately. The only stipulation was that Mary had to sign an affidavit stating that she “is prepared to change her occupation (that of a cook), and will give assurance by affidavit that she will upon her release take such hygienic precautions as will protect those with whom she comes in contact from infection.”
 
   That being agreed to, Mary was set free after almost four years of confinement.
 
   At this point in time, it would have been a happy ending for everyone if Mary had only stuck to the guidelines in her signed affidavit. 
 
   For a while, Mary did menial tasks, like those of a laundress, that did not pay was well as she was paid as a fine cook. It's not clear exactly when, but sometime in 1914, Mary went back to working as a cook. And apparently, her hand-cleaning procedure did not measurably improve.
 
   In January of 1915, the Sloane Maternity Hospital in Manhattan suffered a typhoid fever outbreak. Twenty-five people became ill and two of them died. 
 
   Guess who was the newly hired cook for the facility? 
 
   Why it was none other than “Typhoid Mary” Mallon herself, working under a fictitious name.
 
   While public opinion was in her favor during Mary's first detention, things were different this time around. Mary, whether she believed it or not, was certified as a healthy carrier of the typhoid bacteria. She knew that was the case, and she defied the Health Department, figuratively ripping up the affidavit she willingly signed. Mary went back to serving contaminated food; food she served to pregnant women. The fact that she used a fictitious name added more weight to Mary's serious transgressions.
 
   Mary Mallon was again shipped off to North Brother Island; to the same cottage she had occupied before (there is no record of her faithful dog being there to greet her this time).
 
   On her second and last visit to North Brother Island (which lasted 23 years until her death), Mary became a “hospital helper,” but she was not allowed to touch or even be near any food served to other people. Mary became a minor celebrity, and she was often interviewed by enterprising journalists, whom Mary was not even allowed to offer a glass of water.
 
   In 1932, Mary suffered a severe stroke which left her partially paralyzed and not capable of working in any capacity. At this point, she was transferred from her cottage to a bed in the children's ward of the hospital. 
 
   Mary Mallon, more famously known as “Typhoid Mary,” died six years later on November 11, 1938. She was 69 years old.
 
   An autopsy found evidence of live typhoid bacteria in Mary's gallbladder.
 
   In a classic case of overkill, the powers in charge at the hospital decided that Mary's body, to destroy all traces of the typhoid bacteria, had to be be cremated immediately. 
 
    Mary Mallon's ashes were buried at Saint Raymond's Cemetery in the Bronx. 
 
    
 
   Unione Siciliana (Italo-American National Union)
 
   For many years, people have assumed that the Sicilian crime faction called the Mafia and the Unione Siciliana were one and the same. However, this assumption is not entirely true. At least, not in the beginning.
 
   The Unione Siciliana, a fraternal organization of Sicilian-Americans, was created in 1893 in New York City, and almost simultaneously in Chicago, by legitimate Sicilian businessmen. The original concept of the Unione Siciliana was to provide life and health insurance to Sicilians, who had recently immigrated from Sicily. This insurance was needed because the working conditions at that time were abominable for all workers, but especially for the alien newcomers, who were desperate for work of any kind no matter how dangerous. 
 
   For a small dues, members were able to receive this insurance, as well as other social benefits desired by strangers in a foreign land, who were, by nature, extremely clannish. These social benefits included dances, friendly card games, and a social network where Sicilian men could meet Sicilian women with the intention of eventually getting married. Soon branches (lodges) of the Unione Siciliana sprang up all over America, in any place that had a sizable Sicilian community. By 1920, Chicago alone had 38 lodges and over 40,000 members. 
 
   The Unione Siciliana also had a very sizable voting bloc, which made it attractive to politicians, especially the corrupt political machines in Chicago and the notoriously crooked Tammany Hall hacks in New York City. The Unione Siciliana threw frequent fund-raising activities for politicians in both cities, making these politicians, when elected, deeply indebted to the leaders of the Unione Siciliana, who were increasingly morphing from honest businessmen into criminals of the highest order.
 
   If there was a buck to be made or a politician to be bought, the Mafia, which also originated in Sicily, knew how to take advantage of the opportunity. At the turn of the 20th century, the Mafia advanced, both in Chicago and in New York City, to take control of the Unione Siciliana. 
 
   In the early 1900s in New York City, the elected President of the Unione Siciliana was a beast-of-a-Mafioso named Ignazio Saietta, also known as “Lupo the Wolf.” How a man like Saietta could be elected by honest businessmen to a position of such great influence can only be attributed to Saietta and his followers exerting tremendous pressure on the voters to elect Saietta or suffer grave consequences.
 
   Saietta, originally from Corleone, Sicily, was also one of the leaders of a Sicilian extortion group known as the Black Hand, which operated exclusively in New York City. Saietta was so feared in the Sicilian communities, Sicilian immigrants were known to make the sign of the cross at the mere mention of his name. The leadership of the Black Hand consisted of Saietta, the Morello Brothers - Joe and Nick - and Ciro Terranova, who was known as the “Artichoke King.” So, at the time Saietta became the president of the Unione Siciliana, the Black Hand and the Unione Siciliana basically became one and the same. 
 
   Through membership rolls of the Unione Siciliana, the Black Hand gang members were able to ascertain which Sicilian immigrants were generating income, thereby making these members ripe for a shakedown. Before any violence was perpetrated, the Black Hand sent threatening notes to Sicilian businessmen. On the bottom of the extortion notes was the imprint of a “Black Hand,” which was made by a hand dipped in black ink. ( However, due to the inroads law enforcement was making with fingerprinting at the time, the “Black Hand” was later drawn instead.) If the person who was being extorted did not pay the money the Black Hand demanded, they were brutally tortured and sometimes even murdered. If they were lucky, they were not physically harmed, but their place of business was destroyed by explosives.
 
   In 1905, a butcher named Gaetano Costa got a Black Hand extortion letter, demanding $1,000. Costa was instructed to put the $1,000 into a loaf of bread, and to give it to a man who came into his shop to buy meat and pulled out a red handkerchief. Costa refused, and the very next day, two men came into his butcher shop and shot Costa to death. No one was charged with the murder, but the police were sure the orders were given by Saietta.
 
   One of the Italians being extorted by the Black Hand was the famous opera singer Enrico Caruso. Caruso was, at first, given an ultimatum to pay $2,000 for his safety. Caruso, knowing the murderous reputation of the Black Hand, agreed to pay that amount. However, before he could pay, Caruso received another letter now demanding $15,000. 
 
   The nemesis of the Black Hand was a short, barrel-chested police lieutenant named Joseph Petrosino. Knowing Petrosino was hot on the trail of the Black Hand, Caruso immediately took the second letter to Petrosino. Petrosino told Caruso to make arrangements to drop the money off at a prearranged place. When two Italian men showed up to pick up the money, Petrosino arrested them on the spot.
 
   The magnitude of the atrocities perpetrated by the Black Hand was uncovered in 1901, when acting on a tip from an informant, Petrosino discovered the infamous “Murder Stables” located at 304 108th Street in Harlem. 
 
   Petrosino directed his men to dig up the grounds of the entire stables. After the dig, Petrosino was horrified to discover that 60 bodies were buried there. The landlord of record of the stables was none other than Ignazio Saietta, president of the supposedly respectable Unione Siciliana. 
 
   When Petrosino questioned Saietta as to the slight problem of so many dead bodies being buried on his property, Saietta played dumb; saying he was only the landlord and not responsible for the work of his tenants. Saietta provided Petrosino with a bogus list of the tenants’ names, all of Italian decent. But Petrosino was not able to locate any of these tenants, if indeed they even existed.
 
   While investigating the Black Hand's roots in Sicily, on March 12, 1909, Police Lieutenant Joseph Petrosino was shot to death in the piazza of the Garibaldi Garden in Palermo. Petrosino's murder was ordered by the Black Hand/Unione Siciliana members in America and orchestrated by the head of the Mafia in Sicily – Don Vito Cascio Ferro.
 
   Soon after the Petrosino murder, Saietta was not so lucky himself. 
 
   Saietta owned and operated, with his partner Joe Morello, a bar/restaurant, at 8 Prince Street, in Manhattan's Little Italy. However, the joint was actually a front for an extensive counterfeiting operation. Counterfeit two-and-five-dollar bills were shipped to the restaurant from Sicily, in containers of olive oil, or in crates of spaghetti, cheese, and wine. These counterfeit bills were sold throughout the United States for as little as 30 cents on the dollar. Soon, the U.S. Secret Service caught wind of their operation, and in 1909, both Morello and Saietta were arrested, convicted, and sentenced to 30 years in prison.
 
   After Saietta's incarceration, the presidency of the New York Chapter of the Unione Siciliana changed hands from one thug to another. 
 
   In 1918, the crown settled on the head of Brooklynite Frankie Yale, real name Uale. Yale's ascension to the throne put an end to the misguided impression that the Unione Siciliana was a Sicilian-only organization. Yale was born in the Calabrian town of Longobucco, Italy and had no Sicilian roots whatsoever. Not only was Yale president of the New York Chapter of the Unione Siciliana, but due to the influence of his friend, Johnny Torrio, a Brooklyn boy who was running Chicago with another Brooklynite Al Capone, in 1925 Yale also became National President of the Unione Siciliana.
 
   But more on Frankie Yale later.
 
   While Ignazio Saietta's Unione Siciliana was prospering in New York City, the Chicago chapters of the Unione Siciliana were also going to the wolves.
 
   In 1920, the Chicago boss of the Mafia was Antonio D'Andrea, an ex-priest who in 1902 was also arrested for counterfeiting. After his release from prison, D'Andrea decided to go straight; at least somewhat straight. D'Andrea got a job as a professional translator, and then as a court translator. In 1919, using his legitimate position in the courts, D'Andrea ran for the presidency of the Unione Siciliana. D'Andrea was somehow elected, despite his criminal record, which tells you all you need to know about the crooked path the Unione Siciliana had taken in Chicago.
 
   In 1921, D'Andrea decided to also run for Alderman in the 19th Ward against entrenched incumbent, John “Johnny de Pow Pow” Powers. That turned out to be not such a great idea.
 
   Powers was an incorrigible saloon keeper, who was known for his attachments to Chicago's most infamous Irish criminals. The Chicago hoods loved “Johnny de Pow Pow,” but those not-so-in-love with Powers called him “The Prince of Boodlers.” Powers had been the powerful Alderman in the 19th Ward of Chicago since 1888, when almost all his constituents were Irish. 
 
   According to the Chicago Times, “The only way Powers can get votes is by hypocritically posing as a benefactor by filling the role of a friend in need when death comes. He has bowed with aldermanic grief at thousands of biers. He is bloodless; personally unattractive. His demeanor is one of timid alertness and anxiety to please, but he is actually autocratic, arrogant, and insolent.”
 
   One detractor said, “Johnnie Powers distributed turkeys on Christmas Day, but he has robbed the people 364 days in the year, and he can afford to give them a little back on the 365th”. 
 
   The Chicago Herald also wrote, “Powers is as fit to be an Alderman as an elephant is to take part in a roller-skating match.”
 
   By 1921, Italian immigrants had steamrolled into Chicago, so much so, Powers' 19th Ward was now eight percent Italian; with equal voting rights with the Irish voters. Powers still was successful in getting out the Irish vote, but until this time he had also been very successful with the Italian community. 
 
    “I can buy the Italian vote with a glass of beer and a compliment,” Powers told his pals.
 
   However, running against the Italian powerhouse D'Andrea, president of the Unione Siciliana, changed the equation considerably for Powers. He decided it was time for more drastic action.
 
   The campaigning by both men was exciting, to say the least. As both pleaded to their constituents for votes, bombs started exploding at an alarming rate; one on Power's front porch, another at a D'Andrea rally (seriously injuring five people), two more on D'Andrea's front porch, and a final one at D'Andrea's election headquarters.
 
   Councilman James Bowler, a fast pal of Powers, told the press, “Gunmen are patrolling the streets. Alderman Powers's house is guarded day and night. Our men have been met, threatened and slugged. Gunmen and cutthroats have been imported from New York City and Buffalo. It's worse than the Middle Ages.” 
 
   The election was extremely close, but in the end Powers prevailed by a tiny margin of 435 votes.
 
   However, D'Andrea turned out to be a sore loser, and as a result, the body count began to pile up in the Chicago streets. 
 
   Paul Labriola was one of the Italians who had backed Powers. On March 9, 1921, Angelo Genna, of the terrible Genna brothers and an ally of D'Andrea, shot Labriola full of holes on the corner of Halstead and Congress streets. On that same day, cigar store owner Harry Raimondi, who had switched sides from D'Andrea to Powers, was shot five times in the back behind the counter of his cigar store.
 
   In quick succession, D'Andrea had his men eliminate Powers' loyalists Gaetano Esposito, Nicolo Adamo, and Paul Notte. Powers's faction countered by killing Joe Marino and Johnny Guardino, two of D'Andrea's most capable men.
 
    On May 11, 1921, while D'Andrea was playing cards at a local restaurant, three men drove past the entrance to the apartment building where D'Andrea lived with his wife and two daughters - 902 South Ashland Avenue. After the driver parked the car in a narrow alley on the side of the building, the two other men quietly exited the car. They pried open an alley window with a chisel and then crept through a coal bin to the basement stairs. Up the stairs they went, until they stopped at a vacant ground floor apartment right across the hall from D'Andrea's apartment; an apartment they knew was vacant because they had told the former occupant, Abraham Wolfson, to move out, or die.
 
   Shortly after, they watched from an open window facing the street as D'Andrea's car, driven by his bodyguard Joe Laspisa, pulled up to the entrance of the building. D'Andrea got out and walked into the building as Laspisa drove away. 
 
   As soon as D'Andrea reached the front door of his apartment, the two men opened fire with two shotguns. D'Andrea took the two blasts full in the chest, but he would not die without a fight. As his two killers exited the building the way they had entered, D'Andrea, lying in a pool of his own blood, fired five times at the fleeing men. But to no avail. 
 
   When the police arrived, they found a note pinned to the floor of the vacant apartment, along with a two-dollar bill. 
 
   The note said: “This will buy flowers for that figlio di un cane.” 
 
   Translation: “Son of a bitch.”
 
   D'Andrea died a few hours later in Jefferson Park Hospital, after telling his wife and daughters, “God bless you.”
 
   D'Andrea's demise left a vacancy at the top of the Chicago chapter of the Unione Siciliana, which was filled quickly by Mike Merlo, who was on vacation in Italy when he heard his good friend D'Andrea had run into some bad luck. Merlo was considered a conciliator; someone who felt peaceful negotiations were better than blasting someone with bullets. Still, that did not stop Merlo from immediately ordering the murder of the men involved in D'Andrea's killing.
 
   Irishman Dion O'Banion was the head of the notorious North Side Gang, which was in constant conflict with the Italian mob, led by Johnny Torrio and Al Capone, over who had the right to sell their illegal booze in which bars in Chicago and in the surrounding rural areas. However Merlo, for some unknown reason, liked O'Banion. So, as long as Merlo, who as president of the Unione Siciliana was as powerful in Chicago as Capone and Torrio, kept O'Banion under his wing, O'Banion’s life was secure.
 
   Still, O'Banion, who owned and operated a Chicago flower shop on the side, couldn't wait to stick it to his supposed Italian friends. 
 
   With a broad smile on his handsome Irish face, O'Banion approached Torrio and Capone, and offered to sell them his Sieben Brewery, on the North side of Chicago. The Sieben Brewery, which was under the protection of the North Side cops, had the reputation of producing the best quality beer in the entire state. O'Banion told the two Italian mob bosses that he had made enough money in the illegal hooch business, and that he was quitting the mob completely and settling with his lovely wife on an obscure ranch in Colorado. 
 
   Capone and Torrio were delighted at the prospect of buying the brewery, and they didn't even flinch when O'Banion told them the price was half a million dollars. As a gesture of good will, O'Banion offered to assist in the delivery of one last shipment. Then he said he was out and gone for good.
 
   On May 18, 1924, 13 trucks stood inside the Sieben Brewery, manned by 22 men. Each truck was loading up to their full capacity with cases of beer, which due to the fact the half a million dollars had already changed hands, now belonged to Torrio and Capone. Two policemen on O'Banion's pad stood guard to make sure everything went hunky dory. Also on the premises supervising the operation were Torrio, O'Banion, and O'Banion's right-hand man, Hymie Weiss. Capone was absent because he was on the lam for killing a thug named Joe Howard.
 
   In the blink of an eye, before the first truck had left the brewery, an avalanche of cops descended upon the brewery like roaches swarming a loaf of bread. The cop in charge of the raid was a Chief Collins, and in minutes, the beer trucks had been seized, and Torrio, O'Banion, and Weiss were arrested.
 
   The three men were soon released on bail, but Torrio, who was known as “The Fox,” smelled a rat. He had cops on his payroll too, and one of them informed Torrio that O'Banion was in on the raid and only agreed to be arrested to cast suspicion from himself.
 
   Torrio was further incensed when he was informed that O'Banion was bragging about how he set up the Sieben Brewery raid, saying,“I guess I rubbed that pimp's nose in the mud alright.”
 
   Torrio immediately set up a meeting with O'Banion nemeses, Angelo Genna and his brothers Mike and Tony, Al Capone and himself, to discuss what to do about O'Banion. The group unanimously voted to whack O'Banion. 
 
   However, Torrio did caution the group that Mike Merlo, the powerful president of the Unione Siciliana, was still in O'Banion's corner. Angelo Genna told Torrio not to worry. Merlo was deathly sick with cancer, and, in fact, Merlo died on Saturday, November 8, 1924, less than a week after the meeting. 
 
   Frankie Yale, still the head of the National Unione Siciliana, flew in from New York City, and he appointed Angelo Genna the new head of the Chicago chapter of the Unione Siciliana. Yale also renamed the group the "Italo-American National Union," thereby justifying the fact that he, a Calabrese, could rightfully be the president of the former Sicilian-only organization.
 
   With Merlo out of the way, the Chicago mob, with the blessing of the Italo-American National Union, planned O'Banion's demise.
 
   Merlo's funeral was, up until that time, the biggest funeral in Chicago history. More than $100,000 worth of flowers were ordered, and as a result, O'Banion's flower shop was bombarded with requests for numerous floral displays. 
 
   On Sunday, November 9, O'Banion and his partner, William Schofield, spent the entire day in their flower shop weaving lilies, roses, orchids, and carnations into wreaths of various sizes. Capone had ordered $8,000 worth of red roses, and Torrio had  placed an order for $10,000 worth of various types of flowers and floral displays.
 
   Near closing time on Sunday, Angelo Genna phoned the flower shop and told Schofield that he needed to order another wreath, and that he would come to pick it up the following day. The vast amount of orders necessitated Schofield and several of his employees to stay up almost the entire night fulfilling their floral obligations. 
 
   At around noon on Monday, O'Banion was alone in the back room of the flower shop clipping the stems off chrysanthemums. The only other person in the flower shop was a black porter named William Crutchfield, who was busy sweeping up the mess from the day before. 
 
   Suddenly, three men entered the shop. Two of Torrio's men, John Scalise and Albert Anselmi, were familiar to O'Banion, but the third man was a total stranger.
 
   O'Banion came out of the back room and said, “You boys here for Merlo's flowers?”
 
   The stranger was none other than Frankie Yale, who had been imported to Chicago once before, to eliminate Torrio's uncle-through-marriage and Chicago mob boss, “Big Jim” Colosimo. Colosimo's sudden demise paved the way for Torrio and Capone to take over the town.
 
   Yale extended his hand to O'Banion, “Yes, we are here for the flowers.”
 
   O'Banion took Yale's hand. Then suddenly, Yale yanked O'Banion's hand toward him, and he pinned both of O'Banion’s arms to O'Banion's sides. Before O'Banion could extricate himself, Scalise and Anselmi fired six bullets into O'Banion. Two blasted into O'Banion's chest, another hit him in the cheek, and two more buried themselves into O'Banion's larynx. The final shot, which was the capper, embedded itself in O'Banion's brain. The guns had been fired at such close range, there were scorch marks on O'Banion's face.
 
   O'Banion's funeral was even bigger than Merlo's funeral. O'Banion's coffin, which was made of solid silver with bronze double walls, cost $10,000 alone; four times more than the average yearly pay of a Chicago wage-earner.
 
   After Merlo's death, being the head of the Chicago chapter of the Italo-American National Union (formerly the Unione Siciliana), was the kiss of death. Within a year, Angelo Genna was murdered by members of O'Banion's North Side mob. Genna's place was taken by Samuzzo "Samoots" Amatuna, who was killed within a few months after he took Genna's place, by another North Side mobster, Vincent "The Schemer" Drucci.
 
   After Amatuna's demise, Capone, who was now the Chicago boss due to Torrio's retirement, inserted one of his pals, Antonio Lombardo, as boss of the Chicago chapter of the Italo-American National Union. This was done without the blessing of Frankie Yale, who would not be Capone's friend much longer. 
 
   It seemed that Yale had wanted to appoint Joe Aiello as the new boss of the Italo-American National Union in Chicago. Aiello was not too friendly with Capone, and in Yale's opinion, was more likely to pay the proper tribute to Yale in New York city rather than Lombardo, who was closely aligned with Capone.
 
   Yale and Capone were now at cross-purposes, and if Capone needed another excuse to whack Yale, it was presented to him in the spring of 1928. 
 
   Capone and Yale were partners in the distribution of illegal whiskey, which was sold in the Chicago speakeasies and in speakeasies in the rural suburbs of Illinois. The booze would arrive from Canada and was transported through New York in trucks on its way to Capone in Chicago. It was Yale's duty to ensure the safety of those shipments. However, Capone was dismayed to discover that some of his trucks were being hijacked on route from New York City to Chicago by none other than Frankie Yale himself.
 
   On Sunday afternoon, July 1, 1928, Frankie Yale was sitting comfortably in his Sunrise Club, located at 14th Avenue and 65th Street in Brooklyn. Suddenly, the phone rang and Yale was informed that his new wife, Lucy, was in some sort of predicament concerning their year-old daughter. Yale associate Joe Piraino offered to drive Yale home, but Yale refused the offer. Instead, he jumped into his new light-brown Lincoln and headed down New Utrecht Avenue. The Lincoln’s body had been bulletproofed, but not the windows, which turned out to be a fatal mistake.
 
   At 44th Street, while Yale was stopped at a red light, he noticed a black Buick occupied by four men following him. Yale jumped on the gas, turned down 44th Street, and a wild chase ensued. 
 
   The Buick managed to pull alongside Yale's car, and the four men opened fire. Yale was hit by a barrage of bullets fired through the window of his car. The weapons used were two .45 caliber revolvers, two sawed-off shotguns, and a new invention called the Tommy Gun, or Thompson Submachine Gun, which fired bullets from a .45 caliber, 20-round magazine. Yale's car swerved out of control and crashed into the stoop of a house located at 923 44th Street. When the police arrived minutes later, Yale was indeed very dead.
 
   The death of Frankie Yale greatly reduced the need for, and the influence of,  the Italo-American National Union. In Chicago, Capone ran the town, and he soon eliminated both Lombardo and Aiello with bullets. In 1930, Capone put in Agostino Loverdo as the new president of the Italo-American National Union. Loverdo lasted until 1934, which by this time, Capone had already been sent to prison in 1932 on an income tax evasion charge. In 1934, former Capone bodyguard, Phil D'Andrea, was appointed boss of the Chicago Italo-American National Union by Frank Nitti, who was now running Capone's old crew.
 
   In New York City, after the death of Frankie Yale, there was no real boss of the Italo-American National Union. After the Castellammarese War eliminated both Joe “The Boss” Masseria and his successor Salvatore Maranzano, Lucky Luciano became the head of the Italian Mafia, and he used the concept of the Italo-American National Union to start a National Crime Syndicate, which included Jewish mobsters Meyer Lansky, Bugsy Siegel, and Louis Lepke. Irishman Owney Madden was also part of the Syndicate. 
 
   So in effect, in New York City, the Italo-American National Union, formerly the Unione Siciliana, ceased to exist.
 
   In Chicago, Phil D'Andrea kept the Italo-American National Union loosely in place until he dissolved it in 1941 due to the lack of interest from its members. However, after the dissolution of the Italo-American National Union, the Mafia continued to remain strong in New York City and in Chicago, as well as in other major cities throughout America. 
 
   The Mafia continues to thrive today as it did in the Roaring Twenties heyday of the Unione Siciliana.
 
    
 
   THE END
 
    
 
   *****
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   What people are saying about Murder and Mayhem in the Big Apple: From the Black Hand to Murder Incorporated:
 
   ANOTHER HISTORY LESSON! – RJ Parker “Bestselling Author of True Crime Books”
 
   I love Joe Bruno's books. I always say that he's the NYC true crime historian. I never heard of the Black Hand until reading this book. NYC has had its share of murder and corruption over the past couple of centuries and the Author is a wealth of knowledge about it. A must read for any true crime book collector. 
 
    
 
   Another great one! – lcook0825
 
   Another great book by Joe Bruno on the Mafia in the United States. Murder Inc. was an unbelievable group of men who got away with their crimes for some time. It is amazing to see how far police investigations have come since that time. I can't wait to start the next book by Mr Bruno. 
 
    
 
   What can I say! – Rony Barbery
 
   This is another typical Joe Bruno book, detailed, factual and written like if you were having a conversation sitting on the stoop of your house with him. He writes like if he was an old friend that I hung out with in Brooklyn. I have two more of his books on my shelf, and can't wait to get to them. As with all of his other work, I highly recommend this book! 
 
    
 
   Great! - catenacci
 
   Joe Bruno supplies us with a well written book that provides in depth treatments of some very interesting big time murder cases. Moreover it contains several entertaining and quite funny statements. I really enjoyed reading it. 
 
    
 
   Knock Out Punch! -  Joyce Metzger
 
   Joe Bruno delivers a hard punch, well researched, no nonsense book. People need to be reminded about dark periods of history. Murder and Mayhem in the Big Apple, From Black Hand to Murder Incorporated uncovers the atrocities committed by men who had neither compassion nor conscience. They lived by power rule of the Mafia who made their bones by killing whomever the bosses said needed to be killed. That rule brought from Corleone, Sicily by Giuseppe Morello and Nick and Vincent Terranova became the Black Hand. 

Fear, hatred, and brutality are brought to our awareness in a most convincing and stark manner. The reader is an observer as chills run up and down the spine. Joe Bruno gives us a glimpse loaded with facts. This history loaded portrayal includes Buggsy Goldstein, Harry Strauss, Happy Malone, Frank Abbandando, Lepke Buchalter, Albert Anastasia and Lucky Luciano. Joe Bruno brings full realism to play and bear upon our psyches. 
 
    
 
   ********
 
    
 
   The Black Hand 
 
   They came from the mobbed-up city of Corleone, Sicily, but they perpetrated their murder and mayhem on the mean streets of New York City.
 
   The co-leader of the Black Hand was a monstrosity of a man named Giuseppe (Joe) Morello. Morello was born in 1867 with a severely deformed right hand, which featured only an elongated pinkie finger, which was bent grotesquely downward. As a result, Morello was called, “The Clutch-Hand,”  “Little Finger,” and “One Finger Jack.”
 
   Joe Morello’s father, Calogero Morello, died in 1872 and his mother, Angelina Piazza, remarried one year later to Mafioso Bernardo Terranova. Joe Morello’s stepfather and mother had four children together: Nick, Ciro, Vincent, and Salvatrice. There is some confusion as to the exact relationships, but Nick Terranova, also known as Nick Morello, was, in fact, not Joe Morello’s brother, but his half-brother. Salvatrice Terranova married a wicked man named Ignazio “Lupo the Wolf” Saietta, who later in America, along with Joe Morello and Nick and Vincent Terranova, formed the hated and much feared Black Hand. For all practical purposes, Saietta and Morello had equal powers in the organization.
 
   While still in Corleone, Joe Morello and his three half-brothers were introduced by Bernardo Terranova into the Corleonesi Mafia (sometimes called the Fratuzzi), where they made their bones by killing whomever the Corleonesi bosses said needed to be killed. One such victim was Giovanni Vella, the head of a quasi-police force called the Guardie Campestri, or Field Guards, which patrolled Corleone on foot, looking for Corleonesi Mafia members up to no good. In 1888, Joe Morello was arrested for the murder of Vella, but then strange things started to happen.
 
   First, the smoking gun found on Morello when he was arrested minutes after the Vella murder oddly disappeared from the local carabinieri (police) lockup. Apparently, the gun was snatched by an enterprising carabinieri, who was paid molto lira to do so.
 
   Secondly, there was the slight problem of a woman named Anna Di Puma, who claimed she saw Joe Morello shoot Vella to death in a darkened alleyway. Two days after Vella’s demise, Anna Di Puma was sitting outside a friend’s house shooting the breeze, when a gunman walked up behind her and shot her several times in the back, killing her instantly. With no smoking gun, and no witnesses to testify against him, Joe Morello was released from jail.
 
   His status in the local Mafia augmented by the Vella murder, Morello decided to make a bigger killing by dealing in the sale of “funny money,” or counterfeit bills. This went fine and dandy for a while, until Morello was arrested in 1892 with a fistful of phony cash in his good left hand. Rather than face charges in Sicily, Joe Morello thumbed his nose at the Italian authorities and absconded secretly to America, settling on the Lower East Side of New York City. 
 
   Little did it matter that Morello was tried “in absentia” in Sicily and sentenced to six years in solitary confinement. Morello was a vast ocean away from his punishment and ready to make his mark in the majestic “Mountain of Gold” – New York City.
 
   Soon after Joe Morello escaped from Sicily and landed illegally in America, Bernardo Terranova, his wife Angela, and six of their children, boarded the ship Alsatia and headed for America to join Joe Morello. Also with them was Joe Morello’s wife, Lisa Marvelesi, with her two-month-old baby, Calogero, who was named after Joe Morello’s blood father. They passed, as did all immigrants at the time, through Ellis Island and entered America legally. 
 
   While most immigrants came to America with only the clothes on their back and a few bucks in their pockets, the Terranovas brought with them the stunning total of 18 pieces of luggage, filled with the finest clothes and who knows how much cash. Even though this was not against American law, it should have raised some eyebrows among Ellis Island officials, since Sicilian Mafioso Bernardo Terranova listed his occupation as “laborer,” even though he was a well-known Mafioso in Corleone. It’s obvious something of value changed hands from Bernardo Terranova to crooked immigration officials before he and his family were allowed to pass through customs. 
 
   When they first came to America, Morello and the Terranovas tried their best to fly under the radar of American law enforcement. Even though there was basically no communication between the Sicilian police and their American counterparts, there was a three-year grace period after which an Italian immigrant became immune to deportation. The Terranovas joined Morello and settled in Manhattan’s Little Italy on the Lower East Side of Manhattan. At first, they tried to make a living in a series of legal jobs, including plastering. 
 
   However, the Panic of 1893 changed everything.
 
   In the 1880s, America was the land of milk and honey. Railroads were being built at a record pace, and, in fact, they were over-built, because railroad revenues could not cover the expense of the railroad’s construction. By 1893, new silver mines had flooded the market with silver, causing the prices of silver to plummet. In addition, the American farmers, especially the wheat and cotton farmers, suffered low prices, triggering their markets to dive as well. 
 
   The combination of all three crises reverberated throughout America, but it especially devastated the metropolis of New York City. The final nails in the economy’s coffin were driven in when the Philadelphia and Reading Railroad claimed bankruptcy in February of 1893, and almost simultaneously, President Grover Cleveland convinced Congress to repeal the Sherman Silver Purchase Act. Americans panicked and rushed to the banks to withdraw their cash. This economic tsunami blasted across the Atlantic, and United Kingdom investors quickly sold off their American stocks and replaced them with stocks backed by gold. This caused the second biggest national credit crises ever; topped only by the Stock Market Crash of 1929. 
 
   With no jobs available in New York City and figuring it was not the right time to return to a life of crime, in 1893 Joe Morello, to support his family, traveled to Louisiana to work in the cotton fields and sugar plantations. Eventually, Morello became a fruit peddler, selling lemons from a sack on his back. In two months, Morello had accumulated enough cash to send up north, so that the rest of his family could come south to work on the plantations with him. Since Sicilian laborers were highly valued by the southern plantation owners for their hard work, Morello, Bernardo Terranova, and all their women and children, easily obtained jobs cutting and stacking cane sugar. 
 
   The work was grueling and the pay nothing to write home about, but it was better than anything they had back in New York City. Working 18-hour days during the height of the sugar season (known as the zuccarata) the grown men were paid as much as $1.50 a day. Woman and children were not valued as highly, and as a result, the Morello and Terranova women earned only $1 a day, and their children were paid as little as 10 cents a day. 
 
   Still, it all added up and the family earned enough hard cash in two years to move to a rural area near Dallas, Texas, where they were able to obtain work as sharecroppers. The money was good, but the work was hard and malaria was easily contracted. In 1897, after all members of the family had endured bouts of malaria, Joe Morello and the Terranovas, now with more than a few bucks in their pockets – blood money they had earned in the fields down south - made the trek back north. 
 
   It was time for Joe Morello, his stepfather, and his half-brothers to go back to what they did best, being Mafioso - this time in New York City.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Ignazio Saietta, known as “Lupo the Wolf,” had a different type of journey before he hooked up with Joe Morello and the Terranovas in America. 
 
   Saietta was born in Corleone, Sicily, on March 19, 1877. Before he reached the age of 20, Saietta was a top killer for the Corleonesi Mafia. However, after killing a man - he said in self-defense - Saietta was forced to flee to America. 
 
   Saietta told this sad story in American court years later, when he was being tried on a counterfeiting case along with Joe Morello. 
 
   As was reported in the New York Times, Lupo told the court:
 
    
 
    “When I was a manufacturer in Italy, I trusted Salvatore Morello, a storekeeper in Viapiatepoli for 500 lire (about $100), and I trusted another storekeeper, Francesco Vitalli, an old man. One day Morello came to me and said I must not sell silk handkerchiefs to Vitalli and more. ‘Vitalli is an old man. Do not bother him,’ I told Morello.
 
   “But Morello grew worse and would not pay me the money he owed me. One day he came to my store and said, ‘Did I tell you not to sell any more handkerchiefs to Vitalli?’ Then he added: ‘You will not get your money until you sell me the handkerchiefs instead.’
 
   “‘You are crazy’ I said, but Morello responded, ‘You must obey my orders.’ ‘Are you crazy?’ I told him. And he said, ‘Are you taking his part?’  I said, ‘This is an old man. Do not bother with him.’
 
   “Then he grabbed me by the throat. I tried to get away from him. He seized me by the throat again. He pulled out a stiletto and I broke away and ran behind the counter. I got my revolver and shouted, ‘Don’t touch me.’
 
   “He came and I shot. He fell. I don’t know what was happening then. I ran away.”
 
    
 
   According to the New York Times, “Saietta was sobbing when he finished his tale. Saietta then told of going home and telling the story to his family. His family dissuaded him from surrendering to the police, telling him that the Morello family was big and powerful, and the best thing for him to do was to run away.
 
   “He escaped to England, thence to Montreal. Next he went to Buffalo, New York, and finally came here (to New York City).” 
 
   Of course, all this was nonsense. Salvatore Morello was not related to Joe Morello, or any member of Joe Morello’s family. Salvatore Morello just happened to have the same last name. 
 
   The truth was that Ignacio “Lupo the Wolf” Saietta escaped to America to avoid prosecution for the murder of Salvatore Morello. And also to hook up with Joe Morello and the Terranovas to engage in a series of legal and illegal endeavors, most of which terrorized Italian immigrants in New York City.
 
   When he first reappeared in New York City, Joe Morello ostensibly tried to earn an honest living. But this was all a front for his illegal activities: bookmaking and loansharking. Soon flush with money, Morello invested in several small businesses, including a coal store in Little Italy, and several bars and restaurants in Little Italy and as far north as 13th Street, all of which soon folded for “lack of business.” In 1899, Morello went back to what he knew best: counterfeiting - but this time the counterfeiting of American currency.
 
   Morello installed a small printing press in an apartment at 329 106th Street, in the area known as Italian Harlem. He printed up mainly two and five-dollar bills, which were the most commonly used American currency. To spread these bills around New York City, Morello hired several men, both of Italian and Irish descent. 
 
   The New York City police got wind of the counterfeiting ring and arrested several of Morello’s workers. A man named Jack Gleason (not the comedian) immediately flipped and told the police Morello was the mastermind of the counterfeiting operation. Morello was arrested, but since none of the other men arrested dared to testify against Morello, and also since when Morello was taken into custody he had only legitimate American currency in his possession, Morello strolled out of jail without being indicted; figuratively giving the middle finger to American justice. 
 
   However, this embarrassment taught Morello a stern lesson: never work closely with anyone except men he knew from Sicily.
 
   It is not clear whether Joe Morello or Ignazio Saietta originated the Black Hand extortion scheme in America. What is clear is that around 1898 or 1899 both Morello and Saietta, along with the Terranova brothers, Vincenzo and Ciro, began terrorizing local Italian businessmen of means by sending them “Black Hand” or “La Mano Nera” extortions letters. 
 
   These letters threatened local Italian businessmen with the bombing of their businesses, or even death, if the businessmen didn’t immediately cough up some substantial cash. On the bottom of the extortion notes was the imprint of a “Black Hand,” which was made by a hand dipped in black ink (due to the inroads law enforcement had made with fingerprinting at the time, the “Black Hand” was later drawn instead). 
 
   If the businessmen did not comply with the note’s demands, they would get their business bombed, and sometimes they was tortured and killed in the infamous Murder Stables, located at 323 East 107th Street in Harlem.
 
   An example of such a letter was printed in a local New York City newspaper. It read: 
 
    
 
   “If you have not sufficient courage you may go to people who enjoy an honorable reputation and be careful as to whom you go. Thus you may stop us from persecuting you as you have been adjudged to give money or life. Woe upon you if you do not resolve to buy your future happiness, you can do from us by giving the money demanded.”
 
    
 
   One such incident occurred in 1905, and the unfortunate victim was a butcher named Gaetano Costa, who received a Black Hand letter demanding $1,000. The letter instructed Costa to put the money into a loaf of bread, and then hand the loaf of bread to a man who came into his butcher shop the next day and waved a red handkerchief. Costa refused to give in to the extortion, and two days later two men marched into his butcher shop and shot Costa to death.
 
   Literally, hundreds of Black Hand letters were sent out each year. One such letter was sent to a landlord named Salvatore Spinelli, who took his grievance to the New York Times, which printed the following letter from Spinelli:
 
    
 
   My name is Salvatore Spinelli. My parents in Italy came from a decent family. I came here eighteen years ago and went to work as a house painter, like my father. I started a family and I have been an American citizen for thirteen years. I had a house at 314 East Eleventh Street and another one at 316, which I rented out. At this point the ‘Black Hand’ came into my life and asked me for seven thousand dollars. I told them to go to hell and the bandits tried to blow up my house. Then I asked the police for help and refused more demands, but the ‘Black Hand’ set off one, two, three, four, five bombs in my houses. Things went to pieces. From thirty-two tenants I am now down to six. I owe a thousand dollars interest that is due next month and I cannot pay. I am a ruined man. My family lives in fear. There is a policeman on guard in front of my house, but what can he do? My brother Francesco and I do guard duty at the windows with guns night and day. My wife and children have not left the house for weeks. How long can this go on?
 
    
 
   To increase his collections, Joe Morello added a new wrinkle to the Black Hand extortion scheme. First, Morello would mail an extortion letter to his victim, and then wait near the victim’s store as the postman delivered the letter the following day. While the victim was reading the letter, Morello would enter the victim’s store. Noting the consternation on his victim’s face, Morello would inquire as to the cause of the victim’s distress. The victim, knowing Morello’s high status in the local Mafia, would hand Morello the letter and beg him to intercede with whomever had sent the letter and maybe reduce the price, if not eliminate the extortion payment completely. Morello would take the letter and tell the victim he would find out who had sent the letter, and what could be done about it. 
 
   Of course, since Morello had sent the letter himself, there was no chance of the demand being withdrawn. And since Morello was now in possession of the letter, the victim did not have any evidence to show the police confirming the extortion attempt.
 
   In a few days, Morello would return to the victim’s store, and tell a tall tale of how he was able to reason with the extortionist and get the demand reduced to a smaller amount. At this point, the victim was only too happy to still be alive and his store still intact. So, he would eagerly pay the extortion money to Morello, who would, in turn, promise he would deliver the cash to the extortionist, putting this matter to rest once and for all.
 
                 To give you an idea of how extensive the Black Hand bombings and murders were in New York City in the first decade of the 20th Century, The New York Times ran the following article on Jan. 26, 1908. 
 
    
 
   MUST STOP OUTRAGES BY THE BLACK HAND
 
    
 
   APPALLING LIST OF OUTRAGES – 52 SUCH CRIMES LAST YEAR – SIX BOMB                 ATTACKS IN THE THREE WEEKS SINCE.
 
    
 
   “Murders, bold attempts at extortion, and explosions, all of which the police attribute to the Black Hand, or to small organizations which take advantage of the popular belief in the existence of that society, averaged last year almost one every week. In the first month of the year there have been six such outrages, all serious explosions; and the police believe that many demands for money, under threats, are immediately complied with.
 
   “In view of these facts, a number of prominent Italians, stirred by the blowing up of Pasquale Pati’s bank on Elizabeth Street on Thursday, will hold a meeting on Thursday night at 178 Park Row, above the office of Bolletino Della Sera, an Italian newspaper, in order to devise some means similar to the “White Hand” in Chicago, to suppress Black Hand outrages.”
 
    
 
   Pasquale Pati was a self-made man who opened the Pasquale Pati & Son bank at 238 — 240 Elizabeth Street. Pati’s bank was so profitable; it was capitalized at $500,000. Pati was adept at self-promotion and he lured investors with his gimmick of proudly displaying piles of money behind the bank’s secured windows, as proof of his ability to pay depositors. It was said Pati was the most successful banker in New York City; making him ripe for the Black Hand’s methods.
 
   In early January of 1908, Pati received a Black Hand extortion letter. Pati scoffed at the idea that he or his bank could be harmed, and he refused to pay any extortion money to the Black Hand. 
 
   On January 23, 1908, after Pati’s refusal to pay, a bomb blew out the entire front of his bank sending the piles of money on display flying in all directions. 
 
   Pati’s son, Salvatore, was in the bank at the time, and he was able to secure the money, while the bomb-throwers disappeared into a frenzied crowd on Elizabeth Street. However, because of the bombing, worried investors at the bank made a run for their money. In the next four months, $400,000 was withdrawn from the Pasquale Pati & Son bank.
 
   On March 6, 1908, three armed Black-Handers entered the bank in an attempted robbery. However, Pasquale Pati pulled out his own gun, and he shot one of the bank robbers dead, as the two other bandits escaped empty-handed.
 
   On March 26, 1908, a bomb exploded at 246 Elizabeth Street (a few doors down from Pati’s bank), at a small bank owned by Dominick Bonomolo, who, with his wife and two daughters, Marie and Angelina, lived in the tenement above the bank. They also had a kitchen and dining room on the ground floor just behind the bank. Dominick Bonomolo was not there at the time of the explosion. But his wife and two daughters were injured; their clothing nearly torn off their backs from the explosion. 
 
   A bloodied Angelina Bonomolo told the police, “We were seated at the table about to begin supper when we heard an awful noise, and the wall fell in on us, knocking us from our chairs.”
 
   While Angelina was telling her tale to the police, her father fought his way through the crowd in front of his bank, looking for his wife and two daughters. The police stopped Dominick Bonomolo, and they assured him his wife and daughter were safe. 
 
   Dominick Bonomolo told the attending police (called the Italian Squad and headed by Police Lieut. Joseph Petrosino), “This has happened because I did not heed their warnings. For five years, scarcely a month has gone by that I have received one or more Black Hand letters. They asked for sums from $1 to $1,000, but nothing ever happened, and recently I had paid no attention to their threats. This is to warn me. Next time I will be killed.” 
 
   On March 27, 1908, after a group of men tried to set his Brooklyn home on fire, Pasquale Pati closed the Pasquale Pati & Son bank. 
 
   Pati left a note pinned on the front door of the bank that said, “The clientele of this bank be calm and trustworthy, as the banker, Pasquale Pati, has long been obliged to absent himself to protect his existence and family. He has been molested and threatened, and will be back soon. He possesses 45 houses and $100,000 life insurance and has bonds of $15,000 with the State of New York.” 
 
   It was also reported that Pati had disbursed some of the remaining money to depositors, but had taken the last $50,000 for himself. 
 
   On March 28, after Pati had flown the coop, Achilles Starace, the government receiver for the Pasquale Pati and Son bank, opened the large safe at the bank, as hundreds of people pressed close to the windows outside so that they could see what was happening. When the safe was opened, Starace found not even a single cent inside. All the money had been taken by Pati when he left the bank and placed the dubious note on the front door. 
 
   According to the New York daily newspapers, “Not a negotiable paper was in the safe. All that was found by the receiver was a little pile of cash books, ledgers, and journals. And some of the entries seemed to have been erased and altered.”
 
   When the crowd outside the bank found out what had transpired, they erupted into a frenzy. 
 
   One man bellowed, “If Pati ever comes back he will get what he deserves – death.”
 
   Another man screamed, “All that talk of the Black Hand is rubbish! It was only an excuse to get away with our money! He has robbed us of our savings and we want revenge! And we will have it!”
 
   The crowd started chanting, “We will! We will!” 
 
   Then the crowd surged towards the bank, trying to break inside, but they were beaten back by a squad of policemen.
 
   Days later, most of the people in Little Italy did not think Pati had closed his bank because of the Black Hand. 
 
   “It was not the Black Hand that he feared,” a well-know Little Italy resident said. “He was afraid that he would be killed by some Sicilian who had lost his money in the Pati bank. Most of the depositors were Sicilian, and Pati’s family is from Calabria. A Sicilian will forgive another Sicilian, but he will not forgive a Calabrian. I doubt that Pati will show up in the near future.”
 
   As this man predicted, Pasquale Pati never stepped foot in Little Italy again. 
 
   As to why Pati disappeared with the 50 grand (and maybe more), that’s up for conjecture. No doubt, Pati feared the Black Hand. But he absconded with the money because it was there and because he could. At this point in time, all Pati could possibly lose was the $15,000 bond. Pati probably figured taking the money was a win-win situation.
 
   The mayhem caused by the Black Hand bank bombings forced the residents of Little Italy to lose faith and trust in the local banks. The day the Pati bank closed, the crowd in front of his bank, which had packed Elizabeth Street from Houston to Prince Street, began to hurry towards the next largest Italian bank: F. Acritelli & Son, at 239 Elizabeth Street. After the depositors had made a run for their money, this bank was forced to close too. 
 
   To show how ambivalent the Italian press was about the Black Hand situation, in February of 1908, before the bombing of Pati’s and Bonomolo’s banks, 500 Italians held a meeting at the offices of  Bollettino della Sera, an Italian newspaper edited by Frank L. Frugone. The purpose of this meeting was to discuss the Black Hand extortion scheme and what they could do about it. Yet oddly, the Italian newspaper’s position was that the entire situation was overblown by the American press and American law enforcement.
 
   The speakers at the meeting said that the Black Hand existed only in Sicily and was a “mild form of the Mafia.”
 
   Robert Park wrote the following in his 1921 publication, Old World Traits Transplanted:  
 
    
 
   “The Italian press got as much news value as possible out of the situation, and threw the blame on the Americans, claiming that they had  admitted too many Italian criminals, and that the American police and court systems were defective in comparison with the Italian’s. The Italian papers protested violently against the blackening of the Italian name. The Bollettino claimed that ‘the fear of the Mafia is in great part a product of the reporter’s fancy.’ The Bollettino resented the fact that the odious word ‘Mafia’ is continually thrown in our faces.”
 
    
 
   However, after the epidemic of bank bombings, the Bollettino began to change its tune. 
 
   In April of 1908, the Bollettino ran an editorial that called on, “Italians to rise up and put a stop to the crimes which are besmirching the Italian name.”
 
   A few days later, another editorial entitled The Cry of Alarm warned that the “doors of this country would be closed to Italians if the Black Hand atrocities continued.” 
 
   A third editorial entitled Against the Black Hand, advised all honest Italians “to aid Police Commissioner Bingham by sending him all threatening letters, and information about Black Handers and idle Italians, with a description of individuals.”
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The man who was the biggest thorn in the side of the Black Hand was Police Lieut. Joseph Petrosino. 
 
   Petrosino was born in 1860 in Padula, Campania, in the southern tip of Italy near Naples. When he was a child, Petrosino’s parents sent him to live with his grandfather in America. Soon after Petrosino arrived in America, his grandfather was killed in an automobile accident. As a result, Petrosino was briefly sent to an orphanage. However, the presiding judge in Petrosino’s custody case, feeling sorry for the young boy, took Petrosino into his own home until Petrosino's parents arrived from Italy. 
 
   While waiting for his parents to travel across the Atlantic (they arrived in America in 1874), Petrosino lived with the politically-active Irish judge and his family. As a result, Petrosino received a fine education, which increased his chances of obtaining a decent job in America; unlike the other poor Italian immigrants who were arriving from Italy in droves.
 
   Because of the Irish judge's connections in the political arena, on Oct. 19, 1883, Petrosino became a New York City police officer. 
 
   When he started “on the job,” Petrosino's mentor was Police Inspector Alexander “Clubber” Williams, who was called “Clubber” because of his fondness for battering unruly arrestees with his police baton (club) to keep them in line. Williams took a liking to Petrosino (it was reported Petrosino wielded a mean police baton, too), and as a result, Petrosino rose quickly up the ranks in the New York City police department. 
 
   Petrosino’s speedy promotions were mostly the result of hard work and dedication, but also because Petrosino had been born in Italy and could speak the Italian language fluently. This made it possible for Petrosino to infiltrate the Italian crime circles, which were operating openly in New York City. 
 
   In 1895, Petrosino was promoted to detective and assigned to the Lower East Side of Manhattan, which was populated by a large contingent of Italian immigrants, including Joe Morello, Ciro and Nick Terranova, and Ignazio “Lupo the Wolf” Saietta. The short, stocky, bull-necked, and barrel-chested Petrosino was a familiar sight on the streets of Little Italy. He was recognizable by his large pumpkin head and a pockmarked face, which had an extreme reluctance to smile. 
 
   Petrosino first achieved prominence when he investigated the infamous “Barrel Murder” of 1903. 
 
   Although several men were brought to justice for killing a man named Benedetto Madonia (then stuffing him into a barrel and leaving the barrel on the street), Petrosino knew the man who ordered the murder was Joe Morello. However,  knowing and being able to prove it were two different things. Morello skated on the Barrel Murder charges, but Morello was now directly in Petrosino’s crosshairs. In the following years, Petrosino did everything he could to make Morello’s and the other Black Hander’s lives miserable.
 
   One such instance occurred in the case of famous Italian opera singer Enrico Caruso. Caruso, who was then singing at the Metropolitan Opera House, received  a Black Hand letter demanding that he pay $2,000, or else. To avoid a big headache, Caruso decided to pay the amount requested. Yet before he could do so, he received a second Black Hand letter which raised the demand to $15,000. 
 
   Caruso immediately contacted Lieut. Petrosino, the leader of the “Italian Squad,” which was created in 1905 by Police Commissioner Theodore Bingham. After reading the second letter sent to Caruso, Petrosino directed Caruso to comply with the letter’s demands and to drop off the money at a pre-arranged place directed by the Black Hand letter. When the two Italian Black Handers arrived to pick up the cash, Petrosino slapped the cuffs on them, and to punctuate the arrest, he gave them a few slaps with his police baton.
 
   In 1906, acting on information given to him by an informant, Petrosino got a warrant to investigate a horse stable (later called the Murder Stables) at 304 108th Street in Italian Harlem.
 
   Upon his arrival at the stable, Petrosino ordered his men to dig up the grounds. When they did,  they found the remains of more than 60 human bodies.
 
   The owner of the stable was none other than “Lupe the Wolf” Saietta. 
 
   When approached by Petrosino, Saietta feigned innocence, saying, “I am only the owner of the property. I am not responsible for the actions of my tenants.”
 
   Saietta provided Petrosino with a list of names of his supposed “tenants.”  Although all the names provided by Saietta had Italian surnames, Petrosino could not determine if these men actually existed, or were just a figment of Saietta’s imagination.
 
   Not being able to cuff Saietta legally, Petrosino paid a little visit to Saietta in Saietta's Little Italy grocery store. 
 
   The New York Times reported, “Petrosino walked up to Lupo and said something in a low voice. Then the detective's fist shot out and Lupo fell to the floor. Petrosino, according to several eyewitnesses, gave Lupo a “severe beating.”
 
   Soon after his trouncing at the hands of Petrosino, Saietta met with Joe Morello and the Terranova brothers. 
 
   Raising a glass of wine in a toast, Saietta told his fellow Black Handers, “He has ruined many. Here's a drink to our success here and the hope of debt to him. It is a pity that it must be done stealthily – that he cannot first be made to suffer, as he has made so many others suffer. But he guards his hide so well that it will have to be done quickly.”
 
   In early February 1909, New York City Police Commissioner Theodore Bingham decided, that in addition to the “Italian Squad,” he would form a 14-man “Secret Service” branch of the New York City Police Department. Bingham appointed Petrosino as the leader of the Secret Service and gave him the directive to “crush the Black Hand and drive the anarchists from the city.”
 
   However, the Secret Service was not so secret after all.
 
   Days after the creation of the Secret Service squad, Police Commissioner Bingham directed Petrosino to travel to Palermo on the island of Sicily to gather documentation on Sicilian immigrants in the United States who were wanted for serious crimes in their native land. The plan was to get the goods on these men, then deport them to Italy to stand trial for their crimes. Petrosino’s trip was supposed to be such a secret that his squad was told Petrosino was home sick with a serious illness.
 
   However, on Feb. 20, 1909, just days before Petrosino was scheduled to depart for Italy aboard the liner Duca di Genova, the New York Herald published an article detailing Petrosino’s supposedly secret trip (the source of these leaks was later determined to be Police Commissioner Bingham himself).
 
   Even though it was now common knowledge in New York City and around the world that Petrosino was traveling to Sicily in order to expedite the deportations of hundreds of Italian criminals in America, Petrosino foolishly thought the Sicilian Mafia, like the American Mafia, would never kill a policeman of Petrosino’s stature. 
 
   Leaving behind his wife and three-year-old daughter, Petrosino boarded the Duca di Genova, which was bound for Genoa, Italy (in northern Italy – the opposite end from Sicily), using the alias “Simone Velletri.” He carried on board only two yellow suitcases.
 
   At first, Petrosino, staying surreptitiously in first-class, locked himself in his room and had his meals delivered to him. But after a few days, Petrosino ventured topside and told the passengers he met that he was on his way to Italy to find a cure for a digestive discomfort.
 
   However, since Petrosino’s face had been often splashed across the front pages of the New York City newspapers, it was almost impossible for him not to be recognized. One person who did recognize Petrosino was the ship's purser, Carlo Longobardi. Petrosino begged Longobardi not to tell anyone on the ship about his true identity.
 
   After a few days at sea, Petrosino ran into a shady character who called himself Francesco Delli Bovi. Petrosino thought he recognized this man, but not under the name Delli Bovi. When the ship docked in Genoa, Petrosino tried to follow Delli Bovi, but the mysterious man disappeared.
 
   Petrosino did not stay in Genoa, but instead he took the first train available to Rome. In Rome, Petrosino went directly to the United States Embassy to meet Ambassador Lloyd Griscom. The purpose of this meeting was for Petrosino to gather information about as many as 200 Italian criminals living in the United States whom Petrosino wanted deported to Italy. 
 
   While Petrosino was in Rome, the Italian newspaper L'Araldo Italiano ran an article detailing Petrosino’s Italian excursion, saying that Petrosino’s final destination was Palermo, Sicily. This article, which only could have been leaked from inside the New York City Police Department, was rerun in several other European newspapers, the most notable of which was the New York Herald's European edition.
 
   While walking the streets of Rome, Petrosino bumped into two journalists with whom he had a passing acquaintance in New York City. Petrosino told the scribes that his trip was a secret, and he begged them not to write anything about him being in Italy. The men told Petrosino his visit was not so secret at all, and the story of his arrival in Italy had been in all the European newspapers, including that his final destination was Palermo. 
 
   This information spooked Petrosino, and he decided not to travel directly to Palermo. Instead, he quietly boarded a train for Naples, which is in the southern part of Italy’s mainland. In Naples, Petrosino bribed the captain of a small ship to take him to Palermo. 
 
   On Feb. 28, when Petrosino arrived in Palermo, he was certain he had not been followed. However,  he was still oblivious to the fact it was not safe for him in a town teeming with cutthroat Mafiosos who knew why he was there.
 
   Petrosino, who should have had eyes in the back of his head in Palermo, strutted around town with a minimum of caution. Although he registered at the Hotel de France under the fictitious name of Guglielmo De Simone, Petrosino inexplicably opened a bank account under his own name at the Banca Commerciale. To compound his foolhardiness, Petrosino dined nightly at the Café Oreto and even told the waiters his real name. Petrosino foolishly figured that a famous police officer like Lieut. Joseph Petrosino was safe in the streets of Palermo, a town noted for its treachery.
 
