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This South Street Mob series is based on a successful FBI mob investigation in Philadelphia led by Charles “Bud” Warner, (Frank Murray) which drew national media attention and a personal commendation from Attorney General, Janet Reno. It is not a blow-by-blow historical account but a fictionalized series, which uses dramatic license to enhance the drama and suspense. Within the dialog are liberal uses of profanity, which reflect the mafia accurately and the language of the street. In addition, in this section of Philadelphia, the term “youse” is a heavily used pronoun.

If you ever have the honor of meeting Bud Warner, in person whom the Philadelphia papers labeled, “the FBI’s Stand Up Guy”, you’ll instantly recognize that he and Frank Murray are one and the same - a real life, no nonsense crime fighter who put his life on the line every day for the citizens of this nation.

It was a privilege to write this series it was a gritty departure from my mainly historical and military history works but I enjoyed it very much. And I thank you for purchasing this installment. I hope you enjoy it!

—Robert Child
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Chapter 1
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MURRAY’S HOME, RICHBORO 

Police car with Officer Larsen, bored at the wheel, sits a half-block down from Murray’s home.

Murray sits in a darkened living room, a half-empty bottle of vodka on a side table next to him. He drinks slowly from a short glass and stares into the distance, replaying the events of his horrific day. Handguns prominent on a coffee table are spread out before him, just out of his reach. The guns are neatly arranged. Murray’s eyes stare, revealing deep hurt and anger. His focus slowly turns to the coffee table.

In the street a white, late model, Oldsmobile arrives, and pulls up next to Larsen’s police car. After a moment, the Oldsmobile pulls into Murray’s driveway.

Center City Charlie exits and goes to the front door.

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK.

Murray’s head turns to the door.

“Frank? Frank, it’s Charlie. Open up.” Murray, sighs, gets up and moves to the front door. He slowly opens it, revealing his bloodshot eyes. Frank, you look awful. You alright? Frank?” Murray unresponsive turns around and heads back into the home. Charlie slowly follows him. “I heard about the shooting, wanted to come by.” Charlie suddenly sees the gun spread on the coffee table. “What are you doing with all them guns?”

Murray slowly turns back to Charlie and coldly responds, “Deciding which one to blow my brains out with.”

SILENCE.

Charlie winds up and belts Murray in the mouth. Murray doubles over holding his chin.

“What the fuck did you do that for?”

“Cause you needed it. Frank, you need to get the hell outta here.”

Murray rises up and, in his alcohol-induced haze, points at Charlie.

“No, Charlie, you need to get the hell outta here!” Why is it everyone thinks they can take a shot at me?”

“You sorry piece a shit. Gettin’ shot at is no reason to kill yourself.”

“Charlie, you don’t know the fuckin’ day I had. You don’t have a clue!”

Charlie humors him. 

“Okay, try me.”

“Caught my wife screwing some dickhead doctor in our bed. That’s after I fucked up this bust that got me kicked off the task force. Now, if they ever let me back in, it’s a sure transfer out of Philly.” Frank pauses looks into the distance. “I’ll never see my kids.” 

Charlie is stunned silent, studies the floor a moment.

Frank points at the door.

“Now, just turn around, get in your car and leave me the hell alone.” 

“Can’t do that, Frank.”

Murray snaps and in desperation lunges towards his guns on the coffee table knocking over a lamp. Larsen, seeing the commotion in the home, exits his police car. Charlie, heads Murray off kicks over the table. Guns go flying in every direction. Murray crawls across the floor. His head jerks left and right, looking for the closest weapon. All the guns are well beyond his reach.

Charlie’s had enough. “You stubborn Irish cocksucker!”

In a classic police maneuver, Charlie grabs and jams Murray’s arm behind his back and lifts him to his feet. Officer Larsen appears at the door. Charlie turns.

“Larsen, I need your cuffs.”

Larsen is dumbfounded, “What the hell’s going on?”

“Larsen, I said I need you’re fucking cuffs – it’s just temporary. Gotta get him out of here.”

Larsen hands Charlie the cuffs. Charlie expertly cuffs Murray.

Murray struggling, “Charlie, you Pollock sonofabitch!”

Charlie smiles knowing Frank is coming back to his old self.

“Where you taking him?” Larsen asks.

Charlie without missing a beat, “He needs to shoot something.”

“Huh?”

“Just follow my car, officer.”
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TARGET WORLD, INC. CHALFONT, PA 

A nondescript, beige building with a tacky green and red sign has two cars parked in front – a white Oldsmobile and a police car.

BANG, BANG, BANG, BANG, BANG

INDOOR SHOOTING RANGE

Murray, the only shooter, disheveled with protective glasses over his black eye, fires a .44 Magnum at a red and black, six-foot target. His gun kicks a heavy recoil, but Murray keeps firing. Every shot relaxes him a bit more.

Charlie stands in the back, arms folded, satisfied. Now bored again, Larsen sits in a folding chair off to the side, constantly glancing at his watch. All the rounds spent in Murray’s gun, he hands it back to Charlie.

Charlie, smug, says “You wanted to shoot something – now ain’t this better than shooting yourself.”