   By March 7, after meeting several times with Mr. Bishop of the American Consul in Palermo, Petrosino had accumulated more than 100 more penal certificates for wanted criminals in Sicily, making his total tally of Italian men he wanted deported from the United States to Italy at more than 300.
 
   On March 6, Petrosino met Baldassare Ceola, the Commissioner of Police in Palermo. Ceola was unimpressed with Petrosino’s competence.  
 
   In a letter to the prefect of Palermo, Ceola wrote, “I saw at once that Lieut. Petrosino, to his disadvantage, was not a man of excessive education.” 
 
   Ceola also felt that Petrosino was imprudent, since Petrosino turned down the services of a police bodyguard. Also, Mr. Bishop of the American Consul forbade Petrosino to take a trip into the interior of Sicily. But Petrosino told Mr. Bishop he was afraid of nothing.
 
   Back in New York City, Joe Morello and Ignazio Saietta were getting daily reports on Petrosino’s activities from their moles in Palermo. While in New York City, Petrosino was almost untouchable, because, as Saietta told Morello, “Damn detective. The devil guards himself too thoroughly. When he walks it is with a loaded revolver in his hand covered by a pocket and two policemen without their blue coats walk near him eyeing everyone.”
 
   Both Mafiosos knew that in Palermo, Petrosino was a sitting duck for anyone brave enough to pull a trigger.
 
   While Petrosino was still on board the Duca di Genova, thinking two moves ahead of Petrosino, Morello and Saietta sent two of their best killers - Carlo Constantino and Antonio Passananti - to Palermo to await Petrosino’s arrival. In Palermo, the two men hooked up with the top Mafioso in Sicily, a brutal thug named Don Vito Cascio Ferro. Cascio Ferro had a personal bone to pick with Petrosino, since in 1903, due to extreme pressure put on Cascio Ferro by Petrosino’s quest to find the killers in the “Barrel Murder,” the head Mafioso was forced to flee New York City and hurry back to Sicily.
 
   On the rainy Friday night of March 12, 1909, Petrosino went to have his nightly dinner at the Café Oreto. He was wearing a raincoat and carrying an umbrella. Petrosino took his customary table with his back to the wall so that he could see anyone who entered the restaurant. 
 
   According to the waiters present, Petrosino was in the middle of his meal when two men came into the restaurant and marched to Petrosino’s table. These two men had a heated conversation with Petrosino, who did not rise from his chair, but instead dismissed the two men with an angry wave of his hand. After the men exited the restaurant, Petrosino threw three lira on the table and then quickly followed the men outside.
 
   At 8:50 p.m., Petrosino was talking with the two men in the piazza of the Garibaldi Garden, when people nearby heard five shots ring out. When a passerby arrived soon afterwards, he found Petrosino dead, with bullet holes in his cheek, his throat, and in the back of his head. Petrosino’s revolver was held tightly in his hand, with two chambers empty. 
 
   Petrosino had documents in his pockets with names and information on several Sicilian criminals. There was also a postcard addressed to his wife, which said, “A kiss for you and my little girl, who has spent three months far from her daddy.”
 
   Police reports said that three men were involved in Petrosino’s murder, one of whom was alleged to be Don Vito Cascio Ferro himself. When questioned later by the police, Cascio Ferro had an airtight alibi. He said at the time of Petrosino’s murder he was dining at the home of a Sicilian member of the Italian Parliament, and there were several honorable witnesses who could verify this fact. 
 
   However, a report was delivered to the police saying that Cascio Ferro had slipped away during dinner and was gone long enough to participate in Petrosino’s murder. This report also said Cascio Ferro then slipped back to the dinner party without anyone noticing he had been absent.
 
   Unfortunately, this report could not be confirmed.
 
   Immediately after Petrosino’s murder, the police offered a 10,000 lira award (around $2,000 – a kingly sum at the time) for information leading to the arrest of Petrosino’s assassins. However, the local Mafia circulated word on the streets of Palermo that any snitches would receive the same treatment as Petrosino. As a result, no one was ever arrested for the murder of New York City Police Lieut. Joseph Petrosino. 
 
   Soon after Petrosino’s murder, a man called John Lupo, brother of Ignazio “Lupo the Wolf” Saietta, was heard saying in his Hoboken, N.J., store that one of the reasons Petrosino was killed was because of the vicious beating Petrosino had given Saietta in Saietta’s Little Italy grocery store.
 
   The tremors felt in New York City caused by Petrosino’s murder were sudden and severe. Due to the newspaper leaks concerning Petrosino’s “secret” trip to Italy, Police Commissioner Bingham was immediately fired and his place taken by neophyte, William F. Baker, who oddly enough, in 1913, after an undistinguished career as New York City police commissioner, became president of the Philadelphia Phillies baseball team. 
 
   However, the damage caused by Petrosino’s murder was already done. It was estimated that because of Petrosino’s demise in Palermo, hundreds of Italian criminals were allowed to stay in America, causing murder and mayhem in the New York City streets for the next two generations.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   At the time of Petrosino’s death, Saietta and Morello were running a counterfeiting operation originating in the sleepy upstate town of Highland, N. Y., 50 miles north of New York City. Saietta was the hands-on partner in the operation, while Morello continued operating their rackets in New York City.
 
   After reading the news about Petrosino’s demise in a local Highland newspaper, Saietta turned to an associate named Zu Vincenzo.
 
   “Petrosino was killed!” Saietta said. “It was successful! The way it was done could never have missed in Palermo. It was good he was fool enough to go there.”
 
   Zu Vincenzo opened a bottle of wine and said, “No one will now go to Sicily to search for evidence to use against the Mafia. For in going there they will find death.”
 
   Saietta was somewhat disappointed the Sicilian Mafia would get most of the credit for the Petrosino hit, since the money sent to Palermo to insure the Petrosino hit was raised by the Black Handers in New York City. 
 
   Saietta poured himself and Zu Vincenzo a glass of wine. 
 
   “Some credit is due to us,” Saietta said. “Though the Palermo crowd will get the most.”
 
   Then the  two men toasted the death of their late mortal enemy: New York City Police Lieut. Joseph Petrosino.
 
   However, the Black Handers had an enemy as great as Petrosino, and his name was Deputy Inspector William Flynn, who had taken Petrosino’s place as head of the Secret Service. 
 
   Flynn, an expert detective but a little on the talkative side (especially when talking about himself), had been actively investigating Morello and Saietta since the “Barrel Murders” of 1903. Flynn also knew that Morello, Saietta, and their gang were running an extensive counterfeiting operation, but at the present time Flynn could not uncover where the bills were being printed. However, he was fairly sure they were not being printed in New York City. 
 
   Employing several undercover policemen, Flynn had what he called a “life surveillance” put on Morello. “Life surveillance” was an over-exaggeration, since, because of the lack of police manpower, Morello was only intermittently observed. Still, Morello was certainly on Flynn’s radar, as was Saietta, until Saietta inexplicably disappeared from New York City and went into hiding in Highland where he oversaw the group’s counterfeit printing operations.
 
   In early 1908, Saietta began a large-scale fraud scheme, using his wholesale network of grocery stores in New York City (he imported olive oil and other Italian delicacies from Italy). Saietta operated out of his Mott Street store, while other grocery stores throughout the city were owned by Saietta’s confederates, active not only in the Black Hand extortions, but also in a nationwide counterfeiting operation. 
 
   In November 1908, Saietta filed for bankruptcy concerning his import businesses. As a result, Saietta’s Mott Street store was seized under the orders of the United States court. When the receivers went into the store to examine the books, they found only $1,500 inventory and more than $100,000 in debts. The receivers also discovered that the week before he disappeared, Saietta had made more than $50,000 worth of purchases, but those goods were nowhere to be found. This meant the people who sold Saietta these goods were stiffed of the 50 grand he owned them. (This is called the standard “bust out” scheme, where you buy as much merchandise that you can on credit, sell the merchandise on the black market, pocket the cash, and then file for bankruptcy.)
 
   Saietta’s cohorts in the scheme also filed for bankruptcy around the same time as Saietta.  Antonio Passananti, who had been sent to Sicily by Morello and Saietta to do away with New York City Police Lieut. Joseph Petrosino, owned a wholesale wine business in Brooklyn. He too used the ‘bust out” scheme to close his business and claim bankruptcy. When the receivers investigated Passananti’s store, they found records that he had given huge sums of money to Saietta before they had both disappeared. The New York Times reported that a dozen other Italian wholesale dealers had also gone into the wind, resulting in total liabilities of close to $500,000.
 
   In November of 1909, with Petrosino now deceased, Saietta triumphantly returned to New York City. With his lawyer Charles Barbier in tow, Saietta marched into the bankruptcy receiver’s office and told a tall tale of why he had suddenly left New York City. Saietta said he had been sent a Black Hand extortion letter, and fearing for his life, he had fled to Baltimore, and then Buffalo, before spending the final few weeks at his brother’s grocery store in Hoboken. 
 
   Saietta hired a phalanx of lawyers to fight his creditors, and he returned to his old haunts in New York City, socializing with Morello and other Black Handers. What Saietta did not know was that Inspector Flynn had his men following Saietta. One day, they followed him to Highland,   and now they knew exactly where the counterfeit bills were being printed.
 
                 Flynn had enough evidence to arrest Morello, Saietta, and several other Black Handers who were in on the counterfeiting operation. However, Flynn didn’t want to arrest the minor players first, because he feared Morello would be tipped off and go into hiding. From his surveillance on Morello, Flynn knew Morello lived in a tenement at 207 East 107th  Street. However, Flynn did not know in which apartment Morello resided. One of Flynn’s operatives was 17-year-old Thomas Callahan, who had been posing as a shoeshine boy on 107th Street. 
 
   On the night of Nov. 15, 1909, Callahan spotted Morello, along with Vincenzo Terranova and another man, heading down the block toward their building. Without an exact plan in place, and wanting to know which apartment the Mafiosos inhabited, Callahan immediately ran into the four-story building. The building was totally dark, since the janitor, as was his custom at night, had turned off the interior lights. 
 
   Callahan stopped on the second floor of the tenement. He heard the three men enter the building and begin walking up the steps towards him. Callahan, not knowing exactly what to do, slithered quietly to the top floor. He then realized that the Black Handers, who were always armed, might continue upwards and see him trapped on the 4th  floor with no reason for being there. 
 
   Here is where Callahan made a bold move that might have saved his life.
 
   Like he had nary a care in the world, Callahan started skipping down the stairs. Between the third and fourth-story landing Callahan came face to face with “The Clutch Hand.” 
 
   At first Morello looked puzzled. Then Morello stared Callahan straight in the eye and said, “’Scusa please.” 
 
   Callahan moved to one side of the stairs, and without saying another word, the three Mafiosos passed Callahan and continued to the top floor. Expecting a bullet in his back, Callahan sped down the stairs and out of the building; his heart pumping like a runaway train. 
 
   As he hurried to where the other agents were waiting, Callahan turned around to see if he had been followed out of the building. 
 
   He hadn’t. 
 
   Within minutes after Callahan exited 207 East 107th  Street, Flynn’s agents had surrounded the building; their eyes on the 4th-floor window where the lights were still on. Every so often, they could see one of the men in the room pass the window, but not once did any of the Mafiosos look out of the window. That was a lucky break for Flynn. 
 
   It wasn’t until 11 a.m. the following morning that Flynn decided it was time to make his move.
 
   Flynn, along with six of his best men, including Callahan, quietly entered the building and climbed the steps. Flynn had a skeleton key in his possession, which could open virtually any lock. 
 
   When they reached the door of the 4th-floor apartment, Flynn pressed his ear to the door. He heard no movement inside. He quietly inserted the skeleton key, unlocked the door and with their guns pointed in front of them, Flynn and his agents slowly crept into the apartment. 
 
   The front door opened into the kitchen, but nobody was there. Flynn opened the door to one of the bedrooms, and there was Morello, deep in dreamland and snoring lightly. On a second bed next to him lay his half-brother, Vincent Terranova, also sawing wood.
 
   “We had no intention of waking them,” Flynn later told the press. “Until we were sitting on them.”
 
   Flynn gave the word to his men to pounce, and in seconds, both Morello and Vincent Terranova were in custody. Under Morello’s pillow, the cops found four loaded revolvers; under Terranova’s pillow – five. Certainly, if they were not sleeping, the two men would have put up a hell of a fight.
 
   The noise Flynn’s men made in snagging the two Mafiosos awakened the rest of the apartment’s inhabitants. In seconds, three half-dressed men exited their bedroom, screaming and cursing in Italian. Morello’s wife, Lina, emerged from a third bedroom, her infant daughter in one arm and a huge knife in the other hand. It took two men to subdue Lina and relieve her of her weapon. Still holding her baby tight and incensed the agents had invaded her privacy, Lina spat on them in defiance.
 
   The Italian men tried to create a diversion, so that evidence could be hidden and eventually destroyed. As two Italians started making a fuss, one of Flynn’s men spotted one of the Italians stuffing several letters into Lina Morello’s apron, which lay sprawled on the kitchen table. Thinking no one was watching, Lena grabbed her apron, pulled out several letters, and stuffed them into her infant’s clothing. 
 
   Holding the baby, Lina tried to leave the room. Two burly agents pounced on her and a fierce skirmish ensued. With Lina kicking, screaming and cursing, Flynn was able to search the infant’s clothing. There he found three letters and several more in Lena’s apron. They were all Black Hand letters waiting to be sent to their intended targets. 
 
   However, Flynn’s men did not fare too well in their battle with “Hellcat Lina,” as was evidenced by the several dozen cuts and bruises all over their battered bodies. 
 
   Flynn’s men fanned out and searched the other apartments at 207 East 107th Street. When the dust settled, they had arrested 14 Black Handers and counterfeiters (some men were both). As an added bonus, $3,000 in fake two-dollar bills was found in a paper bag under the bed in the apartment occupied by the Vasi brothers. 
 
   It was a fine roundup for Flynn indeed. But one of the big fish was nowhere to be found: Ignazio “Lupo the Wolf” Saietta.
 
   As the search for Saietta continued, other members of Morello’s and Saietta’s crew were arrested throughout the city. Domenico Milone was arrested at a grocery store at East 97th Street; Antonio LoBaido, Frank Columbo, Giuseppe Mercurio, and Luciano Maddi were among the others snagged by the police.
 
   Failure of communication within the New York City police department delayed Saietta’s arrest on the Highland counterfeiting charges. On Nov. 18, 1909, just three days after the arrest of Morello and his gang, Saietta was arrested for extorting a man named Manzella, a Manhattan store owner who claimed Saietta had ruined his business. 
 
   On Nov. 22, Manzella, not surprisingly, got cold feet and refused to appear in court for Saietta’s arraignment. The Manzella case was dropped, but Saietta was immediately arrested under a bench warrant dated April 21, which charged him with being in possession of counterfeit money way back in 1902. The bail was set at $5,000, which Saietta immediately posted. 
 
   As a result, Saietta walked out of court a free man. When the New York City police department finally got their communication wires uncrossed, they realized they had their man in the clutches, but they had let him escape.
 
   On Nov. 26, the New York City police department issued an internal proclamation saying that any officer who could arrest Saietta in connection with the Highland counterfeiting case would immediately be promoted to first-grade detective. As it turned out, because of an unrelated case of a piano theft, Saietta fell right into Flynn’s hands.
 
   The piano was stolen in Hoboken, N.  J. by a man who was described as an “Italian immigrant.” This man was traced to a home at 8804 Bay 16th Street, in the Bath Beach section of Brooklyn. When the police arrived at that address, they found Saietta, who had rented the house under the name of Joe LaPresti. Saietta was arrested, along with fellow counterfeiter, Giuseppe Palermo. When the police searched the house, they discovered a loaded revolver, Black Hand letters, phony passports, and three bank books under the names John Lupo, Joseph LaPresti, and Giuseppe LaPresti.
 
   Saietta, realizing he should have used the phony passports while he had a chance to leave the country, offered the arresting officer a $100 bribe as payment for letting Saietta escape arrest. The police officer refused the bribe and received his promotion to first-grade detective instead.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The counterfeiting trial of the Black Handers commenced on Jan. 26, 1910, in a federal courthouse on Houston Street. It turned out to be a raucous carnival show, showcasing crying clowns as the main act. 
 
   The judge was the honorable George Ray, and there were eight defendants, including the stars of the show: Joe “The Clutch Hand” Morello and Ignazio “Lupo the Wolf” Saietta. They were represented by attorney Mirabeau Towns, who was born in Alabama and went to law school in Atlanta, Ga. Towns was notable by the fact that he sometimes presented his court addresses in verse, which could not have pleased Judge Ray too much. 
 
   There were 60 witnesses in all put forth by the state. The main witness against the counterfeiters was a timid little man named Antonio Comito, who was kidnapped by the Black Handers, and along with his wife, forced to do the actual printing of the counterfeit bills in Highland. Comito told the court he and his wife personally printed $46,000 worth of counterfeit bills.
 
    Comito also said when New York City Police Lieut. Joseph Petrosino was killed, Saietta had commented, “We did a fine job with Petrosino in Sicily.”
 
   The trial came to its conclusion on Feb. 19, 1910, and it took the jury only 1½ hours to come back with eight guilty verdicts.
 
   At the eight mens’ sentencing, the theatrics began. 
 
   Giuseppe Morello was the first defendant called before Judge Ray for sentencing. 
 
   According to published reports, “Morello was cringing before the judge. He held out his left hand, deformed from birth, for the inspection of Judge Ray. This was the hand that Morello was averse to showing to the jury that had tried him. He was the father of a family, he said (through an interpreter), and if the dear court would only suspend his sentence, he would go to Italy at once.
 
   “But Judge Ray told Morello that he might serve 15 years and pay a fine of $500 on the first count against him, and serve 10 years and pay another $500 on the second count against him. Morello didn’t wait for the interpreter to tell him the bad news. He dropped into a faint, and he had to be picked up and carried to the pen by the deputies.”
              Big, bad “Lupo the Wolf” was next in line for sentencing. 
 
   Newspaper reports said, “Was Lupo the brave and nervy criminal that he had been supposed? Not for a moment. He began to weep before he reached the bar, and by the time Judge Ray had finished asking him what he had to say, he had used up one whole handkerchief with his tears. His thick, fat body shook with emotion as he told the court how the murder charge against him (in Italy) was all wrong, and he had been hounded by the police in two countries.
 
   “Judge Ray, getting in words between Lupo’s sobs, told Lupo that he had passed sentence on himself as to the old murder case when he fled from Italy instead of standing trial.”
 
   Judge Ray then told Saietta, “I believe you and Morello were at the head of this undertaking. You have been convicted. I sentence you to 15 years and a fine of $500 on the first count and 15 years and a similar fine on the second count.” 
 
   Still crying like a baby, Lupo was led back to his cell to finish his blubbering in private.
 
   Judge Ray then passed sentence on the remaining six men; giving the eight convicted criminals a total 150 years in prison. 
 
   The incarceration of Saietta and Morello effectively ended the Black Hand extortion letter scheme in America, but it did not end their lives of crime. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   With Morello and Saietta both behind bars for the foreseeable future, Nick Terranova took control of their old gang. With counterfeiting out of the question and the Black Hand letters a thing of the past, Nick, with the help of his brother, Ciro, branched out into other criminal endeavors, including loansharking and the very profitable numbers rackets. Ciro also expanded the family’s importing business and soon became known as the “Artichoke King,” because he got a piece of the sale of every artichoke that was imported into the United States. 
 
   And Italians love their artichokes.
 
   Of course, a murder or two was always in the cards, especially if a dupe was reluctant to pay his debt, or if an enterprising gangster decided to move in on their territory. This, in fact, happened in 1915, when trouble came in the form of Neapolitan Cammora gangster Don Pelligrino Morano, the boss of the rackets in Brooklyn. 
 
   Morano, not satisfied with controlling only Brooklyn, started moving in on the Terranova territory in Greenwich Village and in East Harlem. To thwart the competition, the Terranova gang wiped out Cammora gang member Nick Del Guido. Morano responded when he whacked Goise Gallucci, a Harlem politician, who was also a made member of the Mafia and very close to the Terranovas.
 
   After a peace summit was offered by Nick Terranova but spurned by Morano, bodies began piling up in both the boroughs of Manhattan and Brooklyn. 
 
   Suddenly, Morano had a change of heart and he said, sure, he’d meet Nick Terranova to discuss their differences. Morano told Nick Terranova he’d guarantee his safety if Nick agreed to meet him at Vollero’s Café on Navy Street in downtown Brooklyn, not far from the Brooklyn Bridge. 
 
   Nick Terranova arrived at Vollero’s Café with his bodyguard, Charles Ubriaco. After they exited their car, Morano’s men filled them with lead, rendering them quite dead. 
 
   Unfortunately for Morano, there was a turncoat in his crew, who ratted him and his cohorts to the cops. As a result, Morano and seven of his men were convicted of the murders of Nick Terranova and Charles Ubriaco and sentenced to life in prison. This “life sentence” lasted only three years, when Morano, pulling strings in two continents, was deported back to Italy (in those days, no matter what crime you committed, there was always a politician to be bought for the right price).
 
   As for Ciro Terranova, he was not such a tough guy after all and certainly not qualified to run a gang. In the early 1920’s, Terranova hooked up with up the new Italian sheriff in town: Joe “The Boss” Masseria, who had taken over all the Italian rackets in New York City. In 1931, Masseria’s second-in-command, Lucky Luciano, decided to take out his boss and side with Salvatore Maranzano in what was called the Castellammarese War. 
 
   First, Luciano lured Masseria to the Nuova Villa Tammaro Restaurant in Coney Island. As Bugsy Siegel, Vito Genovese, Albert Anastasia, and Joe Adonis rushed into the restaurant to finish off Masseria, Ciro Terranova sat outside at the wheel of the getaway car. When the killers emerged triumphantly, Terranova, his knees knocking, was unable to get the car into gear.
 
   Annoyed and disgusted, Siegel pushed Terranova aside and drove the getaway car himself. 
 
   When the news got back to Luciano about Terranova’s lack of courage, he banished him from the mob. Terranova became a pariah in New York City crime circles and was unable to earn enough money to eat a decent meal. Soon, whatever money Terranova ran out, and he died a broke and a broken man on Feb. 20, 1938.
 
   As for Saietta and Joe Morello, even though they were sentenced to 30 years and 25 years in jail, respectively, by the early 1920s they were both out on the streets, causing murder and mayhem again.
 
   There is some disagreement as to how it actually came down, but in 1920 Joe Morello, having served only 10 years of a 25-year sentence, was released from prison. There were reports that as early as 1911, Morello had tried to cut a deal with the government in exchange of information about the murder of New York City Police Lieut. Joseph Petrosino. However, there is no concrete evidence to back up this theory, but the fact remains, Morello was released from prison early for no stated reason.
 
   After first trying to gain control of the rackets again and failing, Morello, like Ciro Terranova, joined the forces of Joe “The Boss” Masseria. Masseria, knowing Morello was a capable and willing killer, made Morello his bodyguard and a top captain in his crew.
 
   Unfortunately for Morello, he got caught in the crosshairs of the Castellammarese War. 
 
   On Aug. 15, 1930, while Morello was counting money in an apartment at 352 East 116th  Street with two other mobsters, Sebastiano Domingo, known as “Buster from Chicago” and another unnamed assassin burst into the apartment and began firing their guns. Morello’s two confederates were killed instantly. But “The Clutch Hand” would not go down without a fight. 
 
   Three decades later, Mafia turncoat Joe Valachi said “Buster from Chicago” had once told him, “Morello was tough. He kept running around the office, and we had to give him a few more shots before he went down.” 
 
   In all, it took eight bullets to send Giuseppe Morello into the hereafter; mostly likely downstairs, where there is plenty of fire and no air-conditioning.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   With a little help from the United States government, Ignacio “Lupo the Wolf” Saietta lasted a few years longer than Morello. In 1920, even though he had been sentenced to 30 years in prison, Saietta was somehow released on parole from a federal prison in Atlanta, Ga. Soon afterward, United States President Warren G. Harding commuted the remaining 20 years of Saietta’s sentence, on the condition that Saietta never return to a life of crime. Considering Saietta’s past, that condition was so ridiculous it deserves no comment. 
 
   However, there is also no proof that President Harding ever received any benefits, monetary or otherwise, for releasing Saietta into society.
 
   Right out of the pen, Saietta tried to insinuate himself back into the New York City Italian mob. However, Saietta’s methods were predicated so much on violence, Joe “The Boss” Masseria - unlike when he accepted Morello into his fold with open arms - banished Saietta to Brooklyn, where Masseria allowed Saietta to run a small Italian lottery.
 
   However, “Lupo the Wolf” was hungry for more money. As a result, he decided to run a “baker’s union scam,” whereby he forced all the bakers in Brooklyn to join his union, or else. 
 
   In 1936, when Saietta had reached the age of 60, his little extortion racket came under the scrutiny of Brooklyn District Attorney William F. X. Geoghan. Geoghan got a copy of Saietta’s pardon agreement with President Harding, which said only the President of the United States could cancel the agreement if Saietta returned to the rackets. 
 
   As a result, Geoghan, through New York Gov. Herbert Lehman, wrote a letter to then-President Franklin D. Roosevelt which said, “I am sending you an application for the revocation of the commutation of the sentence of Ignazio Saietta, alias ‘Lupo the Wolf.’
 
   “I am exceedingly interested in this case. A few months ago I received a letter (the identity of the writer of that letter was not given out) that Italian people engaged in the bakery business were being intimidated by ‘Lupo the Wolf.’
 
   “Of course, I know you agree with me that it is disgraceful that men of the type of Ignazio Saietta are permitted to carry on their pernicious activities for years and years. If it is at all possible in the powers vested in you, I would most earnestly urge the commutation of the sentence of Lupo be revoked. And that he be deported from the country.
 
   “After an examination of the application I feel confident that you and the Attorney General of the United States will readily wish to cooperate.”
 
   This letter led to “Lupo the Wolf’s” goose being finally cooked.
 
   After examining the evidence, President Roosevelt signed a warrant that permitted Detective Edward Murphy of the Bath Beach precinct to arrest Saietta at his residence at 7316 15th  Avenue in Brooklyn. 
 
   Saietta violently protested his arrest, “shaking his white mane violently,” and claiming his innocence. Nevertheless, Saietta was taken to the Federal House of Detention, and seven hours later, handcuffed to two Federal marshals, he was deposited on a train at Penn Station - destination: the Atlanta Federal Prison to serve out the rest of his sentence.
 
   Saietta was released from prison in December of 1946, but he died from natural causes less than a month later. 
 
   Lupo the Wolf’s death removed the last remnants of the Black Hand from the American soil they had so brutally sullied with the blood of mostly innocent men.
 
    
 
   This brings us to:
 
    
 
    
 
   The Boys from Brownsville
 
    
 
   They started out as punk kids looking to make a small score anyway they could. However, the Boys from Brownsville advanced to being the right arm of Murder Incorporated; the most blood-thirsty organization in the history of America.
 
   In the early 1920’s, the Shapiro brothers controlled the illegal activities in the Brownsvile section of Brooklyn with an iron fist. Meyer was the second-oldest, and he ran the show. Nothing was beneath Meyer, and he once claimed he owned 15 brothels in Brownsvile, with no partners except his brothers to share in the proceeds. 
 
   “I’m the boss of Brownsville,” Meyer said to anyone who doubted his clout.
 
   Irving was the oldest Shapiro brother; not as bright or as tough as Meyer, but still considered the second-in-charge. Willie was the youngest of the three - not too bright and not too tough - not a good combination in the mean streets of Brownsville. Willie was basically considered a joke and lucky to have been born into the Shapiro family.
 
   Besides running broads, the Shapiro brothers cornered the market in Brownsville on illegal booze and illegal slot machines. To continue to operate untouched, Meyer was smart enough to pay tribute to the bigger mob bosses from the other parts of Brooklyn (Meyer didn’t consider them partners; just the cost of doing business). 
 
   “We got everything straightened out our way,” Meyer told his brothers. “As long as we stay in our own backyard, we’ve got nothing to worry about.”
 
   Then, a young street punk named Abe “Kid Twist” Reles began having ideas. 
 
   Reles’s father, Abraham, was an Austrian Jew; a humble man who had come to America to seek a better life. Upon his arrival in the “Mountain of Gold,” Abraham Reles supported his family by doing piece work in Manhattan’s Garment Center. Soon, he had saved enough money to start his own business - selling knishes on the streets of Brooklyn with his mobile stand, which Abraham Reles pushed from street corner to street corner looking for the busiest spot.
 
   Abe Reles was a stocky 5-foot-2-inch menace with the large and powerful hands of a 6-footer. He abhorred his father’s honorable way of life. Reles quit school after the eighth grade and went to work as a gofer for the Shapiros. The Shapiros used Reles for the most menial of tasks; running errands and sometimes keeping an eye on one of the many Shapiro-brothers-owned slot machines. 
 
   One day, Reles took a bullet in his back while minding a Shapiro slot machine (a mere flesh wound), but this got Reles to thinking. 
 
   He told his childhood pal Martin “Buggsy” Goldstein, “Why do we have to take the leftovers? We should cut a piece. The hell with those guys.”
 
                 (It was about this time that Reles took  the nickname "Kid Twist," in honor of a previous New York City Jewish mobster named Max "Kid Twist" Zwerbach, who was killed in front of a Coney Island dance hall in 1908. Ironically, both Kid Twists met their end in Coney Island.)
 
   Reles was the pied piper, and Goldstein was his follower. Whereas Reles was a tough runt who could kill with the best of them, the hulking Goldstein was the definition of street muscle. Reles snapped his fingers, and Goldstein jumped to attention and did what Reles told him to do. Reles decided that he and Goldstein should go into business for themselves; nothing big, maybe a few slot machines and a single brothel for starters. 
 
   However, Reles knew the Shapiros had too many men on the street and that he needed to make alliances with other street toughs in order to bring his plans to fruition. Reles told Buggsy they should pay a little visit to Happy and the Dasher.
 
   Harry “Happy” Maione and Frank “Dasher” Abbandando were two Italian good-for-nothings who headed the “Ocean Hill Hooligans,” a ruthless street gang which ran the bookmaking and loansharking operations in Ocean Hill, Brooklyn, which was adjacent to Brownsville. Maione, the elder of the two, was the boss; Abbandando was his second-in-command.
 
   “Dasher” got his nickname because he had been a dashing baseball player for the Elmira Reformatory where he had spent most of his youth. In fact, people said the hulking Abbandando could have been a hell-of-a professional baseball player if that had been his bent. The movie-star-handsome Dasher also had a slight problem with women: he enjoyed raping them. Years later, as he awaited his murder trial, Dasher admitted he had participated in dozens of rapes, but he denied one rape in particular. 
 
   “That one didn’t count,” Dasher said. “I married her later.” 
 
   Dasher’s usual mode of murder was the ice pick, because, “It didn’t make too much noise.” 
 
   Happy Maione was short and mean, with beady eyes that seemed to bore a hole into the forehead of the person he was berating. In fact, Happy was called “Happy” because a smile rarely crossed his protruding lips. 
 
   Once, in order to kill someone who Murder Incorporated said needed to go, the slender Maione dressed up as a sexy woman and knocked on the apartment door of his mark (after removing the light bulb in the hallway, of course). The sucker eyed what he thought was an attractive dame in the peephole of his door (for once Maione was smiling; his fake eye-lashed eyes were fluttering too). As a result, the mark opened the door with the glee of a schoolboy on his first date. As soon as the door flung open, Maione and his accomplice dotted the victim with several bullet holes.
 
   Abe Reles figured mean thugs like Happy and the Dasher would be swell partners in a takeover of the Brownsville rackets. He approached the Dasher first.
 
                  “How about we get together for a little bookmaking?” Reles told the Dasher. “We could handle some betting; you here, and me and Buggsy in Brownsville.”
 
   The Dasher was not too sure this was the right thing to do.
 
   “I don’t know. Me and Happy are okay here,” the Dasher said. “And what about those Shapiros? They won’t like it.”
 
   “Let me worry about those bums,” Reles said. “I’m for Kid Reles from here on in.”
 
   Reles set up a meeting between himself and Buggsy, and Happy and the Dasher. Reles got right to the point.
 
   “Those bums can be taken,” Reles told Happy. 
 
   Happy was willing to listen, but not too eager to join forces.
 
   “What’s on your mind?” Happy said.
 
   “Listen, if we put a mob together we could take everything over,” Reles said.               
 
   Happy was still unconvinced.  “Look, I’m the boss of Ocean Hill, and I get left alone. Why should I stick my neck out?”
 
   “You throw in with us, and we all move in,” Reles said. 
 
   “Where do I fit in if I do?” Happy said.
 
   “Simple,” Reles said. “We take care of the Shapiros; then we take over. Everything goes into the pot: Brownsville, East New York, Ocean Hill – everything. Then we cut down the middle.”
 
   Happy, who secretly hated Reles (and he knew Reles hated him, too), told Reles he’d think about it. 
 
   Happy then approached his mentor, Louis Capone, about Reles’s proposition. Capone (no relation to Al Capone) was ostensibly a Brooklyn restaurateur, but was, in fact, a big-time gangster with close ties to Mafioso like Joe “Adonis” Doto and Albert “The Lord High Executioner” Anastasia. Capone was knee-deep in loan-sharking and was also a force in several labor union rackets.
 
   New York City District Attorney William O’Dwyer once told the New York Times, “Capone had his fingers dipped in every dirty crime committed by the organized crime gangs. He was the contact between lesser lights like Reles, Straus, Maione, and Goldstein, and bosses like Anastasia and Buchalter (Louie Lepke). But he was not a real head of the mob.”
 
   Happy figured if Capone gave his blessing for a marriage between Happy and Reles, it must be the right thing to do. So Happy laid out Reles’s plan to Capone.
 
   Without hesitation, Capone told Happy. “It sounds real good, Hap.” 
 
   Capone even convinced Happy to take in another Capone protégé, Vito Gurino, a 5 foot-6-inch, 265-pound ox, who could kill someone as easily as eating a meatball sandwich. This gave the Reles-Maione crew one more valuable assassin in their war against the Shapiros.
 
   So the alliance was made, and Abe Reles’s and Happy Maione’s gangs merged into one formidable group of killers. The Shapiros had a few proficient gunslingers of their own, but with the addition of his new torpedoes, the tide seemed to be turning in Reles’s favor.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Word spread quickly around Brownsville about Reles’s and Maione’s ambitions, and Meyer Shapiro was not too happy. 
 
   “Brownsville belongs to us,” Meyer told his brothers. “Nobody moves in here.”
 
   Reles’s first order of business was to approach a young punk named Joey Silvers (Silverstein), who was one of the dupes the Shapiros used for their small stuff. Reles paid Silvers, and he paid him well, to tip off Reles whenever there was an opportunity to ambush the Shapiros and kill all three brothers in one place at one time. Soon, Silvers contacted Reles and told Reles that all three Shapiros were holed up in a gambling house and would be leaving shortly, making them naked to a sneak attack. 
 
   Not having time to assemble the rest of the crew, Reles and Buggsy brought along a new confederate named George DeFeo. When they arrived at the gambling house, sure enough, the Shapiros’ car was parked right out front. Reles’s plan was to icepick the tires and then nail the Shapiros as they approached their car. 
 
   However, before Reles could even pull out the icepick, the Shapiros opened fire from the safety of the house. Buggsy took a bullet in his nose, and Reles absorbed another one in his stomach. DeFeo was shot dead instantly. 
 
   Reles and Buggsy made it to safety, and with the help of a mobbed-up doctor, they slowly licked their wounds and began figuring out how to take out Silvers for his betrayal, along with the Shapiros.
 
   However, Reles had underestimated the depravity of Meyer Shapiro.
 
   One cool autumn night, Meyer Shapiro jumped into his jalopy, and he scanned the streets of Brownsville looking to hurt Reles where it hurt most: below the belt. He spotted the pretty young thing while she was window shopping at a local clothing store. 
 
   She was the 18-year-old girlfriend of Abe “Kid Twist” Reles.
 
   Shapiro swerved his car to the curb, and before the girl knew what was happening, she was in Shapiro’s car, kicking and screaming, but no match for a hardened thug like Shapiro. 
 
   Shapiro drove with one hand, and with his free hand he slapped and punched the girl into submission. 
 
   Then Shapiro sped to a secluded area on the outskirts of Brownsvile, and he raped Abe Reles’s girlfriend. And if that wasn’t enough, as an added message, Shapiro pummeled the young girl’s face with both fists, as if she were a man. 
 
   After the young girl’s face was a grotesque mask of blood, bumps, and bruises, Shapiro opened the passenger door and kicked her to curb. She lay there for a while, and then she dragged herself to her feet and staggered back to Brownsville. 
 
   She told Reles what had happened, and her swollen face told everything.
 
   Reles was incensed; women were off limits. 
 
   Reles slowly plotted his revenge. 
 
   Reles’s first order of business was to recruit another strong-arm for his crew. He picked a dilly in Harry “Pittsburgh Phil” Strauss, destined to be the most deranged killer in the history of Brownsville, if not in the entire United States of America. 
 
   Strauss, who had never been to Pittsburgh (he just liked the name), was called “Pep” by his friends. It was later said Strauss liked committing murder so much (it was reported he killed anywhere from 100 to 500 people), he often volunteered for murder contracts because, as District Attorney William O'Dwyer once said, “Just for the lust to kill.” 
 
   Strauss was a connoisseur in the art of killing. He used whatever weapon available, but his favorites were the ice pick (like his compatriot Dasher), and a length of rope, which Strauss used to truss up his victims backwards from ankles to throat, and then let them linger there as he watched them strangle themselves to death.
 
   Reles later said, “When we got Pep it was like we put on a whole new troupe.”
 
   Reles also recruited a nasty Irish killer named Seymour “Blue Jaw” Magoon, who got his moniker from the fact that he had a five o’clock shadow all day long.
 
   Healed from his wounds, Reles called for a meeting with Happy and both crews.
 
                  “Now what happens?” Happy said.
 
   “Well, the Shapiros have to be hit,” Reles said. “We can’t just muscle them out; they got to go. And remember, the first one is Meyer. I got something to square him for.”
 
   The Shapiros knew they were hunted men, but they were lucky Reles and his crew couldn’t hit the side of a barn with a scatter-gun at five paces. 
 
   For the next year, Reles and his boys stalked the streets of Brownsvile looking for the Shapiros; especially Meyer Shapiro. They spotted Meyer 18 times and 18 times their bullets missed the mark. On the 19th  try, Reles finally wounded Shapiro and two innocent bystanders, but the wound was superficial and Meyer Shapiro escaped, still very much alive.
 
   In early July of 1931, Irving Shapiro convinced Meyer that maybe they should relax and take a ride for the day to Monticello in the Catskill Mountains to visit old pal Jack Siegal, who was on trial for running illegal slot machines.
 
   “You look a little jumpy, Meyer,” Irv said. “We can run up and see if we can do anything for Jack. The ride will do you good.”
 
   Since he was tired of being a clay pigeon for Reles’s inept shooting gallery, Meyer agreed to take the day off and breathe in some of that clean, fresh, upstate country air.
 
   By this time, Abe Reles had his long tentacles throughout Brownsvile and his ears firmly to the ground. Minutes after Irv and Meyer Shapiro left town, Reles knew about their little country excursion. Reles quickly assembled his crew and presented his plan.
 
   “There’s a card game at the Democratic Club on Sheffield Avenue tonight,” Reles said. “Those rats are sure to be back for it. They figure to leave Monticello around four-five o’clock. That would get them down here about eight. They’ll eat and be at the club say, 10-11 o’clock. We’ll be there when they come out.”
 
   Reles was almost exact in his calculations. 
 
   Around 1 a.m., with Reles and his crew loaded for bear, Irv and Meyer Shapiro exited the Democratic Club and headed for their cars. The only problem was - about a dozen other card players exited at the same time, forming a shield around the Shapiro brothers. Before Reles and his crew could get off a clean shot, the Shapiro brother were safely in their car and gone.
 
   Reles was steaming mad, but he would not be deterred. 
 
   “Quick, over to their house!” Reles told his crew. “They’ll head there!”
 
   Reles and his men sped over to 691 Blake Avenue; the apartment building where the Shapiros lived. The Shapiros’ car was nowhere in sight.
 
   “Good, we beat them here,” Reles said. “Now we go in the hall and wait. Remember, Meyer goes first.”
 
   They snuck into the hallway of the apartment building, removed the overhead light bulb, and waited in the dark. Luckily, no other residents entered the apartment building, and luckily for Meyer Shapiro, he had decided he needed a nice rubdown at a nearby bathhouse.
 
   “I don’t think I’ll go home,” Meyer had told Irv in the car. “I’m still jumpy. Drop me off at the Cleveland Baths. I’ll stay there overnight. Maybe it will loosen me up.”
 
   Irv Shapiro did as his brother requested, and after he parked his car near the entrance to his apartment building, Irv entered the darkened vestibule. 
 
   Reles hesitated, realizing it was Irv and not Meyer Shapiro, whom he wanted badly. However, before he could say anything, the rest of his crew commenced firing. 
 
   When the smoke cleared, Irving Shapiro, hit 18 times, was splattered dead on the tiled floor.
 
   Scratch Shapiro brother No. 1.
 
   Nine days later, on July 19, 1931, Meyer Shapiro was strolling down Church Avenue and East 58th Street in the East New York section of Brooklyn, when a dark sedan pulled up next to him, and three gunmen started firing. 
 
   Shapiro jumped into his car and tried to escape, with the sedan speeding after him. 
 
   Policeman Harold Schreck was driving nearby when he heard the gunfire. He rushed to where the shots had come from, and he spotted the dark sedan careening straight toward him. 
 
   Not seeing Shapiro speeding away for his life, Policeman Schreck ordered the driver of the sedan to pull over, but the sedan whizzed past him. 
 
   Policeman Schreck made a U-turn and gave chase; his right hand driving and his left hand firing a gun at the speeding sedan. 
 
   Soon, Schreck was joined by another police car manned by policemen Joe Fleming, with his partner Harry Phelps riding shotgun. The two police cars chased the sedan onto the streetcar tracks. 
 
   The sedan skidded all over the road, almost tipping over several times, but it always regained its balance. At one point, Policeman Schreck spotted a pistol being flung from the car into an empty lot on Sutter Avenue. 
 
   The chase ended at Livonia and Howard Avenues, where the three gangsters sprung from the car and tried to flee on foot. The cops jumped out of their two cars and caught all three men before they could get very far. 
 
   The three men turned out to be Abe Reles, Harry Strauss, and Dasher Abbandando, who had obviously lost his skills at “dashing.” The cops also found a sawed-off shotgun near the sedan (which had been stolen six days earlier at the corner of Pitkin and Stone). It was obvious; the hot shotgun had recently been discharged. 
 
   The three thugs were arrested, but they refused to talk. 
 
   The police had information that Reles and his boys were “out to get” Meyer Shapiro, but Shapiro, only slightly wounded, went into hiding. With no dead body and no one to issue a complaint, Brooklyn District Attorney Geoghan was forced to let Reles and his men go.
 
   That made it 20 times that Meyer Shapiro had survived a Reles-led pistol attack.
 
   As a consolation prize, a few days later, Reles and Happy Maione cornered Joey Silvers on a Brownsvile Street corner, and up close, they blew his head almost completely off his shoulders. 
 
   However, Meyer Shapiro was still on the loose, with Reles and his boys in fiery pursuit.
 
   Meyer Shapiro decided Brooklyn was too hot for him, so he holed up in Manhattan where he thought he was safe; and he was – for a while. 
 
   While in Manhattan, Shapiro, his gang shrinking quickly, figured maybe he could establish himself in Manhattan; a little loansharking, a few slot machines, and maybe even a speakeasy to call his own. While attempting to set up shop in Manhattan, Shapiro exposed himself to the underworld element; not a smart thing to do for a man with a bullseye on his back.
 
   On Sept. 17, Shapiro stopped in a Manhattan speakeasy for a drink. It’s not clear who spotted him first, but soon Kid Twist, Happy, and Buggsy abducted Shapiro and took him to a Lower East Side cellar located at 7 Manhattan Avenue. 
 
   The next morning a newsboy found Shapiro’s body in that cellar. He had been shot once behind the left ear at extremely close range, which was verified by deep powder burns where the bullet had entered Shapiro’s skull. As was his plan, Reles fired the fatal shot himself, and even Reles couldn’t miss with his gun pressed up against Shapiro’s noggin.
 
   Scratch Shapiro brother No. 2.
 
   Now all that was left of the Shapiro gang was Willie Shapiro, who had been making noise that he was out to get Reles and his crew, despite the fact that Willie had disappeared from the streets of Brownsville.
 
   Willie Shapiro was considered the weakest of the Shapiro brothers and not a top priority on the Boys from Brownsville’s list of things to do. Reles and Happy Maione were too busy strengthening their organizations to put much effort in locating Willie, who by this time had embarked on a career as a prizefighter. Unfortunately for Willie Shapiro, he spent most of his ring time on his back staring at the overhead lights.
 
   By 1934, Willie Shapiro knew he was dead in the water if he insisted on going after the men who had killed his two brothers. 
 
   He told his sister Rose, “What’s the use? I can’t make it alone. I’m out of the rackets. I’m going to forget about those bums.”
 
   It turned out that Willie had waited too long to announce his retirement from a life of crime. 
 
   Although Reles and his boys were not actively seeking Willie, he was still unfinished business, and Reles hated unfinished business.
 
   On July 18, 1934, the day after Willie Shapiro had spoken to his sister Rose, Vito Gurino met Reles and Strauss on a Brownsville street corner. 
 
   He told them, “I just spotted Willie going into a place near Herkimer. You know, we’ve got nothing to do now (meaning killings). Why don’t we take him tonight and be done with it?”
 
   Reles and Strauss agreed with Gurino’s assessment, and a few hours later they abducted Willie Shapiro from a Brownsville bar and brought him to the basement of a bar-and-grill on Rockaway Avenue, which Gurino owned with Happy Maione and Happy’s brother-in-law, Joe Daddonna. 
 
   In the basement, working over Willie pretty good were the hulking Gurino, Happy, Strauss, and the Dasher. The beating was most brutal, and when Willie was finally rendered unconscious, Happy put a stop to the festivities; at least for a while.
 
   “This bum’s done for,” Happy said. 
 
   That was the cue for Strauss to perform his neat rope trick. 
 
   “Pittsburgh Phil” trussed up Willie Shapiro like a Thanksgiving turkey; then the killers watched Willie’s dance of death. When Willie stopped struggling and fell limp, the killers stuffed Willie into a laundry bag to make it easier to transport his body. They flung the laundry bag into the trunk of their car and drove to the sand dunes in a secluded area of Canarsie Flats. There they dumped the laundry bag containing Willie onto a sand dune and commenced digging. 
 
   Shortly after, a Canarsie resident, who was having trouble sleeping, decided to go for a stroll near the sand dunes. Suddenly, he was startled when he thought he detected movement on top of one of the dunes. He crept closer, and he spotted four men digging in the sand. 
 
   Suddenly, one of the men lifted his head and spotted the witness. It was Happy, and he yelled, “Somebody made us.” 
 
   
  
 

The four killers sprinted to their car, jumped in, and sped back to Brownsville
 
   The witness ran over to where the men had been digging, and he noticed the laundry bag in the half-dug hole. He bent down, pulled open the top of the bag, and there was Willie, all trussed up and not looking too chipper.
 
   The witness ran to the local police station, and when the police arrived soon after, Willie Shapiro was definitely dead. His body was brought to the Medical Examiner, who discovered sand in Willie’s lungs; meaning Willie had been buried alive.
 
   Scratch Shapiro brother No. 3.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   With Louis Capone serving as the intermediary to keep peace between Kid Twist and Happy, the Boys from Brownsville thrived. When Albert Anastasia needed someone murdered, he relayed this information to Capone, who gave the contract to Reles and Maione, who then used their stable of killers, including themselves, to do the dirty deeds.
 
   However, the Boys from Brownsville’s main source of income was shylocking (loaning money out at usurious rates), bookmaking (taking illegal bets on sporting events), and floating craps (dice) games. The “floating” craps games took place on street corners and in vacant lots. The more expensive games were run in car garages, or in any building that was vacant for the night.
 
   The shylocking and bookmaking businesses were run from the backroom of a Brownsville candy store called “Midnight Rose’s.” The store was owned by a cranky old lady named Rose, who was the mother of one of the minor members of the crew known only as “The Dapper.” Rose was hassled several times by the law over the types of people who frequented her establishment.
 
   “Why do you let hoodlums hang out in your store?” detectives once asked her.
 
   “Why don’t the police keep them out?” she said. “Can I help it who comes into my store?”
 
   Another time she was asked by the police if she knew anyone named “Pittsburgh Phil.”
 
   “Pittsburgh, Chicago, San Francisco… what do I know about them?” she said. “I was never out of Brooklyn in my life. All I know is I got ‘syracuse’ veins. I’m a sick woman.”
 
   It was stated in a 1942 corruption report to New York Governor Herbert Lehman - written by Special Assistant Attorney John Harlan - that in 1938 alone, more than $400,000 in loans were handled by Midnight Rose herself.
 
   There was also a Boys from Brownsville “stolen-car department,” run by the younger members of the crew, who were basically gofers for Reles, Happy Maione, Pittsburgh Phil, and the rest of the higher-ups. Teenagers like Dukey Maffetore and Pretty Levine stole cars on a regular basis, as did “Blue Jaw” Magoon and stolen-car-specialist Sholem Bernstein. Some cars were broken down and sold for their parts, but most were used as transportation in murder contracts.
 
   It was around the time of the Willie Shapiro murder that the Boys from Brownsville moved up in stature in the National Crime Commission. Through intermediary Louis Capone, the Boys from Brownsville were given numerous murder contracts by the Commission, which culminated in the Boys from Brownsville being given more territories in Brooklyn in which to run their rackets.
 
   There is no doubt that the Boys from Brownsville’s elimination of the Shapiro brothers spurred their transition from strictly small-timers into the major leagues of organized crime. 
 
    
 
   This brings us to…
 
    
 
   Murder Inc.
 
    
 
   After the Castellammarese War ended in 1931, with both opposing bosses, Joe “The Boss” Masseria and Salvatore Maranzano, ending up quite dead due to the treachery of Lucky Luciano, amongst others, Luciano along with Jewish mobster Meyer Lansky formed a nine-member National Crime Commission which cut across ethnic lines. 
 
   There was no single boss of this commission, but instead the leadership was divided equally amongst Luciano, Lansky, Lansky’s sidekick Benjamin “Bugsy” Siegel, Frank Costello, Joe Bonanno, Vincent Mangano, Joe “Adonis” Doto, Louis “Lepke” Buchalter, and his right-hand man Jacob “Gurrah” Shapiro. (Loose cannon Dutch Schultz - real name Arthur Flegenheimer - was not a member of the Commission for exactly that reason: he was a loose cannon and could not be trusted with making commonsense decisions.)
 
   Of course, all corporations need a separation of powers within that corporation, whereas certain members are given duties that do not tread upon the powers of other members (make no mistake, the National Crime Commission ran like a well-oiled machine and indeed operated like an unregistered corporation).                                                                      
 
   This is where Murder Inc. came into play.
 
   It was decided, that for the good of the National Crime Commission, sometimes unpleasant things needed to be done to keep the Commission nice and profitable. This included killing people who endangered the continued cash flow into the Commission’s coffers. The Commission decided that they needed to establish a separate branch of their organization, which was responsible for one thing and one thing only: the murder of people the bosses said needed to be killed.
 
   Louie “Lepke” Buchalter was put in charge of what the press called Murder Inc., and to assist Lepke in his duties, the Commission appointed Albert Anastasia, nicknamed “The Lord High Executioner,” to be Lepke’s second-in-command. 
 
   Lepke never gave a direct order to any of his killers to do a job. Instead, Lepke used trusted men like Mendy Weiss and Louis Capone to issue the final order and decree to the hit men chosen. By keeping a level or two of insulation between himself and the actual killers Lepke figured nothing could ever be directly pinned on him. 
 
   Lepke was right, until he made one fatal mistake. But we’ll get to that later.
 
   The first order of business for Lepke and Anastasia was to assemble a crack hit-team to do the dirty work. Through Louis Capone, who was close to Anastasia, Lepke had been nurturing a group of homicidal maniacs, some of whom would rather kill than eat. These killers were the aforementioned “The Boys from Brownsville.” 
 
   The Boys from Brownsville were hardly the only killers employed by Murder Inc., but they were the foundation which led to as many as 100 freelance assassins being put on a steady weekly salary (of $125 and up), to be ready to kill whenever they were given the order. These men were sometimes paid extra for a job especially well-done, and they were allowed to operate in designated territories in the gambling and loansharking businesses, or in any illegal operation; like hijackings and even kidnappings. 
 
   However, one thing is for sure: even if a member of Murder Inc. didn’t kill anyone for a month, or two, or three, his killing salary came in steadily every week.
 
   Now, let me introduce Murder Incorporated’s cast of characters.
 
   The first and foremost member of Murder Inc. turned out to be the biggest headache for Lepke: Abe “Kid Twist” Reles. 
 
   As we discussed earlier, by eliminating the three Shapiro brothers - Meyer, Irving, and Willie - Reles, along with his childhood pal Martin “Buggsy” Goldstein, took over all the illegal rackets in the Brownsville section of Brooklyn. To do so, Reles enlisted the help of Harry “Happy” Maione and Frank “Dasher” Abbandando of the neighboring “Ocean Hill Hooligans.” Soon, such cutthroat killers like Harry “Pittsburgh Phil” Strauss, Vito Gurino, and “Blue Jaw” Magoon were taken into the fold, and the Boys from Brownsville were a formidable group of killers indeed. The key for their transition from Brownsville to the big-time was Louis Capone, ostensibly a Brooklyn restaurateur, who was very close to Albert Anastasia.
 
   When Anastasia, along with Lepke, was entrusted by the Commission to form Murder Inc., Anastasia approached Capone and said, “What about Reles and his boys from Brownsville? Are these guys capable of doing what needs to be done? No questions asked.”
 
   Capone assured Anastasia that Reles and his boys were stone-cold killers and efficient ones at that. The only problem Capone had was that Reles and Maione, considered to be the No. 1 and No. 2 leaders of the group, hated each other’s guts, and they didn’t trust each other.
 
   Despite their differences, Reles and Maione worked like a well-oiled killing machine. Under the direction of Anastasia and Capone, the Murder Inc. killers operated in a manner that was almost foolproof. 
 
   The key to their method was the concepts of corroboration and separation of powers. The bosses brought in several men to do different aspects of each job, with one man knowing nothing about the other men and their involvement. Still, each man was so intimately involved in the operation, he would be considered an accomplice, and his possible corroborating testimony was useless in a court of law, in case he ever decided to turn rat.
 
   For instance, let’s say Joe Schmoe from Illinois was next on Murder Inc.’s hit list. 
 
   Murder Inc. would hire one man to steal an automobile for the getaway. Then another man would be directed to get as many guns as were needed for the job. Then there would be a third man, who would be the “finger-man”: the one who would point out Joe Schmoe to the actual shooters. Then of course, they needed a getaway driver and a driver of a “crash car”: a legitimately registered car, which would crash into a pursuing police car, or the car of a nosy citizen after the deed was done. The reason for the legit car for the crash car was that the driver of the crash car could claim it was just an accident, while the shooters escaped in the stolen car. (For obvious reasons, it was not a smart idea to crash into a police car with a stolen car.)
 
   The beauty of this routine was that each man involved in the murder would have limited knowledge of the other men involved in the hit. The man who stole the car would not know who purchased the guns, or who did the actual shooting, etc…etc…
 
   Of course, Lepke and Anastasia did not rely entirely on the Boys from Brownsville to do all their dirty work. Other killers were needed to do a variety of jobs in a myriad of locals. One such killer was enlisted from an unlikely place: the Loch Sheldrake Country Club in the Catskills in upstate New York.  
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The Loch Sheldrake Country Club, owned by Sam Tannenbaum - a former grocery store proprietor from Orchard Street on the Lower East Side of Manhattan - was a ritzy resort where affluent Jewish families journeyed for their summer vacations. 
 
   Of course, Lepke and his crew were also well-represented at the Loch Sheldrake. On any given day, the gangsters who could be seen rucking around the pool included Lepke’s partner Jacob “Gurrah” Shapiro, Shimmy Salles - a bagman for Lepke's rackets, Curly Holtz - a labor racketeer, and “Big Harry” Greenburg, who was Lepke and Shapiro’s partner in various Garment Center swindles.
 
   Gurrah Shapiro, a thick-chested gorilla-of-a-man, was a cartoon-type-character who was quite capable, as was Lepke, of pulling the trigger whenever the situation called for such actions. Whenever Shapiro got  angry, and that was often, his favorite saying was “Get out of here!” Yet, with his gravelly voice and Eastern European accent, the phrase sounded like “Gurra dahere.”              Hence, his pals gave Shapiro the nickname - “Gurrah.”
 
   Sam Tannenbaum had a teenage son named Allie, whom Sam was grooming as his replacement when Sam decided to retire. Sam Tannenbaum employed Allie at his hotel; either waiting tables, or setting up beach chairs by the lake. Sam also did not pay Allie a dime for his work until after the summer season was over, to ensure Allie didn’t disappear to his old haunts on the Lower East Side of Manhattan. 
 
   As the owner's son, the Jewish gangsters invited Allie Tannenbaum to all their parties, where Allie got a fresh taste of what it was like to be around people who had coins constantly jingling in their pockets. This made Tannenbaum a likely suspect to be drawn into their world of murder and mayhem.
 
   One day, after the summer season of 1931 was over at Loch Sheldrake, Tannenbaum was strolling down Broadway in Manhattan when he bumped into “Big Harry” Greenberg. 
 
   Greenberg asked Tannenbaum, “Do you want a job?”
 
   “I could use one, if it pays,” Tannenbaum said.
 
   Greenberg smiled. “This one is for Lepke. You know what kind of a job it will be.”
 
   Tannenbaum shrugged, and he said he would do whatever it took to earn some fancy cash, so he could spread it around like his Jewish gangster idols. 
 
   Greenberg didn’t realize he was hiring one of his eventual killers.
 
   Tannenbaum started working for Lepke; initially for $35 a week. His job included general assignments like slugging, strikebreaking, and throwing stink bombs where they were needed to be thrown. Tannenbaum later graduated to more important duties, like “schlammin’s,” which meant he “schlammed” or cracked the heads of union workers who were not towing Lepke's line. 
 
   As his work production increased, so did Tannenbaum's salary. In short order, Tannenbaum was intimately involved in six murders, and he helped dispose of the body of a seventh murder victim. As a result of “making his bones” in the murder department, Tannenbaum started raking in an impressive $125 a week - more than he made in an entire summer season at his father’s resort. 
 
   Because of Tannenbaum's summer location in the Catskills, Tannenbaum’s job consisted mostly of murders and extortions in upstate New York. Tannenbaum was a valuable asset to Lepke in Sullivan County, since Tannenbaum was familiar with the back roads and lakes where bodies could be made to disappear. During the winter, Tannenbaum and his family vacationed in Florida, where Tannenbaum worked as a strong-arm-man in several of Lepke's gambling joints.
 
                 In the early 1930’s, Lepke added another valuable asset to Murder Inc.: Charlie “The Bug” Workman.
 
   “The Bug” was born on the Lower East Side of Manhattan in 1908, the second of six children born to Samuel and Anna Workman. Workman quit school in the ninth grade and began roaming the streets of the Lower East Side, looking for trouble and mostly finding it. When he was 18, Workman was arrested for the first time, for stealing a $12 bundle of cotton thread from a truck parked on Broadway. 
 
   Since it was his first offense, Workman got off with simple probation. 
 
   The following year, Workman was arrested for shooting a man behind the ear over who-owed-who $20. By this time, Workman's reputation on the streets was so impressive, the man he shot refused to testify against him, and he even said he couldn't truthfully identify Workman as his assailant. Miffed, the cops pulled up his file, and they decided Workman had violated his parole on the cotton theft. As a result, Workman was sent to the New York State Reformatory. 
 
   For the next few years, Workman was in and out of prison, for such parole violations as associating with "questionable characters" and “failure to get a job.”
 
   In 1926, Workman hooked on as a freelance schlammer for Lepke's union strike-breaking activities. In the early 1930s, Workman did such a good job schlammin’; Lepke put Workman on his permanent payroll at $125 a week as a killer for Lepke's Murder Incorporated division of the National Crime Commission.
 
   Lepke liked Workman's cool demeanor, and after Workman performed a few exceptional “hits,” Lepke gave him the nickname “The Bug,” because a person had to be crazy to kill with the calm detachment Workman displayed when performing his gruesome tasks. (Workman's other nickname “Handsome Charlie,” was given to him by members of the opposite sex.)
 
   For the next few years, Workman was in and out of trouble with the law. In 1932, he was arrested for carrying a concealed weapon. In 1933, Workman was arrested again; for decking an off-duty police officer after a minor traffic dust-up. But all the while, Workman’s specialty was killing whomever Lepke said needed to be killed. 
 
   After a hit was done, Workman enjoyed the fringe benefit of "sweeping out the pockets" of his victims. Most of the times, Workman earned himself an extra $1,000 or so for his efforts. And one time he even found a $10,000 bonus in the pants pocket of a sucker whom he had just whacked.
 
   This bad habit almost got Workman into big trouble. But we’ll get to that later.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Lepke’s Murder Inc. didn’t limit its exploits to the New York City area. Let’s take the case of Abe Wagner, for instance.
 
   Abe Wagner was a Lower East side thug/bootlegger who fashioned himself as the quintessential Jewish hood - the new “Kid Dropper” he told people - Dropper being a tough New York City Jewish gang leader who bought the ranch in 1923. Wagner thought he was such a tough guy, he once roughed up the son of Italian mob boss Joe “The Boss” Masseria, and then told the kid to go home and show his old man what Abe Wagner had done to him. 
 
   Luckily for Wagner, Masseria was gunned down before he could avenge his son's indignity.
 
   Wagner and his brother, Albie, were making a nice living in the bootlegging business on the Lower East Side when the Mazza gang, with ties to Lucky Luciano, decided to move in and take over the Wagners’ operations. 
 
   On Feb. 20, 1932, Wagner was riding down Suffolk Street in his brand-new car. As Wagner was weaving slowly past the numerous street pushcarts, a half a dozen shooters appeared from nowhere and opened fire at Wagner. As his car was being shot into Swiss cheese, Wagner was somehow able to roll out the passengers door and then escape by dashing though the crowded street.
 
   Not being the bravest of souls like he boasted, Wagner decided to make peace with the Mazzas; but at a safe distance. Instead of making the trek himself, Wagner sent his partner Harry Brown and Wagner’s brother, Albie, to the Mazza gang's headquarters at the Hatfield Hotel on the Upper East Side. 
 
                 “See if you can pay them off,” Wagner told them.
 
                 The two men arrived at the Hatfield Hotel with a huge sum of “let’s make peace” money, which the Mazzas gladly accepted. Then they shot Albie Wagner dead, leaving Harry Brown alive so that he could deliver the message to Abe that there would be no peace until Abe Wagner was dead, too.
 
   Wagner's mother was mortified her youngest son, Albie, was murdered, and she didn't want the same fate to befall Abe. 
 
   “Take Goldie (Abe's wife) and go away someplace for a while,” Mama Wagner told her son. “Go now so I won't worry. Hurry!”
 
   Wagner did as his mother requested, and he and Goldie quickly left town. 
 
   A month later, the Lindberg baby was abducted in Hopewell, N. J., and because he was such a low-life scumbag who had the reputation of doing almost anything to make a buck, Wagner immediately came under suspicion. 
 
   “We have a tip that Wagner was seen in the vicinity of Hopewell about a month before the kidnapping,” said Colonel H. Norman Schwarzkopf, head of the N. J. State police.
 
   The cops couldn't find Wagner, but the Mazza Gang had multitudes of  searching eyes and feet on the ground throughout the country. They immediately put this apparatus into motion. 
 
   After Wagner had laid low with his wife in various out-of-town locations, he decided to sneak back into New York City to see his mom. He was in his mother's apartment for only a few hours when word got back to Mama Wagner her son had been spotted. 
 
   “Go quick,” she said. “Don't wait.”
 
   Wagner picked up his wife, and they hightailed it out west, stopping at St. Paul, Minnesota. There Wagner changed his name to Abe Loeb, and as a ruse, he decided to start a fruit and vegetable retail business. 
 
   Despite his change of identity, it took only a few weeks for the Mazza Gang to locate Wagner in St. Paul. 
 
   Luciano contacted Lepke, and he told Lepke to get two of his finest boys on the job. Lepke, though his usual intermediaries, dispatched two of his most efficient (but not very bright) killers - Joseph Shaefer and George Young - out to St. Paul to lower the boom on Wagner. Both men were on the lam already for killing federal agent John J. Finiello during a raid two years earlier on an Elizabeth, N. J. illegal brewery. Schaefer and Young knew St. Paul intimately, since it was one of their hideouts during their two years on the run.
 
   On July 25, 1932, after having a prescription filled, Wagner and his new partner, Al Gordon, left a drug store on University Avenue. They were followed by Schaefer and Young, who were riding in a dark-green Packard. 
 
   Suddenly, the hitmen jumped out of the car and began firing. Gordon was killed instantly, but Wagner was only winged.
 
    Wagner ran for his life down University Avenue, and then he turned onto Snelling Avenue. The gunmen caught up with Wagner as he dashed into the Green Dragon Restaurant. There, in front of several witnesses, they shot Wagner six times and then beat him over the head with their guns; just because they could. Wagner died a few hours later at Ancker Hospital. 
 
   In an amazing display of stupidity, the out-of-town Murder Inc. gunmen allowed themselves to be arrested by a passing patrolman on Roy Street just minutes after they left the Green Dragon Restaurant. Schaefer and Young were tried and convicted of the murders of Wagner and Gordon, and sentenced to life in prison. 
 
   However, Murder Inc. was well-stocked with killers, so their operation hardly missed a beat.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   All was going fine and dandy for the National Crime Commission until 1935, when Special Prosecutor Thomas E. Dewey set his sights on all New York City’s top gangsters. After already putting Jewish mobster Irving Wexler (a.k.a. Waxey Gordon) behind bars for 10 years on an income-tax-evasion charge, Dewey went after the most visible mobster in New York City: Dutch Schultz. 
 
   As was mentioned previously, Schultz was not a Commission member. However, Schultz had made millions of dollars in the illegal booze business (he was called the “Beer Baron of the Bronx), as well as in the Harlem numbers business, where he had forcibly taken over the operations of  black bookies like “Madam” Stephanie St. Clair, Bumpy Johnson, and Caspar Holstein. Money brings prestige, and since Schultz was smart enough to cut the Commission members in on his profits, he did wield some power in their decision-making.
 
   Except this one time.
 
   When Schultz (who already had beaten an income tax case, mainly because he had his venue transferred to the sleepy and the gullible town of Malone, New York) heard the mighty Dewey was after him, he became apoplectic. 
 
   Schultz called for an immediate meeting of the National Crime Commission, where he said, “Dewey will not stop until all of us are in prison! We have to take Dewey out!” 
 
   The Commission did not immediately reject Schultz’s demands. In fact, the Commission directed Albert Anastasia to determine if Dewey indeed could be murdered without much difficulty. 
 
   Anastasia went so far as to “borrow” a baby from a friend, and then push this baby around in a baby carriage in front and around the streets of Dewey’s apartment building at 214 Fifth Avenue. Using this ruse, Anastasia was able to clock Dewey’s morning movements quite precisely.
 
   It seemed that every morning at 8 a.m. sharp, Dewey exited his apartment building, and surrounded by a squadron of bodyguards he strode a few blocks to a neighborhood drug store, for his morning cup of coffee and to make a phone call to his office from the phone booth in the back. Anastasia told the Commission that Anastasia could wait in the coffee shop for Dewey’s morning arrival. And as Dewey passed him and headed to the phone booth in back, Anastasia could fill Dewey with lead, and then kill the drug store owner so there wouldn’t be any witnesses. Anastasia said that his men out front would take out Dewey’s bodyguards, so that Anastasia could make his safe escape.
 
   The following week, the Commission summoned Schultz to a meeting to discuss their decision on Dewey’s fate. The Commission told Schultz, that although the takeout of Dewey was doable, it was not in their best interest to kill the most famous lawman in the United States of America. If they whacked Dewey, the Commission reasoned, the full brunt of United States law enforcement would come crashing down on their collective skulls. 
 
   The lone dissenter on the Commission was Jacob “Gurrah” Shapiro, who agreed with Schultz that if Dewey were allowed to live he would not rest until he put the entire Commission behind bars. 
 
   However, Shapiro’s lifelong pal, Lepke, finally convinced Shapiro that a live Dewey was the lesser of two evils. Years later, both Lepke and Shapiro would regret their decision.
 
   When Schultz heard the bad news, he hit the ceiling. 
 
   “Dewey's got to go!” Schultz told the Commission. “I'm hitting him myself in 48 hours!”
 
   By losing his temper, Schultz had just signed his own death warrant.
 
   As soon as Schultz left the room, the Commission decided they could not afford to let Schultz carry out his threat. The ball was handed to Lepke and Anastasia’s Murder Inc. crew, and the two bosses decided that since Schultz was a Jewish mob boss, out of respect, Jewish killers would have to be used to carry out the hit. The contract was given to Charlie “The Bug” Workman and Lepke’s close pal, Mendy Weiss.
 
   On Oct. 23, 1935, Workman and Weiss were driven to the Palace Chophouse in Newark, N. J. by a man known as "Piggy,” who was not a Murder Inc. operative, but just a Newark local who knew the terrain. While Piggy waited in the car outside with the engine running, Workman and Weiss rushed inside.
 
   The front bar-room area was empty. But the gunmen heard lively chatter coming from the back room, where Schultz and his cohorts usually held court. The Workman and Weiss burst into the back room – guns blazing. 
 
   They blasted bullets at three of Schultz's henchmen: Lulu Rosencrantz, Abe Landau, and Abbadabba Berman, who were enjoying their last supper together. It was reminiscent of a “Wild West” shootout, but the element of surprise worked to Workman’s and Weiss’s favor. Even though Schultz’s men returned fire, when the dust settled, all three of Schultz’s men were dead, and Workman and Weiss didn’t have a scratch on them.
 
   But their main target was missing.
 
   Weiss said to Workman, “Where’s Schultz? You better check the bathroom.”
 
   Workman rushed into the bathroom with a hot .45 in his hand. The bathroom looked empty, but after Workman kicked in the door of the stall, there was Schultz, pants down and looking sincerely constipated. 
 
   Workman fired once, but Schultz ducked and the bullet blasted into the wall above his head. Workman lowered his gun a tad, and then he fired again. This time the slug ripped through Schultz's stomach, large intestine, gall bladder, and liver, before falling onto the floor next to him. The reason Workman didn’t fire again was because he had run out of bullets due to the previous backroom shootout.
 
   Workman then made a serious mistake. 
 
   Instead of hustling out of the bathroom and into the getaway car outside, Workman, as was his habit, decided to roll Schultz for any loose change Schultz might have on him. 
 
   Then, two very bad things happened to Workman 
 
   First, Workman was dismayed to discover Schultz was dead broke. Then when Workman finally rushed outside, Weiss, Piggy, and the getaway car were nowhere in sight.
 
   With the sound of police sirens piercing the air, Workman hurried into the swamp behind the chophouse. He ditched his bloodstained overcoat and then stomped in the general direction of New York City. 
 
   After a few hours of sloshing through mud, Workman came upon a set of railroad tracks. He followed these tracks all night long, until he passed under the Hudson River and found himself in downtown Manhattan on the other wide of the Holland Tunnel. 
 
   Workman rushed to a downtown mob-run coffee shop, where he was horrified to discover that Schultz’s murder was the main topic of discussion, and that Weiss was being credited as the lone killer. 
 
   This ticked off Workman to no end, and he plotted his revenge.
 
   In the meantime, Schultz was found by the police and rushed to a local hospital. He lay there for two days; spouting inanities like: “Oh Duckie, see we skipped again.” And, “Please mother, crack down on the Chinaman's friends and Hitler's commander.” And, “Louie, didn't I give you my doorbell?” 
 
   Schultz’s temperature rose to 106 degrees before he lapsed into a coma.
 
   On Oct. 25, before he expired, Schultz received a telegram, saying, “As ye sow, so shall you reap.”
 
   The telegram was signed “Stephanie St. Clair,” the woman he had muscled out of the Harlem numbers business.
 
   After leaving the coffee shop, Workman absconded to a safe house to get some sleep. After he sawed off a few z’s, Workman phoned Lepke and demanded a meeting over the disappearance of Weiss from the scene of the crime. 
 
   The meeting took place a few days later at Weiss’s house at 400 Ocean Avenue in Brooklyn. First, Workman laid out the reasons why he thought Weiss should be disciplined; death being the punishment. 
 
   When it was Weiss’s turn to speak, he said, “I claim hitting the Dutchman was mob business. And I stayed until hitting the Dutchman was over. But then the Bug went back in the toilet to give the Dutchman a heist. I claim that was not mob business anymore. It was personal business.”
 
   Lepke agreed with Weiss’s assessment, and Workman was not too happy. 
 
   Lepke suggested to Workman that it might be a good idea for him to travel down to sunny Florida for a cooling-off period; otherwise the air up north might be hazardous to Workman’s health. 
 
   Workman did as he was told, and while “vacationing” in Miami, Workman met with Lucky Luciano to receive funds for his “lamsky” trip. Right off the bat, Workman started pleading his case to Luciano about Weiss leaving the scene of the Schultz hit. But Luciano would have none of that. 
 
   Luciano shoved a stack of bills into Workman’s hands, and said, “Here's the money. Now stop talking about that other thing.”
 
   Workman, finally using his head, took the money, and then he took the hint; forgetting all about Weiss, Schultz, and the entire Palace Chop House incident.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   With Schultz now no longer a factor on the New York City crime scene, Dewey set his sights on Lucky Luciano. The only problem was - Luciano had insulated himself from the everyday crimes his men were committing on the streets. As a result, Dewey didn’t have any concrete evidence to indict Luciano on anything; except maybe spitting on the sidewalk. 
 
   That’s when Dewey came up with the bright idea of framing Luciano, and that’s exactly what Dewey did.
 
   Luciano was living the high life in New York City; residing at the plush Waldorf Astoria Hotel (room 39 D) under the name “Mr. Ross.” Luciano was also seen prancing nightly at the top nightclubs in town with a beautiful broad on each arm. This irked Dewey to no end, so Dewey decided to do something about it. 
 
   Knowing he had nothing on Luciano as far as the rackets were concerned - and no proof that the murders being committed by Murder Inc. were at Luciano’s bequest - Dewey decided to crack down on prostitution, something Luciano had absolutely nothing to do with. 
 
   On Jan. 31, 1936, Dewey ordered his task force to raid more than 80 brothels, pick up every prostitute in sight (even ones walking the streets), arrest pimps of all colors and nationalities, and bring them one-by-one to his offices in the Woolworth Building. 
 
   The arrested broads were hardened hookers with colorful names like Sadie the Chink, Jennie the Factory, and Polack Francis. The pimps were low-level street hustlers who kicked up their money to mobsters, who in turn kicked it up the ladder, until (they claimed) some of it made its way into the hands of a “Mr. Ross.” 
 
   All of the arrestees had one thing in common: they did not want to go to jail.  
 
   Dewey asked the right questions, and sometimes he even gave the pimps and the hookers the right answers. As a result, Dewey figured he had enough information on Luciano’s “involvement” in the prostitution rackets to obtain an arrest warrant for Luciano. The charge was that Luciano was the top man in a $10 million-a-year New York City prostitution ring. 
 
   Luciano, incredulous and quite outraged at the charges, bolted town and took refuge in a spa/hotel in Hot Springs, Ark., run by his old pal: bootlegger Owney Madden. 
 
   However, Dewey was relentless. 
 
   It took Dewey four months to locate Luciano and to obtain the proper out-of-state arrest warrants. 
 
   On April 17, 1936, Luciano, after fighting for 10 days to be released from Arkansas prison on a writ of habeas corpus, was shackled and escorted on a train to New York City by three New York City detectives who had been dispatched by Dewey.
 
   The trial itself was a slam dunk for Dewey. He paraded onto the witness stand pimp after pimp and prostitute after prostitute; all with the same story: “Mr. Ross” a.k.a Lucky Luciano, a man none of them had ever met, was the top man in the prostitution ring.
 
   Luciano, disgusted with all the lies, decided to take the stand himself. This turned out to be a disaster for Luciano. 
 
   Dewey was erudite and a wonderful public speaker; Luciano was a crass street thug, and his coarse manner stood in stark contrast to Dewey’s “Mr. Cool” demeanor. Luciano, even though he admitted to committing just about every crime known to man, steadfastly refused to concede he ever had anything to do with the vile racket of prostitution.
 
   On June 7, 1936, after a four-week trial, Luciano and eight co-defendants were found guilty of 62 counts each of  “suborning prostitution.” As Dewey gloated, Luciano was sentenced to 30-50 years in prison; at that time, the longest prison sentence ever rendered for a prostitution conviction.
 
   In 1962, just before he died of a heart attack in a Naples airport, Luciano wrote in his autobiography The Last Testament, “After sittin' in court and listenin' to myself being plastered to the wall, and tarred and feathered by a bunch of whores who sold themselves for a quarter, and hearin' that no-good McCook [the judge] hand me what added to a life term, I still get madder at Dewey's crap than anythin' else. 
 
   “That little shit with the mustache comes right out in the open and admits he's got me on everythin' else but what he charged me with. I knew he knew I didn't have a fuckin' thing to do with prostitution; not with none of those broads. But Dewey was such a goddamn racketeer himself, in a legal way, that he crawled up my back with a frame and stabbed me.”
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   With Luciano in jail for potentially the rest of his life, Dewey set his sights on Louie “Lepke” Buchalter. Dewey initially went after Lepke for his bakery extortion rackets. But Dewey came down harder with the hammer when he got the Federal Narcotics Bureau to build a case involving Lepke in a massive drug-smuggling operation. 
 
   Figuring he was facing big time in the slammer, Lepke went on the lam. He was concealed in several Brooklyn hideouts by Anastasia, while his rackets were tended to by other members of the Commission. 
 
   Even though Lepke was in hiding, he sent orders to his Murder Inc. operatives, through intermediaries, of course, to kill whomever the Commission bosses said needed to be killed. But even the contract murders grounded to a halt, when Lepke realized his best killers could be the most effective witnesses against him in a court of law. 
 
   His paranoia increasing by the minute, Lepke ordered several of his top operatives to go on the lam, or be whacked themselves. Blue Jaw Magoon and Buggsy Goldstein, the original members of the Boys from Brownsville, took Lepke’s advice and went on a cross-country trip which lasted more than nine months. Their journey took them through Canada, Kansas City, California, Mexico, then back east, until they settled in a known mob hideaway in Newburgh, N. Y., where they were finally arrested for “vagrancy.” 
 
   Harry “Big Greenie” Greenberg was not one of Lepke’s Murder Inc. killers. Still, Greenberg knew enough about Lepke’s rackets, especially those in the Garment Center, to give Lepke a massive headache. Through Mendy Weiss, Lepke sent word to Greenberg to get out of town fast or suffer the consequences. 
 
   Greenberg holed up in Canada for a while, but then he got to thinking. Since he was in hiding, Greenberg’s cash flow had stopped to a dead halt. 
 
   As a result, Greenburg sent a letter to Weiss, which said, “I hope you guys aren’t forgetting about me. You better not.”
 
   Then Greenburg asked Weiss for a reported $5,000 to help him fight the cold weather in Canada.
 
   Lepke gave the order, through Weiss again, for Allie Tannenbaum to travel north across the border to take out Big Greenie. But when Tannenbaum arrived in Canada, Greenberg had already flown the coop; first to Detroit, then as far west as he could go without swimming: Los Angeles.     
 
   Another big mistake for Big Greenie.
 
   National Crime Commission member Bugsy Siegel had set down stakes in Los Angeles and was lording over the Commission’s West Coast interests. Without much trouble, Siegel located Greenberg, and with the help of Allie Tannenbaum, who had flown in from the East Coast, and Frankie Carbo, another Murder Inc. killer, Siegel orchestrated Big Greenie’s demise.
 
   On Oct. 22, 1939, in front of Greenberg’s rented Hollywood house at 1804 N. Vista De Mar Drive, Carbo put several bullets in Big Greenie’s head, making Harry “Big Greenie” Greenberg the first victim of a mob hit in the sunny state of California.
 
                 However, although Louie “Lepke” Buchalter had always insulated himself from the men who actually performed his requested hits, Lepke made one huge mistake, and he made it before he went on the lam.
 
   Joe Rosen was a hard-working trucker, who, through his own initiative, had started a very successful trucking business which catered to non-union, tailoring-contract customers in the Wilkes-Barre, P.A. area. Since his business was so flush, Rosen was taken in as a partner in the New York & New Jersey Trucking Company; a non-union organization. The only problem was - Lepke and his sometimes-partner Max Rubin controlled the Amalgamated Clothing Worker's Union and were incensed that Rubin, a non-union man, was doing business without the benefit of the union’s protection.  
 
   In 1932, Rubin and Lepke approached Rosen and demanded that he stop delivering to non-union tailor shops in Pennsylvania.
 
   “But if I lose the Pennsylvania business, I lose everything,” Rosen told them. “I've been in the clothing business all my life, and now I'm being pushed out of it.” 
 
   However Lepke, with his Murder Inc. men backing him up, could be every persuasive.
 
   Lepke forced Rosen out of business, and he threw Rosen a bone by giving him a job as a lowly truck driver at Garfield Express, a trucking company in which Lepke owned 50 percent interest with his partner, Louis Cooper. Eight months later, Cooper fired Rosen, and Rosen was out of work for 18 months. Rosen used borrowed funds to open a small candy store in Brownsville, but Rosen was a loud and unhappy camper.  
 
   Special Prosecutor Thomas E. Dewey was making noise about Lepke's involvement with the Amalgamated Clothing Worker's Union, and Rosen was also making noise, saying to anyone who would listen, that maybe he and Dewey should sit down and have a little talk about Lepke’s stranglehold on the unions.
 
   Max Rubin told Lepke, “This is bad. Joe (Rosen) is going around complaining he's got a family, and he doesn't have anything to eat. We’ve got a desperate man on our hands.”
 
   At first, Lepke figured he’d give Rosen a few bucks and tell Rosen to get out of town, or else. And that Lepke did, through Rubin, who made a trip to Rosen’s candy store. 
 
   Rubin told Rosen, “Here's $200. Lepke wants you to go away and cool down. You better do what he says.”
 
   Figuring he didn’t have a choice, Rosen closed his candy store and absconded to Reading, P. A., where his son worked as a coal miner. But after an unpleasant week slaving in the coal mines, Rosen defied Lepke and headed back to Brooklyn, where he reopened his candy store. Rosen also began running his mouth again about having a little chat with Dewey. This infuriated Lepke, and in Lepke’s midtown office, Lepke voiced his rage to Rubin. 
 
   Lepke thought he and Rubin were alone in Lepke’s office, but Allie Tannenbaum, fresh off  the successful murder of renegade taxi-business owner, Irv Ashkenaz, in the Catskills, was in an adjoining room, and the door to Lepke’s office was open.
 
   Tannenbaum heard Lepke say to Rubin, “I've seen enough of this crap. That (expletive) Rosen, he's going around shooting his mouth off about seeing Dewey. He and nobody else is going any place and doing any talking. I'll take care of him.”
 
   On Sept. 13, 1936, Joe Rosen opened his candy store at approximately 7:30 a.m. Waiting in a car across the street from the candy store were a group of Murder Inc. hitmen led by Harry “Pittsburgh Phil” Strauss and Happy Maione. As soon as Rosen walked into the candy store, Strauss and Maione busted in and emptied 17 bullets into Rosen’s body. Four of the shots were fired by Strauss after Rosen was already dead.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   By the late 1930s, with Lepke still on the lam, one by one Murder Inc. killers were arrested by the police. Most clammed up, but some began singing to save their own skins. Happy Maione, Dasher Abbandando, and Mendy Weiss refused to admit anything. Yet, Blue Jaw Magoon and Allie Tannenbaum were only too eager to cut deals in order to avoid the Sing Sing electric chair.
 
   However, the key for any conviction was corroboration, and this corroboration was provided by the most unlikely of individuals: Abe “Kid Twist” Reles.
 
   On Jan. 24, 1940, with Lepke still on the lam, Reles was picked up for the murder of a small-time crook named Red Alpert. Reles was smug about the pinch, figuring there was no independent corroboration of his involvement in Alpert’s murder which had taken place way back in 1933. 
 
   However, Reles was wrong. 
 
   Two men had come forward and implicated Reles in Alpert’s murder: small-time thug Harry Rudolph, who had witnessed the killing, and Murder Inc. flunky Dukey Maffetore. These two men also implicated Happy Maione in the Alpert hit.
 
   Both Maione, who had been nabbed on vagrancy charge and not yet charged with the Alpert murder, and Reles were housed together in the Tombs prison. 
 
   Knowing the spit was about to hit the fan, Reles told Maione, “Don’t worry Hap. Everything’s okay.”
 
   On March 21, after a visit from his lawyer in prison, Reles sat down and wrote a letter to his wife, Rose. 
 
   The letter said: “Dear Rose, Go and see (New York District Attorney) O’Dwyer and tell him I want to talk with him.”
 
   The next day Rose Reles paid a visit to the District Attorney’s office. There she met Brooklyn assistant District Attorney Burton Turkus. 
 
   Rose Reles told Turkus, “I want to talk to O’Dwyer personally. I want to save my husband from the electric chair. My baby is coming in June.”
 
   Turkus nearly broke a leg rushing to tell O’Dwyer about their good fortune. In hours, Abe Reles had signed a “Consent to Be Interviewed” form, and the ball was rolling to put Murder Inc. out of business for good.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   While his world was crumbling around him, Louie “Lepke” Buchalter was in limbo; moving from place to place in Brooklyn and in Manhattan, still hiding from the law, with a $50,000 bounty on his head. Things were so bad for Lepke, FBI director J. Edgar Hoover, ignoring Adolph Hitler’s existence, called Lepke “The Most Dangerous Man on Earth.” New York City Mayor Fiorello La Guardia added to Lepke’s angst when he ordered his police commissioner, Lewis J. Valentine, to wage a “war on hoodlums.” 
 
   The National Crime Commission was in trouble because of Lepke, and they knew it. Word was sent to Luciano, who was still in prison, for advice as to how to handle the Lepke situation. Luciano knew the only way for the heat to die down was for Lepke to surrender. 
 
   However, convincing Lepke to do so would take some serious conniving.
 
   “Dimples” Wolensky was a long-time pal of Lepke’s, whom Lepke trusted without question. The Commission sent Wolensky to meet Lepke in hiding and to convince the fugitive that the fix was in. Wolensky told Lepke that if Lepke surrendered he would be tried only on the narcotics charge, netting him five years in prison, at most. Wolensky also told Lepke that if Lepke surrendered directly to Hoover, Dewey would then be completely out of the picture.
 
   Lepke was skeptical and he said he’d think it over. Lepke conferred with his closest pal in Murder Inc.: Albert Anastasia. Anastasia told Lepke the whole plan sounded goofy. 
 
   Big Al said, “As long as they can’t get you, they can’t hurt you.”
 
   However, the pressure was on from the law and Lepke knew, quite correctly, that if he didn’t turn himself in, his pals on the National Crime Commission would do him in instead.
 
   On Aug. 5, 1940, gossip columnist and radio host Walter Winchell received a phone call at his nightly headquarters: the Stork Club, at 3 East 53rd Street. Although he didn’t know it at the time, the voice on the phone was that of Albert Anastasia. 
 
   Anastasia told Winchell, “Don't ask who I am, but Lepke wants to come in. Contact Hoover and tell him Lepke wants a guarantee he will not be harmed if he surrenders to Hoover.”
 
                 The following day, Winchell said on his national syndicated radio show, “Your reporter is reliably informed that Lepke, the fugitive, is on the verge of surrender, possibly this week. If Lepke can find someone he can trust, I am told, he will come in. I am authorized by the G-men that Lepke is assured of safe delivery.”
 
                 On Aug. 24, 1940, Winchell received another phone call at the Stork Club; telling him to go immediately to a drug store on Eighth Avenue and 19th  Street and to sit in a phone booth in the back.
 
   Winchell did as he was told, and at 9 p.m., a man casually strolled up to Winchell and told him to phone Hoover and to tell Hoover to be on the corner of  Fifth Avenue and 29th Street at 10:20 p.m. Winchell himself was directed to drive immediately to the corner of Madison Avenue and 23rd Street.
 
   Winchell followed the instructions, and at 10:15 p.m., Lepke, wearing a mustache and 20 pounds heavier than Winchell had remembered him, entered Winchell's car. Minutes later, the two men exited Winchell's car and walked over to a black limousine. Hoover was sitting alone in the back seat. 
 
   Winchell opened the back door of the limo, and said, “Mr. Hoover, this is Lepke.”
 
   Hoover said to Lepke, “How do you do?”
 
   Lepke said to Hoover, “Glad to meet you. Let's Go.”
 
                 Minutes after Lepke entered the limo, he realized he had been screwed, but there was nothing he could do.
 
    
 
   *****
 
                 
 
   With Abe Reles and Allie Tannenbaum doing most of the squealing in court, and with Blue Jaw Magoon thrown in for good measure, one by one Murder Inc. killers were tried and convicted. 
 
   Buggsy Goldstein and Harry “Pittsburgh Phil” Strauss were indicted for the murder of small-time hood, Puggy Feinstein. At their trial, Magoon, who was Goldstein’s best friend in the mob, put the nails in Goldstein’s coffins. 
 
   While Magoon was babbling away in front of the jury, Goldstein jumped to his feet and screamed, “For God sake Seymour, that's some story you're telling. You're burning me!”
 
                 Both Goldstein and Strauss were found guilty, and at sentencing, the judge asked Goldstein if he had any final words to say. 
 
   Goldstein stood tall and smiled, “Yeah Judge, I’d like to pee up your leg.”
 
                 On the night of June 12, 1941, both Goldstein and Strauss were fried in Sing Sing’s electric chair.
 
                 Partners for life, Harry “Happy” Maione and Frank “The Dasher” Abbandando went on trial next for the 1937 murder of gambler George Rudnick. The main witness against them was Abe “Kid Twist” Reles, who himself was in on the Rudnick murder. 
 
   While Reles was on the stand telling intimate details of the Rudnick slaying, Maione’s face turned a deep red at the treachery of his former partner. Several times, Maione jumped to his feet, ready to attack Reles, but court officers subdued him before Maione could do any damage. 
 
   After being convicted and sentenced to the chair, Maione yelled in court, “I don’t mind going to the chair, but I wish I was holding onto Reles’s leg when they put on the juice.”
 
   After several appeals were denied, on Feb. 19, 1942, both Maione and Abbandando were executed at Sing Sing Prison.
 
   In late 1940, Charlie “The Bug” Workman was arrested in Brighton Beach on a charge of “vagrancy.” By this time Murder Inc. killer Abe “Kid Twist” Reles had already turned rat, and he had told Dewey that Workman had done the Dutch Schultz job. This was confirmed by Allie Tannenbaum, Workman's closest friend in the mob, who had also turned canary.
 
   In 1941, Workman was tried for the Schultz murder. During the trail, when Workman realized he had no chance of an acquittal, he changed his plea to "no defense."  Judge Daniel Brennan accepted the plea and sentenced Workman to life in prison.
 
   As Workman was being led from the courtroom, the guards let him speak with his brother Abe. 
 
   Workman told Abe, "Whatever you do, live honestly. If you make 20 cents a day, make it do for you. If you can’t make an honest living, make the government support you. Keep away from the gangs, and don’t be a wise guy. Take care of Mama and Papa and watch ‘Itchy’ ( his younger brother). He needs watching."
 
   Workman was immediately incarcerated at Trenton State Prison. In 1942, Workman offered his services to the United States Navy to go on a suicide mission to hit Japan and avenge Pearl Harbor. His request was denied. 
 
   In 1952, Workman was transferred to Rahway State Prison Farm, and he worked there at hard labor until he was paroled in 1964, after almost 23 years in prison. Upon his release, Workman went straight, getting a job as a salesman in the Garment Center, which was once ruled by his boss, Lepke.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   While waiting for Reles to testify at several trials, including those of Albert Anastasia and Bugsy Siegel, the New York City Police Department had Abe “Kid Twist” Reles under 24-hour police guard at the Half Moon Hotel in Coney Island. Also there in custody were songbirds Allie Tannenbaum, Sholem Bernstein, and Mikey Syckoff. All four men had separate rooms in the hotel, and all were constantly in the presence of lawmen; even when they slept.
 
   On the evening of Nov. 11, 1941, Rose Reles visited her husband in his sixth-floor room. According to a policeman on duty, Rose and Abe had a heated argument, which the policeman characterized as “quite a fight.”
 
   At 6:45 a.m. the following morning, the assistant manager of the hotel, Al Litzberg, heard a loud thud from the direction of an extension roof, which lay four stories below Reles’s window. 
 
               According to the Nov. 13, 1941 edition of the New York Times:
 
   “Sometime after daylight yesterday, Abe Reles, squat bulgy-jawed informer against the Brooklyn murder ring, climbed out on a window edge of the sixth floor of the Half Moon Hotel on Coney Island, fully dressed, but hatless. Strong wind from the gray sea tugged at his long, crisp black hair and tore at his gray suit.
 
   “Behind him, in his room, lights still burned. Behind him the little radio that had played all night, still blared and babbled. The informer, looking southward, could see the surf break against the jetties. He could hear the dolorous clanging of the buoy as it rocked in the tide. He could see far down the deserted boardwalk. It was shrouded in the morning mist.
 
   “Reles let the two bed sheets down the hotel’s east wall, two windows north of the hotel’s boardwalk front. Around one end of the upper bed sheet he had twisted a four-foot length of radio lead-in wire. He had wound the free end of the wire on a radio valve under the window.
 
   “He let himself down on the sheets to the fifth floor. One hand desperately clung to the sheet. With the other, Reles tugged at the screen and at the window of the vacant fifth-floor room. He worked them up six inches. He tugged again with his full 160-pound weight.
 
   “The strain was too much for the amateur wire knot on the valve. Little by little, it came undone. Reles tried to save himself. He kicked towards the fifth-floor window ledge with his left foot, but merely brushed the shoe leather from toe to heal. He plunged to the hotel’s concrete kitchen roof, a two-story extension, 42 feet below. He landed on his back, breaking his spine.”
 
   Of course, this was total nonsense fed to the newspapers by the crooked police, who, in fact, had picked Reles up and flung him, kicking and screaming, out of the window (Reles landed 20 feet from the base of the building. If he had fallen accidentally, he would’ve dropped straight down.). 
 
   It was a $50,000 bribe, paid to the cops by Italian mobster Frank Costello to stop Reles from testifying at any more Murder Inc. trials, which had induced several officers of the law to act in such an unprofessional manner.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   With Murder Inc. depleted of most of  its top killers, Louie “Lepke” Buchalter, Louis Capone, and Mendy Weiss went on trial in late 1940 for the 1936 murder of Joe Rosen. At this point in time, Abe Reles was still very much alive, and singing. Reles testified he knew Lepke ordered the Rosen hit. And so did Allie Tannenbaum, who testified he heard Lepke give the order to Max Rubin to have Joe Rosen killed. 
 
   However, the final nail in Lepke’ coffin was pounded in by Max Rubin himself. 
 
   In late 1936, after being told by Lepke, through Weiss, to get out of town, Rubin did just that; disappearing for nine months. However, in 1937 Rubin slipped back into New York City without Lepke’s permission. Soon after, Rubin met with Lepke, and he begged Lepke to let him stay in New York City with his family.
 
   Rubin told Lepke, “Louis, I couldn’t take it anymore. I had to see my wife and child. You know how it is, Louis.”
 
   Lepke looked at Rubin with doe-like eyes. “But Max, you came back without permission.”
 
   “Don’t get any ideas,” Rubin told Lepke. “No one knows I’m in town. I didn’t talk to anybody.”
 
   Lepke smiled, “By the way Max, how old are you?”
 
   “I’m 48, Lep,” Rubin said. “Exactly.”
 
   “That’s a ripe old age, isn’t it,” Lepke replied.
 
   In late 1937, Rubin exited the subway in the Bronx and plodded up Gun Hill Road. Suddenly, a gunman ran up to Rubin and shot him once in the back of the head. 
 
   Miraculously, the bullet went completely through Rubin’s skull, and exited between his nose and right eye. For 38 days Rubin lay dying in the hospital, thinking every day of Lepke’s last words to him: “48 is a ripe old age, isn’t it?”
 
   Rubin recovered, but the nerves in his neck had been shattered and his head was left permanently crooked. Rubin wanted revenge against Lepke, and he wanted it badly.
 
   When Rubin appeared on the witness stand, after Reles and Tannenbaum had already testified Lepke had ordered the murder of Joe Rosen, Lepke knew his days as a free man were over. 
 
   Rubin swore it was Lepke who ordered the murder of Joe Rosen, and that Lepke had given that order to Rubin himself. Rubin said he relayed Lepke’s message to Louis Capone, who forwarded it to Mendy Weiss. Weiss then rounded up his top killers, including Harry “Pittsburgh Phil” Strauss and Happy Maione, to clip Joe Rosen.
 
   At 10:15 Saturday night, Nov. 1941, the jury was sent out to decide the fates of Lepke, Capone, and Weiss. 
 
   At 2:30 a.m., the judge was told the jury was ready with its verdicts. After the jurors were seated and the defendants returned to the courtroom, Charles E. Steven, the foreman of the jury, rose and said, “We find the defendants, and each of them, guilty of murder in the first degree, as charged.”
 
   The penalty, by law, was death.
 
   On Monday morning, Justice Taylor stood at the bench and cast a steely gaze that bore right through Lepke’s eyes.
 
    Judge Taylor said, “Louis Buchalter, alias Lepke, for the murder of Joseph Rosen, whereof he is convicted, is hereby sentenced to the punishment of death.”
 
    Judge Taylor also gave the same pronouncement to both Louis Capone and Mendy Weiss. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   For the next four years, Lepke used every trick in the book to delay his and his two men’s executions. When all appeals failed, two days before he was scheduled to die, Lepke asked for a meeting with Manhattan District Attorney Frank Hogan. Lepke claimed he had information that would: 
 
    
 
    
    	Implicate a prominent labor leader on a murder charge;
 
    	A noted public official on a conspiracy charge;
 
    	And information that a close relative of a very-high public officeholder was a “front man” for at least two of the ganglords who are credited with controlling crime in the United States.
 
   
 
    
 
         “If I would talk,” Lepke said, “a lot of big names would get hurt. When I say big, I mean big. These names would surprise you.”
 
   Hogan met with Lepke, and after they spoke Hogan immediately contacted the Governor of New York State: Thomas E. Dewey. Dewey gave the three men on death row a stay of execution for two more days, so that Dewey could contemplate the significance of what Lepke had told Hogan. At this point, Dewey was a serious candidate for the presidency of the United States. 
 
   Burton Turkus said in his book Murder Incorporated, “Obviously, then, Lepke’s information must have had, at least in his own convictions, a powerful and significant relationship to Dewey’s aspirations. The facts and the deductions all pointed unerringly in one direction: Lepke had an offer of information on politics which he felt was so national a sensation that, if publicly disclosed during a close presidential campaign, could put Dewey in the White House!”
 
   The New York Mirror wrote the day after Dewey was told of Lepke’s revelations, “It is said Lepke offered material to Governor Dewey that would have made him an unbeatable presidential candidate.”
 
   Governor Dewey, however, could not be swayed, and he rejected Lepke’s offer.
 
   That same day, Lepke received a letter from his old pal, Gurrah Shapiro, which said, “I told you we should have taken Dewey out when we had the chance.”
 
   On March 4, 1944, Louis “Lepke” Buchalter, as befitting the boss, took the long walk down the last mile first, followed in minutes by Louis Capone and Mendy Weiss. All three were jolted in Sing Sing’s electric chair a few minutes after midnight, effectively ending Murder Incorporated’s reign of terror in the United States of America.
 
   Other murders would be committed by organized crime figures in the future. But never again would a group of killers be united into one mighty organization (on a steady weekly salary) for the sole purpose of killing whomever their bosses said needed to be killed.
 
   As of this date, Louis “Lepke” Buchalter remains the only American mob boss ever executed by the United States Government.
 
   Gurrah Shapiro was right. They should have whacked Dewey like Dutch Schultz had said. If they had done in Dewey before he could do them any damage, who knows how many more years Murder Incorporated would have thrived unrestrained.
 
          A scary thought, indeed.
 
    
 
                                   The End
 
    
 
   *****
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     Introduction
 
    
 
   2012 is the 100-year anniversary of the murder of small-time gambler Herman Rosenthal - the most celebrated murder of its time. Make no mistake, there are no good guys here; no innocent victims. The fact is an offensive and offensive-looking well-known criminal framed a crooked New York City police lieutenant for the killing of an odious stool pigeon. People in the underworld cheered the death of Herman Rosenthal; he was that much disliked. But that doesn’t negate the fact that the wrong man sat in Sing Sing’s electric chair for ordering Rosenthal’s murder, while the man who framed him - and actually ordered the murder of Herman Rosenthal - walked away scot free, content in the knowledge that he was able to fool so many prominent law enforcement officials so easily.
 
   This is how it all happened.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   HERMAN ROSENTHAL
 
    
 
   He was thoroughly unlikeable; mean and snarky, and he would swindle his own mother if it would earn him a few bucks. Yet, the murder of small-time gambler Herman Rosenthal ignited a firestorm in the New York City press, which resulted in New York City Police Lieutenant, Charles Becker, being unjustly fried in Sing Sing’s electric chair.
 
                 Herman Rosenthal was a runt of a man who was born in Russia and immigrated to the United States with his parents when he was five-years-old. They settled in the Lower East Side of Manhattan, which, in the late 1800s, was a conglomeration of hard-working immigrants, infused with thieves, crooks, cheats, gamblers, and murderers. 
 
   Rosenthal’s parents were Jewish. But there is no evidence that Rosenthal ever set foot in a Jewish temple after his tumultuous teenage years began. At the age of 14, Rosenthal eschewed school, and he began running with one of the many local street gangs. Rosenthal stole from pushcarts, and picked the pockets of drunks. He perpetrated a myriad of illegal schemes corruptible kids from that era did to amuse and enrich themselves.
 
   Despite his size (he was 5-foot-3-inches), Rosenthal was a competent street fighter, and he gained a reputation as someone who could handle himself in a pinch. (A friend once said of Rosenthal, “He was mighty fast on his feet, and he could hit hard.”) 
 
   To earn a meager living, Rosenthal sold newspapers on the Manhattan side of the Brooklyn Bridge. However, the money he earned selling newspapers was peanuts compared to what Rosenthal envisioned as proper remuneration for a man of his guile, and what he considered to be – his superior intellect. Invariably, Rosenthal gravitated to the money, and in the Lower East Side of Manhattan at the turn of the century that usually led to a poolroom. That’s where Rosenthal met Big Tim Sullivan, the Political Prince of the Lower East Side, who had as much scruples as a bald-headed eagle has hair.
 
   Because of his spunk and willingness to mix it up when necessary - and also because Sullivan knew that “smart Jew boys” like Rosenthal represented a huge voting block on the Lower East Side -Big Tim got Little Herman Rosenthal a job as a numbers runner for a downtown poolroom. Rosenthal soon graduated to working from a secret back room in the poolroom, where he took sporting bets, both in person and by code over the phone.
 
   In 1897, Rosenthal married the lovely Dora Gilbert, and they became partners in the profession of Dora’s choice: the back-bruising business of prostitution. Quite simply, Dora did her best work on her knees and on her back in their West 40th Street apartment bedroom, while Rosenthal stood guard outside the bedroom door to make sure the visitors behaved themselves and didn’t quibble over the price or the performance. In time, Dora employed two other “working girls,” and Rosenthal became their pimp, too.
 
   In the early 1900s, things were going quite well for Rosenthal when Dora decided to give him the gate. Dora divorced Herman, and she used the money she had saved from her sex business to open up a legitimate boardinghouse: no johns need apply. This, in effect, left Rosenthal without a job, and since unemployment insurance had not yet been devised, Rosenthal went back to Big Tim Sullivan with his hat in his hand.
 
   Big Tim, still fond of Little Herman, got Rosenthal a job as the proprietor of a small Lower East Side craps game. Rosenthal did so well for Sullivan in this endeavor, Big Tim procured Rosenthal a prestigious gig as a bookmaker in a storefront in Far Rockaway, Queens, which was the last stop on the New York City subway transit system. Riding the subway daily gave Rosenthal plenty of time to think, and he envisioned the day when he would become a big shot himself.
 
   As a result of Rosenthal’s guile and Big Tim’s connections, Rosenthal moved up the underworld gambling ladder one step at a time. Rosenthal eventually became the manager of the prestigious Hesper Club, located on 111 Second Avenue and owned by Big Tim Sullivan’s brother, Patrick. The private Hesper Club was famous for its full casino. It featured roulette wheel and craps tables, and a back-room poker game which attracted some of the most illustrious gamblers in town. The gamblers included respected judges, assistant district attorneys, and a few mid-to-high-level government employees. 
 
   The Hesper Club was a club where you obtained membership only through the recommendation of another member. Big Tim was so intent on his brother Patrick’s private club thriving, Big Tim even penned a flowery letter, which was framed and placed inside the club next to the front door. 
 
   The letter, dated April 30, 1903, and addressed to then-Hesper president Sam Harris, read: 
 
    
 
   “Dear Sir: Regarding my election as a life member of the Hesper Club, I keenly appreciate the compliment you pay me, and should it be possible for me at any time to serve you, or any of the members, I would be glad to do so. A simple word from you will command me – Yours truly, TIMOTHY D. SULLIVAN.”
 
    
 
   This framed letter said reams about the strong connection between the elected politicians of the time and the illegal gambling crowd. Everyone knew Big Tim Sullivan ran the Lower East Side with an iron fist, fitted with a velvet glove. They also knew that Big Tim could provide well-paying jobs, some of them “no-show” jobs, to anyone he desired. 
 
   But the implication of the Hesper Club letter was even more sinister than that. 
 
   Big Tim basically said in the letter that a simple word from the president of the Hesper Club, and Sullivan would pull whatever strings necessary to keep illegal gambling thriving in the Hesper Club; not to mention giving jobs to whomever the bigwigs at the Hesper Club said needed jobs. This was a classic case of one dirty hand washing the other.
 
   Being the manager of the Hesper club catapulted Rosenthal into the big time. He was raking in so much cash, he was able to rent of suite of rooms at the illustrious Broadway Hotel, which set Rosenthal back more than $1,200 a month; a tidy sum in the first decade of the Twentieth Century. With his newfound celebrity, Rosenthal decided to take himself a second wife, a chubby bleach-bottled redhead named Lillian, who did not, like Rosenthal’s first wife, do business on her back. In fact, Herman was so flush with cash, Lillian had no need, nor any desire, to work at all.
 
   The problem with Rosenthal was that he was not very good at making friends, but quite competent at making enemies; especially those in the New York City police department. While he was manager of the Hesper Club, Rosenthal opened his own gambling operation, with the blessing of Big Tim Sullivan, of course, at 123 Second Avenue, called The Red Raven Club. The Red Raven Club had formerly been a poolroom run by Rosenthal. 
 
   It was common knowledge at the time, if you wanted to run an illegal gambling establishment in New York City, you had to pay off the police and pay them good. But giving graft to cops was adverse to Rosenthal’s nature. Instead of making his weekly contributions to the “Police Benevolent Association,” Rosenthal used that money instead to fortify his gambling houses from unwanted invasion. He installed extra-sturdy doors and employed the most competent doormen, who were experts at sniffing out an undercover cop, or someone from the city who might want to serve the club with a warrant. 
 
   This made the New York City police department all the more eager to shut Rosenthal down.
 
   In 1903, New York City Police Captain Charles Kemp spent considerable time devising a way to put Rosenthal out of business. According to Rose Keefe’s book, The Starker, Kemp used a dubious “letter of instruction” to gain admittance for one of his operatives to 123 Second Avenue, when it was a tightly run Rosenthal poolroom/illegal gambling house. The letter read: 
 
    
 
                   Herman Rosenthal Esq.
 
                  This is to introduce my friend, Mr. Ketcham. He is all right.
 
                                       H. Morgan
 
    
 
   The undercover cop gave the letter to the doorman, who in turn, gave the letter to Rosenthal. For some unknown reason, Rosenthal gave the thumbs-up for the visitor to enter. The undercover did so and in the course of an hour, he was able to place bets on several horse races.
 
   This allowed Captain Kemp to get a warrant, and on August 15, 1903, Captain Kemp, five detectives, and 20 policemen broke down the front door of 123 Second Avenue with axes. When they busted inside, they found Rosenthal frantically trying to destroy the day’s racing receipts inside a raging fireplace. Rosenthal was cuffed, and along with three of his employees, taken to the police station and charged with “keeping and maintaining a poolroom.” Why he was not charged in connection with taking illegal race bets is a testament to Rosenthal’s adroitness in pitching papers into the fire.
 
   Rosenthal’s rabbi with the law, and his ace-in-the-hole, was always Big Tim Sullivan. However, by the elections of 1908 Sullivan’s stronghold on the German and Irish votes had been weakened by the huge influx of Italians below 14th Street and west of Broadway, and Jews east of Broadway. With Sullivan’s power waning, Rosenthal, who had an abrasive and defying attitude when dealing with the legal authorities, had a large target on his back as far as the New York City police department was concerned.
 
   In 1909, New York City District Attorney William Travers Jerome, who had prosecuted Harry Thaw for the murder of famed architect Stanford White, set his sights on police corruption, illegal gambling in general, and on Herman Rosenthal in particular. Jerome had Rosenthal arrested and charged with “running a string of gambling houses.” However, as soon as Jerome closed down one of Rosenthal’s joints, little Herman just moved his equipment to a like-area nearby and opened again with impunity.
 
   By 1910, the Hesper Club had lost its luster. Due to the decrease in his political power, Big Tim Sullivan and his brother, Patrick, resigned from the club and left its future in the slippery hands of Herman Rosenthal. 
 
   With Rosenthal now running the show, instead of the usual politicians and judges spinning the Hesper Club’s roulette wheel, shooting craps, and playing poker in the back, they were replaced by neighborhood hooligans, who didn’t gamble as much as the previous members and were inclined to cheat a bit on cards, which decreased the Hesper Club’s membership even more.
 
   The first blow came on October 28, 1910, when, according to the New York Times: 
 
    
 
   “The Hesper Social and Political Club at 111 Second Avenue was invaded by the police yesterday under orders from Commissioner Cropsey and Police Commissioner Driscoll. The club, which is in Senator Christy Sullivan’s district, has long been regarded as one of the most influential East Side organizations, and the police raid caused considerable consternation in the neighborhood.”
 
    
 
   Inside the Hesper Club, 250 men were rounded up, and the police found “evidence of gambling” in the form of stuss tables, faro layouts, and blackboards, on which the partially erased words “Track Good” were still visible. 
 
   The police let all but two of the men go, but as they were doing so, about 100 or so disappointed gamblers decided to bum-rush past the police officers standing guard at the front door and force their way inside. These men claimed they were members of the private Hesper Club and should not be denied admittance. Seven of those men were also arrested, and the Hesper Club was temporarily shuttered.
 
   Rosenthal, who was not on the premises at the time of the raid, was furious. He immediately sent Matthias Radin, who introduced himself at Police Headquarters as “the lawyer for the Hesper Club,” to set the record straight. Radin yelled at Detective Cody, one of the officers involved in the raid, that “Tammany Hall would remember what the police had done and would remember those instrumental in it.”
 
   Then Radin tried to push his way into the office of the Police Commissioner. When he was stopped by a phalanx of cops, Radin yelled at them, “You don’t know who you’re talking to! You’re talking in a swell way to a good Tammany man and you’ll pay for it, and don’t you forget it!”
 
               Newspaper reporters surrounded Rosenthal’s mouthpiece, and this was the stage Radin relished.              He told the reporters, “It was an outrage to invade the quarters of the club. It is one of the oldest and respectable clubs on the East Side and had never been interfered with before in history. Those blackboards meant nothing. The police might have written those words ‘Track Good’ themselves. We hold lectures in the clubhouse regularly and the blackboards were used for illustrating points in these educational lectures. They were for the education and benefit of the members. So far as the stuss tables were concerned, any home might have such tables in it.”
 
                 The October 27 raid showed how much pull Tammany Hall still had concerning the New York City police department. Due to pressure applied by the aforementioned Matthias Radin, Police Commissioner Driscoll, who had ordered the raid, was relieved of his job and transferred to a local Precinct where his powers were greatly diminished. Also, Detectives Cody and Murphy, who led the raid, were no longer detectives. They were assigned to plain patrol duty, in uniform, in the boondocks of the Bronx.
 
   Through his considerable pull at Tammany Hall, Radin was able to get the Hesper Club reopened. So, the police set their sights on another one of Rosenthal’s establishments: the Red Raven Club at 123 Second Ave, right down the street from the Hesper Club. This club was Rosenthal’s alone, and it didn’t have the protection Big Tim Sullivan had afforded the Hesper Club.  
 
   On December 23, 1910, the Red Raven Club was raided by Capt. Kemp’s men. It was closed for a while as Rosenthal ordered his man Radin to get a court injunction to reopen the club. That Radin did, but on March 19, 1911, led by District Attorney Jerome himself, the police raided the Red Raven Club in a rousing midnight invasion. 
 
   Seven men were arrested, but the big fish – Rosenthal - was not on the premises at the time. So, Jerome sent his men to the Hesper Club, where there they found Rosenthal and arrested him on the spot. Rosenthal spent the night in Night Court, where his bail was set at $10,000; a tidy sum usually reserved for elite criminals. When the sun rose and the bail bond offices opened, Rosenthal posted bail and was none too happy about it.
 
                 He was even unhappier, when the police raided the Hesper Club for the final time on April 19, 1911. 
 
                 The New York Times headlines and subsequent article read:
 
    
 
                 HESPER CLUB RAIDED BY FLYNN’S AXEMEN
 
                 Deputy Commissioner Takes the Sullivan Stronghold 
 
               By Storm as a Gambling Resort
 
               IT MAY END GAMBLING HERE
 
               Gamblers Thought This Club Immune From Police 
 
               Interference on Account of Political Influence.
 