Murray reveals embarrassment as Charlie hands him a second pistol.

“I spent a lotta nights here after Doris walked out. I’m not saying it solved much but – it helped.”

Murray nods, understands.

“Can’t believe I blew that bust. Charlie, I had that asshole right in my hands and he turns around and clocks me. Never saw it comin’.” 

Charlie, matter of factly, says, “Happens.” 

“Not to me,” Frank counters as he begins to regain his pride.

“What were you nailing the guy for?”

Murray, putting the weapon down, “Multimillion dollar extortion scam. He’s one of Scarponi’s top guys – or at least was. Scarponi can’t be too happy about this.”

Charlie’s mind starts turning.

“So he’s on the run from the Feds and the mob?”

Murray nods, “That’s right.”

“I’d bet your guys would be mighty happy to have him in custody, don’t you think, Frank?”

Murray begins to return to shooting.

Charlie shouts over the gunshots, “Might do wonders for a guy’s career to catch him.”

Murray lowers the gun, turns back to Charlie, who continues.

“Might mean an old job back – maybe even a promotion.”

“What are you sayin’, Charlie?”

“Ah, nothing. But, an hour ago you were thinkin’ about ending it all, Frank. The way I see it, you got nothing to lose and everything to gain if–”

Murray finishes Charlie’s sentence, “–if I catch him.”

Charlie smiles and nods.

“Hell of a good idea you got there, Frank. Must be why you work for the government.”

Murray smiles.

“Ya know, Stanowski, you’re pretty smart for a...”

“A cop?” Charlie cuts in. “Never underestimate PHPD.”

Murray smiles wider.

“Now, you’re not gonna do this alone, Frank.”

Murray waving him off, “No, thanks, Charlie, it’s my mess. I gotta fix it.”

“Well, the way I see it, Frank, you owe me one – big time. Let me help you catch this prick and we’re square.”

Murray nods, knowing there is no arguing with him.

“Anyway, shuffleboard, really ain’t my game and the blue-haired broads – they can wait.” Charlie finishes with a wink.

CHARLIE IANELLI’S APARTMENT 

Ianelli paces, wondering where to go and what to do. His wife, Miriam, enters from the kitchen. She has caked-on makeup and is wearing tight jeans.

“Maybe you should have left with Crow?”

Ianelli just shakes his head at her, “Then I’d be a dead man too.”

STREET OUTSIDE

Phil Leoni, in the front passenger seat of a sedan parked outside Ianelli’s home, twists a silencer on his revolver.

Junior thug Nardella is in the driver’s seat. Liburti is in the back.

“Thought we was just gonna scare him.” Nardella asks.

Leoni smiles, “We are, scare him to death.”

IANELLI’S APARTMENT

Ianelli, pacing turns to his wife, “Maybe you could stay with your sister?”

Ianelli and Miriam turn at the sound of car doors shutting. Ianelli goes to the window, sees Leoni, Nardella and Liburti coming up the walk.

“Get upstairs, Miriam, quick, hide. Now!”

There’s a knock at the door. Ianelli, nervous, opens it.

“Phil, guys. What’s up?”

Leoni keeping his gun behind his back, “Boss was expecting a drop.” 

“Yeah, yeah. I heard something about a deal.” Ianelli answers nervously.

“Oh, so, you’re sayin’ you don’t know nothing about it?”

“No, I mean yeah, I don’t know nothin’.”

Leoni, having had enough, winds up and slams Ianelli across the face with the butt of his hidden revolver.

Ianelli drops to his knees, his face cut and bloodied.

Leoni staring down at Ianelli, says, “Boss said you were supposed to pick up, Crow. Your memory coming back?”

“I told ya, I don’t know nothing!”

Leoni nods for Nardella and Liburti to get Ianelli to his feet.

“You know, Charlie you’re just a piece a shit. Just fucking shit. Where’s your loyalty? Respect?”

“Ah, c’mon, Phil. I was in the mob before you was born. Don’t tell me about respect.”

“Well, you not tellin’ me is like not tellin’ Boss. No difference.”

Leoni takes Charlie by the collar, pushes him into the kitchen.

“Gotta put shit where shit goes, Charlie.”

They near the sink. Leoni points to the drain with his gun.

“Shove his fuckin’ hand in!”

Liburti and Nardella comply and struggle with Ianelli to shove his fingers down the disposal. 

Ianelli’s eyes are wild.

“Phil! Phil, what the fuck?” 

Leoni puts a finger on the disposal switch on the wall.

“Okay, Charlie. Now, where’s Crow?”

Ianelli folds. “He got a fake passport, left the country. He’s going by the name of Esposito.”

“Where did he go on this passport?”

“Dominican Republic, Puerto Plata. I don’t got the address - it’s a guy I knows house.”

“What you mean you don’t got the address?!” Leoni screams.

“Never been there. Just know the guy, I swear to God!”

Leoni relaxes, pats Charlie on the cheek.

“Okay, see, that wasn’t so tough?”

Ianelli starts to relax, Nardella and Liburti still hold his hand in the disposal.

Slowly, Phil asks, “Charlie, you ever wonder why they
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