    
 
                  “The Hesper Club at 111 Second Avenue, generally believed to have the support of political interests allied to those of Big Tim and Christie Sullivan, and known as the gamblers’ own club, the principal citadel in the gambling fortifications throughout the city, was raided by Deputy Police Commissioner William J. Flynn. The raid, the gamblers themselves admitted when they heard of it, may prove to be the last blow necessary to suppress vice in this city.”
 
                 
 
   A known gambler, who frequented the Hesper Club, said, “It will be hard to keep on gambling when every time Flynn gets a man, he is put under a suspended sentence with orders to report to him. Flynn will have a regular roll book, and call roll every time he holds a meeting. It will be fine to hear the roll reading ‘Beansie Rosenfeld, Hymie Rosenthal, Bob Kennedy’ and so forth. And hear those fellows answer ‘Present and voting.’ That’s what it will come to at this rate, with everyone facing a two-year sentence and a $1,000 fine if he breaks parole.”
 
   With both of his money-making gambling joints shut down by the law, Rosenthal was so broke he had to move out of the Broadway Hotel, and he absconded to a flea-bag tenement with his wife, Lillian. 
 
   Desperate for a way to make a living, Rosenthal again turned to Big Tim Sullivan for help. Sullivan, whose political power had been seriously diminished and was in the early stages of syphilis dementia, fronted Rosenthal $35,000 to open a posh gambling house, not on the Lower East Side, but in the ritzy “Tenderloin District,” which ran from 30th  Street to 50th  Street, and from Sixth to Eight Avenues. Instead of dealing with the Lower Manhattan mugs, the Tenderloin district was the gambling home of such elegant sporting characters as Richard Canfield, Lou Busteed, Charles Gates, Julius Fleischmann, Henry Sinclair, and Percival Hill.
 
                 On November 17, 1911, Rosenthal’s gambling den had its grand opening at 104 West 45th Street. This made Bridgey Webber, a former member of the Hesper Club, not too happy. In early 1911, Webber, who had been Rosenthal’s archenemy since they were teenagers, had opened his own sporting club at 117 West 45th  Street, down the block from Rosenthal’s new joint, and he sure didn’t like the competition being so close to his lucrative operation.
 
                 However, Rosenthal’s steadfast insistence not to pay off the local police came back to haunt him. After being open just a few days, Rosenthal was summoned to the offices of Police Inspector Cornelius Hayes, who demanded an immediate payment of $1,000; to be followed by payments of $1,000 a week. Rosenthal told Hayes to go spit in his hat, which was not such a smart thing do to, since a few days later, Hayes led a contingent of cops to Rosenthal’s new club. The police smashed down the doors, then took their axes to every piece of equipment in sight.
 
   Rosenthal borrowed money to purchase new equipment, and he took in a new partner: New York City Police Lieutenant Charles Becker, who was reputed to have closed down more gambling joints in New York City than any other cop in town.
 
    
 
    
 
   CHARLES BECKER
 
    
 
   In 1870, Charles Becker was born to a German/American family in the tiny town of Calicoon Center, in the Catskill region of upstate New York. Becker’s father died when he was seven, and he was raised by his widowed mother. In 1890, when Becker was just 20 years old, he hopped on a train and headed for New York City where he hoped to gain fame and more than his fair share of fortune.          
 
   After working at several meaningless jobs, the tall and broad-shouldered Becker took a gig as a bouncer in a German “Biergarten” (beer garden) just off the Bowery. German Biergartens were jovial joints where sometimes an unruly customer, who had one too many brews, needed to get pitched out on his ear. Becker was especially good at this sort of thing, and he got the reputation of someone who could “punch with the kick of a horse.” Becker’s status as a ruffian grew, and soon he caught the eye of several customers who were politically connected and were in the position to get someone like Becker an appointment in the New York City police department; after he paid them handsomely, of course. 
 
   Becker’s rabbi was the Republican Police Commissioner John McClave, who had been appointed by Mayor Franklin Edson in 1884 and re-appointed in 1890 by Mayor Hugh Grant. McClave, as was the practice in those days, took the whopping sum of $300 off Becker (nearly a half a year of a New York City policeman’s pay), and in early 1894 Becker became a full-fledged New York City policeman. Soon after he secured Becker his “appointment,” McClave was summoned before the Lexow Committee, which was investigating police corruption in New York City. The charge against McClave was “banking the proceeds of bribery,” and with his son-in-law Gideon Granger testifying against him, McClave was forced to resign. 
 
   There is no record of McClave ever having returned Becker’s $300.
 
                 After making his bones in several precincts, Becker was given a most enviable post as a vice-stomping unformed policeman in the Tenderloin, sometimes known as “Satan’s Circus.” Becker soon learned he could expand his policeman’s pay considerably by sticking out his hand whenever he encountered someone breaking the gambling or prostitution laws; both of which abounded in the Tenderloin. Of course, because he was not arresting people who came across with the cash, Becker sometimes had to make a legitimate arrest just to show he was doing his job.
 
                 On September 16, 1896, 24-year-old novelist/journalist Stephen Crane was hobnobbing in the Tenderloin, doing research for an article on which he was working. Crane had just received worldwide acclaim for his Civil War novel Red Badge of Courage and was looking to add to his reputation by writing a piece about the Tenderloin. 
 
   Around 10 p.m., Crane ambled into the Broadway Garden, which was located in the southern tip of the Tenderloin, at the corner of Broadway and Thirty-First Street. There Crane made the acquaintance of three young ladies who called themselves “dancers,” which they may have been, but more often they were prostitutes. Crane had finished interviewing these women for his proposed story, and he escorted the three lovelies outside where they intended to go their separate ways. 
 
   After Crane had guided one lady to a cable car, he turned back to the other two, just in time to see Patrolman Becker, in his sparkling blue uniform with its shining brass buttons, came out of nowhere and grab both ladies by the wrists. Becker announced he was arresting them for prostitution. 
 
   Thinking quickly, one of the ladies pointed at Crane, and she told Becker, “I’m no prostitute. He’s my husband!”
 
   Becker turned to Crane and asked him if the lady’s statement was true.
 
   Crane said, “Yes, I am. I’m her husband.”
 
   Becker let go of the young lady’s wrist, but still held tightly onto the other young lady’s wrist. “Well, what about this one?” Becker asked Crane.
 
   Crane replied, “I know nothing about her.”
 
   Becker smiled. “Well, she’s nothing but a common prostitute, and I’m arresting her for soliciting prostitution.”
 
   Becker took the girl, real name Ruby Young, but known on the streets as Dora Clark, to the 19th Precinct and locked her up for the night. Crane tagged along, and he found out that first thing in the morning Clark would be arraigned at the Jefferson Court Market, at Tenth Street and Sixth Avenue. Crane decided to show up at her arraignment. 
 
   Magistrate Cornell was in charge of the proceedings, and after listening to Becker’s charges, Magistrate Cornell turned to Clark and asked what she had to say for herself.
 
   Clark responded with a conspiracy theory she said had started three weeks earlier. Clark stated her arrest was unwarranted, and that she was being persecuted by the police of the 19th Precinct, because she had inadvertently insulted one of them.
 
   Clark told the Magistrate, “I was accosted by a man on Broadway, who because of the poor lighting on the street, I perceived to be a Negro. I told him to go about his business, and that I wanted nothing to do with a Negro.”
 
   The only problem was, this man was not a Negro, but a policeman with a swarthy complexion named Rosenberg. Patrolman Rosenberg arrested Clark on the spot, and when she gave her explanation the next day in court, Patrolman Rosenberg was insulted and quite upset. Patrolman Rosenberg got word to Clark that she would be arrested by a 19th Precinct cop every time she set foot in the Tenderloin, whether she had committed a crime or not. Clark told Magistrate Cornell, that since then she has been unjustly arrested several times in the Tenderloin, and the incident last night was just one of her many bogus arrests.
 
   Magistrate Cornell turned to Becker, and he asked if there was any doubt in his mind that Clark was engaged in the solicitation of prostitution on the previous night.
 
   Becker stuck out his chin and puffed out his chest. 
 
   “None whatsoever, “Becker said. “She is an old hand at this, and she always lies about it.”
 
   Magistrate Cornell asked Clark if it were true that she frequented the streets of the Tenderloin.
 
   Clark, knowing that denying something so provable would do her no good, told the judge that yes, she indeed frequented the Tenderloin, adding, “Why not? This is America. It’s a free country.”
 
   This cemented in Magistrate Cornell’s mind that Clark was indeed a prostitute, since no respectable woman would travel alone in the Tenderloin, especially at midnight. But before he could proclaim his decision, Stephen Crane jumped to his feet near the back of the courtroom. 
 
   As was reported in the New York Sun, Crane said, “Just a word, Your Honor. I know this girl to be innocent. I only know that while with me she acted respectably and that the policeman's charge was false.” 
 
   Crane went on to delineate the reasons why Becker had made an improper arrest of Clark. Then he added, "If the girl will have the officer prosecuted for perjury, I will gladly support her."
 
   Since Magistrate Cornell was aware of Crane’s fame and could not imagine such an illustrious writer lying in court, he dismissed the charges against Clark. This did not please Becker too much. He was even more irritated, when Clark, three weeks later, marched into Police Headquarters at 300 Mulberry Street, and pressed charges against Becker and against Patrolman Rosenberg for “continued harassment.” 
 
   Clark’s chief witness was Stephen Crane, which caused Becker more than a few bouts of agita. So much so, a few days after Clark brought charges against Becker, he accosted her on the street at three in the morning and beat her unmercifully in front of witnesses; none of whom would come to her aid because of their fear of Becker and his methods. When Becker was finished pummeling Clark, a husky hooker named “Chicago May,” who was alleged to be one of Becker’s paramours, landed a few kicks and punches of her own on the fallen Clark.
 
   Because of Crane’s fame, for the next several weeks the Becker/Crane/Clark case made national news. It was spread across the front page of newspapers in big cities like Philadelphia and Boston. It even made headlines as far west as Chicago, where the Chicago Dispatch made the snide observation that “Stephen Crane is respectfully informed that association with women in scarlet is not necessarily a ‘Red Badge of Courage.’ ”
 
   While Becker was waiting for his police trial to take place, he ordered his pals in the department to do everything possible to make Crane’s life miserable. First, they raided Crane’s apartment, looking for anything that might discredit Crane. Then they interviewed Crane’s friends and acquaintances, digging for more dirt. By pounding the pavement and knocking on doors, Becker’s pals discovered that Crane frequented brothels and that he had more than a causal relationship with opium dens. Future United States President Theodore Roosevelt, who was the New York City Police Commissioner at the time and casually acquainted with Crane, advised Crane not to testify at Becker’s trial, or suffer ruin to his reputation. 
 
   Crane decided to testify anyway.
 
   At Becker’s October 16 trial, every police officer in the 19th Precinct who was not on duty at the time showed up in court to support Becker. Before the four judges, who were comprised of the city’s four deputy police commissioners, Becker’s lawyer, Louis Grant, was relentless in trying to discredit Crane’s testimony. 
 
   Grant painted Crane as a man who not only frequently smoked in opium dens and took solace in the company of prostitutes, but also as a man who lived off the ill-gotten gains of those poor girl’s debaucheries. 
 
   On the witness stand, with Grant in Crane’s face, Crane meekly denied Grant’s accusations, saying his presence in opium dens and brothels were solely for the purpose of doing research for his writings. 
 
   At one point, Grant was so venomous is his conduct toward Crane one newspaperman wrote, “Crane appeared to not know where he was at. At one time the questions were so severe as to cause the young author to place his hands to his face with the apparent desire to shut out the questions from his mind.”
 
   Things got so sticky for Crane on the witness stand, he refused to answer several of Grant’s questions on the grounds that “they would tend to degrade and incriminate him.”
 
   After the humiliation of Crane was complete, the four deputy police commissioners, led by Fredrick Grant - the son of United States President Ulysses Grant - found Charles Becker innocent of all charges. 
 
   After the verdict was rendered, Stephen Crane skulked from New York City; his reputation in ruins. 
 
   Crane would never again garner acclaim as a writer; either of fiction, or of non-fiction. Disgraced in the Northeast, Crane absconded to Key West; then to Jacksonville, Florida, where he met his true love, Cora Taylor, the owner of a house of ill-repute named Hotel De Dream. 
 
   Unable to make a decent living off his writings, Crane took a war assignment from Blackwood’s Magazine, which sent Crane to Cuba to report on the Spanish-American War. In Cuba, Crane contracted yellow fever and malaria, further worsening his already tenuous health. In late 1899, his work in Cuba complete, Crane journeyed to England where he continued his love affair Cora Taylor, whom he finally married. 
 
   In England, Crane’s health continued to deteriorate, and after he suffered a severe hemorrhage of his lungs, he decided to enter a health resort in Badenweiler, Germany. Crane lingered in ill health for several months before he passed away on June 5, 1900, at the age of 28.
 
   Charles Becker didn’t kill Stephen Crane, but he certainly was instrumental in quickening the young writer’s demise.
 
   With the Crane/Clark matter behind him, Becker became more resolute in working the Tenderloin for his personal profit. Becker made a career out of shaking down prostitutes and gambling houses, making the occasional sensational arrest, so that his name would be firmly entrenched on the front page of the New York City daily newspapers. 
 
   After his first wife, Mary, died from tuberculosis, he married a second time to a Canadian lass named Letitia Stensen, with whom he had a son, Howard Paul. This marriage lasted less than a year, mostly because Becker had been unfaithful to his wife; fooling with a string of Tenderloin hookers, from whom he accepted sexual favors, in addition to the shakedown money they paid Becker to keep operating without fear of arrest. Letitia sued for divorce on the grounds of infidelity. She won her divorce, and then scurried off to Reno, Nevada where she married Becker’s older brother Paul. 
 
   Go figure.
 
   In 1902 Becker met his third and final wife - Helen Lynch, a teacher in the New York City Public School System. This marriage lasted as long as Becker did, and Helen would play a major part in the melodrama that followed the death of Herman Rosenthal.
 
    
 
    
 
   THE SECRET (STRONG ARM) SQUAD
 
    
 
   In 1911, Police Commissioner Rhinelander Waldo appointed Becker to head an elite group of police strongmen which Waldo proudly called “The Special Squad,” but christened in the press as “The Strong Arm Squad.”
 
     In a New York Times article dated August 13, 1911, the headline read:
 
    
 
                 THE STRONG ARM SQUAD – A TERROR TO THE GANGS
 
    
 
   “Lieut. Charles Becker was picked to be in command of the Strong Arm Squad. He looks the part, standing over six feet in his socks, tipping the scale over 200 pounds, broad-shouldered, with eyes, jaw, and fists of a fighter.”
 
    
 
   The Strong Arm Squad was right up Becker’s alley, because it gave him and his boys carte blanche to crack heads whenever they deemed it necessary, and that was often. The Strong Arm Squad was comprised of, according to the Times, “twenty huskies whose sole duty is to travel around the city and hand out generous doses of strong-arm medicine to any and all who showed unmistakable signs of being in need of it.”
 
   The Strong Arm Squad wore no police uniforms, nor did they dress like police detectives. The Strong Arm Squad wore the attire of the times associated with ruffians, longshoremen, and the rabble in the streets who were committing mayhem on the general public. In other words, the Strong Arm Squad dressed to blend in with the crowd they were looking to beat up, then arrest; in either order, as they saw fit. These 20 men were plucked from various precincts because “they had earned the reputation for their fighting capacity, for their judgment in making arrests, and for their ability to back up their arrests.”
 
   In fact, the last two criteria had nothing to do with the selection of the Strong Arm Squad. The first criteria was all that was required to be given the opportunity to legally crack heads. 
 
   According to the Times article, 
 
    
 
   “The Strong Arm Squad consisted of such thugs as Alex Whitman, the ‘strong man’ of the Police Department, and his brother Nathan Whitman, who has been dubbed the ‘Yiddish Irishman.’ Then there was Conlon, the ‘strong arm dude.’  ‘Old Sleuth’ Faubel, Joe McLaughlin, known as ‘Eat ‘Em Up Alive,’ and finally ‘Boots Trojan,’ who knows all the gangs and whom Becker described as ‘good as four ordinary men to go into a muss with.’”
 
    
 
   Becker’s squad of thugs knew what Waldo wanted, and they provided it in spades. Waldo was interested in arrests all right, but that was secondary to beating the crap out of whomever Becker deemed worthy of such actions. Waldo’s thinking was - strike fear in the hearts of the underworld element and they will stop doing whatever they are doing. Of course, this tactic never works and only makes the hard men harder when they finally are released from prison. 
 
   Whenever arrests were made, the New York City’s Magistrates were regaled by the prisoner’s tales of  “cruel and abusive” treatment by Becker and his gang. However, Becker always denied these claims, and thanks to the interference of Police Commissioner Waldo, no charges were ever brought against Becker and his thugs. 
 
   With his ruthless reputation flaunted frequently in the press, Becker was in an even better position than he was before to do what he did best: shake down prostitutes and known New York City gamblers, especially in the Tenderloin. In fact, Becker was such a commanding presence in the Tenderloin; he was christened “The Czar of the Tenderloin.” 
 
   With his squad of goons behind him, Becker went on a rampage, closing down 100 gambling joints in the period of nine months. Of course, Becker took care of those who took care of him. If the proprietor of a gambling house came across with the proper amount of cash, Becker would ignore the gambling house’s existence. And if that were not possible – if Waldo came down with a direct order to close down that particular dive – Becker would tip off the gambling house owners in advance, so that when Becker finally did axe down the front door of the gambling den, all of the establishment’s best gambling paraphernalia had been secreted away, and only decrepit tables and gambling wheels would be axed or confiscated.  Big-shot gamblers were also tipped off, so when Becker’s men made their arrests in their favored gambling houses, the arrestees were nonentities, with no bucks to back up their play with Becker.
 
   According to Mike Dash’s fine tome Satan’s Circus, Becker was raking in so much cash that he personally banked, between October 1911 and July 1912, an average of $10,000 a month. Becker had 15 bank accounts dotted throughout the five boroughs of New York City. Some were solely in his name; some in joint accounts with his wife, and others under fictitious names. Becker also had safety deposit boxes in several banks filed with cold, hard cash; sometimes as much as $2,000 in one such box.
 
   This brings us back to Herman Rosenthal.
 
    
 
    
 
   A PARTNERSHIP MADE IN HELL
 
    
 
   In November of 1911, after Inspector Cornelius Hayes led his raid on Rosenthal’s West Forty-Fifth Street gambling house, Rosenthal was basically broke, and he needed a partner to reopen his gambling house. Since Becker was in the newspapers so often and was such a big shot when it came to destroying or allowing gambling houses to prosper, Rosenthal thought Becker would be a perfect mate to partner with.
 
   Rosenthal said in the July 14, 1912 edition of the New York World, “The first time I met Charles Becker was at a ball given by the Order of the Elks on 43rd Street near Sixth Avenue, and we had a very good evening, and drank freely, and became very good friends. Our next meeting was by appointment on New Year’s Eve, 1912, at the Elks Club.
 
   “We drank a lot of champagne that night and later in the morning we were all pretty under the weather. Becker put his arms around me and kissed me. He said, ‘Anything in the world for you Herman. I’ll get up at three o’clock in the morning to do you a favor. You can have anything I’ve got.’”
 
   Knowing Becker’s reputation as a cad, it’s hard to believe Becker used exactly those words. But 
 
   Rosenthal was a well-known bullshit artist. So it’s safe to presume they probably met for the first time at the Elks Club, and at their second meeting at the Elks Club’s New Year’s Eve celebration, they most likely came to an agreement as to how much cash Rosenthal needed to cough up not to have his joint raided on a regular basis (Rosenthal said he had to give 20 percent of his profits to Becker). 
 
   Rosenthal also claimed, as one of the conditions for taking in Becker as a partner, Becker had to loan Rosenthal $1,500 for operating expenses and to spruce up the gambling hall. Rosenthal said that to receive the $1,500, Rosenthal had to sign legal papers putting up Rosenthal’s house furniture, or chattel, as collateral in case Rosenthal reneged on the loan. 
 
   However, Becker denied he had any financial arrangements with Rosenthal. 
 
   On July 13, 1912, Becker told the New York Times, “I have never been connected with him in any way, either in business, or friendship. He tried hard to make it seem I was by inviting me to dinner in public places, but I always declined.”
 
   So it’s clear, one of them was lying; or they both were lying. The latter seems most likely. 
 
   What we do know is this: Becker and Rosenthal came to some sort of agreement that either Rosenthal would pay Becker a flat sum per week to keep his joint open, or a percentage of the profits (most likely a flat sum, since Becker could not prevent Rosenthal from cooking the books). That was all well and good for Becker; he was shaking down so many gambling establishments in town, one more trophy in his case could do him no harm.
 
    Or could it?
 
   The problem was that Police Commissioner Waldo was getting letters complaining about Rosenthal’s establishment being allowed to operate. The rumor was that old archenemy Bridgey Webber, whose gambling joint was just down the block from Rosenthal’s, was the author of these letters. As a result, Waldo put the pressure on Becker to raid Rosenthal’s place, and Becker told his “partner” Rosenthal that he had no choice but to follow the police commissioner’s demands. 
 
   Becker told Rosenthal something like, “What’s the big deal? I’ll give you advance notice of the raid so that you can hide all your valuable equipment. Plus, you can make yourself scarce on the night of the raid so you won’t have to spend the night in jail. Then in a few days, you’ll put your best stuff back in the joint and we’ll be back in business like before.”
 
   Rosenthal told Becker something like, “Go spit in your hat! You’re my partner and if my joint gets axed, I’ll make your life miserable!”
 
   It was not such a great idea for a little nobody like Rosenthal to dictate to big, bad Lieutenant Becker what he could do and what he could not do. 
 
   At around 10 p.m., April 17, 1912, Becker, along with his Special (Strong Arm) Squad plus a battalion of policemen, raided Rosenthal’s 45th  Street “sporting club.” As a favor, Becker did warn Rosenthal in advance, so little Herman hid in a hallway down the block and waited for the raid to reach its conclusion.
 
                 Rosenthal said Becker contacted him the next day and told him not to worry; that Becker himself would fork over the money caused by his men’s action. 
 
   “Five hundred bucks should do the trick,” Becker allegedly told Rosenthal. 
 
   There is no proof this money actually changed hands. But what is known is that Rosenthal’s club remained closed for weeks, and that one of the people arrested in the raid was Rosenthal’s favorite nephew, Herbert Hull, a 17-year-old with no criminal record. 
 
   When Rosenthal’s nephew was indicted a few weeks later, Rosenthal demanded and received a private summit with Becker. The two men, acting like Russian spies, held a clandestine meeting; reportedly in a New York City taxi cab. Nothing was accomplished at this meeting, and according to Rosenthal, the two men left on very bad terms.
 
    
 
   ROSENTHAL BECOMES A RAT
 
    
 
   Feeling like he was the odd man out, and being persecuted by the police, especially Lieutenant Becker, Rosenthal decided to take his case directly to Mayor William J. Gaynor. A man of Gaynor’s exalted stature wouldn’t be caught dead in the same room with a weasel like Rosenthal, so Gaynor’s secretary told Rosenthal’s to take a hike, or something similar. 
 
   Rosenthal then figured, “If the Mayor won’t see me, I’ll go straight to Police Commissioner Waldo.” 
 
   This was not a very bright idea, since it was Waldo who had ordered Becker to raid Rosenthal’s joint in the first place. It was no surprise that Waldo also refused to see Rosenthal.
 
   Two strikes against him and tired of whiffing, Rosenthal took another swing, and he wound up in the office of New York City District Attorney Charles S. Whitman, a confirmed alcoholic, who was often drunk on the job and sometimes even in court. Despite his frequently inebriated condition, Whitman had ambitions to become Governor of New York State, which he accomplished in 1914. Presumably sober at the time of their meeting, Whitman gave the pudgy gambler an extended audience, where Rosenthal laid out his terrible tale concerning the conduct of Lieutenant Becker towards Rosenthal. 
 
   However, after hearing Rosenthal’s account, Whitman told Rosenthal there was nothing he could do on Rosenthal’s word alone. Whitman said he would need corroboration from someone else; someone who could verify Becker was indeed shaking down gambling halls. 
 
   “Find me another gambling-house owner who would squeal on Becker,” Whitman told Rosenthal. “Then I can pursue a case against him.” 
 
   Rosenthal knew getting corroborating evidence against Becker was impossible, since all the gambling-house owners, who were paying Becker and knew Rosenthal was paying Becker, hated Rosenthal more than they hated Becker. So, Rosenthal played his final card, his ace in the hole. He decided to bring his story to the New York City press.
 
   Enter New York World columnist Herbert Bayard Swope. 
 
   Swope was a tall, red-headed whirlwind, whose ambition matched that of Whitman’s, a New York City District Attorney, who loved seeing his name in the newspapers, preferably on the front page. Swope and Whitman made a perfect team. The boozy Whitman made and sometimes contrived headline news, and Swope reported Whitman’s achievements in his columns with a flourish. It was a win-win situation for both men.
 
   After being shot down by Mayor Gaynor, Police Commissioner Waldo, and D.A. Whitman, Rosenthal asked around as to who might listen to his terrible tale of woe. With Big Tim Sullivan now in a mental institution and in no condition to help anyone, including himself, Rosenthal decided on Swope, who was known for throwing huge amounts of shit against the wall and hoping some of it stuck. 
 
   Knowing the ways of the Tenderloin, Swope bought Rosenthal’s story, and he figured the best way to make Becker’s actions known publically was to have Rosenthal write up two lengthy affidavits (with Swope’s help of course), and run the affidavits verbatim in the Saturday and Sunday editions (July 14 and 15) of the New York World. And that’s what that two men did, which immediately thrust smoke out of Lieutenant Charles Becker’s ears.
 
   In the affidavits, Rosenthal said because Becker was his partner and had a piece of the joint, Becker had warned him about the impending the raid on the gambling house (Police Commissioner Waldo had insisted on the raid, Becker had told Rosenthal). In addition, since they were partners, Becker had the good grace to tip off Rosenthal in advance about the impending raid, so that Rosenthal could make himself scarce and not spend the night in the slammer. And, there was the also the little problem of the squad of policemen Rosenthal claimed were now basically living in Rosenthal’s house since the raid (the gambling house and Rosenthal’s home were in the same building). 
 
   Rosenthal whined to the New York Times, who picked up on the story after it had been released by the New York World, “I won’t stand for it! There are no other policemen living in other houses that I know of. My lawyer has advised me to throw them out. District Attorney Whitman has advised me to throw them out!”
 
   According to Rose Keefe’s excellent book The Starker, Rosenthal went so far as to invite reporters to take a tour of his house. Unfortunately for Little Herman, when the press arrived, not a policeman was in sight. 
 
   Still, Herman persevered, and while Rosenthal gave the reporters the grand tour, his chubby wife Lillian whined to the press, “It’s very annoying, as I do want my home to myself. There they sit and read newspapers or books all day long, and night too. They smoke cigars and leave butts around. It’s very annoying. They’re better now, but we would like to lock them out, only we’re afraid they’d knock down the door.”
 
   At this moment, on the afternoon of July 15, 1912, if Rosenthal had half-a-brain in his head, he would have known his life was in imminent danger. Rosenthal was an unlikable nobody; Becker was a big-shot police lieutenant. And most importantly, Rosenthal had several fellow gamblers who would like nothing better than seeing Rosenthal six-feet under. One was the aforementioned Bridgey Webber, and another was a contemptuous, toadyish, vile-looking individual named Bald Jack Rose. 
 
   We’ll get to Bald Jack Rose later.
 
   With the New York City newspapers heavy on the case, Whitman heeded Swope’s advice, and he decided to pursue a criminal indictment against Becker. But to do so, Whitman needed Rosenthal’s testimony on the official record, not in the newspapers. Whitman told Swope to tell Rosenthal to meet Whitman at Whitman’s uptown home on Sunday night. 
 
   After the Saturday (July 14) Rosenthal affidavit (No. 1) was published in the New York World, Becker and his lawyer, John W. Hart, stampeded into the offices of the newspaper and began throwing words around  like “libel” and “lawsuit,” and other words not printable in a family newspaper. Becker and Hart met with Isaac White, the legal counsel for the newspaper, and although White told them a second installment of Rosenthal’s affidavits was due to be published on Sunday, he would do them the courtesy of releasing the original affidavits to them after the second one was published (July 15). 
 
   Becker and Hart told White thanks for nothing, and they immediately informed every newspaperman in town that they were going to sue Rosenthal and the New York World for libel, defamation of character, slander, or any possible combination of the three. Rosenthal must have laughed when he heard that, since he was now flat broke and totally bullet-proof from civil lawsuits.
 
   Enter “The Brain” – Arnold Rothstein. 
 
   The son of a rabbi, Rothstein was the most famous gambler in New York City and the acknowledged “King of the Tenderloin.” Rothstein once said he’d bet on anything, except the weather - the reason being the weather was the only thing he couldn’t fix. Making strange bedfellows indeed, Rothstein and Swope were fast pals, and in fact, when Rothstein married actress Carolyn Greene in 1914, Swope served as his best man. 
 
   On Sunday morning July 15, after Rothstein got wind of what Rosenthal was doing, which threatened the very fabric of the Tenderloin, Rothstein called Swope, wanting to know exactly how far Rosenthal was willing to go with his insubordination. When Swope told Rothstein that Rosenthal was ready to go all the way to the United States Supreme Court if necessary, on the afternoon of July 15, Rothstein summoned Rosenthal to Rothstein’s palatial home in uptown Manhattan. At this meeting, Rothstein laid down the law to Rosenthal; even offering Rosenthal $500 to get out of town immediately and more money if Rosenthal needed it later. Rosenthal turned Rothstein’s offer down, and by doing so he basically put a bullet in his own head.
 
   On the same day, four known gamblers and all-around-bad-guys - Bridgey Webber, Bald Jack Rose, Harry Vallon, and Sam Schepps - got together to discuss the Rosenthal situation. On a boozed-up boat trip around Manhattan Island, they were overheard saying that if Rosenthal did not stop his yapping, “someone would get him and get him for keeps.”
 
    
 
    
 
   HELLO HERMAN; GOODBYE HERMAN
 
    
 
    
 
   On Sunday night July 15, Lieutenant Charles Becker made himself visible at the prize fights at Madison Square Garden, for the reason, it was said later, to give himself an alibi when Herman Rosenthal was aerated with bullets. 
 
   At the same time, Rosenthal was at the home of Charles Whitman, making a verbal agreement that he would be in Whitman’s office at 8 a.m. sharp the next morning to get the ball rolling (give sworn evidence) against Becker for a slew of crimes Rosenthal said Becker had perpetrated against him. 
 
   Right around midnight, a visual monstrosity named Bald Jack Rose was seen in a rented, gray Packard, accompanied by several unsavory characters. The car was registered to William Libby and driven by Louis Shapiro, who thought he was out for a nice drive around town, followed by a fat payday, including tip.
 
   It was just after midnight, when Herman Rosenthal wobbled like a penguin through the front door of the Hotel Metropole, on 43rd  Street near Broadway. The Hotel Metropole was owned by brothers Jim and George Considine, who had as their silent partner Big Tim Sullivan, now a ward of the state in a loony bin in Westchester, New York. However, when Big Tim still had all his marbles, he had used his influence at Tammany Hall to get a much-sought-after 24-hour liquor license for the Café Metropole, which sat to the right of the lobby in the hotel.
 
   The hotel and the café had seen better days, but never a night like it was about to see.
 
   Whistling and happy as a lark, Rosenthal waddled through the lobby of the hotel and into the café. As soon as Rosenthal’s feet hit the floor inside the café, the usual patter of patrons turned to stone silence. 
 
   It was as if Herman Rosenthal had sucked all the air out of the room. 
 
   Still, Rosenthal looked quite jolly and did not display the countenance of a man who in just a few hours would be spilling his guts to District Attorney Whitman. Newspaper accounts later speculated that Rosenthal had come to the Café Metropole not for a few drinks, but for a nice payoff to get out of town before he met Whitman. Rosenthal was expecting someone to give him, not the $500 that Rothstein had promised, but as much as $15,000; chipped in by all the gamblers he could hurt with his testimony. And there were dozens. With the cash safely in his pocket,  Rosenthal would then board a train at Grand Central Station for parts unknown. He could always send for his bottled-redheaded wife later, if that’s what he desired.
 
   Rosenthal sat at a table and was soon joined by a gaggle of other gamblers, with names like Fat Moe Brown and “Boob” Walker, who was a strong-arm man for Bridgey Webber. Foregoing any food, Rosenthal ordered a concoction consisting of bourbon, ginger ale, and bitters, which was called a “Horse’s Head.” 
 
   Most of Rosenthal’s acquaintances would agree Rosenthal was the opposite end of the horse.
 
   A few minutes after Rosenthal enter the Café Metropole, an old foe entered the cafe. It was none other than Bridgey Webber. After making the rounds of the other tables teeming with gamblers, Webber approached Rosenthal’s table. 
 
   Webber said, “Hello Herman.”
 
   Rosenthal returned the greeting, and when Webber left the table and exited the café, Rosenthal turned to his companions and said, “See, Bridgey’s all right. I’ll get my money.” 
 
   If this conversation occurred, and there’s no reason to believe it didn’t, it was another indication that Rosenthal had no intention of going to Whitman’s office in a few hours. Rosenthal was going to take the money and run.
 
   At about 1:20 a.m., Rosenthal exited the Hotel Metropole, and from a newsboy out front he bought seven copies of the morning edition of the New York World, in which Rosenthal’s story was splattered across the front page. He went back into the Café Metropole, sat at his table, and his shirt buttons bursting with pride, Rosenthal showed his pals the front page of the newspaper. 
 
   “How’s that for a headline?” Rosenthal said to anyone who’d listen.
 
   Right about then, a strange thing happened outside the Hotel Metropole. 
 
   For no apparent reason, a police lieutenant, not named Becker, started shooing people away from the entrance of the hotel, including cars that were in the vicinity of the hotel’s entrance. Some of these cars were cabbies waiting for a late-night fare, and they protested some, but not much.
 
   About 1:30 a.m., a New York City newspaper received an anonymous phone call, asking, “Is Rosenthal dead yet?”
 
   The person was never identified, but at 10 minutes before two, a well-dressed man entered the Café Metropole and told Rosenthal that someone was waiting for him outside the hotel. Without question and with a huge smile on his face, Rosenthal immediately departed the hotel, as if he had expected such a request.
 
   As soon as his feet hit the pavement outside, four men (later identified by Bald Jack Rose as “Big Jack” Zelig’s henchmen Harry “Gyp the Blood” Horowitz, Frank “Whitey Lewis” Muller, Lewis “Lefty” Rosenberg, and Frank “Dago Frank” Ciroficci) rushed up to Rosenthal and opened fire. Five shots blasted into Rosenthal, all which could have been fatal. But the one that hit him over the bridge of his nose and entered his brain killed Rosenthal instantly. 
 
   A comedy of errors ensued, as it was obvious to all in the vicinity of the Hotel Metropole that a murder had been committed.
 
   The four shooters jumped back into the gray Packard, and they ordered the driver, Louis Shapiro, to hightail it out of there quick or suffer the same fate as Rosenthal. Shapiro did as he was told, and the killers escaped down 43rd Street. 
 
   Even though there were five policemen within a few yards of where Rosenthal lay dead, not one of them attempted to stop the getaway car. In fact, all five policemen later gave a different license plate number for the car. And oddly, none of the policemen immediately went over to where Rosenthal was lying dead to see the identity of the victim.
 
   The first responding officer was Policeman William J. File, who was off-duty at the time and drinking with friends at the Café Metropole when he heard the shots. As Policeman File ascertained that Rosenthal was indeed dead, a known gambler pushed his way through the crowd surrounding Rosenthal’s body. The man bent down, stared into Rosenthal’s unseeing eyes, and said, “Hello Herman.” Then the man straightened up, smiled, and said, “Goodbye Herman.” 
 
   Just as quickly as the man appeared, he disappeared into the crowd.
 
   The news of Rosenthal’s murder spread like wildfire throughout New York City. At 2:30 a.m., Police Commissioner Waldo was awaken at home and told Rosenthal had been murdered. Waldo briefly entertained the thought of waking Mayor Gaynor and telling him the bad news, but then he decided a good night’s sleep was more important, and he went back to bed.
 
   Herbert Bayard Swope was up and about when he heard the news about Rosenthal. Swope immediately rushed to the 16th Precinct on West 47th  Street to find out the details. He was not too shocked to discover that the police were bumbling along, not even being able to agree on the license plate number of the getaway car. At 3 a.m., Swope rushed to a telephone, and he called District Attorney Whitman, who was fast asleep. Swope screamed into the phone that Rosenthal had been shot dead. Whitman pulled a Waldo, and said he’d see to it in the morning. By this time Rosenthal’s body had been transported to the 16th Precinct.
 
   Swope would have none of that. He yelled into the phone at Whitman, “No, you have to come right now to the 16th Precinct!” 
 
   “No, I’m in bed. I have my pajamas on,” Whitman said.
 
   Not too happy, Swope jumped into a cab and hurried to Whitman’s East 26th Street apartment. Swope practically dressed Whitman, and he pushed him into the waiting cab. They arrived back at the 16th Precinct, where Whitman, with much help from Swope, tried to get a firm grip on the situation.
 
   At about this time, a friend of the family phoned Lillian Rosenthal and told her about her husband’s demise. 
 
   Lillian screamed into the phone, “I told him to stay home tonight! I had a premonition something bad was going to happen! It was that man he was going to see! I told him not to keep that appointment!”
 
   Lieutenant Becker had enjoyed a fine time at Madison Square Garden on Sunday night. After the fights, he went for drinks with friends, before driving to his house in the Bronx. Becker got home at about 2:15 a.m., and the phone rang a few minutes later. It was a newspaper reporter telling Becker about Rosenthal’s little accident. Becker mulled over what to do, and then, probably figuring he was the main suspect anyway, he took the subway back to the city and walked over to the 16th Precinct.
 
   Becker went directly to Captain Day’s office expecting to see the captain, but instead came face-to-face with District Attorney Whitman and his sidekick Herbert Bayard Swope.
 
   This was the beginning of a very bad time for Lieutenant Charles Becker.
 
   By some stroke of luck (or more likely a tip was phoned in), at around 6 a.m. the police found the gray Packard in a downtown garage rented by William Libby. The owner of the garage told the police that Libby and Louis Shapiro lived in the same boarding house a few blocks away from the garage. The cops dragged Libby and Shapiro out of bed and herded them up to the 16th Precinct. It didn’t take the two men long to cough up the name of the man who had rented the car - Bald Jack Rose.
 
   On Tuesday afternoon, Bald Jack Rose strolled into police headquarters. Rose admitted to the police he helped orchestrate the murder of Herman Rosenthal, and he said he had done so at the direction of Lieutenant Charles Becker. Rose said he had to do what Becker demanded, or Becker said he would make life miserable for Rose and for several of Rose’s gambler friends. Rose said Becker promised Rose if Rose didn’t do as Becker demanded, Becker would send the gamblers up the river on a trumped-up charge, and then kill Rosenthal himself. Rose said Becker also promised him that after Rose had Rosenthal whacked, Becker would use his police influence to make sure nothing happened to Rose or the killers.
 
   Within hours of Rose’s appearance at Police Headquarters, the police arrested Bridgey Webber, and Harry Vallon turned himself in two days later. Fellow gambler Harry Schepps was arrested on August 10, in Hot Springs Arkansas.
 
   With the arrest of Bald Jack Rose and his boys, Swope went into full attack mode, and his prey was the New York City police department. 
 
   The day after Rosenthal’s murder, Swope wrote in the New York World: 
 
    
 
    “Herman Rosenthal was murdered in cold blood by the System. The System is the partnership between the police of New York City and the criminals of New York City. The System murdered Rosenthal because he threatened to expose it. It murdered him because he came to the World offices Saturday night and made affidavits as to the System’s activities.”
 
    
 
   Of course, this was typical Swope. He had made himself and his newspaper part of the story, and to a certain extent, they were. But by doing this, Swope forced his puppet Whitman to concentrate solely on the New York City police department, and specifically Lieutenant Becker, when the more likely suspects were the dozens of gamblers whose livelihoods were at stake because of Rosenthal’s intended actions. Bald Jack Rose, Harry Vallon, Sam Schepps, and Bridgey Webber, for instance, had much to gain if Rosenthal was eliminated. First, because of the intense scrutiny he was bringing to their operations, Rosenthal’s babbling was hurting them in their pockets. And secondly, Rosenthal was a direct competitor, whose elimination would send Rosenthal’s clientele into their own gambling joints.
 
   Rose, Webber, Schepps, and Vallon were the more likely suspects, but all Swope and Whitman could see was Lieutenant Charles Becker.
 
   Another reason why Swope and Whitman were so hot for Becker was that the arrest and conviction of lowly gamblers like Rose, Webber, Schepps, and Vallon was small-time news. But the arrest and conviction of a New York City police lieutenant was just what Swope and Whitman needed to further their careers. 
 
   While Rose, Webber, and Vallon stewed in the sweltering and decrepit Tombs Prison (Schepps was still in Hot Springs, Ark.), they got together and decided if they gave Whitman Becker as a scapegoat, they might be able to escape prison altogether, not to mention avoid the possibility of frying in Sing Sing’s electric chair. 
 
   On Sunday July 28, the three gamblers asked for an audience with Whitman. Whitman agreed to the meeting, and at this meeting, which took place in a room at a midtown hotel, Rose, who was well-known as a stool pigeon and collection man for Becker, told Whitman that Becker had given him $1,000 to disperse to Rosenthal’s four killers. Rose also told Whitman that he had first approached the killer’s boss - Big Jack Zelig - who was known at the time as “The Toughest Man in New York City.” 
 
   However, Zelig turned down Rose’s proposition, and he wasn’t too nice about it either. It seemed that when Zelig had been arrested recently by Becker’s men, it was for carrying a gun, which Zelig said Becker’s men had planted on him. Zelig also blamed his set-up arrest on Rose, who was notorious for doing this sort of thing to people he didn’t like or felt threatened by.
 
   However, Rose said Zelig’s four hatchet men - “Gyp the Blood” Horowitz, “Whitey Lewis” Muller, Louis “Lefty” Rosenberg, and “Dago Frank” Ciroficci - seemed quite interested in whacking Rosenthal. And although Zelig didn’t tell them explicitly not to get involved, he didn’t forbid them to whack Rosenthal either (coincidentally, Zelig was on the lam at the time of Rosenthal’s murder; ducking the law on the illegal-gun charge).
 
   The following morning, Whitman convened a grand jury to hear evidence from Rose, Webber, and Vallon concerning the murder of Herman Rosenthal. Becker, along with his attorney, John Hart, was summoned to the grand jury meeting in the evening. But Becker’s fate had already been sealed.
 
    Becker sat there stoically; befuddled by what he heard coming out of the mouths of the three gamblers. Rose did most of the talking, and Webber and Vallon each parroted the main parts of Rose’s story. At the meeting’s end (around 9:20 p.m. that night), the indictment was immediately read to Becker, charging him with arranging the murder of Herman Rosenthal. After attorney Hart entered a not-guilty plea, Becker was led to his cell on the bottom floor of the Tombs, never again to be a free man.
 
   Before he pinned the rap on Becker, if Whitman had been thinking straight, he would have realized that Becker, considering Rosenthal’s conduct of the past two days, would have been the last person in the world to want Rosenthal murdered in such a public fashion. The reason being: Becker would be the prime suspect in Rosenthal’s murder and the perfect patsy for a frame. But Whitman wanted a big trophy over his mantelpiece: the head of a New York City police lieutenant, Charles Becker. Innocent or guilty, Whitman wanted Becker to go down for the murder of Herman Rosenthal. For his career’s sake, Whitman felt this was the right thing to do.
 
   The four shooters in Rosenthal’s murder were rounded up in the weeks that followed. “Dago” Frank Ciroficci was captured first, at a boarding house at West 154 Street; and then Whitey Lewis was nailed in the upstate Catskill Mountains. “Lefty” Rosenberg and “Gyp the Blood” Horowitz were found hiding in a Brooklyn apartment with their wives.
 
    
 
   THE “TOUGHEST MAN IN NEW YORK CITY” GETS WHACKED
 
    
 
   Big Jack Zelig returned to New York City in early August to discover he was wanted by a grand jury to testify as to his involvement in Rosenthal’s murder. This was in addition to the concealed-gun charge Zelig had been wanted on since June. 
 
   Zelig had an axe to grind with Bald Jack Rose, since it was Rose who had approached him with the idea of the Rosenthal hit in the first place; which Zelig had turned down flat. Zelig was certain it was Rose who had told Whitman that Zelig was somehow involved in Rosenthal’s murder. And even though it was Becker’s men who had planted the gun on Zelig, Zelig figured it was done without Becker’s knowledge and by the direction of Bald Jack Rose, who for some reason envisioned Zelig as a threat to him personally. This made Big Jack Zelig quite angry indeed; not a good thing for Bald Jack Rose, if and when he hit the streets of New York City.
 
   Rose had to figure out what to do about Zelig, and do it quickly.
 
   On August 22, Zelig marched into the Criminal Court Building on Center Street to testify in the concealed gun charge against him. Before testifying before the grand jury, Zelig was met by a group of reporters outside the courtroom. Zelig told them, as far as the concealed gun charge was concerned, it was Bald Jack Rose who had framed him; not Becker. 
 
   As for the Herman Rosenthal murder, Zelig said, “Herman was my friend. If I were not in the predicament I am at the present, I would make it a point to find out who did the killing and break his leg for him.”
 
   When Bald Jack Rose read Zelig’s comments in the next day’s papers his head began to hurt. 
 
   However, Rose was nothing if not diabolically brilliant. When he learned that Zelig was scheduled to testify for the prosecution at Becker’s trial, which was set for October 7, Rose figured a way to eliminate Zelig, and then have the blame put on Becker; the proverbial gambler’s daily double. Rose found his Lee Harvey-like patsy in the name of “Red Phil” Davidson, a degenerate gambler and part-time pimp, who, because of his gambling, never had two nickels in his pocket at the same time to rub together. How the connection was made and what the payoff was is all conjecture, but the facts are the following:
 
   Around 8 p. m., on Saturday, October 5, a little less than two days before Becker’s trial was set to begin, Zelig was sitting in his usual hangout - Segal’s National Café,  on Second Avenue - when the phone rang, and a woman asked for Zelig. Apparently, it was a paramour of Zelig’s; a manicurist who owned an uptown salon. Even though Zelig was married, he had a weakness for members of the opposite sex, and that became his undoing. Zelig agreed to meet this pretty young thing, and after bragging to a few pals what he had in store for the evening, Zelig left Segal’s, hopped on the Second Avenue Streetcar, and headed for the girl’s uptown apartment.
 
   Zelig was in such a jovial mood, he didn’t notice “Red Phil” Davidson slip out of a doorway near Segal’s and jump onto the trolley behind him. Davidson was the perfect man for the job, since just two days earlier, the big and burly Zelig had knocked out Davidson with one punch, after the two men had argued about a gambling debt. 
 
   As the street car neared 14th  Street, Davidson pulled out a police-issued .38 caliber Smith and Weston revolver, snuck up behind the seated Zelig, pressed the gun against the back of Zelig’s right ear, and blew “The Toughest Man in New York City” into the hereafter. The fact that it was a stolen police gun pointed the finger at Becker and his boys more strongly.
 
   Davison jumped off the trolley, but he was so inept a killer, he was arrested minutes later on 14th  by a passing policeman, who just happened to be in the right spot at the right time. 
 
   At his arraignment later that night, Davidson said he killed Zelig because earlier that evening Zelig had robbed him at gunpoint of over $400. However, Davidson’s acquaintances all agreed Davidson never had $400 at one time in his entire life; so Davidson had no real motive to kill Zelig, unless he was paid to kill Zelig. 
 
   Like noted before – Bald Jack Rose was diabolically brilliant.
 
   When the news of Zelig’s demise was related to Whitman, he admitted it would be a minor setback to his prosecution. However, Whitman said he certainly had enough evidence to convict Becker, especially with Rose’s testimony and the presiding judge, John William Goff, in Whitman’s back pocket.
 
    
 
   CHARLES BECKER’S TRIAL No. 1
 
    
 
   From the first day of the trial, which commenced on October 5, 1912 at 1 p.m. sharp, Becker’s attorney, John McIntire, was constantly harassed by Judge Goff. It was as if Judge Goff, and not District Attorney Whitman, were prosecuting the case against Becker. Goff was obviously anti-police, and he was especially annoyed that he had to cancel a planned vacation in order to preside over the Becker trial. Goff insisted that this trial would be over in two weeks, even though most experienced court observers thought that task would be almost impossible.
 
   During the trial, when Whitman objected to McIntire’s line of questioning, Goff sustained the objection every time. And on the occasions when McIntire asked a question of a witness that Goff did not approve of, he would not even wait for Whitman to object. Goff would strike McIntire’s question from the record himself. Even when assistant D.A. Frank Moss took over from Whitman, Goff was decidedly pro-prosecution. It was obvious to all seasoned court observers, that Goff had already found Becker guilty and that a jury “guilty” verdict was just a formality.
 
   The key witness against Becker was, of course, Bald Jack Rose, who during the trial was referred to in the newspapers as “Cue Ball” Jack Rose, because his shiny bald dome resembled the cue ball in the game of pool. 
 
   On October 14, Whitman’s questions to Rose were obviously well-rehearsed. Rose stated on the stand that he had no choice but to arrange the killing of Rosenthal for Becker, otherwise Becker, whom Rose seemed to believe ran the entire city of New York, including the court system, would find a way to have Rose incarcerated for a very long time.
 
   Rose said he tried to talk Becker out of having Rosenthal killed, and he offered to have Rosenthal beaten instead. 
 
   Rose said Becker told him, “If I wanted Herman beaten, I’d do it myself. I’d just raid his place and beat him up during the raid. No, I want him croaked. Cut his throat. Dynamite him. Anything.”
 
   Rose also said he and Becker had met with Bridgey Webber and Harry Vallon in a Harlem gambling house on June 27, three weeks before Rosenthal’s murder. Rose testified it was outside this Harlem gambling house that the four men had first planned the murder of Herman Rosenthal. Rose’s testimony about the “Harlem Conference” was also verified later by Bridgey Webber and Harry Vallon. Sam Schepps also testified, and even though he admitted to being in the murder car with Rose the night of the murder (but not at the time of the actual shooting), most of Schepps’s testimony was hearsay evidence, because he had not actually participated in the planning of Rosenthal’s murder.
 
   When it was McIntire’s turn to cross-examine Rose, Judge Goff outdid himself in his efforts to railroad Becker. 
 
   McIntire’s strategy was to have Rose admit on the witness stand that he was a ruthless criminal himself and was looking to involve Becker in Rosenthal’s murder in order to save his own hairless skin. But whenever McIntire tried this line of questioning, he was cut off by Judge Goff, who then told Rose to plead the Fifth Amendment against self-incrimination.
 
   It was obvious to those in court that McIntire, overweight and 57-years-old, was not in the best of health. This was compounded by the fact that the courtroom was stifling hot (unusual for early October), and the windows had been ordered closed by Judge Goff just before McIntire started his cross-examination of Rose. 
 
   McIntire began his questioning of Rose at around 2:45 p.m. At 8 p.m. McIntire was near exhaustion, and he asked Judge Goff if he could resume his cross-examination on the following day.
 
   Judge Goff adamantly said no. 
 
   McIntire tried to keep questioning Rose, but as the clock was nearing 9 p.m., McIntire nearly fainted. Wiping his brow, he told Judge Goff he could no longer continue with his cross examination. Instead of allowing McIntire to resume his cross-examination of Rose the following day, Judge Goff declared the cross-examination of Rose over, and he dismissed Rose from the witness stand.
          Judge Goff also insisted that the final summations by the defense and the prosecution were to take place on the same day. On Oct. 22, at approximately 3 p.m., Judge Goff asked McIntire how long his summation to the jury would take. McIntire said he was not certain, but said it could take as long as four hours. And besides, McIntire said he was overcome by the heat again and would rather give his summation the following day. Caught between a rock and a hard place, Judge Goff agreed that McIntire would be allowed to start his summation the following morning at 10 a.m., but it could not run longer than 2 p.m. At that time, they would take a recess until 3:30 p.m., when Assistant D.A. Moss would start his summation, which also could not run longer than four hours. Both McIntire and Moss agreed with the judge’s decision, and Judge Goff dismissed court for the day.
 
   As Becker was led from the courtroom, reporters asked him why he did not take the stand in his own defense. 
 
   Becker said, “It has been my desire all along to tell my story to the jury, confident that I could sweep aside every particle of seeming evidence brought against me. But my lawyers have advised against it, and I have yielded to their advice.”
 
   Becker’s lawyer’s advice was on the mark, since if Becker took the stand, Whitman could have introduced tons of evidence that Becker was a crooked cop; taking graft with both hands. And this would have undoubtedly prejudice the jury against Becker.
 
   Becker was also asked by the press what verdict he expected the next day. 
 
   “What can they do but acquit me?” Becker said. “What evidence has been brought against me other than that of crooks and thugs? I am confident of complete vindication.”
 
   However, after the summations by the prosecution and the defense were completed the following day, Judge Goff decided he needed more time before he gave his charge to the jury. And that he did, not on October 23, but on the morning of October 24.  
 
   It was apparent to all: Judge Goff’s instructions to the jury stuck a proverbial knife in Becker’s back.
 
   As Judge Goff went over point after point concerning the evidence, he presented the prosecution and their witnesses’ statements as if they were the gospel truth. There was never any question of Judge Goff being fair. Any testimony made by Bald Jack Rose on the witness stand, Judge Goff accepted in his charge to the jury as absolute fact. And if Rose was telling the truth, of course Lieutenant Charles Becker was guilty as charged for ordering the murder of Herman Rosenthal.
 
                 At 4:30 p.m., the jury started its deliberations. By 10 p.m., no verdict had been reached and there was speculation in the press that this was good news for Becker, since it usually took a jury longer to find a man not guilty than guilty. However, that speculation evaporated around 11:30 p.m., when the jury announced it had come to a decision. 
 
   At exactly 11:54 p.m., Becker was seated and awaiting his fate.
 
   Clerk Penny rose, and after he gave his roll call to the jury, he spoke directly to jury foreman, Mr. Skinner, “You have reached a verdict, gentlemen?”
 
   Skinner and the other 11 jurors rose to their feet. Skinner said, “Yes, we have.”
 
   “How do you find?” Clerk Penny said.
 
   Mr. Skinner said, “We find the defendant guilty as charged in the indictment.”
 
   The room became quiet as a tomb; all eyes concentrated on Becker. 
 
   Becker’s face turned red and his mouth opened in a silent scream. He tried to say something, but the words stuck in his throat.
 
   Clerk Penny said to the jury, “You find the defendant guilty of murder in the first degree, and so say you all?”
 
   All 12 jurors said “Yes” in unison. 
 
   Clerk Penny read the names of each juror individually, and he said to each one, “Is that your verdict?”
 
   One by one, the jurors all responded “Yes.”
 
   While Clerk Penny was verifying the juror’s verdicts individually, twice Becker appeared as if he were about to faint. Finally, two court officers rushed to his side and held him upright.
 
   Judge Goff, a look of satisfaction on his face, said that he would administer sentencing on October 30.
 
   As Judge Goff exited the courtroom, two court officers took Becker by each arm and led him from the courtroom. They crossed a bridge separating the courtroom and the Tombs prison called “The Bridge of Sighs,” and they took Becker back into his cell in the Tombs.
 
   After the verdict was announced, there was bedlam outside the courtroom door. 
 
   Helen Becker was not in the courtroom to hear her husband’s verdict. The courtroom had been so packed, she was stuck outside; her face pressed against the courtroom door. When the door was finally flung open and the cry of “Guilty!” permeated the air, Helen Becker hit the floor in a faint. She was picked up and carried to a bench, where she was attended to by friends, one of whom was McIntire, who assured her there would be a successful appeal and a new trial. 
 
   McIntire repeated this statement to a group of newspapermen, and when they asked him his basis for an appeal, McIntire said, “I can tell you no more.”
 
   It wasn’t until 12:55 a.m. that Helen Becker was able to walk out of the courthouse. She was whisked away in a car by her relatives. But not before she released a statement to the press, which was relayed by her brother-in-law, saying, “I was so shocked. I could not believe it. To think that this thing could happen to my husband, it seems impossible.”
 
   Despite the fact that the Becker family was now devastated, things looked quite rosy for Bald Jack Rose, and his fellow gamblers Bridgey Webber and Harry Vallon. As per their agreement with Whitman, after the trial of the four actual shooters was completed, all three gamblers were to be set free from their cells in the Tombs. Sam Schepps, because he did not participate in the planning of Rosenthal’s murder, was immediately set free after Becker was found guilty.
 
   As for Whitman, it’s safe to say he put on a big bender after Becker’s conviction. The word quickly spread around town that Whitman would become the next mayor of New York City. 
 
   However, Whitman had set his sights much higher than that. 
 
   He announced to the Saturday Evening Post, “I’d like to become Governor of New York State instead!”
 
   On October 30, 1912, Judge Goff sentenced Becker to death in the Sing Sing Electric chair, during the week that started on Monday, December 9, 1912. 
 
   The following day, Becker was taken from the Tombs, and, handcuffed to a sheriff, he boarded a train to Sing Sing Prison in Ossining, New York. While at Sing Sing, Becker hired attorney Joseph Shay, to represent him for his appeal.
 
   The four killers, who actually shot Rosenthal, went on trial before Judge Goff on December 8, 1912. Originally, through their lawyer, Charles Wahle, all four men had requested separate trials. But at the last moment, Wahle convinced “Gyp the Blood” Horowitz, “Whitey Lewis” Muller, “Lefty” Rosenberg, and “Dago Frank” Ciroficci that it was in their best interest to be tried together. Whether this was the right course of action, or not, is hard to determine. But the results speak volumes. (Wahle must have figured he had four losers, so why go through the task of four time-consuming trials for one payday?)
 
   The trial of the four killers lasted a week, and the same cast of characters whom had testified at Becker’s trial, especially Bald Jack Rose, was called to the stand by District Attorney Whitman, who tried this case himself without any help from Assistant D.A. Moss. 
 
   Predictably, the results were the same as in the Becker trial.
 
   This time it took only one ballot and a mere 25 minutes for the jury to come back with a guilty verdict. 
 
   As he was led from the courtroom, “Whitey Lewis” Muller complained to the press, “When I heard Goff make the charge to the jury, I knew we was dead. The jury would have convicted a priest after listening to that charge.”
 
   After various appeals were denied, all four killers were executed in Sing Sing Prison in April of 1914.
 
   The day after the four Rosenthal killers were convicted, as per their arrangement with Whitman, Bald Jack Rose, Bridgey Webber, and Harry Vallon were released from the Tombs prison. They were soon seen circulating in the Tenderloin, doing what they had been doing before they had been arrested; so much for justice. 
 
   But all three men had targets on their back, since it was well-known in the underworld that all three were rats, and rats don’t have a long life expectancy in the mean streets of New York City.
 
   Attorney Shay was able to obtain several delays to Becker’s execution, and Charles Becker was still alive in the spring of 1913.  However, Shay, who had never handled a criminal case before (his specialty was personal injury), resigned and was replaced by Marion Manton; a bulldog of a criminal attorney, who had been given the moniker of “Praying Manton,” because of  his ability to trap people on the witness stand into saying things other than what they had intended to say. Manton also was a bigwig at Tammany Hall, and Becker needed all the help he could get. 
 
   The only problem was – Shay worked cheap and Manton commanded big bucks. Not having the money to pay Manton, Helen Becker signed over the deed of the Becker’s Bronx house to Manton as payment for his services.
 
   Becker got a tease in early 1913, when New York State Gov. William Sulzer, an old-time pal of Big Tim Sullivan (and close to Manton too), said that documents that had been submitted to him proved Becker’s innocence. Sulzer said that after the appeal decision came back from the Court of Appeals, and if Becker was not given a second trial, Sulzer would use his powers as governor to commute Becker’s sentence.
 
   However, Sulzer, who took over as governor on January 1, 1913, had difficulties of his own, and he never got his chance to help Becker. 
 
   Sulzer’s first setback came when it was uncovered that he had diverted campaign contributions into his own personal coffers, and then, when confronted with the evidence - he lied about it. However, Sulzer’s biggest blunder was not playing ball with the head of Tammany Hall: Charles “Boss” Murphy.
 
   Murphy, as payback for getting Sulzer elected, wanted certain men appointed to prestigious positions in Sulzer’s administration. The biggest fish Sulzer turned down for Murphy was James E. Gaffney, the owner of the “Miracle” Boston Braves. Murphy wanted Sulzer to appoint Gaffney to the State Commission of Highways, but Sulzer told Murphy to take a flying leap. Sulzer said, instead of appointing a man to that position, he would put the plum appointment up for a vote.
 
   This was not a smart thing to do to the man (Boss Murphy) who just got you elected governor. 
 
   Murphy then used his powers at Tammany Hall to induce the New York State Assembly to impeach Sulzer, which they did on August 13, 1913, by a vote of 79-45. Sulzer was replaced by Lieutenant Gov. Martin H. Glynn, who acted as if he didn’t know Charles Becker ever existed.
 
   Becker always had a big ally in Big Tim Sullivan. However, as early as the beginning of 1912, Sullivan had begun experiencing extreme bouts of dementia. Big Tim escaped from his upstate asylum several times, but he was always found at one of his New York City haunts, playing cards and drinking like a fish. 
 
   The last time Sullivan escaped was on August 31, 1912, and he did so after waiting for his guards to fall asleep after an all-night card game. Two weeks later, an unidentified body turned up in an Bronx morgue. The man had apparently been run over by a freight train in Pelham, New York. No one claimed the body, but before the body was buried in Potter’s Field, a policeman recognized it as the body of Big Tim Sullivan.
 
   Big Tim was given a proper sendoff, as 25,000 people followed his casket from a downtown funeral home to his funeral mass at old St. Patrick’s Church on Mulberry Street, just south of Houston Street.
 
   Despite the setbacks of Sulzer’s impeachment and Big Tim Sullivan’s demise, Becker finally got a lucky break. 
 
   On Feb. 24, 1914, the New York State Appeals Court, by an overwhelming 6-1 majority, ruled that Becker’s first trial had been grossly improper. The main reasons given by the appeals court were the dubious actions in the courtroom by Whitman and his staff; statements presented to the jury that were certainly prejudicial against Becker and should have been objected to by Judge Goff. As for Judge Goff, the appeals court cited his obvious one-sided performance in the courtroom; favoring the prosecution and constantly lambasting the defense. Judge Goff was also taken to task for dismissing Bald Jack Rose from the witness stand when McIntyre could no longer physically function in court because of heat exhaustion. 
 
   There was also the problem of the so-called “Harlem Conference,” which was alluded to by Rose, Bridgey Webber, and Harry Vallon; all co-conspirators in the plot to kill Herman Rosenthal. Rose, Webber, and Vallon said the plot to kill Rosenthal was hatched by Becker in front of a Harlem gambling house three weeks before Rosenthal’s murder. The appeals court ruled that since all three men admitted they were in on the plot to kill Rosenthal, there was no independent corroboration that this meeting actually took place. 
 
   The appeals court also stated that Judge Goff’s charge to the jury was so contemptibly prejudicial to Becker, only a guilty verdict was possible. Also, new evidence had been uncovered that was not available in Becker’s first trial.
 
   Justice Nathan Miller wrote in his ruling: “In my opinion a new trial should be granted because the newly discovered evidence imperatively demands it in the interest of justice, because the verdict is shockingly against the weight of the evidence, and because the trial was so conducted as to insure a verdict of guilty, regardless of the evidence.”
 
   Judge Frank Hiscock was particularly forceful in his denunciation of Judge Goff. 
 
   Hiscock wrote: “On some occasions, the ruling of the trial judge passed beyond the limits of digression and were erroneous as a matter of law.”
 
    
 
    
 
   CHARLES BECKER’S TRIAL  No. 2
 
    
 
   Becker’s second trial started on May 5, 1914, at the New York City Courthouse. The day 
 
   before the trial Becker was taken from his cell in Sing Sing Prison and plunked back into his old digs at the Tombs. 
 
   The judge in the second trial was Samuel Seabury, who had once been the youngest judge in New York State, but was now a very ambitious 41-year-old with political ambitions. Although Seabury did not act as outlandishly prejudicial against Becker as Judge Goff had done at Becker’s first trial, he was decidedly pro-prosecution and anti-police.
 
   The same cast of characters in the first trial took the stand in the second trial. The prosecution was directed by District Attorney Charles Whitman, who had thrust himself back into the Becker case, instead of letting his subordinate, Moss, do all the heavy lifting. Whitman’s re-involvement in the Becker case was despite common knowledge Whitman was in campaign mode and actively running for governor of New York State. Whitman correctly deduced if he prosecuted another conviction of Becker this would certainly earn Whitman enough brownie points to propel him into the Executive Mansion in Albany.
 
   After a few top-of-the-order witnesses were put on the stand by Whitman to set the table, the cleanup hitter for the prosecution was Bald Jack Rose.
 
   The New York Times described Bald Jack Rose’s unusual physical appearance on the witness stand as such:
 
    
 
                 “Rose looked prosperous, well-dressed and in good health. His head is still without a single hair and as shiny as it was two years ago. His chin was just as peaked and his widespread ears finished the picture of one of the most eccentric figures that ever walked into a courtroom.”
 
    
 
   However, eccentric and duplicitous are two different things, and Rose certainly was both. 
 
   On the witness stand, Rose told the sorrowful tale of how he was a reformed gambler just trying to get on with his life. As Rose related his sad narrative to the court, tears welled up in his eyes and cascaded down both sides of his waxen face. He made no attempt to wipe away the tears, but instead let them dry on his cheeks, making his face shine like a fishbowl. 
 
   Rose’s tears came in a torrential downpour when Rose told the jury of a meeting between himself, Bridgey Webber, Harry Vallon, and Charles Becker in a darkened doorway near Sixth Avenue and 43rd Street soon after Rosenthal’s murder. Rose said it was at this meeting that Becker assured the three men that he would use his commanding police powers to make sure none of the three gamblers or the four shooters would be hurt by the law.
 
   Outside the courtroom, after his command performance on the witness stand, Rose was asked about his crying. 
 
   Rose shuddered and said, “Yes, I guess I did cry. Like a flash, the whole scene came to me again! The scene after the murder! Oh…!”
 
   Like in the first trial, Rose said Rosenthal told him more than once that Rosenthal and Becker were partners. Then Rose dropped a bombshell, when he intimated that Rosenthal was a “spy” and a “stool pigeon” for Becker (although he did not use those exact words on the witness stand, they were in the headlines in the following day’s newspapers). This is something Rose had not mentioned in Becker’s first trial. This statement led credence to the defense’s contention that Rosenthal was killed by other gamblers in retaliation for Rosenthal giving up the location of their gambling houses to Becker. 
 
                 Rose said that on one occasion Becker had sent Rose to ask Rosenthal for $500 to help one of Becker’s underlings who might be indicted on a murder charge (we’ll meet Charles Plitt later). 
 
   Rose said Rosenthal told him, “No, I can’t do it. Tell Becker there isn’t a chance in the world. And I will let him raid me if he can get the evidence legitimately. But there will be no friendly raiding around my place.”
 
                 Rose said he felt Rosenthal’s attitude was very disturbing, so he said to Rosenthal, “There’s no use you talking that way; he started you, why don’t you do this and save everybody a lot of trouble?”
 
                 Rose testified Rosenthal then told him, “You don’t know what I’ve been doing for that fellow Becker. I’ve been doing things I would have never done for anyone else on earth. It was me who made it possible for him to raid every place on the avenue so as to help him make a show. If Becker couldn’t get the goods on a place, I would go in for him and get the layout. I would get a couple of fellows from the gambling house and parade them on the sidewalk. You know Detective Foye on the Strong Arm Squad? It was me who placed him on the squad, and he’s Becker’s best man. Why only last week, Becker collected $1,000 on a place that I wised him up on.”
 
                 With Whitman’s prodding, Rose fully explained the details of the Becker-led conspiracy to murder Rosenthal. Rose told the court that he had enlisted the gunmen at Becker’s urging, and that Becker had told him that if the gunmen balked at doing the job, Becker would frame them on trumped-up charges that would put the four men behind bars for a very long time. Rose also told the court the details of how he obtained an affidavit on the Sunday night before Rosenthal’s murder from Dora Gilbert, Rosenthal’s first wife, which would “blacken Herman’s character” as nothing but a cheap pimp who forced his first wife’s to sell her sexual favors for a few bucks. 
 
   Rose said when he informed Becker that he had obtained Dora Gilbert’s affidavit, Becker told him, “I’m glad you got it. Now get Rosenthal off the earth and everything will be alright.” 
 
   The next day, Rose said Becker was not so keen on the affidavit. Rose said Becker told him, “We won’t be needing it now.”
 
   Editor’s note: Why would Becker tell Rose to get an affidavit from Dora Gilbert if he were planning to kill Rosenthal anyway?)
 
   Concerning the night of Rosenthal’s murder, Rose told the court how an automobile containing himself, San Schepps, and Harry Vallon had broken down in front of Tom “Sailor Tom” Sharkey’s Café  (Sharkey was a world-class heavyweight boxer who had unsuccessfully fought twice for the heavyweight title). 
 
   From Tom Sharkey’s, Rose had phoned for “Shapiro’s machine.” When Shapiro arrived, he took Rose, Schepps, and Vallon to Harlem to pick up “Dago Frank.” Then they drove downtown to Webber’s poker rooms, where they met up with “Gyp the Blood,” “Whitey Lewis,” and “Lefty Louie.” Rose left Schepps, Webber, and Vallon behind, and he accompanied the four killers in Shapiro’s car to the Metropole Hotel where Rosenthal was killed.
 
   Rose said after the murder he went back to Webber’s poker rooms and phoned Becker. Upon hearing about Rosenthal’s demise, Rose testified Becker said, “Good boy. That’s fine work. You wait for me. I’ll be downtown as soon as I can get there.”
 
                 On cross-examination, Becker’s attorney, Manton, bitterly fighting for his client’s life, tried to get Rose to slip up and make a mistake. Time after time Manton would barrage Rose with a verbal assault, but whatever Manton asked, Rose deftly evaded the question. Manton produced transcripts from Becker’s first trial showing discrepancies concerning the meetings between Becker and Rose. Rose simply admitted the discrepancies and offered no explanation.  Then he slumped back in his chair, with a satisfied smile on his face, knowing he had survived Manton’s attack unscathed.
 
   The next on the witness stand was Bridgey Webber, who was described by the press as “extremely nervous” and “teary eyed.”  Under questioning by Whiteman, Webber said he had been a collection agent for Bald Jack Rose and that he had met Becker through Rose. Webber also said he had been present at a conference outside a Harlem gambling house where Becker had discussed with him and Rose the plot to murder Rosenthal. 
 
   Webber testified, “Becker told me of Rosenthal’s threat to squeal to the district attorney. Then Becker called me aside and told me he wanted the boys to croak Rosenthal. I said there would be a lot of trouble if that were done, and Becker replied, ‘I’ll fix everything. There will be no trouble. I will see to that.’ So I agreed to have Rosenthal croaked.”
 
   Webber then described how the four gunman met in Webber’s poker rooms on the night of the murder. Webber said he then went out and succeeded in finding Rosenthal in the Hotel Metropole. Soon afterwards, the four killers gunned Rosenthal down. Later that morning, Webber said he and Rose met with Becker. Webber said, “Becker congratulated Rose and then borrowed $1,000 from me to get the gunmen out of town.”
 
   Upon cross-examination, Becker’s attorney, Manton, tore Webber’s testimony to shreds. Manton got Webber to admit that he had lied to Deputy Police Commissioner Dougherty after Rosenthal’s murder about his whereabouts on the night of the crime. Manton also pried out of  Webber the fact Webber had said things during his direct examination by Whitman earlier in the day that he had omitted in Becker’s first trial. Manton also got Webber to confess that in Becker’s first trial Webber had made affidavits that he swore today were false.
 
   While Manton spat out his forceful cross-examination, Webber trembled in the witness chair. Sometimes his mouth quivered, and sometimes his lips curled into a snarl. At times, Webber tried to defy Manton to get him to contradict himself. In other instances, he gave way to despair when Manton was easily able to do so. When Manton mentioned the executions of the four gunmen in the electric chair, Webber, like Rose had done in the same witness chair before him, broke into tears. Webber gripped the arms of the witness chair to steady himself, and then he continued with his testimony.
 
   Outside the courtroom later that day, Manton told the press, “I’m gratified I made Webber admit he lied in the first trial.”
 
   However, it was Charles B. Plitt, who had been Becker’s right-hand man in the Secret (Strong Arm) Squad for two years, whose surprise testimony was the most damaging to Becker in his second trial. For those people who were convinced of Becker’s guilt, Plitt’s testimony nailed it to the wall. There is no question - if  Plitt was telling the truth on the stand – then Becker was certainly guilty. But if Plitt was telling a pack of lies, the question is why?
 
   Was Plitt paid a handsome sum of money by someone to do so? Was he involved in the Rosenthal murder himself, and by pinning the murder on Becker, it would remove all suspicion from himself. Or was there some other crime that Plitt wanted to be absolved from?  
 
   That’s all speculation, but Plitt’s testimony had a ring of insincerity to it: the stink of rancid fish.
 
   On the morning of May 18, 1914, Plitt took the witness stand, and he told Whitman that on July 15, 1912, the night before Rosenthal’s murder, Becker had told him, “Keep a memorandum of your movements tonight, so you can have an alibi. And above all things, keep away from Times Square tonight.”
 
   Then the following morning, after Rosenthal was dead, Plitt said Becker said to him concerning the owner and driver of the murder car, “What in the hell was the matter with that bunch? Were they all cock-eyed drunk? From the way they acted in pulling off that trick, you would think they were setting the stage for a motion picture show.”
 
   Plitt also said that, while Becker was imprisoned in the Tombs before his first trial, an emissary from the gunmen approached Becker, through Plitt, asking for $500. Plitt said Becker told him, “Tell them I’ll pay them the money as soon as I can get it.”
 
   However, the most incriminating evidence against Becker supplied by Plitt was when Plitt testified that after Becker’s first trial, while Becker was en route to Sing Sing prison on a train, he told Plitt, “If anything happens to me, I want you to kill that squealing Rose.” 
 
   Even though almost everything Plitt said in court could be categorized as sensational, the man himself was decidedly not. According to newspaper reports, “Plitt looked insignificant in the witness chair, and he spoke so low the jury could hardly hear him. His eyes seemed gazing at something far away; his face was devoid of expression and his body almost inert.” 
 
   In addition to speaking with unusual slowness, Plitt also took a long time between answers. Often Plitt waited between five and 10 seconds before replying to one of Mr. Whitman’s questions. Mr. Manton timed him once or twice waiting for an answer, and complained to Judge Seabury of the long silences. Judge Seabury ignored Manton’s pleas and told Whitman to get on with his questioning of Plitt.
 
                 The press said Becker seemed confused during Plitt’s testimony. At times, Becker would smile sarcastically and whisper something into his lawyer’s ear. At other times, his face was a mask of apprehension. Once, Becker slid down the entire length of the defendant’s table, so he could look Plitt straight in the eye. However, Plitt just stared at the ceiling and refused to return Becker’s gaze.
 
   Becker’s wife, Helen, sat through Plitt’s testimony with her hand on her chin. Her eyes seemed to bore a hole right through Plitt’s forehead. Helen Becker stared at Plitt, a man she knew quite well through her husband, with a mix of contempt and downright hatred.
 
   After a 1½-hour lunch break, Becker’s attorney, Manton, attacked Plitt like a piranha would devour a school of angel fish. Manton spat seemingly innocuous questions at Plitt designed to make Plitt look like a moron. 
 
   Manton asked, “How old are you Mr. Plitt?”
 
   Plitt hemmed and hawed, and after a few moments, interrupted by blocks of complete silence, he finally answered, “26 or 27.”
 
   Manton ridiculed Plitt’s answer and forced him to make a decision. 
 
   Manton said, “Well sir, can’t you make up your mind? Are you 26, or 27. Surely you must know.”
 
   Plitt was forced to admit he really didn’t know his exact age.
 
   Smelling blood in the water, Manton said, “Well Mr. Plitt, where were you born?”
 
   Plitt answered, “The U.S.”
 
   Manton sneered, “What’s that?”
 
   Plitt squirmed, “The United States.”
 
   His voice dripping with sarcasm, Manton asked, “Can’t you give us any more definite place than that?”
 
   Finally, Plitt narrowed down his birthplace to New York City; then he narrowed it down even further to Allen Street on the Lower East Side of Manhattan. Plitt then reiterated he was not sure exactly what year he had been born.
 
   Manton inquired if Plitt had ever been in an institution “for the feeble minded,” or had ever been “examined as to his sanity.”
 
   Plitt rolled his eyes upward and waited for what seemed like an eternity before he finally replied, “Not that I can remember.”
 
   Manton asked Plitt about his arrest for the murder of a Negro while accompanying Becker on the raid of a gambling house. District Attorney Whitman jumped to his feet and objected. Judge Seabury sustained that objection. Not realizing he didn’t have to answer the question, Plitt admitted he had been a joint defendant with Becker concerning the shooting Manton had alluded to. 
 
   Judge Seabury angrily told the jury to ignore Plitt’s remarks. But the damage had already been done.
 
   Manton then asked Plitt, “Did you ever write to Becker in Sing Sing about that?”
 
   “I don’t remember,” Plitt said.
 
   Manton would not let go of his line of questioning. “Don’t you remember writing to Becker that he must get a lawyer to defend you?”
 
   “I don’t remember what I wrote,” Plitt said.
 
   “Did you ever put your alleged conversations with Becker in writing?” Manton asked.
 
   Plitt replied that he had certainly not done so.
 
   Manton pounced. “Yet, you recalled those conversations for Mr. Whitman this morning. The things you never wrote are clearer in your mind than things you wrote.”
 
   Plitt did what he did best. He played dumb and said not another word about the subject.
 
   Suddenly, Manton surprised Plitt, Whitman, and the court by producing a piece of paper and having Plitt write down the words “opportunity,” “sticky,” “expense,”  “minute,” “consult,” and “involuntary.” Plitt did as he was told, and when Plitt was finished, Manton asked that the court summit Plitt’s handwriting into evidence. Manton didn’t explain why, but soon it became evident.
 
   Manton then produced letters that were allegedly sent by Plitt to Becker after Becker’s first trial, while Becker was incarcerated in Sing Sing Prison. The letters were addressed to “My Dear Friend Charles,” and signed by “Hiram Charles.” These letters contained numerous declarations that Becker was innocent of the murder of Herman Rosenthal. 
 
   Manton asked Plitt if he was the author of those letters. After dawdling and staring at the ceiling, and after Manton reminded Plitt that Plitt had just given his handwriting samples to the court, which had been introduced into evidence, Plitt finally admitted that he was indeed the author of those letters.
 
   At this point, Manton read to the jury a copy of the testimony to the grand jury that indicted Becker. In this testimony, Plitt had sworn that Becker was innocent and that Becker had been framed by Whitman.
 
   Even though Manton had punched holes in Plitt’s credibility, he could not get Plitt to retract his statement that he had given that morning under questioning by Whitman. Plitt insisted that after Becker’s first trial, while Becker was being taken on the train from the Tombs to Sing Sing Prison, Becker had asked Plitt to kill Bald Jack Rose.
 
   After Plitt’s testimony was complete, Whitman produced a surprise witness: a Negro named James Marshall. Whitman claimed Marshall was the missing link to the “Harlem Conference” alluded to in Becker’s first trial. One of the reason’s Becker had won his appeal for a second trial was because the appeals court had ruled that there had been no independent corroboration, aside from Bald Jack Rose, Bridgey Webber, and Harry Vallon, that this meeting had ever taken place.
 
   Mr. Marshall was an actor and a tap dancer who had appeared around the country in theatrical reviews. Whitman claimed the reason Marshall did not testify during Becker’s first trial was because Marshall was out of town and could not be located. As soon as Marshall sat in the witness stand, Whitman cemented the link between Becker and Marshall.
 
   Whitman said, “Do you know the defendant Becker.”
 
   “Yes sir, I do,” Marshall replied.
 
   Marshall went on to testify that he first met Becker when Becker’s Strong Arm Squad raided a café on Twenty-Eight Street. When Marshall, along with several other Negros who were arrested, was brought to Police Headquarters, Marshall met Becker. Becker proposed to Marshall, that he would be released if Marshall began working for Becker as a “stool pigeon”; getting evidence for Becker on Negro gambling houses.
 
   On the night of June 27, 1912, Marshall said that Becker ordered him to infiltrate a Negro gambling house on 124th  Street and Seventh Avenue, which Becker planned to raid later that night. After the raid was completed, Marshall said he saw Becker standing on the street corner conversing with three men. One of the men Marshall positively identified as Bald Jack Rose.
 
   “How did you know it was Mr. Rose?” Whitman asked Marshall.
 
   “I’ve seen his pictures,” Marshall said. 
 
   Manton jumped to his feet and said, “I object.” 
 
   Judge Seabury overruled Manton’s objection.
 
   Whitman asked Marshall, “Have you seen the man you refer to as Mr. Rose after that meeting on the Harlem street corner?”
 
   “Yes sir,” Marshall said. “I saw him a few weeks ago in a theatrical agency owned by Mr. Robinson. The man I saw there was the man I saw that night with Mr. Becker. I have since learned that it was Mr. Rose.”
 
   After his questioning of Marshall, Whitman turned to Manton with a satisfied smile on his face, knowing he had now proven the existence of the “Harlem Conference” which the appeals court said Whitman had not done  in Becker’s first trial.
 
   When it was Manton’s turn to cross-examine Marshall, his tactic was to try to trip up Marshall into contradicting parts of his testimony. But Marshall was a rock on the stand, and in fact, Marshall turned out to be one of Whitman’s most believable witnesses.
 
   Becker’s second trial lasted 17 days. On the final day, Judge Seabury made his charge to the jury, and it was just as one-sided as Judge Goff’s had been in the first trial. It was said later, that Judge Seabury was aware that the New York press, especially the World, had been hostile to Becker. Judge Seabury was also aware that he needed that same press to further his political ambitions. As a result, Judge Seabury gave a detailed charge to the jury that almost exactly parroted the one District Attorney Whitman had given in his summation to the jury. 
 
   As soon as Judge Seabury finished his charge, one of Manton’s co-counsels, John B. Johnson, jumped to his feet and said, “I object to the whole charge on the grounds that is it an animated argument for the prosecution.”
 
   
  
 

On the day before the verdict was rendered and both the prosecution and the defense had finished their summations, Mrs. Helen Becker spoke to the press. 
 
   She said, “I cannot believe that any 12 sensible men can give credence to such cooked-up stories as those told by Rose, Webber, and Plitt. I don’t expect a conviction. The worst that can happen is a disagreement. Charles is innocent and he will be exonerated.”
 
   On Friday, May 22, 1914, the jury took only one ballot and less than two hours to find Charles Becker guilty for the second time of the first-degree murder of Herman Rosenthal.
 
   As Becker was led from the courtroom, his wife Helen threw her arms around his neck. She cried, “Oh, Charlie I’m so sorry, I didn’t expect it.”
 
   As soon as he left his wife’s embrace, Becker was led out of the courtroom, around the corridor, and to the other side of the courthouse. 
 
   There he issued a brief statement, “I am very sorry for myself,” Becker said. “That is all I have to say.” 
 
   Then, after chains were attached around both ankles, Becker crossed the Bridge of Sighs for the final time, and he plodded back to his Tomb’s prison cell.
 
   Helen Becker stood in the sheriff’s office for some time after her husband was led back to his cell. Relatives said she was too overcome with grief to leave immediately; and when she did, she had to be assisted out of the building and into a waiting car.
 
   After the verdict, several people connected with the trial made statements to the press. 
 
   District Attorney Whitman puffed out his chest and said, “The verdict speaks for itself. Becker is guilty. It was proven. Now he must pay for his crimes.”
 
   Becker’s attorney Manton had a totally different take. 
 
   Manton said, “The verdict was a complete surprise to me and my co-counsels in the case. We are all astounded. So is Becker. We were all confident of an acquittal. And of course we will file an appeal.”
 
   Manton’s co-counsel Johnson simply said, “I am surprised.”
 
   In front of his adoring press, Judge Seabury stuck his chin out and opined on the courtroom proceedings. 
 
   “I am not to be interviewed on the verdict,” Judge Seabury said. “But I may say that the conduct of those having business at the trial was exemplary and an aid to the dignified administration of justice.”
 
   Even chubby and flush-faced Lillian Rosenthal offered a statement. 
 
   “The verdict was a just one and I expected it,” she told the New York Times. “I wish to thank the people of the State of New York for what they have done in repairing my heart in a small way. I wish to thank the jurors and the friends of the jurors who have stood behind them in this trying ordeal. I’m thankful it is all over.” 
 
   Then, Lillian Rosenthal issued a sincere shout-out to Helen Becker.  
 
   She said, “My heart goes out to Mrs. Becker for her trust and loyalty to her husband during the hours of the trial. My heart goes out to her, for she feels like I felt at the time of the trouble which caused the death of my dear husband.”
 
   Then she added, “I live for only one thing: to see the day that Becker pays the penalty.”
 
   As several New York City daily newspapers called attention to in the following day’s dailies, it was almost unprecedented for a second trial to render the same verdict of “guilty in the first degree” as had the first trial. Only once before, in the entire history of the state of New York, had this anomaly taken place.  
 
   As was pointed out in the New York Sun, “The jury could have saved Becker’s life even in finding him guilty if they had wanted to show mercy. Justice Seabury had told them they could choose among three degrees of murder, and two of those degrees could have meant imprisonment. But like the 24 men who had come before, the first Becker jury and the gunmen’s jury, they believed Jack Rose told the truth. Becker and his counsel never thought there was a chance in the world that 12 men, after the Court of Appeals’ decision to grant Becker a new trial, would send Becker to the chair.”
 
   Despite the great disappointment of being found guilty a second time of the murder of Herman Rosenthal, Becker, who had not yet been sent back to Sing Sing Prison, had no trouble sleeping in his cell at the Tombs. According to a Tombs’ keeper, after the second guilty verdict, “Becker jumped into his bed and slept like a baby until 7 a.m. the following morning.”
 
   “That man is no longer like other men,” the keeper told the New York Times. “He is calloused by his experience. He saw 13 men go to the electric chair and what happened on Friday hasn’t wrecked his nerve. He is pinning his hope on the Court of Appeals and is not worrying about himself. But he grieves for his wife, and he can’t conceal that fact when she is near him.”
 
   Some jurors spoke quite freely to the press after the verdict. There had been erroneous reports circulating in the courtroom that there had been five separate ballots, and the jurors were quite divided as to the verdict. To quell this notion, the jurors released an account of what transpired in the jury room, which spelled out their deliberations, which witnesses’ testimony they regarded well and which testimony they totally disregarded. 
 
   The jurors’ statement said that after Judge Seabury’s charge to the jury, the jurors went into the jury room, and a ballot immediately was taken. Seven jurors voted for murder in the first degree, three for murder in lessor degrees, one was blank, and one voted not guilty. Then the jury went to lunch and not a word was spoken about the case. 
 
   When they returned, the real deliberations began. While one juror smoked, another juror detailed the entire story put forth by the prosecution. The discussions were informal and never heated.
 
   The jurors first discussed the testimony of Charles Plitt, who had once worked under Becker and had said, after Becker’s first conviction, Becker had told him to murder Jack Rose. The jury totally disregarded Plitt’s testimony as an unbelievable tale told by a man with limited intelligence.
 
   The “Harlem Conference” and the testimony of James Marshall was discussed next. To a man, every juror said Marshall’s testimony was quite believable, and it had confirmed the testimony of Jack Rose that he, Bridgey Webber, Harry Vallon, and Becker had met in Harlem to discuss Rosenthal’s murder.
 
   Then the jurors discussed the testimony of Bald Jack Rose. One juror said that after Rose’s testimony, “I was convinced that Becker’s relationship with Rose was more than the relationship of a police lieutenant with a stool pigeon. Rose was not a mere acquaintance of the underworld. He was a big factor in Becker’s relations with Rosenthal.”
 
   The jury bought Rose’s main contentions that not only did Becker order Rosenthal killed, but Becker was also in constant contact with Rose soon after the murder, trying to aid and abet a cover-up.
 
   At the end of about 40 minutes, jury foreman F. Meredith Blagden walked over to each juror one by one and looked them in the eye. Each juror nodded in the affirmative that Becker was indeed guilty of first degree murder. 
 
   Blagden then said, “I think we are all agreed. Aren’t we?” 
 
   None of the jurors dissented.
 
   However, Blagden was concerned he and his fellow jurors had not taken long enough to come to a decision. He stepped out of the jury room and asked one of the courtroom attendants how long the first Becker jury had been out. He was told that the first jury took eight hours to find Becker guilty. This confirmed in Blagden’s mind that maybe, not to appear like they had come to a hasty decision, the jurors should stay in the jury room somewhat longer. So Blagden and his 11 fellow jurors sat in the jury room for one more hour without saying another word about the case. The smoking juror smoked, and several other jurors closed their eyes and tried to take a nap.
 
   When Blagden thought the time was right, he sent a message to Judge Seabury that they had reached their decision. Ten minutes later, the 12 jurors filed into the courtroom. 
 
   So, in fact, it did not take nearly two hours and five ballots to convict Becker; there was only one ballot and the entire deliberations took a mere 40 minutes.
 
   Several of the jurors, who were approached by the press in the following days, refused to discuss their deliberations, but some were quite chatty. One juror, who asked that his name not be revealed in the newspapers, said, “I was astonished when I read in the newspapers that we had cast five ballots. That might create the impression that there was a wide difference of opinion. As a matter of fact, we were practically of one mind from the beginning.”
 
   This same juror was asked if the summation of any of the lawyers had influenced the jury. The anonymous juror said, “I can’t answer positively for anyone but myself, but I believe District Attorney Whitman’s brilliant summing up wholly convinced one of the jurors. He came into the jury room a changed man after that speech.”
 
   Then came the million-dollar question: did this juror think Becker had received a fair trial?
 
   “I certainly do,” he said. “And I include in this the care and attention in the jury room.” 
 
   The anonymous juror then added something that gave credence to Becker’s co-counsel, John B. Johnson’s, strenuous objection to Judge Seabury’s charge to the jury.
 
   “Justice Seabury’s charge helped a great deal,” the anonymous juror said. “It put the case in sequence that made everything clear and distinct.”
 
   Unfortunately, that was not the role of Judge Seabury, but instead of District Attorney Whitman. So there can be no doubt Judge Seabury’s inclination to side with the prosecution played a huge part in Becker’s second conviction.
 
   Juror No. 6 was Walter Goodyear, the owner of a bookstore on Fifth Avenue and someone who considered himself an amateur psychologist. When a reporter asked if he could interview him about the Becker trial, Goodyear readily agreed. 
 
   At this interview, which took place in Goodyear’s bookstore, Goodyear surrounded himself with numerous books on psychology, to make himself appear an expert on the subject. Without much prodding from the reporter, Goodyear admitted he had applied his method of psychological analysis to Rose, Vallon, Becker, and others during the trial, which helped him reach the guilty verdict.
 
   Goodyear categorized Rose, Webber, and Becker in the same class, which he called, “The Underworld.” Goodyear said his study of these men in the courtroom revealed to him “common motives, common ideas, and common avenues of thinking and acting.”
 
   “My placing Becker in the same class with men like Rose, put Becker into the same groove in which these men found themselves,” Goodyear said. “Thus parallel lines of thought of Becker and Rose could easily be explained.”
 
   The reporter asked Goodyear if he had considered Mrs. Helen Becker in reaching a verdict.
 
   “She added sympathy in the case, of course,” Goodyear said. “I saw her every day, but she did not weigh in the evidence. You can well believe that the verdict was a strain on all of us. This is reflected in the fact that some of the jurors at first favored a lesser degree of punishment. But sympathy could not modify the verdict justified by facts, could it?”
 
   After his second Becker win, District Attorney Charles Whitman was the “toast of the town.” In just the two days after the verdict had been rendered, Whitman received hundreds of congratulatory letters and telegrams. One man sent Whitman a long letter (which Whitman released to his adoring press) that referred to Whitman’s victory as the “triumph of the right.” The letter ended with the man saying that he would immediately send Whitman a rug “on which you can place your feet and rest.”
 
   The Mayor of New York City, John Purroy Mitchel, also got into the act.  
 
   Mitchel sent Whitman a letter (which again Whitman released to the press) that said, “I have just heard of the outcome of the Becker case. The whole community is under obligations to you. Your work has been splendid.”
 
   Whitman did a few victory laps in certain New York City bars and restaurants, strutting his success in prosecuting Becker twice and winning twice. Then he easily took the Republican nomination for Governor, winning the primary against Harvey D. Hineman by the lopsided vote of 120,073 to 61,952. 
 
   In November, the Governor’s race also went easily to Whitman. He defeated the incumbent acting-governor Martin Glynn by a vote of 686,701 to 412,252. On Jan. 1, 1915, Charles Whitman was sworn in as the 41st Governor of New York State. 
 
   This did not bode well for Charles Becker.
 
    
 
    
 
   JAMES MARSHALL TAP DANCES AROUND THE TRUTH - TWICE
 
    
 
    
 
   On February 13, 1915 a series of events occurred concerning James Marshall, the Negro who had testified at Becker’s second trial. These events resembled a comedy of errors viewed in a funhouse mirror. 
 
   First, Marshall, a professional tap dancer, who was then living in Philadelphia, gave his wife an early Valentine’s present by beating the crap out of her while he was in a drunken stupor. Marshall’s wife called the police to make a formal complaint, and both husband and wife were hustled down to the police station. While Mrs. Marshall was giving her statement to the police, she happened to mention, that in addition to being a brute, her husband was also an habitual liar. In fact, Mrs. Marshall said Mr. Marshall had lied under oath in Becker’s second trial when he said that he had seen Becker with Jack Rose on a Harlem street corner – the infamous “Harlem Conference.” 
 
   Two Philadelphia scribes overheard Mrs. Marshall’s rantings, and after putting two and two together, they figured they had a hell of a story. 
 
   The two scribes hurried to Marshall’s cell where Marshall was trying to sleep off his inebriation, and woke him. Marshall, still very drunk, admitted that he had committed perjury at Becker’s trial. Marshall said he had done so because he had been threatened with prosecution by Whitman’s assistant Fredrick Groehl. Marshall also said he had been paid to lie on the witness stand by Groehl.
 
   The newspapermen wrote their stories and the following day, Becker’s attorney Manton heard about Marshall’s flip-flop. He sent his assistant John Johnson to Philadelphia, where Johnson met with Marshall in the offices of the Philadelphia Daily Ledger. In front of Johnson and several of the newspaper’s staff, Johnson swore an affidavit, that according to the Ledger, “repudiating his words (at the Becker trial) and accusing an Assistant District Attorney (Groehl) of forcing him to testify under threat of arrest.” 
 
   To add more grist to the mill, Marshall said Groehl had put an earlier affidavit before him where he (Marshall) had sworn false information about a raid made by Becker. Marshall admitted he had done so under the fictitious name of  “Moore.” Marshall said this false affidavit was used as a lever by District Attorney Whitman to force him to testify for the prosecution at Becker’s second trial.
 
   Marshall said in his Philadelphia affidavit, “I met District Attorney Groehl who asked me at once what I knew about a meeting between Becker and Rose. I explained to him that I didn’t know Jack Rose and had never seen him. 
 
   “I was then asked, ‘Did you see Becker, Jack Rose, and Bridgey Webber talking at the corner of  124th Street and Seventh Avenue,’ and I said I did not. I said I knew Becker, but I did not know the other men and can’t say I saw them talking with Becker.”
 
   Marshall said that Groehl had told him he could be arrested immediately and held as a material witness for Becker’s trial. Marshall said he told Groehl that he had several theatrical engagements (as a tap dancer) in Washington, D.C.  Marshall said that, with Groehl’s permission, he went to Washington, D.C. and an “attaché” from Whitman’s office accompanied him on the trip. During this trip, Marshall admitted that Whitman’s offices gave him three separate checks for his expenses: two for $70, and one for $150.
 
   “Life was very pleasant for me there,” Marshall said. “It was nothing but theaters and auto rides through the park all day long. I went to the theater almost every afternoon and never got up before 11 in the morning.”
 
   Marshall then added, “I never knew Jack Rose. My only knowledge of Rose was what Mr. Groehl told me and what I read in the papers.”
 
   At this point, Marshall was interrupted by Becker’s co-counsel Johnson, who said to Marshall, “So you say now that you don’t know whether or not it was Rose who met Becker that night, but you testified it was Rose because the prosecution told you to do so, is that right?”
 
   Marshall said, “Yes sir. That was it.”
 
   As soon as the ink was dry on Marshall’s affidavit, Johnson hustled Marshall to New York City to see Becker’s chief counsel Manton, in Manton’s offices at 31 Nassau Street. There, Marshall confirmed everything he had sworn to in Philadelphia.
 
   Then Marshall decided to call his mother, which led to another sequence of astounding events.
 
   At the precise time Marshall was phoning his mother from Manton’s office, Assistant District Attorney Groehl, angry as hell at what Marshall had done in Philadelphia, was entering the basement apartment of Marshall’s mother, at 129 East Seventy-Sixth Street, where Mrs. Marshall was the janitor. When Groehl heard it was Marshall on the phone, he grabbed the receiver from Marshall’s mother.
 
   Groehl growled into the phone, “Did you make a statement or an affidavit in Philadelphia as the papers this morning said you did?”
 
   Marshall, a professional tap dancer, did a little two-step. “No sir, I did not.”
 
   Within an hour, Marshall was with Groehl in Marshall’s mother’s apartment. There, Marshall told Groehl that he had been drunk in Philadelphia, and that it was John Johnson who had dictated the affidavit, then paid him $2,500 to sign it. 
 
   Groehl had Marshall sign a second affidavit denying everything in the Philadelphia affidavit he had signed the day before. This effectively ended Marshall as a credible witness, either against Becker or for Becker in Becker’s upcoming appeal.
 
   The day after Marshall’s monumental turnabout, new District Attorney Charles A. Perkins, who had been appointed by Governor Whitman the day Whitman morphed from D.A. to Governor, told the press he doubted Marshall would be indicted for perjury, “because the contradicting affidavits Marshall signed on two consecutive days were signed in different states.”
 
   When Manton was told about Marshall’s about-face, he said, “My opinion is that the Negro’s word is no good. I am independently convinced that he did not see Becker and Jack Rose talking on 124th  and Seventh Avenue, and in admitting this in Philadelphia he was telling the truth. But I wouldn’t count on him sticking to the truth. Nothing he says can be counted on without corroboration.”
 
   Manton did say he was in the process of filing an appeal, without Marshall’s cooperation. Manton didn’t go into explicit detail, but he did say, “In regard to the testimony of Mr. Rose, there are more than 60 contradictions in what he said at the first trial, compared to what he said at the second trial. Most of these contradictions are about his conversations with Becker.”
 
    
 
    
 
   CHARLES BECKER’S FINAL APPEALS
 
    
 
   Manton went ahead and filed his appeal, but it was to no avail. Part of Manton’s written appeal pointed out the unreliability of Marshall as to being a witness to the “Harlem Conference.” However, the Court of Appeals accepted Marshall’s testimony in the Becker trial to be true, and not the affidavit Marshall signed in Philadelphia. 
 
   In opposition to Manton’s motion, New York City Assistant District Attorney Groehl had filed another affidavit signed by Marshall to the Court of Appeals, which said: “I testified to the truth in everything that I said at the Becker trial, and I do not want to change or take back anything that I have said, and if I am called upon as a witness again, I will tell the same things because they are true.”
 
   Justice Weeks, to whom Manton filed his appeal in court, was unimpressed with Manton’s argument. Justice Weeks told Manton, “My first impression is that the affidavit is manifestly an ingenious invasion of Marshall’s testimony and does not come within the legal provisions for granting a new trial.”
 
   Justice Weeks then took Manton to task. 
 
   He said, “Does Marshall say he did not see Becker talking to one of two men at the corner of 124th Street and Seventh Avenue?”
 
   “He does not,” Manton admitted.
 
   “Why does not your affidavit set forth its contents in language that cannot be misunderstood?” Justice Weeks said. “An affidavit bearing on an important fact can be made in a few clear words without circumvention. The affidavit of Marshall said that he did see Becker speak to a man. It says that he later identified that man as Jack Rose. Where an affidavit is produced to interfere with the orderly process of an appeal, it should be so clear as to be impossible to be misunderstood.”
 
   A second part of Manton’s appeal questioned Judge Seabury’s impartiality in Becker’s second trial. Manton’s appeal stated that, “The facts and law were arrayed and marshaled by Judge Seabury in a way highly inimicable to defendant’s rights and wholly devoid of any serious and anxious desire to their preservation.”
 
   However, the Court of Appeals did not buy Manton’s argument concerning Judge Seabury’s conduct in the trial (by this time, Judge Seabury was a member of the Court of Appeals himself, but he recused himself from reviewing Manton’s appeal). In the end, for some baffling reason, the Court of Appeals somehow found Judge Seabury’s conduct to be exemplary. 
 
   The Court of Appeals said: “The most sedulous mare to preserve the rights of the defendant was manifested, not only in the charge, but throughout the whole trial, and the assertion seems both unwarranted and underserved.”
 
   The final vote from the Court of Appeal was 5-1 in favor of denying Becker’s appeal. Justice William Bartlett wrote the majority decision. The lone dissenter was Judge John Hogan.
 
   At this point in time, there were only four means available for Becker to escape the death penalty. They were: 
 
    
 
    
    	A plea for Executive Clemency from Governor Whitman, the very man who twice successfully prosecuted Becker. (Fat chance)
 
    	An application for a new trial based on new-found evidence. (There was none)
 
    	An application for writ of habeas Corpus in Federal District court, based on an allegation of violation of Becker’s constitutional rights. (Longer than a longshot)
 
    	An application directly to the Supreme Court. (Worth a shot)
 
   
 
    
 
   On July 9, 1915, just days before Becker’s execution (scheduled for July 15), his new high-powered co-counsel, Bourke Cockran, made an impassioned plea to United States Supreme Court Justice Charles E. Hughes at Hughes’ summer home on a lake in Maine. 
 
   Winston Churchill had once said of Cockran, “I have never seen his like, or in some respects his equal.” 
 
   In his request for a “writ of error,” Cochran argued that the agreement made by then-New York City Assistant District Attorney Frank Moss with Harry Vallon, Jack Rose, and Bridgey Webber, “practically demanded that the three informants, in order to avoid prosecution, should tie Becker up to the murder of Herman Rosenthal.”
 
   The second point on which Cockran sought the writ of error was that the defendant Becker was denied a change of venue. This had been requested on the grounds that, even before the trial started, District Attorney Whitman had released statements to the press which could influence possible jurors against Becker.
 
   The third point Cockran argued to Justice Hughes, was that Governor Whitman, the man to whom Backer would have to make his plea for Executive Clemency, was not the unbiased person the Constitution holds should pass on this plea.
 
   A week later, Cockran’s three pleas were shot down by United States Supreme Court Justice Hughes. However, Cockran was able to get Becker’s execution date pushed back two weeks to July 30, 1915. During this time, Cockran said he would prepare a new affidavit to the New York Supreme Court asking for a new trial.
 
   On the same day Cochran saw Justice Hughes, Charles Plitt visited Governor Whitman in Whitman’s Executive Chamber in Albany. Plitt told the press he supplied Whitman with new evidence of police graft in connection with Becker’s case. According to a report in the Washington Post, “The Governor did examine the statement Plitt gave him, but gave Plitt little encouragement. Governor Whitman told Plitt to put the statement in legal form and that then he would examine it.”
 
   However, Plitt felt his statement was of great importance; much greater importance than Whitman had indicated to him. Plitt told the press that his statement, which was prepared with Becker’s knowledge, would “prove sensational and save Becker’s life.”
 
   As he left the Executive Chamber in Albany, Plitt said, “Charles Becker will never go to the chair.” 
 
   At that point in time, the only way for Becker to be spared from the electric chair was for Governor Whitman to grant Becker clemency. Doing so was not unprecedented for a United States Governor. In fact, this is exactly what had happened on July 19, 1915, less than two weeks before Becker’s execution. 
 
   Leo Frank, a manager in a pencil factory in Georgia, was convicted of killing a 14-year-old girl named Mary Phagan. The chief witness against Frank was an ex-convict named Jim Conley, who some people, including ex-Georgia congressman W.M. Howard, thought was the murderer himself. Thanks to Howard’s pleas to Georgia Governor John M. Slaton, and the aggressive intervention by a Chicago group called the “Chicago Anti-Capital Punishment Society,” the night before Frank was scheduled to be executed, Governor Slaton commuted Frank’s sentence from death to life imprisonment (the Chicago Anti-Capital Punishment Society also collected signatures on petitions to induce Governor Whitman to commute Charles Becker’s death sentence, but to no avail).
 
   Of course, some people in Georgia were outraged at the murder of Mary Phagan and not too happy with the Governor for cancelling Frank’s execution. As a result, although Slaton’s actions were praised by the Atlanta Journal Constitution, an angry mob charged the Governor’s mansion, forcing Governor Slaton to call out the National Guard. A few days later, Governor Slaton slithered out of Georgia and absconded with his wife to New York City, where they stayed at the tony Waldorf Astoria Hotel, before departing on a tour of New York State, as well as Canada, and the Northern Pacific states (it seemed like Georgia Governor Slaton wanted to be anyplace but in Georgia). 
 
   When New York City reporters asked him if he “had slipped out of Georgia” to avoid the angry mobs, Governor Slaton bristled, “I am incapable of slipping out of Georgia, or anywhere else.”
 
   Slaton was then asked if he thought Frank was guilty, and he gave an answer that played more to his ideology than to Frank’s innocence or guilt.
 
   “I do not know if Frank was guilty,” Slaton said. “I was simply asked to commute his sentence. And if I had done otherwise, I would have felt like an assassin. As it was, I went six nights without sleep. But I’d rather go without sleep than to go 40 years, if I live that long, with the blood of that man on my hands.”
 
   Governor Whitman, on the other hand, did not complain about missing any night’s sleep, when within hours of Becker’s appeal being turned down again by the New York Court of Appeals, Whitman refused to commute Becker’s sentence.
 
    
 
    
 
   BECKER’S FINAL DAYS
 
    
 
    
 
   On July 29, the day before Becker’s scheduled execution, Becker was awoken at 7 a.m. He was taken from his cell, given a bath and a brand-new set of underwear. At 8 a.m., Becker was taken to the prison barber and administered a close-cropped haircut, so the metal helmet he’d wear in the electric chair would make close contact with the electrodes.
 
   When Becker returned to his cell, he was dismayed to discover that all his personal belongings, including his clothes, a few articles of furniture, and most importantly – a picture of his wife - had been removed from his cell. On a new cot lay a heavy black suit, white shirt, and a black felt slippers; the clothing he would wear when he was executed.
 
   On that same morning, John Ford, the Chief Justice of the New York Supreme Court, issued a statement denying Becker’s last bid to stay alive. This appeal had been presented to him in an affidavit written by Becker’s lawyer Bourke Cockran, after Cockran’s appeal had been turned down by United States Supreme Court Justice Charles E. Hughes. Cockran tried throwing a last-second “Hail Mary” to Justice Ford, but the pass fell incomplete.
 
   Justice Ford said he had “labored for several days and several nights on briefs for and against the application of a new trial.” He then called the newspapermen into his chamber, and as his secretary handed them his written decision, Justice Ford said, “I have denied the motion for a new trial. And this is my birthday. It’s a pretty rough way to spend your birthday, isn’t it?”
 
   Upon hearing about Justice Ford’s decision, Governor Whitman released a statement saying, “Justice Ford did the only thing he could do. The evidence was conclusive. If I had any doubt to Becker’s guilt, I would pardon him.”
 
   When Becker was informed that his last appeal had been denied, and that Governor Whitman had refused to commute his sentence, he told Sing Sing Warden Osborne, “Well, I’ll die like a man anyhow.”
 
   Becker also spoke to prison chaplain Father Cashin, who was spending Becker’s last day with him in order to get Becker’s spiritual affairs in order. 
 
    “There is no justice here,” Becker told Father Cashin. “I am confident, however, that I will get it in the next world. I know that the truth will come out, and that the world will know that Becker told the truth and is not the murderer he is accused of being.”
 
   These are hardly the words of a guilty man speaking to a man of God shortly before he’s about to be put to death.
 
   Becker also told Father Cashin, “I do not fear death, but I feel the stigma attached to the name Becker, and I feel the distress and sorrow it will cause my wife.”
 
    
 
    
 
   HELEN BECKER TRIES TO SAVE HER HUSBAND’S LIFE 
 
    
 
    
 
   Even though all methods to save Charles Becker’s life had been exhausted, Helen Becker would not give up without a fight. 
 
   On July 29, Helen Becker arrived at the Governor’s mansion at 11:30 a.m., accompanied by Becker’s co-counsel, John Johnson. When she arrived, Mrs. Becker was dismayed to discover Governor Whitman had left Albany and had traveled to Camp Whitman, near Fishkill, New York. The Governor did receive a telegram in advance notifying him about Mrs. Becker’s arrival, but he left her a letter saying that he had been summoned away from Albany (no reason was given) and would meet her at 6:30 p.m. in the Governor’s mansion. 
 
   That didn’t happen either, and it appeared as if Governor Whitman was ducking Helen Becker at all costs.
 
   When she learned the Governor was not in Albany, Helen Becker was crestfallen. She had planned not to ask the Governor to commute her husband’s sentence, but on the advice of her attorneys, instead to reprieve her husband’s sentence until October, when the New York Court of Appeals convened again. At that time, Becker’s attorney would put in an appeal for a new trial based on new evidence. Becker’s attorneys did not disclose what that new evidence was, and they seemed just to be stalling for time. 
 
   However, there had been some speculation, that in order to save his own life, Becker was willing to plead guilty to second-degree murder. 
 
   This notion was struck down when Becker’s chief counsel Manton said from his office in New York City, “There is absolutely no truth in the statement that Becker offered to plead guilty to murder in the second degree, or to any degree, so far as I know. Certainly no such offer was made while I was counsel. Becker will go to the chair with a dying declaration of innocence.”
 
   With his execution less than 24 hours away, Becker asked for a copy of the day’s daily newspaper. Ignoring the pleas of Father Cashin that he no longer be concerned about worldly things, Becker devoured every word in the newspaper concerning his present predicament. He became outraged when he read that he had agreed to plead guilty to murder in the second degree. Becker became even further unhinged when he read that someone in Albany had released a statement that Becker’s first wife’s death was “suspicious.”
 
   Becker was trembling when he told the priest, “I want to deny those falsehoods. I want to set myself right in the eyes of the world.”
 
   Becker asked for a stenographer, and with the help of Father Cashin, he penned a scathing report to the press, denying any plea to a lesser degree. He also vigorously castigated Governor Whitman for allowing the statement to be published that Becker’s first wife’s death was somehow suspicious. Becker insisted his first wife died of consumption after a long bout with tuberculosis. 
 
   Becker spent the rest of the daylight hours writing a series of letters to friends and relatives that he did not want mailed until after his death. The bulkiest letter he wrote was to Governor Whitman.
 
   This scathing letter, which was released to the press after Becker’s execution said, in part:
 
    
 
    “I am as innocent as you of having murdered Herman Rosenthal, or having counseled, procured, or aided his murder, or of having any knowledge of that dreadful crime. Mark well, sir, these words of mine. When your power passes, then the truth of Rosenthal’s murder will become known. But not while your nominees remain District Attorneys and can hold the club over these persons. With the aid of judges who were misled into misconceiving the testimony offered on my trial and into misstating it both to the jury and on appeal, you have proved yourself able to destroy my life. But believe me; I will surrender it without rancor. Not all the judges in this state, nor in this country, nor the Governor of this state, nor the District Attorney, nor all of them combined, can destroy permanently the character of an innocent man.”                       
 
                                                                                                       ----              CHARLES BECKER
 
    
 
   It wasn’t until 9 p.m. on the night before her husband’s execution that Helen Becker was finally able to receive an audience with Governor Whitman. However, the meeting wasn’t in the Executive Mansion, but in a room in the Nelson House in Poughkeepsie, where the Governor had decided to spend the night. (The governor, probably trying to duck the press until after Becker was dead, never returned to the Executive Mansion that night.) Mrs. Becker was still accompanied by her husband’s co-counsel, John Johnson.
 
   Johnson entered Whitman’s room first, while Mrs. Becker waited in an adjoining room.  Johnson extended his hand to the Whitman. Whitman took it and said to Johnson, “Mr. Johnson, I am here to do whatever I can, as a governor and a citizen, for your client.”
 
   Johnson pleaded with Whitman to give Becker a stay of execution until October, when the New York State Court of Appeals came back into session. Johnson said he believed he could convince the appellate division that Justice Ford had erred in refusing to grant Becker a new trial. Johnson spoke for about 15 minutes, but Whitman overruled every plea from Johnson, saying he could do nothing.
 
   When he was finished listening to Johnson, Whitman told him, “I am now ready to see Mrs. Becker.”
 
   Whitman entered the adjoining room and Helen Becker rose to greet him. No handshake was offered by either person. 
 
   Whitman told Mrs. Becker, “Mrs. Becker I am now ready to hear anything you have to offer new in this case. I will consider any confidence you wish to make at this time.”
 
   Mrs. Becker was distraught. She tried to stand straight, but her shoulders slumped in exhaustion. 
 
   “There is nothing new and I have nothing to tell you in confidence,” she said. “But I do ask for sufficient delay to provide a view of Justice Ford’s decision.”
 
   The governor shook his head. “That is impossible. I’m sorry, but I can take no action.”
 
   Mrs. Becker started sobbing softly. 
 
   “But surely a delay will not defeat the ends of justice,” she said. 
 
   Then without warning, Mrs. Becker’s soft sobs transformed into a convulsion of wails. Unable to catch her breath, and with walls of tears cascading down both sides of her face, she fell face-forward in a faint towards the governor. Governor Whitman caught her against his chest and laid her gently on the floor. A doctor had to be called in to revive Mrs. Becker.
 
   After she regained consciousness, and before she and Mr. Johnson left the hotel, Governor Whitman did throw a small bone to Mrs. Becker. He ordered his aide, Major Moore, to telephone Sing Sing Prison to tell Warden Osborne that the rule a condemned man cannot have any visitors after 12 a.m. be done away with in the case of Mrs. Becker. And that she should be allowed to stay with her husband as long as the warden deemed proper.
 
   Mrs. Becker thanked Whitman for his small kindness, but before she left she told him, “I know my husband is no saint, but he is not as black as he’s been branded.”
 
    
 
    
 
   CHARLES BECKER’S FINAL HOURS
 
    
 
   Throughout the day of July 29, Becker inquired about the whereabouts of his wife. He knew she was trying to track down Governor Whitman; but he also realized there was no chance the man who had successfully prosecuted him twice, would ever allow himself to commute Becker’s death sentence to life imprisonment.
 
   However, Becker did receive courtesies on July 29 that no condemned man had even been afforded in Sing Sing Prison. Becker was permitted to receive visitors, not in the usual visitor’s room, but in the office of Warden Osborne - a room usually reserved for prisoners meeting with their counsels. With a prison keeper standing guard, Becker was allowed to grasp the hands of loved ones and even embrace them if he wished. While meeting with his brother John and his brother-in-law John Lynch, Becker suddenly inquired as to what time it was. 
 
   When he was told it was 20 minutes past nine, Becker said. “This is remarkable! To the minute, it is now three years since I’ve been arrested.”
 
   It wasn’t until 11:30 p.m. that Helen Becker finally arrived at Sing Sing Prison to see her husband. Helen was with Charles for one hour, alone in the warden’s office; except for the two guards present in the room, under orders not to take their eyes off the married couple. Both guards disobeyed that order and diverted their eyes, while Becker and his wife embraced their last embrace. 
 
   It wasn’t until 12:30 a.m. that Helen Becker tore herself loose from her husband and bid him her last goodbye. She was led from the room sobbing heavily and in the state of collapse by her husband’s co-counsel, John Johnson. 
 
   Charles Becker was led back to his cell, where he paced the room the entire night. In his company was Deputy Warden Johnson, who had promised Mrs. Becker her husband would not be alone in his final hours.
 
   Mrs. Helen Becker arrived at her home at 2291 University Avenue in the Bronx at about 3 a.m. She was so worn out with grief, she had to be carried up the steps to the entrance of her home. There she stayed with family and close friends to await the news that her husband was indeed dead.
 
    
 
    
 
   BECKER’S EXECUTION
 
    
 
    
 
   At 5:41 a.m., Charles Becker, accompanied by Father Cashin and Father James B. Curry, entered the execution room at Sing Sing Prison. Becker, dressed entirely in black except for a white shirt, held a black crucifix about ten inches long in his left hand. 
 
   The members of the press in the adjacent room, who had known Becker since his days with the Special (Strong Arm) Squad, were shocked by his appearance. Instead of the big, broad-shouldered and strapping man they were accustomed to seeing, the man who was minutes from his death was now the shell of his former self. Becker’s shoulders slumped forward, the cheeks of his face were creased with thick lines, and his eyes looked like black, hollow sockets. 
 
   The two priests began intonating the Litany of the Holy Name as Becker approached the electric chair - the machine of death the guards had christened “Old Sparky.” 
 
   As soon as Becker, in response to the priests’ prayers, uttered the words “Lord have mercy on us,” five burly guards seized Becker and sat him in the electric chair. They immediately tossed heavy straps around his knees, ankles, wrists, elbows and chest, and tightly secured them with buckles. Not able to move anymore, Becker mouthed the words, “Oh Lord, assist me in my last agony. I give you my heart and soul.”
 
   Two guards slapped a leather cap down on Becker’s head and began screwing in the electrodes on the front and back of Becker’s head and over his temples.
 
   Standing behind and slightly to the right of Becker was the official executioner; a grim, shaven man, dressed in gray and about 30-years-old, whose name was not released to the press. The executioner was to be paid $100 -  $50 for executing Becker and $50 to execute a Negro named Sam Hayne, who was to follow Becker into the electric chair.
 
   At 5:43 a.m., Dr. Charles Farr, the doctor in charge of the execution, motioned to the executioner. The grim man dressed in gray pulled down the electricity lever, which trust 1,850 volts and 10 amps into Becker’s body. Becker stiffened straight from the initial shock, and the crucifix slipped out of his hand. A guard caught the crucifix before it hit the ground. The muscles of Becker’s head and neck swelled outward, as Father Cashin and Dr. Farr stood solemnly on rubber mat just feet away from the electric chair. The doctor stood quiet and grim, but Father Cashin’s lips moved precipitously in prayer.
 
   The first shock lasted about a minute. Dr. Farr then stepped forward, ripped open Becker’s coat and tore open his shirt. Exposed for all to see was a picture of Helen Becker, pinned to the inside of Becker’s shirt and close to his heart. Dr. Farr applied his stethoscope to the middle of Becker’s chest.
 
   Becker’s heart still beat strongly.
 
   The executioner pulled the lever down a second time. This shock lasted only 10 seconds - five seconds longer than is usually required for a man’s second jolt. Dr. Farr moved forward again, this time removing Becker’s leather cap. 
 
   His second stethoscope examination revealed a slight heartbeat. 
 
   A third shock was administered; Becker’s body heaved forward and then fell limp. Dr. Farr made his third examination, and at exactly 5:55 a.m., he said in a loud voice, “I pronounce this man dead.”
 
   Immediately after Becker’s execution, the press assembled outside the execution room. Warden Osborne then proceeded to read a statement by Becker that Becker was not allowed to say in the execution room. It read.
 
    
 
   Gentlemen: My dying declaration:
 
    
 
   I stand before you in my full senses, knowing that no power on earth can save me from the grave that is about to receive me. In the face of that, in the teeth of those who condemn me, and in the presence of my God and your God, I proclaim my absolute innocence for the crime of which I must die. You are now about to witness my destruction by the State, which is organized to protect the lives of the innocent.
 
   May Almighty God pardon everyone who has contributed in any degree to my untimely death. And now, on the brink of my grave, I declare to the world that I am proud to have been the husband of the noblest woman who has ever lived – Helen Becker. This acknowledgement is the only legacy I can leave her.
 
   I bid you all goodbye; Father I am ready to go. Amen.
 
    
 
                                                                         CHARLES BECKER
 
    
 
   After Warden Osborne finished reading Becker’s dying declaration, Father Cashin was asked by the press, “From your experience with condemned men, isn’t it your belief that a condemned man always confesses in the hours before his execution?”
 
   “Invariably,” Father Cashin said. “Usually the confession comes after the sacrament has been given. Becker maintained his innocence to the end.”
 
   Father Cashin said after he had administered the holy sacrament of Extreme Unction (the last rites) to Becker, he had asked Becker, “Are you guilty by word, or deed or by any manner whatsoever of this crime?”
 
   Becker firmly answered, “Father, as I stand on the brink of the grave, I am not.”
 
    
 
    
 
   CHARLES BECKER’S FUNERAL
 
    
 
   Charles Becker’s body was transported to his home in the Bronx and arrived later that same afternoon. His coffin was carried up the steps of the apartment building and laid to rest in the living room for one day of viewing. 
 
   Helen Becker, her rage for Governor Whitman, his actions and his inactions, still stewing, commissioned a local engraver to construct a five-by-seven-inch silver plaque for her husband’s coffin. She took full responsibility for this herself, and she made it clear her husband had not requested such a plaque be placed on his coffin.
 
   The plaque read:
 
    
 
   CHARLES BECKER
 
   MURDERED JULY 30, 1915
 
   BY GOVERNOR WHITMAN
 
    
 
   District Attorney Francis Martin of the Bronx read about the plague in the newspapers. He immediately rushed to police headquarters, where he met with Inspector Joseph Faurot and first Deputy Commissioner Leon Godley. They determined that this plaque was illegal, and as a result, Inspector Faurot and Captain Wines rushed to the Becker residence to see if such a plaque actually existed. When they saw the plaque for themselves, they informed Helen Becker that the plaque was criminally libelous and had to be removed immediately. When Helen Becker refused, Inspector Faurot unscrewed the plaque himself, put it into his pocket, and he and Captain Wines exited the premises. 
 
   District Attorney Martin explained his actions to the press, “While I have sympathy for Mrs. Becker, as I would for anyone in trouble,” Martin said, “I could not, as District Attorney, permit the Governor to be libeled.”
 
   District Attorney Martin insisted he had not been given any direct orders from Governor Whitman to remove the plaque.
 
   From the moment Becker’s body was returned to his home, a curious crowd began forming outside. On August 2, when Becker’s coffin was being transported from Becker’s home to St. Nicholas of Tollentine Church three blocks away, there was an estimated three thousand people gathered around the cordoned-off area from Becker’s home to the church. Becker’s pallbearers were five members of the police department: Lieutenant James Brady, Captain John Bourke, Lieutenant Patrick Shea, patrolmen John O’Connor and John Ferrick; and former police officer Joseph Shepard.
 
   As the pallbearers carried Becker’s coffin toward the church, scores of people broke through the barricade. Policemen used their clubs to beat back the rioters, and it took  five minutes for order to be restored so the pallbearers could continue their journey.
 
   After Becker’s coffin reached the church and his funeral mass began, an estimated 10,000 people surrounded the area near the church. There were seats for 700 people inside the church, but it was estimated at least twice as many had piled inside. 
 
   Outside the church during the service, battles ensued between the police and a belligerent crowd, and more police enforcements from the High Bridge Police Station were summoned to the scene. In front of the church, people were jammed so close together, women began to faint.
 
   While the funeral services were taking place, a wagon containing floral tributes pulled up in front of the church. One large floral arrangement was a large cross made of lilies, bay leaves, and asters. Large purple lettering across it said: “Sacrificed for Politics.” On the cross was pinned a large envelope with the inscription, “From a Friend.”
 
   Another large floral arrangement had the words, “To the Martyr, with sincere sympathies.” A third floral arrangement, sent by former inspector Alexander “Clubber” Williams, who had instructed Becker in Becker’s early years as a policemen on the proper use of the billy club, read, “In sympathy and respect to Charlie.”
 
   When the funeral mass ended, the long trip to Woodlawn Cemetery began. The hearse that contained Becker’s coffin was pulled by two black horses and followed by five black carriages; the first of which carried Helen Becker and her brother. They arrived at Woodlawn Cemetery at 11 a.m. 
 
   As the flowers were taken off the wagon to be placed near Becker’s grave, cemetery officials were ordered by the police to pull letters off the floral arrangement which said “Sacrificed for Politics.” When they had finished their task, all that read was “S O P.” The floral arrangement that read “To the Martyr, with sincere sympathies” was also altered as to make it meaningless.
 
   Immediately after Charles Becker’s body was buried, Mrs. Becker told the press she had nothing to say today, but would issue a statement in a few days.
 
   That statement never came.
 
   Helen Becker returned home after her husband’s funeral, not only heartbroken, but dead broke. She had used up all her husband’s ill-gotten gains to pay for his numerous defense lawyers, who did not work cheaply. 
 
   Helen Becker continued to live on her meager teacher’s salary, and she eventually became an assistant principle in a northern Manhattan public school. She retired in the mid-1940s and lived until 1962 - 50 years after her husband’s conviction for the murder of Herman Rosenthal. 
 
   Although she had been proposed to many times, Helen Becker never remarried. As to why she never accepted any future proposals of marriage, she often said, “I prefer to remain a widow in memory of a man who was put to death by the great state of New York for a crime he did not commit. He was not an angel; he never made a pretense of being one. He was just an ordinary human being, and that is why I loved him so.”
 
    
 
    
 
   CONCLUSION
 
    
 
    
 
   The $64,000 question is: Did Lieutenant Charles Becker order the murder of Herman Rosenthal? Or was he framed? And if Becker was framed, who did the framing, and why?
 
   The answer to the first question, to me, is self-evident. Charles Becker did not order the murder of Herman Rosenthal. Yes, Becker was a lout, a ruffian, a crooked cop, and much worse, and he certainly had the makeup to be a murderer if that’s what Becker thought was in his best interest. But that doesn’t mean Becker ordered Rosenthal’s murder.
 
   As for the motive, some people might say Becker had plenty of reasons to want Rosenthal dead. I say it was in Becker’s best interest to keep Rosenthal alive.
 
   Let’s examine the facts as we know them.
 
   It was obvious that Becker and Rosenthal were partners in an illegal gambling house, and at the time of his death, Rosenthal had already informed on Becker in the most open of forums – the New York City press. Killing Rosenthal would not have undone the damage Rosenthal had already wrecked on Becker and his career. Keeping Rosenthal alive was the best thing for Becker, since it would give Becker a chance to discredit the gambler and possibly clear his own name in the process. Becker had a lot of pull in law enforcement and in Tammany Hall. It is not inconceivable that Becker could have walked away from Rosenthal’s accusations unscathed.
 
   And surely, Becker was not a stupid man. If Rosenthal were to be killed just hours before he was to visit District Attorney Whitman’s office to make a formal affidavit against Becker, Becker would be the first person to come under suspicion. This fact made Becker the perfect pigeon for a frame.
 
   Who else who stood to gain if Rosenthal were croaked? 
 
   Bald Jack Rose certainly fits that description. With Rosenthal out of the way, Rose, and his pals Harry Vallon and Bridgey Webber presumed they would be standing pretty in the Tenderloin. With the competition from Rosenthal’s gambling house out of the way, these three creeps probably figured they would rake in the fallen crumbs from Rosenthal’s gambling residue. As events further unfolded, they were chased from the Tenderloin instead, by irate members of the underworld, who, by nature, despised informers.
 
   Let’s assume for a moment that Rose arranged Rosenthal’s murder without Becker’s knowledge. It could have been the perfect crime if Rose and his pals weren’t so stupid. 
 
   Why rent a car for the murder; a car that could be traced back to Rose? Efficient killers would have stolen a car to do the dirty deed. And surely, if Becker were arranging Rosenthal’s murder he would have been intelligent enough to make sure the killers didn’t use a rented car. Once the owner and the driver of the murder car (William Libby and Louis Shapiro) were caught, and they were caught quickly, the entire scheme fell apart.
 
   This is where Rose used his ingenuity; his ability to survive. As soon as Libby and Shapiro were arrested, Rose knew he was in deep unless he came up with a plan. Rose decided to turn chicken ship into chicken salad by first turning himself in. Soon, Webber and Vallon were sitting in the same Tombs prison cell next to Rose, so they could plan and scheme to their heart’s delight.
 
   Behind bars was where Rose transformed himself from a dumb murderer into a smart witness; a witness against Becker, whom was dumfounded; first when Rosenthal was killed, and again when he was arrested for Rosenthal’s murder. Bridgey Webber, Sam Schepps, and Harry Vallon, out to save their own skins, backed up Rose’s play, and this was the start of the demise of Lieutenant Charles Becker.
 
   Rose also knew he had two aces in the hole; two men who wanted Rose’s story to be true for their own personal ambitions - District Attorney Charles Whitman and newspaper columnist Herbert Bayard Swope.
 
   Whitman wanted to be Governor of the state of New York, and then President of the United States of America. The best way to accomplish this exacta was to successfully prosecute a highly visible case; especially one where the accused was a decorated New York City police lieutenant (a variation of this same strategy was later employed by New York City Special Prosecutor Thomas E. Dewey and New York Attorney for the Southern District Rudolph Giuliani, amongst others). 
 
   Whitman didn’t want to know the truth, and like Jack Nicholson once said in a movie, “He couldn’t handle the truth.” 
 
   The truth was three lowlife gamblers arranged the killing of another lowlife gambler. This was not the stuff dreams were made of; at least not Whitman’s dreams. Whitman needed a big splash to further his political career, and his two successful prosecutions of Becker were the right ticket Whitman needed to propel him upward politically; the truth be damned.
 
   As for Swope, he was just a huckster who knew a good story when he saw it, even if the story lacked the ingredients of the truth. Swope, who later won the first Pulitzer Prize in 1917 for his reporting on Inside the German Empire, once said, “It occurred to me that nothing is more interesting than opinion when opinion is interesting, so I devised a method of cleaning off the page opposite the editorial, which became the most important in America. And thereon I decided to print opinions, ignoring facts.”
 
   And that’s exactly what Swope did concerning the murder of Herman Rosenthal. Swope knew the most sensational “opinion” to have was that a corrupt police lieutenant had ordered the killing of Rosenthal. Swope, like Whitman, saw no career advantage in stating the truth, so he tilted his reporting in a manner that would assure a guilty verdict for Becker.
 
    
 
   AFTERMATH
 
    
 
   When Bridgey Webber was released from the Tombs prison (after the trial of the four killers), he found out the hard way that the underworld of New York City did not like informers, rats, and canaries. In June of 1913, while exiting a Second Avenue gambling den, someone rushed up behind Webber and stabbed him in the back.
 
   Knowing a second Becker trial was coming soon and not wanting to lose one of his star witnesses, District Attorney Whitman rushed to Polyclinic Hospital to make sure Webber was not in any danger of dying. After being told by hospital personnel that Webber’s wound was a superficial one, Whitman asked Webber if he could identify his assailant. Webber clammed up this time, saying only that a kid had stabbed him; he did not know the kid and couldn’t even identify him even if he saw him again.
 
   Then, figuring New York City was no longer a safe place for him, Webber hightailed it to South Fallsburg, New York, where he bought a farm under his brother Charles Webber’s name. Bridgey Webber returned to New York City only to testify at Becker’s second trial.
 
   Harry Vallon, knowing what happed to Webber could soon happen to him, trekked over to Pittsburgh, Pa., where he lived in a swanky hotel under an assumed name. It was reported that Vallon had relatives in Pittsburgh and friends of the most dubious character. On July 28, 1915, just two days before Becker’s execution, Vallon’s identity was unearthed by a member of the press. 
 
   Vallon told this reporter, “I feel compelled to talk before it’s too late.”
 
   When Vallon was asked if that meant that he had evidence Becker was innocent and that Vallon was ready to come clean, Vallon answered, “Yes, if I get a chance.”
 
   The Pittsburgh reporter also noted that Vallon was in the charge of a rather large man, who was said to be a detective in the employ of New York Governor Whitman. Vallon told the reporter that he had great animosity against the New York City police department, saying, “They are hounding me to the nut factory by hanging a perjury charge against me.” 
 
   Vallon also said that the New York City police had “frightened his girl” away from him by threatening to prosecute him.
 
   Two days later, Becker was executed, and there is no indication that Vallon ever returned to New York City, or that “his girl” ever returned to him.
 
   As for Sam Schepps, he opened a successful jewelry store called the Maison Cluny with his brother Nathan at 437 Madison Avenue. On March 30, 1918, a man named Henry Cohen, better known as “Harry the Yot,” was shot and killed in Schepps’s jewelry store, hours before Cohen was set to squeal to the District Attorney about a gambling swindle Cohen said was perpetrated against him by Schepps. Schepps and two other men were arrested for Cohen’s murder, but they all beat the case due to lack of evidence.
 
   In 1921, Schepps was arrested again and charged with usury, because he refused to return two diamonds worth $80,000 to famed opera singer Lydia Lipkowska, after she had pawned the diamonds to Schepps in order to borrow $12,000. According to Lipkowska, Schepps said he would not return the diamonds unless Lipkowska forked over another five grand.
 
   In October of 1933, Schepps was arrested a third time, this time with his brother Nathan, and charged with forging more than $10,000 worth of bank checks, which the Schepps brothers had foolishly deposited in their own business account.
 
   There are no accounts of Schepps having any more run-ins with the law before he died on January 26, 1936 in the Fifth Avenue Hospital.
 
   Bald Jack Rose reinvented himself after Becker’s convictions. Knowing he was marked as a rat throughout the New York City underworld, and also not wanting to get stabbed like Webber did, Rose donned a black wig and bought a farm in Newport, Conn. Rose, capitalizing on his newfound fame, first made a living writing “true crime” books. When his literary talents were exposed as less than ordinary, Rose toured churches in the Northeast, making compelling sermons about the evils of gambling and other vices. When that gig ran its course, Rose set up a movie production company with the intention of making short films on the subjects of his sermons: gambling is bad; mother and apple pie are good. 
 
   This scheme of Rose’s didn’t go over too well, either.
 
   Highlighting the notion that only the good die young, Bald Jack Rose lived until the ripe old age of 72. On Oct. 8, 1947, Rose expired in the arms of his loving wife, Hilda, in New York City’s Roosevelt Hospital from an “internal disorder.”
 
   According to newspaper reports, unlike Charles Becker’s, Rose’s funeral service at Riverside Chapel on Amsterdam Avenue and Seventy-Sixth Street attracted no public attention. By that time, 35 years after the murder of Herman Rosenthal, most New Yorkers had never heard of Bald Jack Rose, and those who did would rather forget him.
 
   It might be whimsy, but it would have been incredibly nice if when Bald Jack Rose entered into the afterlife, he was met by Charles Becker and Becker’s billy club, in a hot place with no cold-running water and no air conditioning.
 
   That would only be right.
 
    
 
    The End
 
    
 
   *****
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   What People are saying about “Mob Wives – Fuhgeddaboudit!”
 
    
 
    
 
   FROM MOBSTERS TO THEIR WIVES  - RJ Parker - Bestselling Author”
 
   I have read all of Joe Bruno's books on the Mobsters, the crooks, creeps and gangs. I'm not surprised he wrote a book on the Mob's wives too. I suspect there will be another book one day on the children of the mobsters? I can only hope. Love all of these books. Grab a copy.. only a book for a few hours of reading enjoyment.
 
    
 
   The "Real of  Reality TV - L. L. McKenna
 
   What a pleasure to read! Mr Bruno not only provides insight to the "reality show" but includes his blogs...and responses. While scripted or not, the only truth is the paycheck the characters cash while exposing themselves to the viewers.
 
   ***************
 
    
 
    
 
   The following blogs are in chronological order. I removed the curse words in the responses, and because of the constant “Internet speak,” which is a language unto itself, I also had to do extensive editing of the responses to make them look like something resembling the English language. 
 
   I also used just the first three letters of the reader’s names. Their complete names are on my blog Joe Bruno on the Mob, and on my Facebook page - Mobsters, Gangs - just as they have listed them. 
 
   As for the “JB” in the responses; that’s little old me.
 
    
 
   ====================
 
    
 
    
 
   Sammy “The Bull’s” Daughter to Write Tell-All Book
 
   August 28, 2011
 
    
 
   Yeah, right. If you believe Karen Gravano, a star in the VH1 reality show Mob Wives, is going to tell the complete truth about her life as the daughter of Sammy “The Bull/Rat” Gravano, I have a condo in Libya I’d like to sell you.
 
   First of all, I’ve never seen the program Mob Wives and I never will see the program Mob Wives (I meant it when I said it, but things change). I grew up in New York City’s Little Italy and television programs like Mob Wives and Jersey Shore do nothing but besmirch the reputations of hard-working Italian-Americans, who are overwhelmingly the vast majority of Italian-Americans in America. So any show which flaunts the escapades of the “Guidos” or “Guidettes,” I want nothing to do with it.
 
   As for Karen Gravano’s book – Who cares? 
 
   I made the mistake of reading her father’s biography “Underboss,” written by Peter Maas in 1997. And as we found out later, the book turned out to be a pack of lies and half-truths. How can you believe anything a rat like Sammy the Bull (Crap) says anyway? Or even care? 
 
   As for his daughter Karen’s life story, I’d rather read the Encyclopedia Britannica; from cover to cover. I might not enjoy the actual act of reading, but at least I’ll learn something of value.
 
   Reading Karen Gravano’s book is like reading the cartoons in Sunday’s newspapers.
 
   Only not as entertaining.
 
    
 
    
 
   Anthony Graziano Is Back in Jail
 
   December 2, 2012
 
    
 
   One thing for sure - if you’re a mobster these days, don’t talk to anyone without first checking if that person is wearing a wire. Or better yet, speak to people naked in a steam bath where they can’t wear a wire (but make sure they aren’t wearing a wrist watch, where transmitters are hidden these days by the Feds).
 
   Anthony Graziano, whose daughter Renee is one of the four principals in the TV program Mob Wives, is back in jail because he spoke to someone he trusted about collecting a loansharking debt dating back to at least 2005. In 2003, Graziano was sentenced to nine years in prison for tax evasion and racketeering charges. He was released to a halfway house in early summer of 2011 to serve the end of that sentence, then to home confinement about a month later. But that didn’t stop him from talking to a longtime associate who had recently gone over to Team America.
 
   According to the Federal Drug Enforcement Administration, Graziano was heard speaking to an unnamed informant saying things he shouldn’t have said to anyone.
 
   According to the transcripts of the wired conversation on Aug. 16, Graziano allegedly said, “You remember this guy…? He owed me 150 thousand.” 
 
   The informant, a Bonanno soldier with a history of violence, told the 71-year-old Graziano that the debtor was “a panicky mess, worried about threats he had recently received.”
 
   “I went to see the guy, the guy was crying hysterically on the boardwalk. I said, ‘Listen, you know Anthony would never do anything to you,’” the informant said.
 
   “Never,” Graziano said.
 
   “And I’m not here to do anything to you either,” the informant said.
 
   “Listen to me. Tell him … ‘Listen Anthony, come to the house’,” Graziano said.
 
   On November 9, Graziano, who is known by the nicknames “TG” and “the Little Guy,” was recorded again speaking to the informant about a resolution of the old debt. 
 
   Graziano allegedly said to the informant, “Let me see what he. If he got $25k, I’ll take the $25k and call it even. ‘You belong to me, anything you do, let me know. Maybe I can make some money with you.’ ”
 
   Graziano’s lawyer, Patrick Parrotta, denies the recent allegations against his client.
 
   As was posted in the Staten Island Advance, Parrotta said, “My client is going to finish serving out the rest of his previous sentence in 2012, and in the interim, we are preparing to fight the allegations by way of a trial shortly thereafter.”
 
   Sounds like typical lawyer-speak. But the only way Graziano will be able to beat this case is if his lawyer attacks the tapes as idle conversation pertaining to something other than loansharking. Unless there are more tape recordings than the ones mentioned in the Staten Island Advance, and since there is no mention in this conversation of “vig” or “points,” the conversation could apply to a straight loan given from one friend to another, which the last time I looked, isn’t against the law.
 
   However, once the law gets their teeth into anyone allegedly associated with the Mafia, they dig their teeth in deep, and don’t let go until the accused is away in the slammer. 
 
   But remember, an indictment is not a conviction and this one could go either way.
 
    
 
   Ex-Son-in-Law Rats on Anthony Graziano
 
   December 2, 2011
 
    
 
   If VHI wants to run another show to complement Mob Wives named Rat Ex-Husbands of Mob Wives, Hector “Junior” Pagan would undoubtedly be the star.
 
   In a shocking development, Pagan, who was married to Mob Wives co-star Renee Graziano, and was a constant presence on the show last season, has joined Team America, and the first person he ratted out was his ex-father-in-law, reputed Bonanno crime family capo Anthony Graziano. 
 
   According to published reports on Jerry Capeci’s Gangland website (ganglandnews.com), Pagan was looking at big time in the can for the armed robbery of a high-stakes poker game. Instead of doing his time like a man, Pagan agreed to wear a wire while talking to Graziano, as Graziano was finishing up the last stage of an eight-year prison bit in home detention. On this wire, Graziano allegedly instructed Pagan to collect $25,000 to smooth over a long-stand loansharking debt of $150,000.
 
   Since Mob Wives is advertised as a “Reality Show,” the news of her rat ex-brother-in-law didn’t seem to faze the show’s creator Jennifer Graziano, who is, amazingly enough, another daughter of Anthony Graziano. 
 
   Jennifer Graziano said, “It is a reality show, and I knew this was going to be personal to me going into this. But I didn’t know this was going to happen. We’re making a reality show, and this is the reality of what’s going on.”
 
   It sure is.
 
   Since the show started last season, Anthony Graziano, because he didn’t like his two daughters airing out their dirty laundry in public, has refused to talk to either Jennifer or Renee. In light of recent developments, it’s a safe bet Anthony Graziano now wishes he hadn’t talked to his ex-son-in-law, Hector “Junior” Pagan, either.
 
    
 
   Responses to - “Ex-Son-in-Law Rats on Anthony Graziano”
 
    
 
   Tin - I hate rat ass bitches that don’t how to keep their big mouths closed
 
   Ash - U gotta be f*****g kidding me…what happened to the loyalty? Renee, keep your head up. You still got AJ (Renee’s son) and he needs his mother. I’m watching you on TV right now and I can tell it took a lot for you to let this episode air. That was real s**t, and you have me over here in tears. Loyalty is a must!
 
   Mar - Renee, keep your head up, please. Don't let this stress you out; you’re a strong woman. I'm sorry this happened to you. All I know is there is no way I would sit in jail for life -then be snitch. 
 
   What the hell! l can't stand a rat bitch; anybody who can't hold their own.  In my book, your husband is a bitch!
 
    
 
   Renee Graziano and Rat Ex-Husband Hector “Junior” Pagan Are Back Together
 
   January 17, 2012
 
    
 
   Real life is stranger than fiction.
 
   This is a classic love story. Girl meets boy. Girl marries boy. Boy cheats on girl. Boy and girl get divorced. Boy wears a wire while talking to girl’s father. Girl’s father goes back to jail.
 
   Boy and girl get back together. Live happily ever after.
 
   What??? 
 
   You gotta be kidding me!!!
 
   Renee Graziano, co-star of the ridiculously bad reality TV show Mob Wives, is back with her ex-hubby, Hector “Junior” Pagan. This is after it became big news that Pagan was wearing a wire when he recently spoke with Graziano’s father, reputed Bonanno crime family capo Anthony Graziano. On this wire, Graziano Sr. was allegedly heard telling Pagan to collect on a long-overdue usurious loan. If this wasn’t bad enough for Graziano Sr., he was on the last leg of an eight-year prison term (home detention), and subsequently because of the tape, Graziano Sr. was sent back to jail. (He did not pass “Go” and he did not collect the customary $200.)
 
   The original reason why Renee Graziano broke up with Pagan was because he was a cheating fool with other women. On a January episode of Mafia Wives, Renee Graziano and Pagan were featured explaining their past problems.
 
   Renee told Pagan: “You went into prison at 18 years old. You came home at 22. We were married two years later. We were kids! We got off to a very rocky start right from the beginning. We didn’t have the most successful marriage.”
 
   Pagan cooed back: “Listen, I made mistakes; tons of them. So did you. But I did the most damage.”
 
   Renee said, tears in her eyes, “You’ve never admitted any of this ever. It’s 22 years I’ve been waiting for this. I’ve been in therapy for this for 22 years! I’ve been waiting for you to just acknowledge that it hurt. That was it.”
 
   “I didn’t know it was hurting,” Pagan said. “I didn’t know what I was doing. I think with life’s experience now, we can make it that much better. I’m having a good time. We are talking without fighting.”
 
   Renee, crying now, said, “I’ve been waiting for this for years. For years I’ve been in love with you, only you!”
 
   “We are exclusive,” Junior said.
 
   Then, while the show was airing, Renee Graziano tweeted, “I have so much love in my heart 4 my son’s father that it hurts @ times.” 
 
   This is the cue for all of us to puke.
 
   Since Renee Graziano has co-starred in Mob Wives (with several other gaudy guidettes) in a show produced by her sister, Jennifer Graziano, Graziano Sr. has not spoken to either of his daughters. Nevertheless, it boggles the mind how Renee Graziano could ever go back to the man who just put her father back in prison.
 
   Real life is stranger than fiction.
 
    
 
   Responses to – “Renee Graziano and Rat Ex-Husband Hector “Junior” Pagan Are Back Together.”
 
    
 
   Poo - After everything she said about the other girl and her father for being a rat, she is going to stay with the rat that turned in her father and wore a wire? No wonder her father doesn’t speak to her.
 
   Kel -As of today, March 25, 2012, does anyone know for sure if Renee is back with Junior? It really is no one’s business, but the only person she has to answer to at the end of the day is herself. Hope she can handle it!!
 
   JB - Kel, as of December 2011, Junior is officially in the Witness Protection Program. No getting back with Renee. Pagan put her father back in jail; wore a wire while speaking to her father. But you’d never know that watching the show.
 
   Dee - Hector messed up his whole life. I don’t think he was really thinking, because now if he is in the Witness Protection Program, he’s not supposed to have any contact with his son. But I guess it was more important to him to put an old man in jail, so he didn’t have to do his time. 
 
   I don’t know how Renee can ever forgive him. He doesn’t deserve it.
 
   Cyn - Where is AJ? With Renee’s  husband?
 
   Eri -Wow, it’s crazy how  Junior gave the impression of a true gangster in the show, and he is nothing but a low-down RAT! That’s why Renee should have never talked all the dirt she did about that other RAT Sammy the Bull!!! It just came back and bit her in the ass! And if she got back with that RAT, she’s as bad as him!!!!!
 
   JB - Wasn’t it cute the way Karen Gravano was trying to console Renee? Both girls hugging and crying. What an act!
 
   The - Mr. B: how does one bother to get into witness protection after having his face all over the television? What’s the point?
 
   JB - The fact is - it’s better than doing life in jail. Plus, he can get plastic surgery like Sammy the Bull did; grow a beard - things like that. Henry Hill has been out in public for 20 years. Nothing’s ever happened to him yet (Hill recently died of a heart attack- like he had a heart to start with).
 
   The - A New Yorker being exiled to Arizona is as close to being in prison as one could possibly get. Frankly Mr. B., Sammy the Bull with plastic surgery looked like Sammy the Bull with a bad nose job and a chemical peel. His plastic surgeon should have been arrested. 
 
   Regarding Junior, Renee should have known that she was going to have a problem, because no one as old as he is should still be called Junior. From the way in which he acted, perhaps he should have been called Peter Pan. Remember those rumors that said that Junior only married Rene because of her father, and that without Rene he was just a loser? Hmmm …
 
   JB -There are so many rats in witness protection; they might have to send Junior to Hawaii. Maybe he’ll choke on a pineapple.
 
   Sug -I have always thought it was customary for people in the mob to insist there is no such thing as a mob. But now you have these women on national television telling stories that I’m sure were never supposed to have been told. So I’m thinking that’s bad news for those mob guys who are trying to make a living. And while it’s entertaining for those of us that are really not part of the mob, it’s like picking up the winning duck at the fair for the FBI!
 
   The-Sug, you obviously do not watch the show. The only “family” secrets that have been divulged on Mob Wives were apparently done by Junior. For the most part, the show is about four unemployed and undereducated single mothers trying to make a living to support their children, because their significant others are either too pathological, or too stupid, to stay out of jail. 
 
   The FBI must be very disappointed, since the only information that they get is on old-school mobsters who died of old age, whom anyone could have seen in the movies or read about in the New York Post. Two of the so-called wives’ husbands went to prison for white-collar crimes, and weren’t very good at it because they got caught. And right out of the halfway house one is appearing on the show. This isn’t the mob, just their relatives who quote a lot of Jerry Capeci.
 
   Mik - What a punk! Now he’s got to walk around branded and feel as low as a pedophile. You do the crime - you do the time.  A lot of guys act like wiseguys but when it comes down to it, everyone chooses to live their lives the way they wish. You choose that lifestyle; you go by the codes of their ethics. If it weren’t for rats, more OG’s would make it. Wish you luck, sir. (Pagan)
 
   Kat-I don’t understand the hatred these folks have for “rats.” Sure, it’s lowdown to snitch on your own associates. But, in that culture, they MURDER their own associates! Think about the ability to INTENTIONALLY make widows of the women in your inner circle. And it’s worse to snitch?? Really???
 
   JB - Kat, in that culture (I lived in Manhattan’s Little Italy for 48 years), agree with it or not, a rat is worse than anything other than a child molester, or a rapist. Murderers are ranked much higher on the food chain than a rat. But I can understand if someone who wasn’t exposed to this type of culture wouldn’t understand the rationale. Murder is part of the life. 
 
   Women don’t enter into the equation. They know what they are getting themselves into when they marry into the life. They know if their husband is in the life, there’s a good chance he won’t come home someday. But they like the fancy cars and fancy clothes, and the jewelry. And they willingly choose this life rather than marrying someone else with a legitimate job. 
 
   There are no secrets in the neighborhood about who does what. Everyone knows the cast of characters.
 
   But a rat is alien to everything people in the life have been taught since the day they were born. And even people, like myself, who are not in the life, detest rats. When you inform on someone, you are stripped of your manhood. You become the lowest of the low.
 
   It’s just the way it is and will always be.
 
   Nad -I’ve been watching the show since it started, and I have to admit that the first thing I thought was “here we go again, more woman on TV who can’t take of themselves, and have to live off their husband’s names.” 
 
   But the more I watched, the more I saw that living that kind of life ain’t no joke. Loyalty is huge, and when that loyalty is betrayed the way Pagan did to his wife, son and especially to a father-in-law who treated him like his own son, that’s just wrong. I’m not Italian, but RAT means the same thing no matter what language you speak, and so does FAMILY. How does someone live with that kind of guilt and selfishness?
 
   JB - Nad, I doubt Pagan suffers any pangs of guilt. He obviously has no conscience. He only cares about himself.
 
   Vit -What do you expect?  Junior’s not MADE;  he is a PR - not an Italian. This problem with rats is because Charlie “Lucky” Luciano let in Italians from all over Italy into La Cosa Nostra. It was exclusive when only we Sicilians were able to be members. He let in the bad blood.
 
   Bra - If Junior had a conscience he wouldn't have ratted. Being a rat is only for one's self-interest; for avoiding serious prison time. Sure you avoid jail, but you’re just a marked individual for the rest of your life. You live with that fear; looking over your shoulder all the time. Well said, Mr. Bruno. A rat is always DETESTED!
 
   The - Last Friday, April 13, 2012, Renee Graziano stated on “The View” that she was completely done with Junior because he was a rat, and that she did not deal with rats. She also stated that it took her a while to believe what Junior had done. We’ll see if she means what she says.
 
   Aud - I've heard several radio interviews with Renee and she's said every time that this betrayal sealed the deal for her. She said her family (her father) comes first. Obviously, Junior had no interest in being a part of her family. In my eyes he was a complete wimp, a coward. 
 
   I'm sure most people will disagree with me and say that a rat is a rat, regardless. However, I'd have to say that the only rat I can sort of understand was Sammy "The Bull" Gravano. Only because it was obvious that John Gotti wasn't in that lifestyle for anything more than himself. 
 
   Maybe I don't know what I'm talking about, but I think Gotti was probably the beginning of the reason why the Mafia was brought into "reality" for the rest of the world. I remember, as a child, thinking that the Mafia was only something in the movies. But then, when you started seeing Gotti flaunting himself and all his money in public, it became a lot more “real.” So, in my opinion, (whether it's viewed as correct or not) I can understand how Gravano felt like Gotti was double-crossing him and putting the whole lifestyle, or family, in jeopardy. 
 
   Just from my research, from what I understand, I can't imagine being side-by-side in prison with someone you have been completely loyal to your whole life (while in the life) and have them plotting behind your back. I realize that is probably what happens a lot in that lifestyle, but can you imagine being betrayed like that? 
 
   All and all, when I think of a rat I think of a coward who is too scared to do the time they are given for a crime they willingly committed (knowing that day of judgment would eventually come and still committing the crime anyway). That is obviously the definition of Junior: a coward. 
 
   Sammy, on the other hand, I don't think he was afraid of the time given to him. I think he felt betrayed by his “family” and took on an eye for an eye mentality.
 
   Bev - They say love is blind. If Renee is back with Pagan, doesn't she have to go into the program with him? I thought that he would have taken his girlfriend with him.
 
   JB -With a face like his, he'd have to pay big bucks for a girlfriend.
 
   The - Lmao!!! Not even mama can love that fugly face.
 
   The - Hell no! He don’ even deserve the paradise of Hawaii.  Instead, send his snitch ass to Siberia and burn his passport! What a punk!!!
 
   The - Mr. B: Exactly how many people were arrested as a result of Junior’s cheese-eating proclivities, or as Renee calls it: “cooperating with the government.”
 
   JB - I think it was six altogether. As of today (April 25), all have pleaded guilty except Nicky Santoro.
 
   The-Thank you for the information. What exactly was Hector Pagan accused of doing? All one hears is something vague about attempting to rob a private poker game, and someone having been injured or killed, for which seven years in jail did not seem like enough time. Was Junior alone, or with others?
 
   JB - It was an armed robbery. A man named James Donovan was killed. Junior was involved. I don’t know if he was the shooter; and I don’t know how many people were involved.
 
   Gui - Wow, this is hard to believe! How can this be? Will Renee get revenge on Junior and turn on him, and get the last sweet turn for her father’s name and family, and for Junior's cheating, too?
 
    
 
    
 
   Renee Graziano Says She is Behind Her Father Anthony Graziano 100 Percent
 
   January 29, 2012
 
    
 
   In a recent post on her Twitter account, Renee Graziano, co-star of Mob Wives, told the world that she is behind her father, Anthony Graziano, 100 percent, and has had no contact with her ex-husband, Hector Pagan, since he wore a wire and became a rat against her father. Renee also posted that the Mob Wives episode which showed her and Pagan reconciling was taped before it became common knowledge that Pagan had gone over to Team America.
 
   In typical Twitter language, Renee posted, “”Aj n I stand behind MY FATHER TG and only MY FATHER wht ur r cin on tv was shot prior 2 jr becoming a ci We have no contact w jr!!!!!!!!” 
 
   Additionally, she tweeted, “MY father would die and rot in prison 4 ratting and that’s how his lifestyle should be. WHOEVER commits the crime DOES the time.”
 
   As a result of Pagan continually helping the Feds, Anthony Graziano was arrested again on January 26, along with Vito Balsamo, Nicholas Santora, Anthony Calabrese, James LaForte, and Vincent Badalamenti. All men were charged with “racketeering, extortion, illegal gambling, and conspiracy to distribute marijuana,” If convicted, they face up to 20 years in prison.
 
   According to the New York Post, “The massive sweep against the Bonanno leadership stems in part from the assistance of former mob associate, Hector Pagan, who is the ex-husband of ‘Mob Wives’ star Renee Graziano.”
 
   OK, I buy Renee Graziano’s explanation that the episode in which she and Pagan were all lovey-dovey again was taped before it became common knowledge Pagan had become a government informant. There is a general lag time of two-three months from when a show is shot and when it airs. 
 
   However, Mob Wives is produced by Renee’s sister, Jennifer Graziano, and it’s hard to believe that Jennifer could not have told VH1, which televises the show, that the reconciliation between Renee and Pagan was no longer valid. Or at the very least, a disclaimer could have been run in the opening or closing credits, stating the change in circumstances between Renee Graziano and Hector Pagan.
 
   They say money is the root of all evil and there must be tons of money to be made by everyone associated with the show. So why rock the boat?
 
   Still, it’s hard not to feel a little bit sorry for Renee Graziano and her son AJ; especially the son, who is an innocent bystander in all this drama. The only bad guy here is Pagan Sr. 
 
   Truthfully, I just wish that Mob Wives, and all other programs like it, would just go away. (Jersey Shore included). They serve no useful purpose except to line the pockets of the participants, and make legitimate Italian-Americans cringe at the over-the-top stereotypes portrayed.
 
    
 
   Responses to “Renee Graziano Says She is Behind Her Father Anthony Graziano 100 Per Cent”
 
    
 
   Gid - Junior is a pig. Love the mob!!
 
   Wil - It’s cowardness to sign up to be something and when the spit hits the fan, you decide that this wasn’t for you, and that taking those down for you  is the best way to get out of the problems you created for yourself. He needed to man up instead peeing sitting down like a bitch. And to do that to your father-in-law is the worst crime I have ever heard a person commit. He might as well just have whacked him himself. Quicker death.
 
   JB - Wil, there a lot of people who wished Junior would have killed himself rather than turn rat. This scars his wife and son forever.
 
   Wil  - Henry Hill all over again; just minus the support of his immediate family. F*****g rat, snake punk.
 
   JB – Wil, Henry Hill did not have the support of his immediate family. His son and daughter wrote a book “On the Run,” which maintains they were little more than prisoners of their irrational and explosive junkie father, whom the son Gregg hated immensely because Hill constantly beat their mother.
 
   Kas - I love the girls in this show, Renee - keep your head up. Junior is a pig for what he has done because now in the long term, he won’t have his son or you in his life. He had to become a rat instead of doing what he should have done; meaning, go to jail and do the time. Now, he’s off the hook? He deserves to go to jail. Poor Renee’s father trusted Junior and Junior stabbed him in the back.
 
   Lis - It is so unfortunate because the men choose this lifestyle and most accept the consequences, but some of the family members did not sign up for this. Renee and her sister were born into it. Her sister does a show to vent and Renee is in therapy, all because they grew up with a father who was a criminal and then are allowed to marry criminals. 
 
   It’s a vicious cycle. 
 
   Junior is a coward writing Renee a letter and turning on his family only to save himself. I bet he is in Arizona somewhere enjoying his new life.
 
   JB - Lis, Junior’s in some jail/country club waited to testify in several trials, including one on TG Graziano. Then he’ll probably be in Hawaii on the lam.
 
   Lac wrote: Keep your heads up - Renee and AJ. It’s hard to just make all that love you have for Junior just go away. It will happen though. You’re a good person and you too AJ. Stick with your family and real friends. God will help you through this.
 
    
 
   Renee Graziano Hospitalized After Panic Attack
 
   January 30, 2012              
 
    
 
   I don’t care what anyone (including me) thinks about the TV show Mob Wives, or what they think about Renee Graziano and her co-stars in general. But this is not good news; not news that anyone should feel glad about, or gloat about.
 
   Mob Wives star Renee Graziano, estranged daughter of reputed Bonanno crime family member Anthony Graziano, was rushed to the hospital on Friday January 27, with what appears to have been a severe panic attack. Her illness came soon after her father was arrested by the Feds, based on the information given, and tapes made, by Renee’s ex-husband, Hector “Junior” Pagan. Anthony Graziano has not spoken to his daughter since she agreed to appear on national TV to air her family’s dirty laundry.
 
   The entire situation is sad for everyone involved, except for Pagan, who must be the lowest-of-the-low to wear a wire on his former father-in-law, which hurt everyone in the Graziano family, including his son AJ. 
 
   Pagan Sr. was reportedly facing big time in the can for armed robbery, in which a murder was committed, and instead of doing his time like a man, he screwed those who were closest to him to save his own hide.
 
   I know people who have had panic attacks, including my wife, and they are certainly no fun. Your heart starts thumping like a runaway locomotive and you feel as if a piano is sitting on your chest. You can’t control your breathing and you think you are having a heart attack. 
 
   There is medication you can take for repeated panic attacks. But when a panic attack starts, the best thing to do is to take deep, slow breaths until the panic attack passes. And it’s a great idea to avoid situations that put you under stress, which causes the panic attack in the first place.
 
   Hopefully, Renee’s panic attack is just an isolated incident, but if it’s not, quitting the show Mob Wives might be the best thing for her to do. 
 
   Less stress. Less aggravation. Less money too, but your health is more important than money. 
 
   You’ll never see a Brinks truck following a hearse.
 
   Renee’s sister, Jennifer, who is also the producer of the show, surely could take Renee’s place without the show missing a beat.
 
   P.S. — Anthony Graziano isn’t talking to his daughter Jennifer, either. For obvious reasons.
 
    
 
   Responses to “Renee Graziano Hospitalized After Panic Attack”
 
    
 
   Jgo  - Wow, I’m so sorry for Renee and AJ. Junior is the lowest dirt-bag scum. Renee is a strong woman and you have my deepest sympathy.
 
   Joa  -Unbelievable. How could he do that to her and her son and her family. He played her like a fiddle.
 
   JB - Joa, and the FBI played the entire Graziano family like a fiddle, too. It was a stroke of genius on the FBI’s part getting Junior on the show.
 
   Jt - These shows are filmed way in advance, so I don’t believe anything was held back. She was reacting in real time.
 
   JB - JT, maybe, maybe not. That’s not the point. The producers should have run a disclaimer starting with the first show this season, and continuing until the last show. All they had to do was run something at the beginning of each show, like, “Since this episode was shot, Junior Pagan has been placed in the witness protection program, etc.. etc..”
 
   That’s what, in the interest of fairness and full disclosure, they were supposed to do. The fact that they refused to do so tells me all I need to know about the integrity of this program.
 
    
 
   Anthony Graziano is Not Angry Anymore With His “Mob Wives” Daughters
 
   February 3, 2012
 
    
 
   Even though his two daughters, Jennifer and Renee Graziano, are involved in the TV tell-all Mob Wives, reputed Bonanno crime family captain Anthony Graziano feels like it’s water under the bridge. And despite the fact that Renee’s ex-husband, Hector “Junior” Pagan, joined Team America, and was instrumental in having Graziano arrested again - according to Graziano’s lawyer Patrick Parrotta - everything in hunky-dory in the Graziano household.
 
   Parrotta told the press at Graziano’s arraignment in late January, “He (Graziano) does not hold what Hector did against his daughters.”
 
   And that’s the way it should be. No matter what - blood is blood, and just because Pagan became a scumbag of the first order, does not mean Graziano’s daughters should be held responsible. Children make mistakes, and if every time a daughter or son pissed off a father he stopped talking to them, there would be stone silence throughout the world.
 
   Parrotta also brought up an interesting point in his interview with the New York Daily News. Despite the fact that Pagan began wearing a wire in August 2011, at the same time he was appearing in an episode of Mob Wives, Parrotta said he was unsure if the government directed Pagan to go on the show as a way of “cozying up to the Grazianos.”
 
   The more I think of it, the more it starts to make sense. I wouldn’t put it past the Feds to do anything legal they deemed necessary to put someone connected with organized crime behind bars. And where ordering Pagan to infiltrate the Graziano’s inner circle again is certainly legal, it still stinks to the high heavens.
 
   Remember one thing for sure - high-profile arrests and convictions (and anyone associated with the Mafia is certainly high-profile) generates promotions and fame for the Feds - agents and prosecutors alike. And promotions mean more pay, and more pay means higher retirement benefits, or maybe a future in politics, or a future judgeship … and so forth and so on.
 
   In the final analysis, it all comes down to cash and notoriety with the Feds. And putting away anyone whom the Feds perceive as “the bad guys,” is just an added bonus. 
 
   The only problem I have with that is this: what if the Feds think you or I, unjustifiably, are the bad guys? Would they stop at anything to put us in prison? 
 
   It’s happened before that certain people were unjustly targeted by the law. Wall Street people were arrested in droves during Rudy Giuliani’s reign as U.S. Attorney for the Southern District of New York, only for it to emerge later that the charges against some of these people were dropped for lack of evidence. This was after these people were forced to do the embarrassing “perp walk” in front of the cameras.
 
   Could the same thing happen to us? 
 
   I hope not. 
 
   But I’m not so sure.
 
    
 
   Responses to “Anthony Graziano is Not Angry Anymore With His ‘Mob Wives’ Daughters”
 
    
 
   Ron - This is SOOO funny! I can’t believe these people actually think these guys are being discriminated against because they’re Italian. All these guys…and I mean ALL of them…not just the guys that got arrested, are scumbag hoodlums. 
 
   Discrimination against Italians? I’m Italian. I see Italians who have committed murder after murder, narcotics, extortion…are in prison on RICO charges and ask a judge to be let out to coach their son’s Little League game, attend their daughter’s wedding, and attend their children’s First Holy Communion. And the judges grant the requests.
 
   I ASK ANY READERS - WHEN IN HELL HAS A U.S. JUDGE ALLOWED A BLACK PERSON TO DO THAT? WHEN? And I answer, NEVER! 
 
    
 
   Renee Graziano Weeps in Court
 
   February 8, 2012
 
    
 
   It was an extremely uncomfortable situation in Federal court on Tuesday, February 7, 2012. 
 
   Mob Wives star Renee Graziano sat in court to hear the criminal charges alleged against her father Anthony Graziano, who was arrested recently, along with several other alleged Mafia figures, including Vincent (Vinny TV) Badalamenti. Also in the courtroom were the relatives of the other defendants, but nary a word, or glance was exchanged between Renee, who was in tears, and the other defendant’s relatives. 
 
   The reason for the cold shoulder appears to be that Renee Graziano’s ex-husband, Hector “Junior” Pagan, who has been featured in episodes of Mob Wives (including one where the two apparently were headed back together), has been working as an informant for the Feds. Besides giving the Feds inside information on the defendants, Pagan wore a wire while speaking to Anthony Graziano. This wire allegedly revealed that Graziano asked Pagan to collect an overdue usurious loan. This was one of the charges leveled against Graziano in court.
 
   When a reporter approached Renee and asked if she felt uncomfortable being around the relatives of the other defendants, she said, “I don’t feel uncomfortable around anybody. I send my apologies and I feel horrible, but I’m not responsible (for Pagan’s treachery). I didn’t do anything. But I can understand they may feel uncomfortable around me.”
 
   I really don’t see the need for any apologies on Renee’s part. Obviously, she and the executives of Mob Wives knew nothing about Pagan working for Team America. The Feds would never allow this knowledge to leak out; otherwise they would have a very dead ex-informant on their hands.
 
   I realize the show Mob Wives is an abomination, especially from the standpoint of the average Italian-American. I watched one episode and my ears were ringing from all the cursing (one of the stars banged out 22 variations of the f-bomb in a short segment, and seemed proud of the fact). 
 
   I lived in Little Italy in New York City (Manhattan) for 48 years, and I never heard a woman curse in front of me, let alone in front of tens of millions of viewers. (I know women curse, but in my neighborhood, never in front of men. And men never cursed in front of women either. Just the rules. If an f-bomb ever slipped out, there would be an immediate profuse apology; or a severe smack in the face. Maybe even worse.) 
 
   However, no matter what you think of the show, or of Renee Graziano in particular, you have to know she was an innocent victim in all of Pagan’s treachery. And what about her son AJ, who is the most innocent victim of all?
 
   As for the lawyer in court who said about Renee Graziano, “She’s the one with the fake face and the black shoe polish hair, right?” he deserves a kick in the belly. That potty-mouth retort was totally irrelevant to the trial, and if I were his client, I’d make this lawyer totally irrelevant too; by firing him on the spot.
 
   I know there are people out there gloating about the Graziano family’s problems, but I’m not one of them.
 
   Remember the old Indian proverb, “Walk a mile in my shoes.”
 
   Or the verse in the Bible, “Let he who is without sin cast the first stone.”
 
   People need to show a little compassion. They’ll never know when they’ll need a little compassion themselves.
 
    
 
   Responses to “Renee Graziano Weeps in Court”
 
    
 
   Joe - As an Italian-American I have such mixed feelings about these types of shows. On the one hand epics like the Godfather are art. Even shows like Goodfellas, The Bronx Tale… etc….are entertaining. 
 
   The thing that slays me about this show is that everyone acts like a victim here. Are you kidding me? Choices guys! You chose the life. Even those of you who were born into can find their way out.
 
    
 
   Rat Pagan May Be Implicated in a Murder
 
   February 14, 2012
 
    
 
   They say what comes around goes around.
 
   It looks like Hector Junior Pagan, resident rat of the popular VHI TV show Mob Wives, could be facing a murder rap, even though he became an informant whose actions resulted in the arrests of several alleged mob figures, including his former father-in-law Anthony Graziano.
 
   According to an article in the New York Post, Pagan, who allegedly secretly began wearing a wire around the same time he was appearing in cameos on Mob Wives, allegedly took part in the robbery-murder of James Donovan, a Lucchese family associate, in the Gravesend section of Brooklyn in July 2010. According to the Post, “attorneys Ronald Fischetti and Eric Franz (who are representing Vincent “Vinny TV” Badalamenti) wrote to Brooklyn federal prosecutors, asking for information about Pagan’s role in the Donovan murder.”
 
   Badalamenti is one of the alleged mob figures whom Pagan secretly taped, and those tapes are one of the reasons Badalamenti was arrested in late January.
 
   Pagan is the ex-husband of Mob Wives star Renee Graziano, who says she was as surprised as anyone when it was revealed Pagan had become an informant. Renee has recently denounced Pagan and says she supports her father “100 percent.”
 
   The kicker here is, even though Pagan may have been promised a reduced sentence for his cooperation, he was most likely under obligation to reveal every crime he had committed in the past to get that deal. If Pagan didn’t reveal his role in the Donovan murder and it can be proven that he indeed was involved, his deal with the government could go right out the window.
 
   Couldn’t happen to a nicer guy.
 
    
 
   Responses to “Rat Pagan May Be Implicated in a Murder”
 
    
 
   Ani - I’d rather pull my teeth out one by one than to watch Renee “AKA Lunatic” cry, scream aggghh… And what’s up with big Ang…This is some crazy s**t!!
 
   JB - The show is really a comedy show. Only the producers didn’t intend it to be. Nobody involved with the show should quit their day jobs.
 
   And Ani, I’ve already pulled all my teeth watching the show. I’m starting on my nose next.
 
   Non - The old guard were men of honor. I’m glad my grandfather passed away when he did so he did not have to see the fall of the empire. So very sad. PS Free Frankie Loc.
 
    
 
   Hector Pagan to Testify Against Vinny TV
 
   February 16, 2012
 
    
 
   According to an indictment brought by the Federal government, Vincent “Vinny TV” Badalamenti, an alleged top Bonanno crime family banana, dispatched three tough guys to “have a little chat” with mob informant Hector “Junior” Pagan, who was allegedly delinquent on a $5,000 loan. And the chief witness against Badalamenti in his upcoming trial is Pagan himself, who had been wearing a wire while talking to various alleged mobsters, including his ex-father-in-law Anthony Graziano, the father of Pagan’s ex-wife Renee Graziano, one of the co-stars of VH1’s Mob Wives.
 
   However, Badalamenti’s lawyers expect to have a field day grilling Pagan on the stand when it comes time for Pagan’s to perform his rat act in court.
 
   “We intend to attack his credibility and expose his motive to testify falsely for the government,” Ronald Fischetti, Badalamenti’s defense lawyer, told the New York Post.
 
               As was reported yesterday in this blog, Fischetti, along with his co-counsel Eric Franz, intend to allege that Pagan was involved in the murder of alleged Lucchese crime family associate James Donovan in the Gravesend section of Brooklyn in 2010. In fact, Fischetti and Franz have written to Brooklyn federal prosecutors asking for information about “Pagan’s role in Donovan’s murder.”
 
   If there is evidence that Pagan was involved in Donovan’s murder, Badalamenti’s lawyers will allege that Pagan is just making up tales out of school in order to save his own skin.
 
   It wouldn’t be the first time a mob canary testified against former pals in order to get a reduced sentence. As far back as 1941, Abe “Kid Twist” Reles, one of Murder Incorporated’s top killers, turned state’s evidence and began testifying against his former associates. Reles’ testimony helped put killers like Harry “Pittsburg Phil” Strauss, Mendy Weiss, and Louie “Lepke” Buchalter right into the Sing Sing electric chair. 
 
   However, on November 12, 1941, before Reles could testify against other Murder Inc. alumni like Benjamin “Bugsy” Siegel, Frankie Carbo, and Albert Anastasia, Reles went flying out of the 6th floor window of the Half Moon Hotel in Coney Island, while supposedly under 24-hour New York City police guard.
 
   The official New York police department report was that Reles “fell” out of the window while trying to escape. However,  mob boss Frank Costello said years later that he spread $50,000 around the N.Y. City police department in order to quicken Reles’ demise. In fact, Costello said the cops who were supposed to be guarding Reles, were the ones who actually flung Reles out the window.
 
   But times have changed, and Pagan is now in the Witness Protection Program, safe as a newborn baby in his mother’s arms.
 
   Stay tuned for further developments.
 
    
 
   Responses to “Hector Pagan to Testify Against Vinny TV”
 
    
 
   Kir  - I think this is wrong because - what about the government and the dirty stuff they do?  What’s up with that?  People like us do something - they are crucified.  I hope that everybody goes free. I hate this dirty government.
 
   Sug - OMG! I bet that is why he (Pagan) was wigging out at that Halloween party!! That guy (some random guy) came up to Junior at that party and was talking about being a cop or something? I can’t remember exactly what he said, but no one knew the guy. He could’ve been the thug that was sent to shake old Junior up and he knew it. He sure got the heck out of Dodge after that! Anyway, I agree with the last comment our government is just as corrupt as the mob. They can get away with it, though.
 
   Amy - I want some of JR.  He’s sexy
 
   JB - Amy, JR is sexy?? Are you in jail??
 
   Nat - That is one of the unfortunate routs in this life style. You go into it thinking you’re getting trust and loyalty, and a family, and in the end your friends become your enemies, and your enemies become your friends. It’s a damn shame. I feel for Rene’s family I couldn’t even watch the show without crying because this is so devastating.  CRAZY that things like that could happen. It just boggles my f*****g mind, and her emotions show. I can’t imagine how much shame Junior must be feeling. 
 
   I hope the judge finds out all the stuff he actually did and makes the D. A forget about his little deal. If you can’t do the time, don’t do the crime. Point-blank.
 
   JB - I doubt Junior is feeling any shame. He’s probably gloating that he’s not going to jail. Guys like Junior don’t feel any shame.
 
    
 
   Is the Bonanno Crime Family Rudderless?
 
    February 19, 2012
 
    
 
   The LAW is gloating that the Bonanno crime family is basically a non-entity, or maybe even extinct, but I’m not so sure they are right.
 
   According to Joseph Ponzi, chief investigator for the Brooklyn DA’s office, the recent arrest of acting Bonanno boss Vincent “Vinny TV” Badalamenti was the “last man standing” in the Bonanno hierarchy, and that the Bonannos presently have no one in charge. Badalamenti was arrested with the help of mob rat Hector “Junior” Pagan, who is the ex-husband of Mob Wives reality star Renee Graziano. Pagan also wore a wire while speaking to his ex-father-in-law Anthony Graziano, which resulted in Graziano’s arrest.
 
   The FBI is also gloating about the recent arrests of the top Bonannos. 
 
   “They keep setting ’em up, and we keep knocking ’em down,” said Seamus McElearney, the leader of the FBI squad assigned to the Bonanno crime family.
 
   If the FBI and New York City law enforcement have learned one thing in the past 80 years or so of chasing the mob, it should be that as soon as one mob boss goes down, by either getting whacked or being put into prison, another mob boss rises from the ashes, or gets “bumped up” to take their place. So it surprises me how smug both the Brooklyn DA and the FBI are with their statements about the demise of the Bonannos.
 
   If the law enforcement groups really feel they have their Bonanno problem licked, I’m sure there are a few smiling faces in the Bonanno ranks, hoping the law has let down their guard, so that the mob can continue with business as usual.
 
    
 
    
 
   Hector Pagan Still Showcased on Mob Wives
 
   February 21, 2012
 
    
 
   Because this is the work I choose to do, I decided to watch Mob Wives for a second time, just to see what the young ladies were up too, especially Renee Graziano (I know this is dirty work, but someone has to do it). Because of my impeccable timing, I was able to watch two shows in a row; the rerun of the 2/12/2012 show at 7 p.m., and the regularly scheduled 2/19 show at 8 p.m. Plus, I was given a silly show called “Sitdown” from 9-9:30 pm.
 
   Right off the bat, I was amazed that Hector “Junior” Pagan is still featured on the show, two months after it was revealed in the press that Pagan is now an informant for the government. Pagan even wore a wire while talking to Mob Wives star Renee Graziano’s father, Anthony Graziano, which resulted in her father being sent back to prison. Yet the show is on, like nothing has ever happened concerning Pagan’s flipping to the Feds. 
 
   I know the show was shot before all this came to light, but the fact that VH1 is still running episodes, without even a disclaimer on the screen to set the viewers straight, is disingenuous at best. 
 
   In the two episodes I watched, Pagan is still schmoozing with Renee, like they are two love birds in a wonderful nest, with nary a care in the world. And that’s misleading and disgraceful, considering what has transpired in the past two months since Pagan turned canary.
 
   There were a few scenes concerning Renee and Pagan that were downright laughable. In one scene, Renee snatches Pagan’s cell phone without his knowledge, and mischievously searches for phone numbers of his old girlfriends. 
 
   I was screaming at my TV set, “Look for the phone numbers of the FBI, you fool!”
 
   In another scene Renee and Pagan are seeing a marriage counselor. In the presence of the marriage counselor Renee tells Junior, “You said I wasn’t skinny enough for you; that I was fat. I was 135 pounds, I wasn’t fat.”
 
   Pagan just shrugs at the remark, like he’s thinking, “You’re still too fat for me.” Then he   says with a shrug and no smile, “Now you’re thinner.”
 
   Renee looks like she’s ready to pull out her own hair.  
 
   She screams, “You’re making me paranoid!”
 
   In light of future developments, she had every right to be paranoid, but not because of her weight.
 
   The marriage counselor finally opened his mouth and asked the obvious question. “Why are you two trying to get back together?”
 
   Pagan, the sensitive bloke that he is, just shrugs and says, “I don’t know,” knowing that at that exact moment he’s talking to the Feds and there isn’t the slightest chance in the world he and Renee will ever get back together again; especially after he rats on her father, and her father’s pals, like Vincent “Vinnie TV” Badalamenti, who was also arrested because of Pagan being a stool pigeon.
 
   There was a telling scene where Renee is sitting on a park bench outside the Criminal Court building with another mob wife, the name of which escapes me, if I ever knew it in the first place. 
 
   First Renee says, referring to Junior, “What kind of man are you, or a father to your kids if you abuse me as a woman?” 
 
   Her saying this makes you wonder why she ever attempted to get back with Pagan in the first place. Renee Graziano must be a glutton for punishment.
 
   Then Renee blasts out the best line of the show; maybe in the history of the show, or even in the history of television. 
 
   Pointing to the door of the Criminal Courts building she says, “Once a man walks through that door, the chances that he doesn’t go to jail are slim to none; unless he’s a rat.”
 
   Ta-da!!
 
   As for the show Sitdown, it might be the worst show on television, except that distinction goes to “Mob Wives” itself. 
 
   The moderator of the show is a blond Kewpie doll named Carrie Keagan.  Keagan, who looks like a young Christie Brinkley, asks stupid questions, and from the mob wives she has featured on this particular show, she gets stupid answers.  
 
   In one segment, Keagan hands out three cue cards to the guests. One says “Marry him,” another says “Date him,” and the third says something like “Dump him,” or “Incarcerate him.” (This show is so intellectual, I tend to forget.) Then Keagan blurts out the name of a famous male and the girls turn over their cue cards to give their verdicts.
 
   I’ve just turned my cue card over on the show Sitdown and it says “Dump the show now!”
 
   Only intellectually challenged (brain dead) people would watch this show anyway. (Remember, I have an excuse; this is my job.)
 
   As for Mob Wives, it’s obviously a big moneymaker for all involved. But in the interest of fairness, someone connected with the show should have the integrity to somehow relay to the viewers that, although Hector Pagan still appears on the show, because of his present status as an FBI informant, he’s “persona non grata,” with everyone connected with the show, especially with Renee Graziano and her sister Jennifer Graziano, who is the producer of the show.
 
   But I won’t hold my breath waiting for this to happen. The word “integrity” and the show Mob Wives should never appear in the same sentence.
 
   Editor’s note: There’s a woman on the show who isn’t specifically one of the “mob wives,” but rather a friend of theirs. Her name is “Big Ang,” and believe me, Big Ang is big.  Big Ang is not fat, but “big” because she claims she wears a triple-J bra. Big Ang is actually quite pleasant, and one of the bright spots of the show - if there is a bright spot in this monstrosity of a show. 
 
   Big Ang, who is slightly older than the other ladies, adds spice to every scene she’s in, and she seems to have a pleasant disposition, not like the other ladies, who always look like they’re ready to bite the head off a rattlesnake.
 
    
 
   Responses to “Hector Pagan Still Showcased on Mob Wives”
 
    
 
   Den - I agree with you – dumb show. Have to point out that Carrie Keagan is very smart and funny in other environments.
 
   JB - Den - If Carrie Keagan is smart, then she should stay in those environments. She is a very pretty girl. This show could be a career killer for her.
 
   Dar - Carrie Keagan is just not the right person for that show. She doesn't fit in and quite frankly a short Barbie should never be caught dead with those women. But, I got to say I love watching them!
 
   Val - Those women all need Jesus, and that’s all I have to say.
 
   Ter - Hey, what happens to Hector Pagan now? WPP?
 
   JB - Ter, Pagan is already in the Witness Protection Program. I don’t know what kind of deal he made with the Feds, so I don’t know how much jail time he will get, if any. But he will have to testify in the upcoming mob trials of the men he wore wires on; including the trial of his ex-father-in-law, Anthony Graziano. That should be fun.
 
   Ter - Sorry, read up and now know about the Witness Protection Program. I watch the show every week and was shocked to read about it. Looks like next week Renee finds out on the show (about Pagan). Their poor son. I already felt bad for the kid, and now this. I have a question though: when these women don’t work,  how can they afford these homes when their husbands are locked up most of the time.
 
   JB - Ter - That’s the reason they did the show in the first place. Money. They need the money.
 
   Son - I know they obviously receive money for the show, but how come Renee said she has none? “just peanut butter and jelly” money ???
 
   JB - I guess these mob wives lie about money, too. Renee’s not broke; she not rich, but she’s not broke either. 
 
   Son – OK, so I must first admit I watch the show every weekend, as crazy as it is it makes me feel; like my issues are not that bad – LOL! Apparently I’ve been living under a rock because I didn’t know about Junior becoming a snitch. I’m utterly disgusted that someone could be so conniving, wow!
 
   JB - Son, That’s why the producers of the show are being so disingenuous. They don’t tell their viewers that since these shows were shot, Junior has become a rat.
 
   Son - I don’t know, to me this is just unforgivable. To do that to those who have been there for him for years is just disgusting. We know there have been rats before, but I think this bothers me because we actually see it play out and affect everyone. It is kind of heartbreaking. 
 
   And as for being in the Witness Protection Program, he was on TV - how well can he really “blend in?” I’m not saying that murder or extortion or theft is OK by any means, but I think it’s a part of life unfortunately, even by those in the judicial system.
 
    But I believe that what goes around comes around, and if other people wouldn’t give these “mobsters” a reason to do what they do (in their mind), then all this wouldn’t happen as much, in my opinion. So there is no good excuse for that kind of betrayal. Ugh (exhales deeply).
 
   JB - I didn’t see the show for the past few weeks; it’s easy to miss. But I have it recorded and maybe I’ll watch to see what all the fuss is about. I’ve had over 14,000 hits on my blog this morning!! 
 
   Ang - I think stool pigeon was on the show to make money… No love or respect at all. I hope Renee stays loyal to the man who gave her life!
 
   JB - I think Pagan was on the show to get information for the FBI. I bet he wore a wire on the set. You could never tell what people might say between scenes. I wouldn’t be surprised if the FBI wasn’t instrumental in getting Pagan on the show in the first place. Stranger things have happened.
 
   Ang - P.S. You make me laugh,
 
   JB  - Ang, like Joe Pesce in Goodfellas???  Make you laugh? Do I amuse you? Am I a clown, or something? LOL!!
 
   Em – Hmmmm ... Some interesting comments. If you don’t like the show simply stop watching it. I hate the screaming mimes on the show, but I do find it entertaining. I feel sorry for them. They don’t know any other life. I think that one must have empathy for the families. The men that chose this life get whatever is coming to them. Oh, well, good luck to them all!
 
   Jan - I think the reason Junior was on the show was because Renee was on the show. He had to act like he was trying to make things work with her so as to keep the respect of her father, and the trust of her father, so he could get the evidence that he needed against her father. I do feel sorry for Renee.
 
   JB - Jan, I totally agree. Pagan was on the show as an FBI plant.
 
   Dino - YEA! -  SOME PUERTO RICAN RAT IS GONNA BLEND INTO BUMSCREW , WISCONSIN. I BET HE IS BEING DETAINED TOWARDS WHATEVER LITTLE TIME HE WILL DO. GOTTA STICK IT OUT. LIFE IS SHORT. ETERNITY IS A MIGHTY, MIGHTY LONG TIME.
 
   Tin - Remember that the show Mob Wives is prerecorded, so even though it was out in the public what Jr. had done, no one on the show at that time knew anything. Renee didn’t know he was wiretapped when they were getting back together, walking in the park, kissing. It makes reality TV even more real to a lot of people. It will either make the show or break it. Never in reality TV did they show someone doing anything like this. It got me watching and others who don’t want to watch, do it anyway. Admit it. LOL!
 
   JB - Tin, in my opinion, it would have added to the drama, if at the beginning of the recent shows they would have run a disclaimer telling the truth about Pagan. Then every scene Pagan and Renee were in, you’d know he was lying and see the scene from a different perspective. 
 
   Either way, it’s intellectually dishonest to run the shows without the disclaimer. Most honorable people in the TV business would have run the disclaimer, or cancel the show.
 
   Joh - No honor amongst thieves, or murderers. One thing that has been proven time and time again, in what these “ladies” refer to as “the life,” is that when the going gets tough, wiseguys will sell out anyone and everyone in order to save their own asses. 
 
   It seems these women voice no reservations when their mob guys use someone else to get ahead. It only becomes wrong when they eat their own. It will be interesting to see how the future will play out for these ladies. Karma can definitely be a bitch.
 
   JB - Joh - Without this show, these ladies would be anonymous to the general public. There’s nothing captivating about their lives for anyone with common sense to care about. I wish the show would just go away.
 
   San - I always wondered how they have the big houses; the clothes and things, even with their husbands in prison. But they are married to the mob, so I’m sure these guys have money stashed everywhere.
 
   When Renee said she was broke, her broke is probably what most of us would find comfortable. She is probably used to big, big money. I hope the dear lady will be alright, I would constantly be looking over my shoulder after having a husband for a stool pigeon. I worry for her and her son’s safety.
 
   She is so addicted to Hector; everything she has done was for him (like almost dying during plastic surgery). But after getting Daddy put back in prison, I think that would be a deal- breaker for me. I would never speak to him (Pagan) again. And I think her father cut off a relationship with her because of Pagan. Her own father warned her about him; there was something he didn’t like. Daddy was right all along.
 
   JB - San, I don’t think anyone is going to hurt Renee or her son. Obviously, Pagan doesn’t care about them, so what’s the point of hurting them?
 
   Len - Wow!  How sad when the husband & father of your child just used you to gain more information (for the Feds). He sold out his ENTIRE family!!! How the hell do you sell out your family to a gov’t that doesn’t give a rat’s ass about you? It’s despicable. 
 
   I believed something was up with Junior, when he and Renee went to that Halloween Party and he started bugging out, and became paranoid for no reason. Maybe he saw an uncover agent he recognized. 
 
   Poor Renee. God doesn’t give you more than what you can handle. Renee will get through this. Life’s too short. I hope Renee and her father can repair their relationship. As far as Junior’s concerned, he’ll get dealt with in his own time. God bless them all!
 
   Lin - I have watched this show and the one good thing about it, it does not glorify the mob life like so many other movies did; like Goodfellas and the Gotti movies.
 
   Clearly as dumb as some of these wives are - like Renee- they stay with their loser husbands, and are faithful and love them, only seeing them in a visiting room. And if the tides were turned, none of the husbands would do the same.
 
   Drita woke up and decided to dump her loser, and Karen and Carla are in limbo. Sounds like Carla is wishing for her and Joe to hook up again. Usually I am not attracted to these Guido types, but Joe is one fine-looking man! 
 
   As for Renee - what a piece of work! A complete drama queen. Everything is a major issue with this woman. It’s like being happy is not something she ever wants. I think she needs some heavy- duty therapy and heavy doses of Valium! 
 
   And I could tell right off that RAT was only sucking up to her, because he knows she will wait for him; send him his salami and faithfully visit. He does not love her; probably never did.  Just wanted into “the life” and what better way than to marry the daughter of a major capo? 
 
   And it sounds like old Renee took it on the chin every day; him with other women and his stints in prison. And when she asked him on an episode if he loved her, he actually had to muster up a lame yes, like it was killing him (which it probably was). And there she sits - all teary-eyed. It’s clear this loser has her completely under his thumb? 
 
   And here she thinks he is going do a year-or-so bit, and she happily agrees to be there for him. Little does this woman realize how he was going to rip out her heart. He leaves a “Goodbye Renee” letter. He does not even have enough stones to admit he is looking at way more time and charges, and was turning himself into the Feds. 
 
   And isn’t it a coincidence that her father gets popped that same night Junior disappears? Like no one can figure out he flapped his lips? He is nothing more than a loser rat and it is too bad he donated the sperm to make AJ, as the poor kid’s life has now been revealed to kids who might not have known his family has mob connections? 
 
   Can you imagine the flack this kid has had to take? 
 
   But there is Renee flipping out, who I do not feel is a good mother at all, and the other wives - their parental skills are also a tongue-in-cheek with me. 
 
   Renee is on the floor wailing like a banshee; screaming into her phone. The troops come running to comfort her, as they all know the life and prison and death loom over them every waking minute of every day.
 
   Now kindly, I will toss her the bone where she now has to live with the fact her loser husband is a mob rat and her world has been rocked. She fully expected to wait for this loser, and then he gets out and they all live happily ever after, right? Just a fantasy now. 
 
   Her daddy will likely never get out of prison again and who knows what will happen to that rat-bag Junior?
 
   JB - Lin, that rat-bag is going to live the “Life of Riley,” either in a country-club prison, or on the streets of a far-away city; maybe even Hawaii. Probably one, then the other.
 
   Sug - Oh Lord! I just read that Renee had plastic surgery and almost died? I must’ve missed that show. Dang she had plastic surgery and still looks like that! Somebody needs to get sued!!
 
   Sug - I agree with Len about the Halloween party when Junior started bugging out. I think he saw someone there he needed to get away from, because it was just after that when he “surrendered.” He probably saw someone he didn’t need to be recognized by. I thought that was fishy.
 
   Me - I’m actually glad they didn’t say anything about Junior, since I’m not from N.Y. and don’t read the Times or the Post. It made a great cliffhanger and I couldn’t wait for the next episode. Then we find out he turned state’s evidence and now the cliffhanger is - will he live?  Junior wasn’t my favorite character to begin with, since he has absolutely no personality.
 
   Lac - My thoughts and prayers go out to Renee’s family. Hector is such a loser! I know he will be killed soon, because tons of people are putting a hit on him. It all goes to show he had the nerve to put his face on live shows. Well, we found out he is a rat bastard. Hector, you better pray they keep you locked up, because everyone is coming for you – rat!
 
   Ter - I'm wondering how much Hector’s girlfriend knows? Remember, Renee said he had talked to his girlfriend a lot the weekend prior to his going into the WPP. Did she go with him? Can girlfriends come along into the WPP?
 
   But - How did Renee’s father let her marry this guy? He’s not Italian. And Sammy the Bull’s daughter got knocked up by a black guy. My uncle is turning in his grave
 
    
 
   Families of Sammy Gravano’s Murder Victims Seek Profits from Karen Gravano’s New Book.
 
    
 
   It might be a losing battle for the families of the murder victims of Sammy “The Bull” Gravano, but it might be a fight worth fighting,  just on principle.
 
   The families of Sammy “The Bull” Gravano’s murder victims, although they were unsuccessful in suing Sammy Gravano in New York State court, did receive a settlement in Arizona, under  the “Son of Sam” law, of  $420,000 split eight ways, or $52,500 for each of the eight families involved in the lawsuit. This money was taken from Sammy Gravano’s share of the profits from his 1997 book “Underboss.” Now the families of his victims want the same deal on the basis of the profits from Karen Gravano’s new book, “Mob Princess, Sammy the Bull and Me.” Their argument is that Karen Gravano is also profiting from the death of their relatives.
 
   So far the family’s legal attempts at monetary compensation have been unsuccessful.
 
   Karen Gravano, one of the stars of VH1’s Mob Wives, said in a recent television interview promoting her book, “I did not commit these crimes. I’m just writing a book about my life.”
 
   However, the families of Sammy Gravano’s victims (Gravano admitted to being involved with 19 murders) feel differently.
 
   “My brother was killed once in real life; my brother was killed in Sammy’s book. My brother was killed in her book. Enough is enough,” said Rosanne Massa, concerning her brother, Michael DeBatt. “Having our family members killed over and over again is not a way to hold to our hearts the memories that we have.”
 
   Although Massa described DeBatt as a “good kid” and a talented football player, the truth is DeBatt willingly got himself involved in “the life,” and paid for it with his life. However, this did not make a difference in the Arizona lawsuit against Sammy Gravano, nor should it be relative now.
 
   Lynda Milito was the wife of mobster Louie Milito, who was also killed by Sammy Gravano. She said recently, “I’ve had it; I’ve really had it.”
 
   This claim sounds a little hollow since Lynda Milito wrote her own Mafia book in 2003 entitled Mafia Wife: My Story of Love, Murder and Madness.  
 
   Lynda Milito claims her case is different from Karen Gravano’s because she supported herself and her children by working as a real estate agent. That may be true, but the fact remains that her dead husband was a mobster, too (and a vicious one) and once you enter into “the life,” you know your neck is on the chopping block 24 hours of every day.
 
   Laura Garofalo, whose mobster father Edward was killed by Sammy Gravano in 1990, also chipped in with her feelings about Karen Gravano and her new book. 
 
   She said, “It’s harrowing to hear Karen Gravano boast week after week on her reality show Mob Wives that violence is ‘in my bloodline.’ She continues to utilize her and her father’s criminal enterprises to lure viewers and generate revenue for herself and VH1.”
 
   True Laura, but your father was up to his neck in the mob, too, and he paid for it with his own neck.
 
   In fact, most, if not all, of Sammy Gravano’s murder victims were deeply involved in organized crime. They chose that life to live, but that doesn’t mean Sammy Gravano had the right to take their lives; no one has that right.
 
   However, I find it hard to generate the same amount of sympathy for the families of mobsters who were murdered, as I can for the families of innocent civilians who were killed, either by the mob or otherwise. Yet, the character of the murder victims should have no bearing on any upcoming family lawsuits concerning the profits from Karen Gravano’s book.
 
   The bottom line is this: whereas what Karen Gravano is doing by appearing on Mob Wives, and writing her book about her “Life With Father,” may stink to high heaven, I still don’t see how the families of her father’s victims have a legitimate case under the “Son of Sam Law,” which basically says you can’t profit from crimes you have committed by either writing a book, or having a movie made based on your life (T-shirts and coolie cups are out, too). The law says nothing about members of your family being banned from doing the same thing.
 
   Can the law be changed? 
 
   It’s doubtful, but that doesn’t stop the victim’s families from trying to do something. Laura Garofalo admitted as much when she said in a letter to the Arizona AG., “We hope at least to get the law changed so it has more teeth.”
 
   Good luck trying. But I think this lawsuit will reach the inevitable “dead end.”
 
   Dead End , starring Humphrey Bogart, was a mob movie too.
 
    
 
   Karen Gravano on the Cover of Mob Candy Magazine
 
   March 4, 2012
 
    
 
   I must admit I vaguely heard of Mob Candy, but I wasn’t sure exactly what it was (was a magazine selling chocolate in the shape of a gun?).
 
   So I went to Mob Candy’s website, and lo and behold, there was a video posted that was aired on the VH1 Show Mob Wives, which features an interview with Karen Gravano, daughter of mob rat Sammy “The Bull” Gravano. The reason for the interview was - get this - Mob Candy is not only publishing the interview with Karen, but they are also displaying a seductive photo of her on the cover of Mob Candy. 
 
   I got a sneak preview of the cover, and there Karen was, dressed in a black and white dress, her hands on her hips, lips pursed in a snarl, which seems to say, “Yeah, that’s right! What about it!”
 
   Not very sexy; sort of like a Mack truck glaring down at a tiny Volkswagen before it crushes the smaller car under its wheels.
 
   My first reaction to the cover was that Karen looks about 30 pounds lighter than she does on Mob Wives. Then I saw on the same page a previous cover with Renee Graziano as the cover girl. Renee looks much lighter than she does on Mob Wives, too. But unlike Karen, Renee looks downright foxy - white wraparound dress with right shoulder exposed - black belt and black sequined gloves, with the forefinger of her left hand placed gently between her pursed lips.
 
   Very sexy indeed.  
 
   No doubt, Hector “Junior” Pagan,” another rat like Sammy, wasn’t good-looking enough for this woman.
 
   Renee’s just not my type of gal, but alluring nevertheless.
 
   However, both covers give praise to the wonders of Photoshop. Heck, with the proper technique, Mob Candy could make Camryn Manheim look 50 pounds lighter; Michael Moore too.
 
   Mob Candy had some big lug with a Brooklyn accent and a loopy smile, and wearing a stupid cap, conducting the interview with Karen; asking questions Mob Candy claims nobody else had the nerve to ask.  
 
   After Karen made her grand entrance and proclaimed, “Now I feel like a Mob Princess,” the interview went something like this:
 
   MC – “What do you say to our readers who say your father disgraced the Mafia by ratting on his best friend?
 
   KG – “If they don’t understand the Mafia, then they shouldn’t speak about it.”
 
   JB - (That’s me) “Karen, the problem is that people do understand the Mafia; do understand the rules and regulations; what you should do and what you must never do. That’s why some people are outraged your father became a government informant.”
 
   MC – “Would you have done the same thing as your father; given the same situation as your father? (Become a government informant)
 
   KG – (Hesitates) “It’s hard for me to answer that because I wasn’t in his situation.”
 
   JB – “That sound like a definite maybe to me.”
 
   MC – “Has anyone messed with you since you’ve been back? (in New York)”
 
   KG – (Defiant) “Messed with me? You could call my father Sammy the Bull, or Sammy the Rat. But he’s still family; he’s still my father. So if you mess with me, you’re going to have a problem. Point-blank! Period!”
 
   JB – (Almost speechless, but not quite) I guess that was a roundabout promo for future episodes of Mob Wives.
 
   Ladies, go back to your corners and wait for the bell to ring. Then come out wailing.
 
   Nails and teeth are allowed; no guns, knives, bats, or chains.
 
   Sorry, I won’t be around to see it.
 
   I’d rather watch reruns of the Lawrence Welk Show.
 
    
 
   Responses to “Karen Gravano on the Cover of Mob Candy Magazine”
 
    
 
   Bru - Karen the cow.
 
   Lis - Seriously....no one wants to see Karen trying to be sexy. She looks like a man in heels.
 
    
 
   Mob Wives – March 4 Show
 
   March 7, 2012
 
    
 
   In a startling turn of developments, on Monday, March 5, I had an amazing 1104 hits (in one day) on my blog Joe Bruno on the Mob. And more than 90 percent came on previous articles I had written on the show Mob Wives, or on the characters appearing on the show: Renee Graziano, her ex-husband-turned-government-informant Hector “Junior” Pagan, or on Karen Gravano, the daughter of mob turncoat Sammy “The Bull” Gravano. 
 
   So, in the interest of giving the public what it wants, your humble news correspondent (no, I don’t mean Bill O’Reilly) has voluntarily undertaken the task of giving the public periodic updates on the goings-on of the show Mob Wives;  a show so infantile and annoying, it makes my nose hairs hurt. 
 
   I know - it’s a dirty job, but someone has to do it. Besides, let’s face it, I need the readership. 
 
   Because I’m such a lucky guy, on Monday, March 5, I was able to see a rerun of the last Mob Wives show, which aired on Sunday night, March 4. The premise of the show was that two mob wives, who have severe animosities towards each other, have decided to throw separate Halloween parties on the same night. 
 
   Putting that aside, because it’s hardly newsworthy (if anything on Mob Wives is), I’ll get to the meat of the show, which was the interaction between Renee Graziano and her ex-husband Pagan, who when this show was shot last October, were inexplicably trying to get back together; or at least Renee thought so, since Pagan was already a couple of months into being a mob informant, and was secretly taping every mob associate in sight, including Renee’s father Anthony Graziano and reputed Bonanno capo Anthony “TV” Badalamenti. 
 
   As I’ve stated before, both the producer of the show and VH1 are being disingenuous by not giving the viewing audience a clue as to the present situation with Pagan now being a government informant (unknown then, but very known now). It’s obvious that Renee was basically wasting her time in the past episodes, trying to make a relationship work with a man who had no intention of ever getting back together with her; unless Pagan expected Renee, and their son AJ to join him in the Witness Protection Program, which could never happen. But I’ve harped on this before, and still there has been no attempt from the producer of the show, Jennifer Graziano (Renee’s sister), or VH1, to set the record straight. They proceed as if Pagan has never been arrested, and has never worn a wire, and is not presently in the Witness Protection Program. 
 
   Be that as it may, I continue…
 
   In the previous show, Renee and Pagan had been seeing a marriage counselor to see if they could make a second go-around on a marriage that didn’t work out so good the first time around. (Again, Pagan was just going through the motions because he was already in bed with Team America.) 
 
   The March 4 show starts with Renee speaking to the camera and saying, “After seeing the marriage counselor, things are not getting better (between her and Pagan) they are getting worse!” 
 
   Then the camera cuts to a tender living room scene in which Renee is sitting opposite Pagan, who looks like he’d rather be sitting in Rikers Island prison than in the same room with his ex-wife. 
 
   Renee to Pagan – “You in a bad mood?” 
 
   Pagan to Renee – “You know I am.” 
 
   Renee - “OK. What can I do to make it better?” 
 
   Pagan – “Time.” 
 
   Now here is where it gets a little confusing. 
 
   Did Pagan mean he wishes he was doing his time in prison already? Or did he mean he wishes Renee was doing time in prison instead? Or was he just uttering the generic term “time?” 
 
   Like it makes a difference. 
 
   So we continue…
 
   Renee to the camera – “We go to the marriage counselor to talk about things from the past, and now he’s mad at me?” 
 
   Back to the living room with the two love birds. 
 
   Renee to Pagan – “If you are mad at me for what I said to the marriage counselor, you must be crazy!” 
 
   Pagan to Renee – “I’m crazy?” 
 
   Renee – “I said what I said on purpose to get you mad.” 
 
   Pagan (starting to stand) – “You want me to leave; I’ll go pack my bags and leave.” 
 
   Renee (in tears) – “I don’t want you to leave. (more tears) I apologize for what I said.” 
 
   Pagan (defiant) – “An apology doesn’t change the way I feel.” 
 
   Cut to Renee back in the studio. She says to the camera, “He’s lucky I didn’t hit him in the head with a frying pan!” 
 
   By this time, I’d like to hit myself in the hand with a frying pan for watching this stupid program. But as your humble news correspondent (blah, blah, blah), I force myself to continue viewing something that reminds me of the Titanic slamming into that damn iceberg. 
 
   Back to Renee and Pagan in the living room. 
 
   Renee to Pagan – “You’re making me crazy!” 
 
   Pagan puts his hands to his ears to drown out Renee’s shrill screams. 
 
   Then, without saying a word, he gets up, exits the room, and starts climbing the stairs to the upper floor. 
 
   Renee yells at Pagan’s back – “You’re running from the truth again! You’re real good at that!” 
 
   The show is not half-over, but I decide to tape the rest, so that I can take a few Valium to calm my nerves from all the melodrama (I don’t have Valium, so I guess a bottle of Scotch will have to do). There’s only so much your humble news correspondent can take in one sitting. 
 
   End of Part 1. 
 
   
  
 

Stay tuned for part 2.
 
    
 
   Responses to “Mob Wives – March 4 Show”
 
    
 
   Sal - Thanks for keeping everyone updated. Good work and will look at your reports more.
 
   JB - Thanks, Sal. Check out my Facebook page: Mobsters Gangs. I have more information there.
 
    
 
   Mob Wives – March 4 Show – Part 2
 
   March 10, 2012
 
    
 
   At the end of  Part 1 of VH1’s Mob Wives (the March 4 edition), we saw our little lovebirds, Renee Graziano and Hector “Junior” Pagan, arguing in Renee’s living room, when Pagan, in a huff, storms out of the living room and bounds up the stairs, presumably to his (their?) bedroom.
 
   At this point, the show was annoying me so much, I had to stop watching and record the rest.
 
   But as your humble news correspondent, I have a job to do, and by golly, I’m going to do my job no matter how much it distresses, or depresses me. Plus, whenever I write anything about the show Mob Wives, my blog readership goes through the roof.
 
   After all, as Michael Corleone said in Godfather II, “I am not a communist.”
 
   As you may recall, as Junior climbs the steps away from Renee to avoid her hysterical rantings, Renee screams after him, “You’re running from the truth again! You’re real good at that!”
 
   Cut to Renee in the studio addressing the audience.
 
   Renee – “I just want to settle my mind and get to a place where I am happy. I’d give my life to just have a normal family. Even if I pull my hair all day long. I just want to be normal.”
 
   Editor’s note: How could this woman ever lead a “normal life” when her father is in prison and her ex-husband, is now a rat against her father and his pals, and is presently in the Witness Protection Program, practicing his little speech he’ll give in court that will put all the defendants away for a very long time?
 
   Oh, I forgot, these episodes were shot before it was discovered Pagan was a canary, and anyone watching this show and not familiar with what has transpired since, will be none the wiser. Shame on VH1 and the producer of the show, Jennifer Graziano, Renee’s sister, for not issuing a disclaimer before the show, and after every commercial, setting the record straight (I think I’ve said this before – many times - but it bears repeating). 
 
   The plain truth is, all these shows portraying Renee and Junior Pagan as getting back together are a bold-faced lie. Renee may have been sincere, but Pagan was lying through his teeth.
 
   In any event, I continue…
 
   Fade in: Back to the living room, with Renee and Pagan discussing their past, present, and future lives.
 
   Pagan – referring to their meeting with a marriage counselor. “I think the way it should have been was to work from here on in, and not look back into the past.”
 
   I have to stop right here for a moment. This guy is talking to the Feds, wearing a wire on his friends and his ex-father-in-law, so that he can avoid big time in jail. Of course he’s “working from here on in,” but for only himself, and damn everybody else.
 
   But I digress.
 
   Cut to: Renee – in the studio — to the audience – “I think Junior’s upbringing made it very hard for him to express himself, but we are trying to make it work.”
 
   Wrong Renee. The last thing on Pagan’s mind is his relationship with you. He’s too busy trying to figure out if the wire he is wearing for the Feds is making him look fat.
 
   Still, we continue.
 
   Fade in: Back to the living room.
 
   Renee to Pagan – “I know everything is not going to be a bed of roses, but I just want to settle my friendships, and settle my marriage and just be happy.”
 
   Pagan to Renee, with a straight face – “It might make us closer.”
 
   Renee (radiant) “That’s why I love you. I just want you to help me.”
 
   Pagan – (scoffs) “Help you? I can’t even help myself.”
 
   (Editor’s note:  I think it’s quite obvious that Pagan is helping himself quite well by talking to the Feds.)
 
   Renee to Junior – “That’s why I’m here. You have me for that.”
 
   Junior just smiles, like he’s thinking, “If she only knew.”
 
   Cut to: Renee back in the studio - to the audience. “I know that Junior and I will somehow get back together. I’ve always been in love with him and he’ll always be in love with me.”
 
   Talk about delusional.
 
   Cut to: The living room — Renee to Pagan – “I need a hug.”
 
   She gets up from her chairs, hugs Pagan, and kisses him on the forehead.
 
   Renee to Pagan – “I love you so much.”
 
   I immediately lose my lunch.
 
   As a bit of comic relief, Renee and Pagan show up at a Halloween party thrown in a chic restaurant by one of the other mob wives. They are dressed in identical orange prison jumpsuits, with serial numbers on the front, and “Department of Correction” on the back. Also at the party is Karen Gravano, dressed as a “naughty nurse.”
 
   That’s all I’m going to say about that.
 
   Cut to: A festive party in a tony restaurant:  A well-dressed middle-aged man is having a great time by entertaining all the girls. He’s dancing; the girls are dancing. Life is wonderful.
 
   Cut to: A burly man whispers something in Pagan’s ear. Pagan looks like he just swallowed a skunk.
 
   Cut to: Renee back in the studio — to the audience – “Something strange is definitely going on with Junior. He’s acting so strange and paranoid. I’ve seen that look on his face before and it always ends up bad.”
 
   It turns out that the guy having such a great time at the party is a cop. And Pagan just hates cops. It’s the FBI Pagan’s in love with.
 
   The camera pans to the exit of the restaurant. We see their backs, as Pagan and Renee storm out of the party.
 
   Fade out: Over and out.
 
   I can’t wait for the next episode of Mob Wives. Just like I can’t wait for Dr. Riveter to drill out my diseased tooth.
 
    
 
   Responses to “Mob Wives – March 4 Show – Part 2”
 
    
 
   Tif - I really hate to admit this but I actually like Mob Wives. I’m from a very small town in North Carolina and I never really thought this lifestyle was real. I guess I just assumed it was just from the movies. I just watched the episode where JR “self-surrenders” and I had to know what happened.  So I googled “Hector Pagan.” And I came across the things you have written, and I truly enjoy them! 
 
   After reading all you have written, I am questioning what it’s like to be in “the lifestyle.” Is this show totally different than the actual mob life? I have so many questions. I feel like a small town southern girl who knows nothing; as if I’ve been sheltered from what’s really out there. I truly enjoy reading your blog and hope to read more.
 
   JB - Tif, I was born and lived in Manhattan’s Little Italy for 48 years, and I never met women like the ones in Mob Wives. And I’ve met plenty of so-called “mob wives.”
 
   The show is totally exaggerated, and the people from New York City and the surrounding areas know this. 
 
   To me it’s like watching Looney Tunes cartoon characters run wild – like Wylie Coyote chasing the Road Runner. 
 
   Ready! Set! Zoom! 
 
   Beep! Beep!
 
   Wylie Coyote runs into a wall, or falls off the cliff.
 
   Smash! Splatter!
 
   Beep! Beep!
 
   And the Road Runner lives to see another day.
 
   Sufferin’ Succotash!
 
   Sorry - that’s Sylvester the Cat.
 
   In addition to the over-the-top comical aspects of the show, the foul language in Mob Wives is totally out of line; the characters are hyperbolic and the melodrama is inflated. 
 
   But like you said, Tif, if you’re from a small town in North Carolina, how would you know this? 
 
   You wouldn’t.
 
   Tif - I now see what you mean. VH1 shows the reruns over and over again, and the more I watch it, the more I see what you are saying. 
 
   Am I wrong in saying that Renee is the most overdramatic person on the show? If you live a “true mob lifestyle” why would you do a show like this? 
 
   When watching the show it’s hard to tell what these women are talking about due to all the bleeps. It seems more far-fetched this season than last season to me. Renee seems more dramatic this season as well (if that’s even possible).
 
   Apr- I’m confused as to why you think there should have been a disclaimer at the beginning of the show? I mean, most people that do watch get that it‘s overdone, exaggerated reality. If they were to put a disclaimer about Junior Pagan being a rat etc… it pretty much ruins the show’s story line. Like you said they are doing it all for ratings. 
 
   Glad I found your site though. That is the only good thing I can say about Mob Wives - the show. That I found this site because, that show is not even worth wasting an hour of my life anymore.
 
   JB - Apr, it’s intellectually dishonest for a show to portray two people with marriage problems trying to get back together, when it’s common knowledge that Junior Pagan has been in the Witness Protection Program for months. All they had to do was say something like (or run a flowing line sequence), “Since the filming of this episode, Junior Pagan has been placed in the Witness Protection Program. This show and all future shows will display the sequence of events in the order in which they occurred. Sorry for the confusion.”
 
   Would this hurt their ratings? Maybe; maybe not. 
 
   However, you keep your integrity this way. Most people who read the newspapers, especially in N.Y. City, know the situation already.
 
   But I’ve learned, I should never use the words integrity and Mob Wives in the same sentence.
 
   And April, thanks for the kind words about my blog.
 
   Bru - That fat cow! How could she think anyone would want to back with her? Ha ha - what a train wreck of a woman, or a beast.
 
   Bru - Does Karen care more about her father, or the rat Junior?  Or that she looks like (the size of) five people on TV.
 
   JB - Tif, the women are on this show for one reason and one reason only — MONEY!! They are probably all broke now, with their husbands either in jail, or divorced from them.
 
   Ang - I have to say that I came across your blog to read about the show Mob Wives having no clue who you were or much about the mob for that matter. In one day I have become completely fascinated by them because of your writing. Well done. Can’t wait to finish reading it all even though it seems it might take me years! (And I just may need a mob translator to understand some of the terms, ha-ha) Have a great day!
 
   JB - Thanks Ang. Enjoy!! 
 
   And I can do translating for you – for an added fee, of course.
 
   Vic - How could anyone be in love with a nutcase, drama-bitch (Renee)? She is sooo stupid !!! She even makes her own son sick.
 
   Vic - I have to say that Drita is so sickening with her foul mouth. I’d love to see her get her ass beat. A real lady, huh???
 
   Apr - I think it is a bunch of bull. Yeah, sure she is going to lose her sh&&^% family, but come on already. It’s as if a vein exploded in her head the way she is acting. It’s WAY over the top. Renee complaining about money and throwing the Wonder Bread on the counter last week; saying that’s all she had was comical, considering she just had all that plastic surgery that went wrong and she was in the hospital with a life-threatening infection.
 
   Hol - I think I may be in love with you. Your sense of humor - while not as great as mine - is wonderful. I can tell you actually feel sorry for Renee and that means a lot. I have to admit I watch this show because of the “Train Wreck Effect.” I just can’t stop looking! Your input is much appreciated!
 
   JB - Hol, thanks for the kind remarks. And the check is in the mail.
 
    
 
   Joe Bruno on the Mob Gets Bombarded With Mob Wives Hits
 
   March 26, 2012
 
    
 
   I had no idea what was going on, but on Monday, March 26, my blog Joe Bruno on the Mob hit TILT!
 
   My blog got an amazing 14,000 hits; and this is before 1 p.m. The most I ever got in one day was 1,100 hits, and that was a great day!
 
   The good thing about having a blog on WordPress.com is that they give you detailed stats; tells you what search terms were used to get to your blog, and also the search engines used. They also tell you exactly what articles (I have 320 total on my blog) are getting hits. And the overwhelming majority of the hits this morning were on the 16 articles I wrote on the VH1 TV program Mob Wives.
 
                  The runaway hits winner was an article I wrote entitled Renee Graziano and Rat Ex- Husband Hector Pagan Back Together. This article got an incredible 3,920 hits, and again, this was before 1 p.m. – a 13-hour period.
 
   I should have had a clue this was happening when I opened my AOL emails that morning. I usually got a few comments from readers per week, which I dutifully answer. This morning I got 10 emails from readers - all on the topic Mob Wives.
 
   Here are some of the remarks:
 
   I’d rather pull my teeth out one by one than to watch Renee “AKA Lunatic” cry, scream aggghh… And what’s up with big Ang…This is some crazy shit!! 
 
   JB - My teeth are all gone already from watching this show.
 
   Sorry, I read up and now know the Witness Protection Program. I watch the show every week and was shocked to read about it. Looks like next week Renee finds out on the show. Their poor son. I already felt bad for the kid and now this. I have a question though - when these women don’t work how can they afford these homes when their husbands are locked up most of the time.
 
   JB - They are doing the show because they NEED THE MONEY!
 
   Wow, I’m so sorry for Renee and AJ. Jr. is the lowest dirtbag scum. You are a strong woman. My deepest sympathy.
 
   JB - Junior Pagan is lower than the lowest dirt scumbag.
 
   OK, so I must first admit I watch the show every weekend. As crazy as it is, it makes me feel like my issues are not that bad LOL. Apparently, I’ve been living under a rock because I didn’t know about Junior being a snitch. I’m utterly disgusted that someone could be so conniving, wow!
 
   JB - The producers are just as conniving as Junior for keeping us in the dark about him being a rat.
 
   You get the idea.
 
   I’m as startled as anyone as to the extent of the national attention given to a TV show that is so bad, it makes my eyebrows hurt.
 
   Why is this show so popular?
 
   It’s not realistic. 
 
   The acting is horrible. 
 
   There is no story line to speak of, except, this wife hates that wife, and the other wife is friends with wife No. 1, so she can’t be friends with wife No. 2.
 
                  Ad infinitum… UGH…
 
   Then there’s the Hector “Junior” Pagan thing, which is the most newsworthy subject-line in the show.
 
   It’s been common knowledge for months that Pagan is an informant for the FBI. Yet, if you watch the show, and don’t read or watch the news on television, you’d never know this fact. Not once has anyone on the show attempted to set the record straight. And this could be done easily with a disclaimer as the show starts, stating something like, “Since we recorded this show, Junior Pagan has become an FBI informant. Sorry for any confusion the following show might cause.”
 
   Was that so hard?
 
   But I guess the producers thought the truth would reduce the viewership of the show. 
 
   And money always trumps the truth.
 
   PS — The final stats for the day were: 16,953 hits on Joe Bruno on the Mob; 4,564 hits alone on the article Renee Graziano and Rat Ex- Husband Hector Pagan Back Together.
 
    
 
   Responses to “My Website Gets Bombarded With Mob Wives Hits”
 
    
 
   All - My sentiments exactly on Mob Wives! People are eating this s__t up, including my well-educated, Republican older sister. It’s pure escapism for her while she’s recovering from cancer. Mindless! 
 
   Hea - My heart goes out to Renee & AJ. I can’t even imagine what they are going through. I think that Junior using her to get to her father is SICK and I think that he is lower than whale poop!! And after putting his son through so much emotional torture he should be stripped of the title “Dad.”
 
   Sug - Well, I just found this blog today and there is some great info here! I Love It!! And you said it makes your eyebrows hurt. How about every time I watch this show I drive my husband crazy - talking like Drita. I can’t help myself nor can I stop! It’s loud and a little painful.
 
   JB - Sug, This show’s a bad joke made for people who never lived in a mob-related neighborhood. This show is for people who live on the Moon. Or maybe even Mars.
 
   Pluto, anyone?
 
   Hel - THEY JUST NEED TO GET HIS (JUNIOR’S) ASS IN JAIL FOR BEING A RAT  (IN ANG’S VOICE).
 
   Chr - I did catch Basketball Wives and Baseball Wives, and both are 10 times worse than Mob Wives.
 
    
 
   The Producers of Mob Wives Show No Shame
 
   March 27, 2012
 
    
 
   So now I know exactly why my site, Joe Bruno on the Mob, got bombarded with so many hits yesterday – March 25, 2012. (16,953 to be exact)
 
   I had recorded the last two shows of Mob Wives, but frankly, the show is so bad, I couldn’t bring myself to watch them. But I knew something must have happened on the show to cause all the commotion on my blog. When I finally found out what it was, I got sick to my stomach.
 
   The world has known for the past few months that Renee Graziano’s ex-husband, Hector “Junior“ Pagan, has turned into a government informant – rat, canary, stool pigeon – you pick the term. Yet, the show has gone on like nothing has happened, and week after week it’s the Renee and Junior love-in.
 
   Will they get back together? Will Renee again marry her true love, who had cheated on her almost from the day they first married?
 
   Like anyone with half a brain would really care.
 
   However, on the March 25 show, instead of finally telling the viewers the truth about Junior’s turncoat act, Mob Wives put on a disgusting performance that started with Renee finding a letter from Junior saying that he had “self-surrendered” himself to the law. (This actually meant that the FBI had pulled Pagan off the streets so that he wouldn’t get killed when all the facts on him being an FBI informant came to light.)
 
   Then the hysteria on Mob Wives accelerated into full gear. 
 
   The rest of the show was Renee literally weeping and screaming that “she’s losing her mind.”  
 
   I was ready to lose my own mind, when he show thankfully ended with Renee on the phone to her father’s house (looking for information on Junior). 
 
   As she was speaking on the phone to whomever, the police arrived (at her father’s house) and arrested her father, Anthony Graziano.
 
   Renee’s howling then became more spirited.
 
   “Don’t arrest my fathaaa!” she yelled into the phone; repeatedly.
 
   Renee’s hysterics then reached a fever pitch. She shrieked, cried, moaned, rolled her eyes, and she looked like she’s ready to barf on the floor. Renee did basically everything melodramatically possible except literally pull the hairs out of her own head.
 
   It was sickening and disgusting, and an extremely painful scene to watch.
 
   Then the producers of the show cut to a promo for the following week’s show, when the viewers, ignorant to the real story, may (and I say may) finally be told the truth: Pagan is an FBI informant; Pagan  wore a wire while speaking to Anthony Graziano, and that’s why the elder Graziano was arrested; Pagan never had any intention of getting back with Renee Graziano; he was using her to get close to her father, and her father’s friends,  so he could wear a wire on as many as men he could. 
 
   As a result, the FBI had a field day - arresting several alleged organized crime figures, who are now awaiting trial, with Pagan in the wings as a major witness against them.
 
   So, to shamelessly boost the following week’s ratings, VH1’s Mob Wives will drag out the misery for at least another week.
 
   I’ve always written how bad the program Mob Wives is, but this was way beyond bad; it was beyond any semblance of common decency to see a woman literally go out of her mind on television. Maybe she was acting; maybe she wasn’t. 
 
   And then there’s the question of whether everything was happening in real time? Or were the histrionics staged after the fact for maximum effect? 
 
   No matter which way you cut it, the entire scene was way over-the-top.
 
   Sure, I feel sorry for Renee Graziano and her son AJ, who is an innocent victim. But to stoop so low as to graphically display a woman’s agony (faked or real), when the truth has been known for many months, is beyond dishonest.
 
   Shame on VH1. And shame on the producers of Mob Wives, which includes Renee’s sister Jennifer Graziano. I’d rather watch the lions eat Christian in the Roman Coliseum than see Renee go through her convulsions again. Severed body parts would be less terrifying than what I witnessed on the March 25 show of Mob Wives.
 
   One thing’s for sure: next week’s ratings for Mob Wives will be off the charts. And that’s all they care about anyway.
 
   P.S. — I have 320 articles on my blog Joe Bruno on the Mob. Only 16 have anything to do with the show Mob Wives; some peripherally. That’s five percent. Yet Mob Wives’ articles get 80 percent of all hits on my blog. This proves how distorted our society has really become.
 
   More to come next week. Hopefully for the last time.
 
    
 
   Responses to “The Producers of Mob Wives Show No Shame”
 
    
 
   Kat - If you actually look at the moment when she’s talking on the phone with her friends in the kitchen, her fingernail polish makes a drastic change from purple to red. That tells me they edited that whole thing. Just shows how staged and ridiculous this show really is.
 
   JB - Kat, only an observant woman like you would have noticed that. I completely missed it. But you’re right. They did the scene in different takes.
 
   Eva - Actually, if you watch it closely you will notice she was actually wearing two different color nail polishes; red on one hand and a darker color on another. My wife tells me that’s a trend these days.
 
   Eri - If it was real, in all fairness, no one is being forced to be on the show! It’s a VH1's job to bring in the viewers, so these women knew that if there was a juicy drama in their lives it was going to end up on TV. Plus, these women have been having men coming in and out of their lives from jail since they were children. And they knew that wasn’t going to change as long as they were in that life. So, chances were that that would end up on TV and they all still made the choice to do the show.
 
   JB - Eri, these women are on the show for one reason – MONEY!! There’s a ton of money to be made, no matter how much they embarrass themselves and their families. And don’t forget, the producer of the show is Jennifer Graziano - Renee’s sister.
 
   Vit - Of course he’s (Pagan) a rat! She (Renee) never should have gotten involved out of the Italian culture!
 
   And – Ha-ha! I remember Sammy the Bull and a lot of other ITALIANS turning rats so it has nothing to do with him being Latino. The Italian culture stopped being a culture after the 60’s.
 
   JB – Right, And. I could write a few books on all the Italian FBI informants, especially in the last decade. Joe Valachi was the first to rat in the 60’s, but years went by before the rodents started chirping again.
 
   Ita - Actually, I watched the scene again, and in one scene Renee did wear dark purple on both hands and in the very next clip she had red nails on both hands. Hmmmm.
 
   JB – So it’s obvious they did two different takes on the same scene. All staged.
 
   Ter - I have no sympathy for any of these women anyway. If they’re going to enjoy the money rolling in that their husbands make off other people’s misery, then they need to balls-up and not whine when it’s their time for some of the misery.
 
   Duc - I pray that Karen can be a good friend to Renee. As a woman who also stuck around way too long for a man in and out of the system, I can only hope Renee grows stronger, as I did, and that her and her son stay safe. 
 
   It’s hard to comprehend what Junior Pagan was thinking, but I feel it was a very selfish move on his part. As usual, the families suffer. Let it end with Renee, and I hope she rises up to realize her own strengths and possibilities in this life. Her life. 
 
   Duk - It’s not just money, it’s a sickness being in an emotionally chaotic relationship; one that I saw growing up and continued on with my life. I chose to end it after I figured out I deserved a better life and saw how negatively it affected me and my children. I’m quite content to live without the drama. I hope Renee stops the cycle and starts living a healthy life. She deserves it!
 
   Mia - Ok, I grew up in a N.J. suburb just a half hour from NYC (how the crow flies). Growing up, one of my best friend’s father was in the mob. In fact, at one point they just packed up and moved away. Overnight. No word. No calls (Before email).
 
   She never liked the rumors and whispers. Her father was a muscled-up tough guy, as were all of his friends. Half her cousins ended up in jail over the years. So what if they take a few takes? It’s TV, but I do think it’s as close to reality as they can show on TV.
 
   JB – Mia, I disagree. I lived in Italian and so-called mob neighborhoods for 48 years. 
 
   I never met women like the ones on Mob Wives. Everything is over-exaggerated; especially the cursing and constant theatrics. All bogus.
 
   Bgy - I like the show Mob Wives. I feel bad for Renee.
 
   Mar - MOBSTERS DO NOT DIE!! THEY GET FAT AND MOVE TO MIAMI.
 
   Deb - I think Junior did a flip to get away from that crazy woman. I don’t think it’s right at all, but I don’t see any other way for him to get away from her.
 
   JB - Deb, they were divorced. He could have just split. But the Feds put him back in bed with Renee so they could get the goods on her father (Anthony Graziano) and her father’s friends. Sure, Renee’s a nut. But what Pagan did was inexcusable.
 
   Deb - You’re right, Joe, Renee just makes me nuts.
 
   Jos - For some reason, when I think about this “show,” I can’t help but think of Willie Moretti. He was brought before the Kefauver hearings in 1950. He never divulged anything about mob activities, but he joked around quite a bit and put on a “show,” and was gunned down for it. In the old days, someone like Junior Pagan would have been popped for even being on a program or for cheating on a boss’ daughter. If you do a Google search, he actually poses for a promotional photo for the show. OMG, in the old days he would have been so gone!
 
   JB - Jos, Willie Moretti was whacked because his brain was shot from venereal disease and the mob was afraid he would blab by accident. It was considered a mercy killing by the mob.
 
   Dee - It may be staged and maybe it isn’t. But the fact that the editors cut, paste and splice things up does not determine whether the scenes are “staged” or not. But it’s a “reality” show, so it’s all contrived to begin with. BTW, that Big Ang is a blast.  
 
   Ki - This site may answer some of the questioning in regards to the nail polish discrepancies. According to this site, Renee was rushed to the hospital after receiving the news, which would explain the retakes and fakeness of the show.
 
   JB - Sec, thanks for the information. I wrote a blog on Renee being rushed to the hospital the day after it happened. But now I feel the show is basically one big embellishment on the truth after another. I wouldn’t be surprised if all this was staged for the benefit of increasing the viewership. I wouldn’t put anything past the producers of this show. 
 
   Junior was arrested in mid-November and the world knew, if they read the newspapers or went on the Internet, that he had become a government informant. But it wasn’t until last week that the show even hinted at the truth.
 
   Sure the show is shot months in advance, but a simple disclaimer at the beginning of each show would have set the record straight. But they were afraid that doing the right thing might decrease their viewership. 
 
   Shameful.
 
    
 
   Facebook Responses to “The Producers of Mob Wives Show No Shame”
 
    
 
   Fan - It was definitely staged. While Renee is in the kitchen - having her extremely long hysterical breakdown -  her nails start out dark blue and instantly change to a vibrant red. How sad they can't even get a minor detail right - such as the color of her nails needed to be the same, just like the outfit she was wearing the last time they were shooting.
 
   As far as feeling sorry for any of the wives; can't muster it up. If you play - you pay. They reap what they sow.
 
   JB – Fan, great observation. Only a woman would have noticed the change in the color of Renee's nails. This shows how amateurish the producers of the show really are. They can't even get the color of Renee's nails right, when they are doing multiple takes of the same staged scene. Simply amazing.
 
   Mor - The good old days are unfortunately gone. I have no respect for a man who used his wive’s family ties to save his ass. HONOR AND LOYALTY I see only in the face of my dog.
 
   Chr - Do you think the Feds should have investigated Renee for nail tampering? Or use her hysterical screaming as evidence of felonious fakery?
 
   Jam - First off - if you glorify this lifestyle, then you should be able to handle the pitfalls that come with it. Secondly - how many times did she defend that piece of crap Junior - saying “don't talk bad about my son's father” - acting like he was supposed to be immune from anyone saying what he really is? You, Renee, looked foolish then and plain stupid now. Also, why do these women think they are too good for "civilian" men with real jobs? I think civilians have good qualities and good character. And at least I’m not a snitch.
 
    
 
    
 
   The Families of Sammy Gravano’s Victims Want Karen Gravano Arrested for Shooting a Gun at Legal Gun Range
 
   March 30, 2012
 
    
 
   Think what you want about the ridiculously bad TV show Mob Wives, but this seems to be much ado about nothing. 
 
   During the March 18 showing of Mob Wives, Karen Gravano, along with three of the other wives, including Renee Graziano, took a trip to the Poconos for a change of scenery. The first night there they wound up in a redneck bar, and were verbally abused by a drunk, who if this had happened in New York City, would have wound up in the hospital, if not in the morgue. 
 
   The next day the girls decide to blow off a little steam by going to an outdoor gun-firing range. There, under the supervision of a gun expert, the ladies fire all sorts of guns at paper targets, and empty soda and beer cans.
 
   The ladies giggled, cursed, and screamed, like they do on every show, but certainly no laws were broken.
 
   Then out of nowhere, the families of the victims of Karen Gravano’s father, Sammy “The Bull,” want Karen arrested because she legally fired a gun. This silly rationale was echoed by Linda Milito, wife of Gravano victim, mobster Louie Milito.  
 
   She said, “Sammy was a psychotic killer. And I do believe genes are inherited. What about the people Sammy killed, and their extended family? How can Karen be allowed to shoot a gun? The apple does not fall far from the tree and crime does not pay.”
 
   In 2000, Karen Gravano was arrested in the same Arizona drug deal that imprisoned her father for 19 years. She was given no jail time and went off parole in 2003. 
 
   Karen told the New York Post, “My probation terms have been over since 2003. At that time, I filed a motion to have my constitutional rights restored and to my knowledge, they have been restored. They’re doing everything they can to discredit me because of their personal issues with my father.”
 
   OK guys – the show Mob Wives sucks; it’s possibly the worst show in the history of television (Jersey Shore?). The people on the show are imminently unlikable, and Karen Gravano is one of the least likable.
 
   But come on now. She has the right to go to a Pennsylvania gun range and legally fire a gun. And if she lived in Florida, she could obtain a concealed carry permit, even though she has a criminal record (as long as someone doesn’t lie on their application, it’s possible to get a concealed carry permit even if you have a criminal record, as long as your past crime didn’t include a gun.).
 
   To show how ridiculous these charges are, a spokesman for the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, Firearms and Explosives Philadelphia Field Division said it has not yet opened a criminal probe of the incident. “We are aware of the show and the episode. We do not have a criminal investigation.”
 
   Nor should they.
 
   You want to punish Karen Gravano for her and her father’s crimes, don’t watch Mob Wives, and don’t buy Karen Gravano’s book Mob Daughter.
 
   But don’t try to have her arrested for something she has every right to do: fire a gun at a legal gun range.
 
    
 
   Responses to “The Families of Sammy Gravano’s Victims Want Karen Gravano Arrested for Shooting a Gun At Legal Gun Range”
 
    
 
   Jos - You’re wrong… Her touching the gun, handling the gun is a crime and she actually shot it. She is a convicted felon. To have your civil rights restored in a state is only good in that state. She violated both state and federal law.
 
                  JB - Jos, I’ve heard different opinions on this. The key is if her rights were restored, and where. We don’t have all the information yet. She claims they were restored. We’ll find out soon if charges are brought against her.
 
   I would think that the producers of the show would have checked this out before they shot the episode. But this show is so screwed up, maybe they didn’t.
 
   Time will tell.
 
   Jos - One more thing JB … that didn’t look like any shooting range I ever saw. It looked like the backyard of a farm.
 
   Editor’s note: As of the publication date of this book, no charges have even been brought against Karen Gravano for firing guns at the Pennsylvania gun range.
 
   Top of Form
 
    
 
   Mob Wives Again Causes My Blog to Get Bombarded With Hits
 
   April 3, 2012
 
    
 
   It happened last Monday, and now it’s happened again on Monday April 2, 2012. And all it proves is that the American public loves to watch a train wreck. 
 
   My blog Joe Bruno on the Mob got 20,000 hits before noon today; the great majority of those hits were on articles I’ve written concerning the TV show Mob Wives. I’ve written more than 340 articles for my blog; only 16 on Mob Wives.
 
   Go figure.
 
   I forced myself to watch Mob Wives last night (Sunday, April 1) and it certainly was an April Fool’s joke turned bad. 
 
   Last week (March 25) Mob Wives finally disclosed that Hector “Junior” Pagan was in police custody.  Even though before Thanksgiving last year it was revealed in the newspapers, and on the Internet, that Pagan was a rat for the FBI, viewers, not aware of that fact, were conned into thinking this was happening in real time. Or close to real time.
 
   On last night’s show, Renee Graziano was featured for most of the show doing her “I’m going crazy” routine; and doing a damn good job at it, too.
 
   In no particular order, Renee began crying, banging her hands over her face and head, and hugging other crying mob wives such as Karen Gravano, who has some experience with the rodent kingdom herself.
 
   It was enough to make my ear hairs hurt, and Renee’s antics compelled my four dogs to start howling at the TV screen, as if they had seen a vampire.
 
   It wasn’t until the last few minutes of the show that viewers were given a hint Pagan was now a stool pigeon. But this revelation did not come through Renee, but from other mob wives reading the local newspapers. 
 
   At show’s end, Renee was still supposedly in the dark as to why her ex-husband “self-incarcerated” himself, (Pagan was actually pulled off the streets by the FBI because he had served his purpose by wearing a wire while talking to several alleged mob figures, including Renee Graziano’s father, Anthony “TG” Graziano, who was arrested the same day Pagan went bye-bye).
 
   Then the viewers got the all–telling promo for next week’s show.  Next week, Renee will go from despair, to plain anger, as well she should, when she finds out the truth about Pagan; a man so low, he can lick the curb standing up.
 
   The producers of Mob Wives, which includes Renee’s sister, Jennifer Graziano, are milking this Graziano family tragedy for all its worth (like making chicken salad out of chicken spit). Instead of telling the viewers in one minute what happened five months ago, it’s taken them three shows (maybe more) to let the viewers know:
 
   1.       Pagan went into the wind.
 
   2.      Renee is overwrought that her ex-husband is going back to jail, as well as her father.
 
   3.       Pagan is an FBI informant who was instrumental in putting TG Graziano back into the can.
 
   Welcome to the wacky world of Reality TV. It’s all about ratings, not about the truth. Surprise, surprise.
 
   I now wait with baited breath for the April 9 Mob Wives extravaganza. But before I watch that show, I’m going to get myself good and drunk so that I can endure almost 60 minutes of bad, over-the-top acting, that is no longer part of a Reality Show, but in actuality a rotten piece of half-truths manipulated by the producers to bring more viewers to the table.
 
   I know. Watching and reporting on Mob Wives is dirty work, but someone’s got to do it.
 
   Tequila anyone?
 
   P.S. – The final tally for Monday, April 2 on my blog Joe Bruno on the Mob, was  25,652 hits.  In fact, I’m starting to feel punchy from all the hits.
 
    
 
   Responses to “The Program Mob Wives Again Causes My Blog to Get Bombarded With Hits”
 
    
 
   Mar - I think Renee can be over-the-top at times, but let’s cut her some slack. The father of her only child became a rat and not only that - he rats on her father who is 71 years old. I believe any woman would break down. I personally don’t think Renee knew Junior was going to turn, especially on her father. I think had she known or had any idea, she would have warned her father.
 
   And I do not think it’s right saying that the Graziano family is milking the situation for ratings. They all knew in doing a reality show all the dirty laundry would come out, and the reality is that lifestyle isn’t all it seems to be to outsiders. Plus, some people can’t do the time and its possible anyone can turn on you at any time. My heart goes out to the Graziano family. I hope they all can pull through this.
 
   JB - Mar, I didn’t say the Graziano family was milking the situation for ratings. I said the producers of the show Mob Wives are milking the situation for ratings. And Jennifer Graziano is one of the producers. Just my opinion.
 
   Ten - I’m sorry, but I feel so bad for Renee and her son, and her family. I have to say I didn’t know about her dad until my husband mentioned it to me when I told him about the 3/25 show. I hate that Junior did that to her and her family and I hope one day he gets what he deserves!!!!!
 
   The - I fell over your blog while looking for Jerry Capeci, because Carla had mentioned his comments on Junior’s newly found addiction to cheese. 
 
   I started watching the wives by accident and then realized that I had had a nodding acquaintance with Carla while I was working my way through Pace (College), and I guess that she was starting her Wall Street thing. 
 
   Only a novice who watches a “reality show” believes that it's done in real time, and only those people who don’t live in the tri-state area didn’t know about Junior. Remember, while we know that New York (that is Manhattan) is the center of the planet, people in the rest of the country have other things to do. 
 
   ABC’s account about TG’s arrest was interesting. Renee always goes around the show saying - do you know who my father is? Eyewitness News introduced him as Renee’s father, and then told you his name. It’s been so long, that a whole generation of people probably had to Google him. 
 
   Granted Rene’s Lady MacBethisms are a bit much, but in terms of reality shows, Mob Wives and (God help me) Housewives of Beverly Hills are most realistic, but it took a suicide and three arrests to do so.
 
   Sug – Well, I live in Georgia and the closest thing I know of a mob is a batch of crazy ladies that knock you down getting to a sale at Wal-Mart! So to find anything about the mob that does not include blue-haired old ladies I must Google. There is where the Joe Bruno blog came up first and I found a lot of other interesting facts above the mob wives info (a little note, I was looking up “Junior the Rat”). Anyway,  keep writing interesting and funny tidbits, and I will continue to visit (your blog).
 
   Pat - Good blog Joe. I’ve watched the show in the past, but I got really turned off watching “grown women” have fist fights. It does not send a good message to the younger viewing audience. With all of the bullying going on in schools throughout the nation, it just really turned me off. I’m a New Yorker, born and raised, and I’ve thrown a few good right hooks in my day. But that was many moons ago. When you reach a certain age you have to use better judgment.
 
   Pat - You know what’s funny is the girl Drita. She talks about beating people up all the time. I was her size when I was 10 years old. If that girl weighs 115 pounds soaking wet she’s heavy. TV gives you 10 pounds too. What’s sad is that when you watch all of these shows, everyone is pitted against one another. Then the others form an alliance. The next generation of shows will be called “Former Reality TV Stars – Where Are They Now?”
 
   Pat - They have real-life stories, but the fighting is hideous. It’s like when everyone bottlenecks on the highway to stop and see the accident. I’ve only seen the show two times and that was enough for me.
 
    
 
   Anthony Graziano Pleads Guilty
 
   April 14, 2012
 
    
 
   Pleading guilty was the smart thing to do; the right move. However, Anthony “TG” Graziano has only one man to blame for his latest trip to the slammer, and that man is his former son-in-law, Hector “Junior” Pagan.
 
   Graziano was on home detention - the last leg of his eight-year bit - when Pagan paid him a cordial, social visit. Of course, Pagan was wired for sound by the FBI (in his wristwatch) when Graziano asked Pagan to help him collect on an old loansharking debt. Pagan said he’d do his best to help out his former father-in-law, then he turned over the wired watch to the FBI, and went immediately into the Witness Protection Program.
 
   Pagan had previously been wired up while talking shop with several other alleged mobsters, which led to their arrests too. To add insult to injury, Pagan is scheduled to testify at their upcoming trials, if it ever comes to that. 
 
   All of this happened while Pagan was co-starring in the VH1 television disaster called Mob Wives, which also stars Graziano’s daughter Renee, who had the misfortune of once being married to Pagan, and was foolishly trying to reconcile with Pagan while the TV cameras rolled. To complete the Graziano trilogy, Graziano’s daughter Jennifer (Renee’s sister) is the producer of the show.
 
   However, the 71-year-old Anthony Graziano, knowing the Feds had the goods on him with the Pagan tape, decided to plead guilty, and now, when sentenced, he faces approximately three years in prison. If Graziano had gone to trial, he could have gotten as much as 20 years in the can, making it virtually a lifetime sentence.
 
   Like I said before; it was a smart move by Graziano. And if the other alleged mobsters, including Nicholas Santora, play it smart too, they’ll cop a plea like Graziano. When the FBI has you on tape admitted to planning, or committing crimes, it’s as good as a conviction.
 
   The only question is - why would the Feds play ball with Pagan, when one of the crimes they had him on was involvement in a murder during a robbery gone awry?
 
   Of course, the FBI is notorious for making deals with the Devil if it means numerous convictions against alleged Mafia figures. But considering what a slimeball Pagan is, the Feds would have served the public much better by putting the cuffs on Pagan, and then trying to make their criminal cases against the other men by other means. At least then, the FBI’s hands would be clean.
 
   It’s a travesty of justice when the Feds make a deal with a creep like Pagan just to pump up their arrests sheets, filled with alleged Mafia figures, who may or may have not committed the crimes they are accused of. 
 
   But I guess if you want promotions in the FBI, the number of convictions is more important than the quality of convictions.
 
   And the beat goes on.
 
    
 
   Responses to “Anthony Graziano Pleads Guilty”
 
    
 
   Hel -Don’t you think TG (Anthony Graziano) is wrong too? I mean, don’t get me wrong, I hate to see someone turn rat to save their own ass. But, isn’t when you collect a mob debt, it means either you pay or die?
 
   JB - Not really, Hel. If you kill someone, how are you going to collect your money? They use the threat of violence to collect debts. Very rarely does this mean the death sentence for the person who owes the money. Dead men don’t pay.
 
   Ros - Poor Renee, hope she gets better.
 
   JB - Every time she looks at her weekly paycheck from Mob Wives, Renee feels much better. It's all about the money.
 
   Coo - I saw her on one of the talk shows this week - she looked GREAT! LOL Joe!
 
   JB - Coo, it must have been a stand-in. Or you have a distorted TV set. 
 
   Ros - She's going to give herself a stroke, and there's not enough money in the world sorry... LOL!
 
   Ter - Brutta !!!!!!!
 
   Ros - I can barely watch her on TV sometimes. She gives me anxiety - like Bitch chill out!!!!! LOL!
 
   Jos - My wife watches the show. I can hear all the screaming from my Man Cave! LOL!! And they all have trash mouths on the show. That’s so unattractive.
 
   Vir - Renee, kick your husband’s ass to the curb. He’s nothing but a rat! He’s going to cause you to have a stroke.
 
   Jos - Heck, he only went with her in the first place because of her father’s rank! Most of them rat when facing a long sentence. Only very few will hold up their vows to omerta.
 
   Don - Renee Graziano looks like Roy DeMeo in drag.
 
   Mic - They are all a waste of time
 
   Lil - The fact Junior ratted, in itself, shows him for what he is: a piece of scum. How could a man do this this within his own family, and to a man who is in his 70's? It just makes me think that this cheese-eating scum really could care less about his child. We all know he could have cared less about Renee. But his kid?? 
 
   Come on!  What a piece of crap. I hope, as much as I hate to say it, that he gets his due.
 
   Ger - YOU SONS OF BITCHES...!!!!!!
 
   Ant - This is sad. I hope TG survives until he is released from prison.  Now Junior, that no-good rat fake-ass gangster lost everyone because he wanted to play KING RAT! Let him go out to Arizona and wait for the other rat garbage bag to get out (Sammy “The Bull” Gravano). 
 
   Karma Junior, karma. That’s all I have to say to you. And I hope AJ and Renee HATE YOU! YOU SCUMBAG!
 
   Meg - I hope Junior rots in hell! Disgusting!  God have mercy on his soul. And I hope Renee and AJ get through this.
 
    
 
   Vinny TV Takes a Plea Bargain
 
    April 20, 2012
 
    
 
   As did Anthony Graziano, Vincent (Vinny TV) Badalamenti took a plea deal, and like Graziano - it was the right thing to do. 
 
   This plea deal, combined with other plea deals, will stop Hector “Junior” Pagan from taking the stand at the trial of the men he wore a wire on, and the men he ratted on. (But that still makes Pagan a rat – a rat of the worst kind).
 
   We all know by now (the TV show Mob Wives finally revealed the truth, after six months of avoiding the truth) that Pagan wore a wire while talking to his ex-father-in-law Anthony Graziano, who is the father of Mob Wives star Renee Graziano (talk about dumbing down the meaning of the word “star.”) 
 
   On this wire Graziano asked Pagan to collect a long-overdue usurious debt. As a result, Graziano was arrested and Pagan quickly disappeared off the streets and into the Witness Protection Program - ending any chance, if there ever was one - that Renee and Junior would get back together - if anyone in the right mind cared in the first place.
 
   Rather than go to trial, Anthony Graziano, along with Badalamenti, pled guilty as charged and will do approximately two years in prison (maybe less). As was reported in the New York Daily News, Badalamenti has now pled guilty to one felony (the nonviolent collection of an unlawful debt), and may do as little as two years in the slammer. Because of his plea bargain, the government has agreed to drop the racketeering and extortion charges against Vinny TV, which has made Vinny TV a happy man indeed. There were several other co-defendants in the “trial that will never happen,” who have all pled guilty as charged.
 
   The big question is: “Why was the government so eager to accept plea deals, when with Pagan testifying at the trial, the accused men would have been facing big-time in prison if they were found guilty?” 
 
   The reason could only be, as was pointed out in the New York Daily News, was that the Feds “weren’t thrilled with the prospect of putting Pagan on the witness stand.”
 
   Why?
 
   Since Pagan is now known worldwide as a rat, and anyone who has ever watched Mob Wives (and sadly, that’s a lot of people), who become jurors in the alleged mob trials of the men Pagan rated on, would give very little credence to anything Pagan said on the witness stand.  On Mob Wives, it’s obvious Pagan is a low-life conniver, and worse. So rather than take the chance a jury would find the defendants not guilty because of the notoriety and lack of credibility of Pagan, the Feds waved  nice plea deals in front of the defendants and the accused men wisely accepted the deals.
 
   The good news is that Season Two of Mob Wives in finally over.
 
   The bad news is that will be a Season Three.
 
   You can’t win them all.
 
    
 
   Jerry Capeci’s Gangland  Says  Hector “Junior” Pagan May Still Have to Testify in Court and Junior Doesn’t Like It One Bit.
 
   April 23, 2012
 
    
 
   As was reported by Jerry Capeci in his April, 19, 2012 Gangland internet column, Hector “Junior” Pagan may indeed have to testify in court, because one of the men he ratted on, Nicky Santora, has refused to take a plea deal and Santora’s case is scheduled to go to trial on May 7. This puts a monkey wrench into the government's desire not to have Pagan testify at any trials, and has pissed off Pagan to no end.
 
   As I reported in my April 18 column, the reason the government wants no part of Pagan on the witness stand is because his disgusting performance on the VH1 television show Mob Wives has made him a hated man by the millions of viewers who watch the show. This truism will make it difficult, if not nearly impossible, for the government to find 12 jurors who would take anything Pagan says on the witness stand at face value.
 
   According to Gangland, Pagan has sent letters to estranged family members, saying if he didn’t turn rat, he was facing 50 years in prison. He also complained, “Why don’t these guys take a plea deal?”
 
   Well, five out of the six defendants did take a plea, including his former father-in-law, Anthony Graziano, and Vincent (Vinny TV) Badalamenti. But Santora, as of this moment, has turned thumbs down on a plea which would have given him less than two years behind bars. If convicted, Santora can get more than 10 years in prison.
 
   It will be interesting to see if Santora sticks to his guns, even if only to aggravate the government, which willingly got into bed with a piece-of-garbage like Pagan; not to mention piss off Pagan himself, who doesn’t want to stare down his former pals from the witness stand.
 
    
 
   Responses to “Jerry Capeci’s ‘Gangland’ Says Junior May Still Have to Testify in Court and Junior Doesn’t Like It One Bit.”
 
    
 
   Sha - What a low-life rat!!!
 
   Rob - Rat!!!!!!
 
   Jos - Most of them rat when faced with long sentences. The Cosa Nostra should do like the Russians -  kill the entire family of a rat !!! That will stop most scumbag rats.
 
   Lee - "Disgusting!!!"
 
   Pat - "JUNK BOX...........SNEAK.........."
 
   Mic - He’s going to end up deader than a f*****g doornail. Whether you’re mob or not, you should never snitch on anyone.
 
   Bel - I couldn’t imagine going through that. It’s the worst betrayal EVER!!! Disgrace!!!
 
   Jen - Junior’s a wannabe. Always was. He never loved Renee much. All he cared about was being in “the life.” I’m not sure why he did this. What a piece of s**t this guy is!
 
   Mik - Junior’s not even a Guinea.
 
   For - Mob Wives has made Junior a hated man by the millions of viewers who watch the show. With his reputation, I'm sure he has found at least one woman by now who doesn't hate him. I think that makes him a dog and a rat.
 
   Jye - I saw a Boston mob figure - a hit man - who turned witness for the government on his crime buddies. He said he doesn't consider himself a rat/snitch. Here's why -  He said snitches tell on people in private behind people's backs, but a witness for the government isn't a snitch because he's doing it in front of the people. I wonder if this rat is still alive.
 
   JB - This Boston guy has a convoluted or self-serving definition of a rat. A rat is a person who snitches on someone else; to the government; to his own mother - whatever. He's still a rat.
 
   Jye - What's the real deal with what will happen to AJ? If AJ wasn't the grandson of a Mafia boss would he get whacked because of what his pops did?
 
   JB - No. AJ has nothing to do what his father did. As far as the mob is concerned, he’s a civilian. Plus, he’s Anthony Graziano’s grandson. Nobody will touch him.
 
   Kim - Junior needs to stay in jail for 50 years. He has ruined his son’s life!!!!!!!!!! 
 
   How in hell can you turn on the man who was your father-in-law for so many years. Renee needs to go on and forget that AJ’s father is alive.
 
    
 
   Jennifer Graziano  Says She Should Have Known Hector “Junior” Pagan Was a Rat
 
   May 11, 2012
 
    
 
   Jennifer Graziano, the creator of the VH1 television show Mob Wives had her “Duh” moment in her recent interview with the New York Post.  Jennifer G. told the Post she should have known her ex-brother-in-law Hector “Junior” Pagan was a rat, when he seemed overly interested in appearing on her show.
 
   Before the second season of Mob Wives, when Jennifer G. asked Pagan if he really wanted to be on the show, he eagerly said yes.
 
   “It’ll ruin you on the street,” Jennifer G. told Pagan.
 
   “No,” Pagan replied. “I don’t care about that anymore. I want to be in it.” (the FBI wanted Pagan to be in it too; wired for sound, of course.)
 
   “I should have known then that something was wrong,” Jennifer told the Post.
 
   No spit, Sherlock. 
 
   A street guy like Pagan, with a record as long as a giraffe’s neck, insists on being on a national TV show, and nobody smelled a rat? The FBI must have thrown a huge party when they discovered Pagan would not only be on the show, but would be an integral part of the show, with his continuing soap opera concerning his ex-wife, Renee Graziano, Jennifer’s sister.
 
   Will they get back together? 
 
   Will they not get back together? 
 
   Who the flip cares??
 
   To make the situation all the more disgusting, after Jennifer and Renee’s father, Anthony Graziano, was arrested based on tapes Pagan secretly made for the FBI while talking to Graziano about committing the crime of usury, the Graziano sisters never entertained the thought of cancelling the show.
 
   Jennifer G. said after her father was arrested, “VH1 called me right away and asked me if I wanted to shut it down — meaning stop filming. I told them, ‘No, keep going.’ I would never shut down.”
 
   Jennifer G. also said her sister, Renee, was also “full speed ahead” as far as continuing the show.
 
   Of course, we all know that “money makes the blind man see.” But there isn’t enough money in the entire world for me, and all the folks I know, to allow millions of  people an inside look at our family’s miseries.
 
   The Graziano sisters should be ashamed of themselves. But I don’t think they have the word “shame” in their vocabulary; unless they are talking about other people. In fact, that’s all the show Mob Wives is about; cartoonish women yakking about other people, and not in a very nice way.
 
   The bad news is that there will be a Season Three of Mob Wives. The good news is that nobody has to watch it.
 
   Except maybe, of course, the FBI.
 
    
 
   Responses to: “Jennifer Graziano Says She Should Have Known Hector “Junior” Pagan Was a Rat”
 
    
 
   Joh - We need positive images of Italians in the media.
 
   And - I love that show. Sorry... keep going girls!!!
 
   Ela - I must say I love the drama. However, as they say "the sins of the father.”
 
   Jen - I totally agree.
 
   And - I am just hoping that all of Drita's anger management sessions help me. I am also very blessed to have a wonderful extended Italian family; they always show me nothing but love.
 
   Ric – Finally, tonight is the season finale. But now there is a new Mob Wives Chicago on the horizon!
 
   Ela - FYI - If the anger management doesn't work, may I suggest one capsule of St. John's Wort per day? Works for me!
 
   Jos - High Maintenance!!! Wouldn't you say!!!
 
   Jus - Yep, I hate that show.
 
   Zig – Damn, she (Renee G.) is beautiful.
 
   Ela - They are all kinds of rough looking; hard as nails. And as far as their speech, f****** fuhgeddaboudit!
 
   The sad part is, if you take these women out of that environment, it would probably be a 180-degree difference. They are robbing themselves of the opportunity to be "real" individuals for a lot of glitz (and pain). I can see how they hide behind the speech to fit in. 
 
   Now, I like Big Ang - and to me she personifies someone who has lived a life in the lifestyle. Enough said.
 
   Mic - If Mob Wives goes to Season Three please get rid of Karen. Agh!!! She makes me sick; always acting like a hard-ass. She’s all mouth like her daddy!!!
 
   Sar - It's better than Jersey Shore, at least. Then again, that's just my opinion. 
 
   Seriously, it's just entertainment in this day and age. It's not deep; it's women who are trying to make money by putting their lives out there for the rest of the world to see, same as so many others. If they choose to portray themselves as this or that, that's them. 
 
   Personally, the only one I genuinely like is Drita D'avanzo. She just seems like one of those girls that would've been hanging out with one of my older cousins back in the ‘90s and she would've been chilling with them and me, all of us. 
 
   Karen Gravano, however fake it is, just brings petty drama with her. She is very childish and ignorant whether it's staged or not, but that's the driving force behind the show itself. 
 
   Love it or hate it, the Real Housewives franchise is a whole lot worse. Trust me.
 
   JB – Thanks, Sar. I just marked down Real Housewives as another TV program not to watch.
 
    
 
   Renee Graziano – The Height of Arrogance
 
   May 12, 2012
 
    
 
   If anyone had any reservations that Renee Graziano is not appearing on VH1’s Mob Wives just for the cash, the remarks she made to the Hollywood Reporter should remove all doubts.
 
   In an interview given to the Hollywood Reporter, Renee said, “Actually this might sound a little cocky, but I’m glad it’s playing out in national headlines because people know this is real. You get a lot of remarks that this is staged. Listen, if I could get the government or anybody behind the scenes to get them to pinch 127 people, and get my ex-husband into a snitch, we would be gazillionaires and everyone would want us!”
 
   Glad this has played out in national headlines?? 
 
   She must be kidding.
 
   Who in their right mind would want their dirty laundry aired out in public? Your ex-husband, Hector “Junior” Pagan, also a co-star on Mob Wives, becomes a rat, and then he gets wired up by the Feds to entrap your father, Anthony Graziano, and several other alleged mob figures, into saying things that will put them all in prison. 
 
   And Renee is glad all this has happened, just so the show can get higher ratings??
 
   It’s interesting what Renee said when the Hollywood Reporter asked her if she was going to court when her father appears before the judge.
 
   “No, I’m not going down to court,” Renee said. “Every time I’ve been to court there’s been too much attention. I don’t think it’d be good for the other families. My father is fine with me and who I am, but the other families - it’s not necessary.”
 
   If it were my father, just to get a glimpse of him in court, I’d run a 100-yard gauntlet on coals of fire. But Renee is afraid she will have to meet the angry glares of the family members of the men who were also arrested because of her ex-husband Pagan’s treachery. So, Renee   shamelessly avoids going to court to support her father, because she might get angry stares, or an angry word or two; and not another dime for her appearance.
 
   What a creep.
 
   I guarantee you - if the television cameras were allowed in court, Renee would be there with bells on, just to film a neat segment of Mob Wives, complete with uncontrollable crying by Renee, of course. We’ve seen already, Renee’s real good at hysterical wailing. In fact, that’s probably her most favorable trait.
 
   Then, already pitching Season Three of Mob Wives, Renee said to the Hollywood Reporter, “If everyone thinks this is all I have they are sadly mistaken. That came - that blindsided all of us. No one was expecting that, but this will not affect my story line and I have a lot more than Junior in my life.”
 
   Quite frankly lady, who the flip cares about you and your miserable life, or the lives of the other contemptible creatures on your show? 
 
   What kind of intelligent person could care for one second what these highly unlikable women do from one minute to the next, or from one season to the next? 
 
   Mob Wives is a horribly disgusting TV program, highlighting shameless women; women who let the world know their intimate thoughts and difficulties for a few measly bucks.
 
   As for me, I’d rather watch reruns of Leave it to Beaver. 
 
    
 
   Responses to:  “Renee Graziano – The Height of Arrogance”
 
    
 
   And - LOL...TRUE.... I LOVE BIG ANG THE MOST. SHE IS VERY CALM AND COOL. THANKS, I NEEDED A LAUGH....
 
   Ger – RENEE, I LOVE YOU!!!!!!! DITTO BIG ANG IS A TRIP.....SHE ACTS LIKE A PETITE LITTLE WOMAN.
 
   JB - Ger, you need glasses. Big Ang looks like the Incredible Hulk in drag.
 
   And - SHE (BIG ANG) IS GETTING HER OWN SHOW...WHOOP - WHOOP!!
 
   And - OH JB, YOU’RE ROUGH...
 
   JB - I thought I was paying Big Ang a compliment by saying she looks like the Incredible Hulk in drag.
 
   I could have said “Mike Tyson in drag.”
 
   And - SADLY OR NOT SHE LOOKS BETTER THAN I DO!
 
   JB - And, I don't believe that for a second. Renee's mouth wide open, like it always is, looks like the entrance to the Lincoln Tunnel. Or is it the Holland Tunnel?
 
   Mat - I concur with your article.
 
   Ern - I did not see it (the show Mob Wives). I refuse to watch stupidity and you just described the portrait of that fact. It’s pure stupidity on the part of the writers.
 
   And - LOL...TRUE.... I LOVE BIG ANG THE MOST. SHE IS VERY CALM AND COOL .THANKS, I NEEDED A LAUGH!
 
   Joh -You can drive a New York Post truck through her (Renee’s) mouth...
 
   And - Nice!
 
   Ela - In Italy, they have bimbo stereotypes in the media, too - in real life, I think most women in Italy are very, very far from the bimbo type. Some of the most naturally beautiful women in the world - gaudier types in Rome - sleeker types in Milan – all-out sexy in Naples. Viva Italia!
 
   Joe - I think someone did drive a New York Post truck through her (Renee’s) mouth. Two at a time. Sideways.
 
   Ern - I watched that program for about three seconds and I knew that it was a disgrace to the honor and integrity of any and all Italian women. I have never in my life met an Italian woman who spoke that way - at any time. The writer must not have even known Italians for what they are - loving people. Even the Mafioso had more respect for each other than these people have on that show. The writers should be shot. That could be a great show if they only showed some honesty and truthfulness.
 
   Ela - Many, many years ago I went to school with the daughter of a "boss.” She was nothing like the stereotypes perpetrated by Mob Wives - a really sweet girl.
 
   Ter - These are the Italian-American ones. They don't know the first thing about being a true Italian American they bring SHAME......LOOK AT THEM..!!!!! The only thing they do is bring disgrace to good Italian-American people.
 
   Ern - Ter, your statement that "These are the Italian -American ones" is totally wrong. The characters (not the women themselves in this and other shows) would have been mothers and grandmothers in the old days. 
 
   Being born and raised in Brooklyn in the 40's, 50's and 60's, I'll tell you, if any of my sisters or cousins spoke anything like that in front of their mothers or my mother or grandmother, I can guarantee you, they would never do it again. 
 
   This is not the producer’s fault.  He probably doesn't know any better. It is the fault of the writers who should know better. Then on top of that you place the ignorance of the producer and you have a terribly insulting show.
 
   Car - I love when Renee was screaming, “They can't take my Fathaa!”
 
   Lis - Everyone can say what they want. I agree with some of it, but how do they keep coming back? I grew up on Thompson St.  - Sullivan St. We had a lot of wise guys. You just don't do that, but today it's very fashionable to put your business on the street!
 
    
 
   Hector “Junior” Pagan’s Appearance on the Witness Stand is Delayed
 
   May 13, 2012
 
    
 
   Some guys have all the luck.
 
   Hector “Junior” Pagan, the most famous rat/canary since Sammy “The Bull” Gravano, is catching a break because, according to the New York Post, Nicholas “Nicky Mouth” Santora got hit with a slew of new charges, “courtesy of an FBI informant who taped more than 70 conversations with the Bonanno underboss.”
 
   Because of this new information provided by an un-named wired canary, Federal prosecutor Jack Dennehy has asked Judge Carol Amon to postpone Santora’s trial to give his defense attorney more time to prepare. Judge Amon has complied with the prosecutor’s request. 
 
   This means that Pagan, the stool-pigeon ex-husband of the “Mob Wives” star Renee Graziano, won’t be taking the witness stand this week to testify against Santora, as scheduled. In fact, it could be months before the courts are graced with Pagan’s presence - if at all. Pagan’s only way out of testifying is if Santora takes a plea deal, which, considering the magnitude of the charges against him, seems highly unlikely.
 
   It is not clear from the New York Post article if Pagan is the new informant concerning Santora. But it’s doubtful, since, if you watched the VH1 TV show Mob Wives and have seen Pagan struggle with the English language, you know it would be extremely difficult for Pagan to hold 70 conversations with anybody, even a Cigar Store Indian.
 
   Pagan’s diction is more than terrible. “Mumbles” in the Dick Tracy comics speaks more lucidly.
 
   But hey, that’s the government’s problem, not mine.
 
    
 
   Responses to: “Hector ‘Junior’ Pagan’s Appearance on the Witness Stand is Delayed.”
 
    
 
   Jos - "Rat pig !"
 
   Ela - “Hope he enjoys flipping burgers in Tacoma!"
 
   Ber - "RATTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT"
 
   Peg - Ugly, vulgar, and disgusting in every sense of the word. I know many Italian women; none of them speak like the women in Mob Wives. Disgraceful. 
 
   Fie - Cracked me up mentioning how he speaks. I constantly correct them all on Twitter; Renee is the biggest one to slaughter the English language. But then she tweets the most, too. So thankfully, I wasn't born on Staten Island.
 
   Jus - I f*****g hate snitching. Do the crime - do the time!
 
    
 
   Mob Wives Big Ang to Star in Her Own TV Show
 
   May 29, 2012
 
    
 
   The simple fact is, Big Ang Raiola is the most likable character on the abominable television program Mob Wives. Due to this fact, the bad news is that the producers of Mob Wives - namely Jennifer Graziano, sister of Renee Graziano - have rewarded Big Ang with her own show on VH1. The good news is that Big Ang will be the only character from Mob Wives who will appear on this show.
 
   Thank God for small favors.
 
   Jeff Olde, EVP of original programming and production at VH1, was absolutely giddy when he said in a statement to the Huffington Post, “Ang is the definition of authentic. What you see is what you get, no apologies. She's enjoying life on her own terms -- and having had the pleasure of hanging out with Big Ang, her friends and family at “The Drunken Monkey,” I guarantee viewers are in for a real treat.”
 
   OK, so that we don’t get too confused here; “The Drunken Monkey” is not a sign of animal cruelty, but, in fact, Big Ang’s very own Staten Island bistro.
 
   Jennifer Graziano, who was recently hoodwinked into allowing her former brother-in-law, Hector “Junior” Pagan (ex-husband of Renee), to play a major part on Season Two of Mob Wives, is also producing The Big Ang Show. While on Mob Wives, Pagan was wired for sound by the FBI, and as a result, several alleged big-shot gangsters were arrested, including Pagan’s former father-in-law, Anthony Graziano. So it’s obvious Jennifer G isn’t exactly the cream of the crop of casting directors.
 
   Nevertheless, Jennifer G recently said to the Huffington Post, “I've known Big Ang since I was a kid and can always remember thinking, 'This woman is a star!’ It gives me great pleasure to be in the position to show the world what I have always seen in her. Big Ang was on my mind for 'Mob Wives' from the start -- I believe she was a great addition for Season Two and will be an even bigger force to reckon with on her own show! Watch out America ... it's Big Ang!”
 
   OK, let’s not get carried away here. Big Ang is a big force to be reckoned with because she’s so darn big - in every imaginable way. Her bra cup size is supposed to be a size “Triple J” (I didn’t know they made bras with letters that high), and her lips protrude so far out, you could put a billboard across them in two layers. 
 
   Example: 
 
   Top Lip – “The Monkey Bar.” 
 
   Bottom Lip – “Staten Island’s Best Watering Hole.” 
 
   Then the full address, including the phone number and area code. 
 
   Believe me, it would all fit. No problem.
 
   On a recent show, Big Ang was asked why she had so much work done on her breasts and on her lips. In typical Big Ang-speak she said, “To attract da WICE-GUYS!”
 
   As long as The Big Ang Show keeps it light and merry and doesn’t give us the annoying “Drama Queen” story line of Mafia Wives, maybe this won’t be such a horrible show to watch. Big Ang is bright and breezy, and unlike the other ladies on Mob Wives, she goes through life with a smile and not a sneer on her huge lips. (Remember- Billboard Smile)
 
   The Big Ang Show could be sort of a remake of the megahit “Cheers,” where “The Drunken  Monkey” is a joint where everyone knows your name. However, the fewer names mentioned at “The Drunken Monkey,” the better; since the place might be bugged by the Feds, and loose lips are known to sink ships, and wiseguys too.
 
   Happens all the time.
 
    
 
   Responses to: “Mob Wives Big Ang to Star in Her Own TV Show”
 
    
 
   The - What a SKANK!!
 
   Ern - One Awesome Lady!
 
   JB - Awesome - yes. Lady - I’m not so sure. If Big Ang ever gets someone in a headlock, with her arms, or even with her legs, the ballgame’s over.
 
   Ela - Sold drugs and wore an ankle bracelet? Hmmmmm......
 
   Ric - BIG DEAL! THIS SHOW COULD BE THE WORST! 
 
   Ela - You mean the "worse"... 
 
   Ric - NO WORST! LIKE IN LIVERWORST! LOL!
 
    
 
   Big Ang’s Son Arrested For Selling Drugs
 
   June 7, 2012
 
    
 
   Well, I guess it’s like mother like son. And in this case, that is not a very good thing.
 
   Big Ang Raiola, a star in VH1’s TV program Mob Wives, and soon to be the star of her own show called The Big Ang Show, pleaded guilty in 2003 to drug charges: selling cocaine to undercover officers. As a result, she got three years’ probation and four month’s house arrest. 
 
   Now it’s her son – Anthony (A J) Donofrio - who’s in a pickle; and it’s the same pickle his mother was in.
 
   On Monday June 4, 2012, police barged into Big Ang’s bar “The Drunken Monkey” in Staten Island looking to arrest D'Onofrio for selling cocaine to an undercover agent. Donofrio was not on the premises at the time, but the following day he turned himself into the police.
 
   Donofrio and four other men were indicted on 50 felony counts; including selling drugs to undercover officers and telling these same officers where they could illegally buy the prescription drug oxycodone.
 
   “This was a long-term investigation,” assistant district attorney Timothy Gearon told the New York Post. “Over 700 oxycodone pills were sold and the price of that was close to $14,000.”
 
   Talk about dumb. You’d think the son would learn from his mother’s mistakes, but there seems to be very little brain power lurking around “The Drunken Monkey” these days, or on any day for that matter.
 
   To add to his problems, Donofrio is not a one-timer when it comes to breaking the law. In 2011, D'Onofrio was arrested for beating up a pal with a lead pipe. He also has a DUI on his record. Taking all this into consideration, a Brooklyn judge came down on Donofrio with a lead pipe of his own; making A. J.’s bail a whopping $200,000. 
 
   Donofrio’s attorney Lance Lazzaro thought the bail was a tad excessive, especially for a man who claims he’s innocent.
 
   "He didn't do it," Lazzaro said after Donofrio’s arraignment. "He's denying it. I think we should wait to see what type of proof they've got before we rush to judgment." 
 
   Everyone is innocent until proven guilty. But in cases concerning undercover cops buying drugs, there are usually taped conversations, and maybe even a photo, or moving picture or two to back up the arrest. So I find it hard to believe Donofrio will walk away from this case unscathed.
 
   In a Season Two episode of Mob Wives, Big Ang was shown taking her son to a jewelry store to buy him a few birthday presents. While the camera rolled, Big Ang bought her son a huge white gold crucifix and a whopping rope chain to go with it. She also bought herself a few baubles that would choke the proverbial horse. The amazing thing was the transaction was made entirely in cash, and there had to be thousands, or maybe even ten-thousands of dollars involved.
 
   While I was watching this, I said to myself, “Where does Big Ang get all this cash? And why not pay with a credit card, like any other normal human being would do?”
 
   If the police are to be believed about Donofrio’s alleged cocaine-selling involvements, I guess the answer is self-evident. People don’t usually buy cocaine, or sell cocaine using credit cards - now do they? That is definitely a cash-only business.
 
   Or maybe Big Ang and son won the money betting fast horses at the track.
 
   Anyone who believes that, I have a condo in Iraq to sell them.
 
   PS - You have to wonder if Hector "Junior" Pagan blew the whistle on his former Mob Wives co-star: Big Ang’s son AJ Donofrio. When someone goes over to Team America they are required to tell the Feds everything they know about anyone they know who may have committed crimes. This is all conjecture, but it is interesting that Pagan became a rat, and now someone connected to the show Mob Wives was arrested for committing a crime.
 
   It could all be a coincidence, but…
 
    
 
   Responses to “Big Ang’s son Arrested For Selling Drugs”
 
    
 
   Car - "Big fan of the show; Big Ang is the sweetest one of them all."
 
    
 
   Big Ang’s Son Gets His Bail Reduced
 
   June 11, 2012
 
    
 
   Just two days after Judge Mark Dwyer hit Big Ang Raiola’s son Anthony (AJ) Donofrio with a whopping $200,000 bail after his arrest for selling narcotics, the judge had a change of heart. 
 
   Your honor reduced the bail to a paltry $15,000 ($1,500 in cash required); pocket change for Big Ang, who recently bought jewelry for herself and her son, and paid for it with a cash roll almost as big as Big Ang herself.
 
   It seems that Judge Dwyer had never heard of the show Mob Wives, and didn’t realize the prosecutors had asked for such a high bail because of the notoriety of the show and its participants.
 
   "Oh, that's the case everyone is talking about," Judge Dwyer told the New York Post. "I'm the only person who doesn't know anything about this."
 
   The show Mob Wives is so shamelessly bad, the judge should be thankful for small favors.
 
   As was written previously in this blog, Donofrio and four other men were indicted on 50 felony counts; including the sale of cocaine, and for steering undercover officers to associates who could sell them the prescription drug oxycodone. After the original bail was set, Donofrio’s lawyer Lance Lazarro had a spit fit - claiming the bail was ridiculously high because of Big Ang’s notoriety on Mob Wives, and because Donofrio had also appeared several times on the program. Apparently, in light of present circumstances, the bail requested by prosecutor Timothy Gearon and originally agreed to by the judge, was excessively high, and reserved for the most egregious of criminals.
 
   The strange thing about this whole spectacle is that both times her son appeared before the judge, Big Ang, who pleaded guilty in 2003 to drug charges herself, was conspicuous by her absence. 
 
   Maybe Big Ang was afraid she’d get flashbacks about her own past legal problems if she showed her face anywhere near a courtroom.
 
   Or maybe Big Ang is just pissed at her son for being so stupid as to follow in his mother’s footsteps. 
 
   The latter sounds more likely.
 
    
 
   Responses to “Big Ang’s Son Gets His Bail Reduced”
 
    
 
   And – Sad.
 
   Jen - As an owner of a bar myself, you are in a cash business so you tend to pay for things with cash. If you remember, she told the jeweler she would be back to pay it off. This would probably be after she made more money at the bar.
 
   JB - Jen, what you say is a possibility. But I owned a bar, too, in upstate New York (Middletown). I paid for everything by check, not cash. The State Liquor Authority frowns on liquor license owners  paying with cash, since they feel if you pay cash for stock, or for supplies, you’re under-reporting your income and cheating the government out of taxes, which is a crime too. 
 
   When a bar owner pays cash for almost anything, my devious mind automatically thinks this is money, for whatever reason,  that wasn’t rung up on the cash register.
 
   And with Big Ang’s criminal record, how did she get a New York state liquor license anyway? The license must be under someone else’s name.
 
    
 
   Nicky Santora to Plead Guilty – Hector “Junior” Pagan off the Hook 
 
   July 3, 2012
 
    
 
   Like I said in a previous blog; some guys have all the luck.
 
   According to an article in the New York Post, Nicholas “Nicky Mouth” Santora has finally agreed to a plea deal that will prevent his racketeering case from going to trial. Santora is expected to appear before the judge soon and admit he took part in a “loan-sharking shakedown.”
 
   This means that former Mob Wives star Junior “Hector” Pagan, who recorded more than 70 conversations with Santoro for Team America, will not have to show his ugly face in court.
 
   Pagan, who was once married to Mob Wives’ Renee Graziano, not only taped Santoro, but also several other alleged wiseguys, one of whom was his own former father-in-law, Anthony “TG” Graziano, Renee’s father. Graziano has already agreed to a plea deal that will net him around two years in prison. In addition, all the other defendants in the case have also made deals with the government, which means Pagan will not have to sit eye-to-eye in a courtroom and testify against the men he so cowardly betrayed.
 
   In all likelihood, Pagan will get little or no jail time for several crimes he committed, including allegedly taking part in a robbery that resulted in the death of James Donovan. Soon, Pagan will be enjoying the benefits of the Witness Protection Program, including a new life in a new locale, far away from New York City.
 
   What a deal!
 
   I can see him soon sitting on a beach somewhere, sipping an umbrella drink, with a smirk on his face, knowing he beat the system and beat it good.
 
   The moral of the story is that if you croon a good enough tune for the government – you can get away with almost everything, including murder.
 
   No wonder so many so-called knock-around guys are tuning up their vocal cords. The better aria they warble for the Feds the less time they will have to do in prison – if they have to do any time at all.
 
   What a sick joke on society.
 
    
 
   Responses to: “Nicky Santora to Plead Guilty – Hector ‘Junior’ Pagan Off the Hook”
 
    
 
                 Kat – I hear Junior was REJECTED by WitSec (Witness Protection Program) for what else, lying.
 
                 JB – Kat, I can find no confirmation that Junior was rejected by the Witness Protection Program. But, with his history of violence,  I wouldn’t be surprised if that eventually happened.
 
                 Chr – Hector needs to be shot like they did in the old days.
 
   Deb –Joe, is anyone monitoring the Feds – the FBI?
 
   JB – You would think the Department of Justice headed by Attorney General Eric Holder would be monitoring the actions of the FBI. But these days, considering all that’s going on with Holder and the “Fast and Furious” gunrunning disaster, one can never be sure.
 
    
 
   Aftermath:
 
    
 
   As of the final edit of this book, the Hector “Junior” Pagan saga as a government informant has run its course. All the men whom Pagan taped for the Feds have pleaded guilty, including Pagan’s ex-father-in-law, Anthony Graziano, Nicky Santora, and Vinny (Vinny TV) Badalamenti. By taking their plea deals, these men are all facing approximately two-three years in prison, which these hard men, who are used to these sorts of things, can do standing on their heads.
 
   Pagan, now knowing he won’t have to testify in court, is in the wind somewhere in the Witness Protection Program, and you can bet the ranch he won’t set foot in the New York/New Jersey area again. 
 
   No more Renee Graziano for him (for sure), and if Pagan’s son AJ is smart, if his father ever tries to contact him, AJ should tell his dad to take a long walk off a short pier.
 
   Cheap crooks like Pagan hardly ever change their stripes. Sammy “The Bull” Gravano got a slap on the wrist from the government after he helped them put away mob boss John Gotti for life. This was in spite of the fact Gravano admitted to taking part in 19 murders. The Feds relocated Gravano to Arizona, under the guise of him being a successful construction-business owner, and in no time, Gravano slithered back into a life of crime; selling drugs with his wife, his son, and his daughter Karen. And there are countless other stories like Gravano’s, where crooks in the Witness Protection Program have gone back to being crooks because it’s the only life they know.
 
   The bottom line is this: criminal activities are in men like Pagan’s blood. And it’s naïve for the government to think Pagan will stay on the straight and narrow, after he does what little time the government awards him in prison, if Pagan gets any time at all.
 
   You can be sure that within a month, a year, or maybe a few years after he splits the can, Pagan will get himself arrested for committing a crime – hopefully not a violent crime – which he is wont to commit. Pagan, being the vile and the crooked creature that he is, will wind up back in prison, and when that happens, he better live with his back constantly against the wall.
 
   Rats are hated in prison, more than they are hated on the streets; the reason being – most of the men in prison are there because someone turned state’s evidence against them in order to get a better deal from the government. And these incarcerated men will take out their frustrations on guys like Pagan – men who violated the most sacred covenant of the streets: never tattle on your friends.
 
   When Pagan gets what’s coming to him, and there’s no doubt that day will come, there will be more than a few smiles on the faces of people involved in organized crime, or any type of crime, for that matter.
 
   Rats, canaries, stool pigeons, and informers always get their due.
 
   That is the law of the streets since crime was invented and will remain so until the end of time.
 
    
 
   BREAKING NEWS!!
 
    
 
   Hector “Junior” Pagan Lied to the FBI – His Witness Protection Program in Jeopardy
 
    
 
   This proves there is a God.
 
   Just as this book was going to press, a bombshell went off that blasted the FBI and Hector “Junior” Pagan’s rat-deal to smithereens.
 
   The rules of the FBI-rat-program plea-deal specifically state when you agree to become an informant, you have to tell the Feds your precise involvement with all the other crimes you have committed. Apparently, Pagan violated the rules of his deal when he forgot to tell the Feds he was the shooter in the robbery-gone-awry murder of James Donovan.
 
   Not only did Pagan not tell the Feds he was the actual shooter, but he said that the shooter was his co-conspirator Richard Riccardi, who along with Luigi Grasso and Pagan, cornered Donovan in a Brooklyn body shop and demanded he turn over a reported “tens of thousands of dollars” he  had on him. When Donovan balked at giving up his money, he was shot in the femoral artery and bled to death. The thugs reportedly took Donovan’s money, while Donovan was bleeding, and split it later.
 
   However, security cameras in a Key Food store across the street from the body shop conclusively show that Riccardi never left his car, and that Pagan and Grasso were the men who actually confronted Donovan.
 
   This startling revelation may not only KO Pagan’s deal with the government, but also result in alleged Bonanno Crime boss Vincent “Vinny TV” Badalamenti walking out of court a free man. It seems that, based on Pagan’s treachery, Badalamenti agreed to a plea deal which would have netted him two years in the slammer. Now with Pagan’s truthfulness in doubt, Badalamenti’s plea deal could be nullified, according to his attorney Ronald Fischetti.
 
   Fischetti said in a brief he presented to the court that without Pagan’s testimony “The U.S. Probation Department informed him that prosecutors would not have been able to prove their original charges against Vinny TV even under a much lower standard of proof than the ‘beyond a reasonable doubt’ standard that is needed to convince jurors at trial.”
 
               In Fischetti’s memo to Brooklyn Federal Court Chief Judge Carol Bagley Amon, he wrote, “Indeed, the probation report indicates that ‘the government advised that they are not prepared to prove by a preponderance of the evidence any criminal acts, charged or uncharged, by the defendant (Badalamenti).’”
 
   In other words, without Pagan’s testimony, prosecutors could not establish that Badalamenti was more likely than not to have committed those crimes.
 
   So Badalamenti might soon be out on the streets and Pagan on trial for murder.
 
   Like I said up top, this proves there is a God.
 
    
 
                                           The End
 
    
 
   ****************************
 
   I hope you enjoyed reading this book as much as I enjoyed writing it. If you want to be added to my email list, email me at jbruno999@aol.com.
 
    
 
   I would also appreciate it if you wrote a short review on Amazon.com at: http://www.amazon.com/Mobsters-Gangs-Crooks-Creeps-Volume-ebook/product-reviews/B0058J44QO/ref=dp_top_cm_cr_acr_txt?ie=UTF8&showViewpoints=1
 
   Just click the button which says “Create Your Own Review,” and fire away! 
 
   All reviews, positive and negative, will be greatly appreciated. Sometimes I learn more from the negative reviews than I do from the positive reviews; so don’t be bashful.
 
    
 
   The complete list of Joe Bruno’s Mobster’s books is:
 
   “The Biggest Rat: Whitey Bulger’s Decades of Deceit” (September 2013)
 
   "Mobsters, Gangs, Crooks, and Other Creeps - Volume 1 - New York City" (June 2011)
 
   "Mobsters, Gangs, Crooks, and Other Creeps - Volume 2 - New York City" (December 2011) "Mobsters, Gangs, Crooks, and Other Creeps - Volume 3 - New York City" (March 2012)
 
   "Mobsters, Gangs, Crooks and Other Creeps - Volume 4" (December 2012)
 
   "Mobsters, Gangs, Crooks and Other Creeps -Volume 5 – Girlfriends and Wives" (April 2013)
"Murder and Mayhem in the Big Apple - From the Black Hand to Murder Incorporated" (March 2012) 
 
   "The Wrong Man: Who Ordered the Murder of Gambler Herman Rosenthal & Why" (May 2012) 
 
   "Mob Wives - Fuhgeddaboudit!" (August 2012)


Boxed sets written by Joe Bruno are:
 
   "Joe Bruno's Mobsters - Three Volume Set" (March 2013) 
 
   "Joe Bruno's Mobsters - Five Volume Set" (April 2013)
 
   "Joe Bruno's Mobsters - Six Volume Set" (September 2012) 
 
   "Joe Bruno's Mobsters - Eight Volume Set" (April 2013) 
 
    
 
   Joe Bruno’s fiction books include:
 
   “Snakeheads: Chinese Illegal Immigrant Smugglers - A Screenplay” (June 2013)
 
   “Big Fat Fanny: The Biggest Mafia Killer Ever (June 2010)
 
    
 
   Both fiction books are available in the two-book boxed-set: “Snakeheads: Chinese Illegal Immigrant Smugglers - A Screenplay and Big Fat Fanny: The Biggest Mafia Killer Ever - A Novel” (2013)
 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                                                    *******
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