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	Willy:
	Well, I got on the road, and I went north to Providence. Met the Mayor.


	Biff:
	The Mayor of Providence!


	Willy:
	He was sitting in the hotel lobby.


	Biff:
	What’d he say?


	Willy:
	He said, “Morning!” And I said, “You got a fine city here, Mayor.” And then he had coffee with me.




ARTHUR MILLER, Death of a Salesman




The Prince of Providence




PROLOGUE

A Knock on the Door

Providence is an old city, built on seven hills like ancient Rome, and situated at the head of Narragansett Bay in Rhode Island.

When Dennis Aiken, a young FBI agent, learned that he was being transferred there in 1978, he cringed. Aiken was from Clarksdale, Mississippi, birthplace of Muddy Waters and home of the blues. He thought he was being sent to Long Island, and this southern boy wanted no part of New York. His boss pulled out a map of the United States and pointed to Providence, a spot on the map beneath the curved arm and fist of Cape Cod—the armpit of New England.

It was a long way from Houston, Texas, Aiken’s last assignment. Providence was an alien world of old buildings and narrow streets, a crabbed seaport and faded factory town, carved up into balkanized neighborhoods—the old-moneyed Yankees on College Hill, the Italians on Federal Hill, the Irish on Smith Hill.

But for Aiken, Providence was also paradise. In law enforcement parlance, Providence was “a target-rich environment.”

Providence was the capital of the New England Mafia. Providence, Jimmy Breslin once wrote, is “where the best thieves in the world come from.”

Providence was also the capital of Rhode Island, an incestuous city-state where politics had been dominated since colonial times by a rich cast of visionaries and freethinkers, rascals and rogues, patriots and privateers. Founded by Roger Williams in 1636 as a haven for religious freedom after the Puritans banished him from Massachusetts, Providence was, in a sense, America’s first safe house. The colony, whose motto was “Hope,” became a refuge for Jews, Catholics, Baptists, and Quakers, who fled Massachusetts to escape whipping, branding, ear-cropping, tongue-boring, and hanging. But even the tolerant Williams found that individualism could be carried too far, as colonists resisted paying taxes and bowing to any government authority. The colony’s wide-open mores opened the door to land speculators and sharp merchants. The Puritans called it “Rogue’s Isle.” Cotton Mather described the colony as “the fag end of creation” and “the sewer of New England.” By the early eighteenth century, its venturesome sea captains were leaders in the notorious Triangle Trade, exchanging rum for African slaves and Caribbean molasses, a key ingredient in rum. “I would plow the ocean into pea-porridge to make money,” said one Rhode Island privateer. When the Revolution dawned, Rhode Island was the first colony to declare independence from Great Britain and the last to join the new union. Later, Moses Brown helped finance America’s first textile mill, based on plans smuggled out of England, and the colony became the birthplace of the industrial revolution. Rhode Island grew rich, restrictive, and Republican. Robber barons built mighty companies like Fruit of the Loom, exploiting tens of thousands of immigrants from Ireland, Italy, and other countries. At the dawn of the twentieth century, Providence was a national economic power—and a hotbed of political corruption.

“The political condition of Rhode Island is notorious, acknowledged and it is shameful,” muckraker Lincoln Steffens wrote in 1904. “Rhode Island is a state for sale, and cheap.”

Aiken learned that lesson firsthand when he put together a case against the speaker of the Rhode Island House, for taking bribes from a furniture salesman. Armed with a search warrant, the FBI agent went into the speaker’s home and cut a swatch of carpet from under his bed that matched the new carpet in the speaker’s office at the State House. The case ended in two hung juries, which taught Aiken that Providence wasn’t easy.

While he was in Providence, Aiken also got to know its colorful mayor, Vincent A. “Buddy” Cianci, Jr.

In his second term, Cianci was a spellbinding speaker and ubiquitous politician who, in a line borrowed from Andy Warhol, joked that he would attend the opening of an envelope. He was a Republican who had beaten the Democratic machine, the anticorruption candidate who had come out of nowhere in 1974 to be elected Providence’s first Italian-American mayor in a city ruled by Irish bosses.

Cianci’s résumé—grandson of immigrants, son of a doctor, former mob prosecutor—and his dynamic leadership of a dying urban center convinced many that he had a bright national future. He had been friendly with President Gerald Ford and had spoken at the 1976 Republican National Convention. The mayor had his eye on the United States Senate, and from there, perhaps, a spot on the Republican ticket as a vice-presidential candidate. As audacious as it seemed, some said that Buddy Cianci had the potential to be the nation’s first Italian-American president. Short of that, there was always Hollywood; a producer once offered Cianci his own sitcom.

Then there was the other Buddy. This was the Buddy Cianci who helped inspire a recurring character played by comedian Jon Lovitz on Saturday Night Live—the Pathological Liar. This was the mayor of insider deals and cash in envelopes, of political hacks and mobsters on the city payroll. This was the ruthless Buddy who took a masochistic glee in crushing his opponents and settling old scores, the dark Buddy who had been accused in law school of raping a woman at gunpoint.

“He’s a survivor in a wicked world,” said Frederick Lippitt, who ran against him twice. “If he’s out to get you, your head’s going to be in your lap before you know it’s been cut off.”

The second Buddy soon came under Dennis Aiken’s microscope. Acting on tips about payoffs for city contracts, Aiken began constructing a profile of the mayor, gathering background information that could be used later in a full-scale investigation. Trailed by aides, Cianci would approach Aiken in the marble corridors of City Hall and ask the FBI agent what he was doing. Aiken would answer that he was conducting surveillance. Cianci would sort of chuckle, make a wisecrack, and walk quickly away.

In 1981 Aiken left Providence. He was promoted to run the FBI’s office in West Palm Beach, Florida. He rose through the ranks, to chief of the Bureau’s Public Corruption Unit. He wrote the book on corruption, The FBI Field Guide to Public Corruption. Along the way, Aiken married a woman from Rhode Island. In 1994 FBI director Louis Freeh announced an initiative to put several hundred senior agents back in the field. Aiken, bored with his desk job in Washington, jumped at the chance.

This time, he asked to be sent back to Providence.

In his absence, the city that The Wall Street Journal in 1983 had called “a smudge beside the fast lane to Cape Cod” had undergone a remarkable transformation. The grimy railroad yards and parking lots that had bisected downtown were gone. Rivers that had been smothered in ribbons of concrete had been uncovered and moved. Authentic Venetian gondolas glided along the water, past impressive stone and brick buildings that spoke to Providence’s storied past as a maritime power and a factory town. At night, thousands congregated to behold WaterFire, a series of meditative bonfires on iron pyres in the rivers, accompanied by music ranging from New Age to opera. With its nationally acclaimed restaurants and devotion to the arts, Providence had become a mecca for tourists and a trendy place to live, a poster child for the rebirth of the American city.

Presiding over this renaissance was a reincarnated Buddy Cianci.

Driven from office in 1984 after his conviction for felony assault—an ugly episode involving his ex-wife’s suspected lover, a lit cigarette, and a fireplace log—Cianci had staged a stunning comeback in 1990. Although twenty-two people had been convicted for corruption in his first administration, Cianci convinced the voters to give him a second chance.

By the time Dennis Aiken returned to Providence in 1994, it appeared that Cianci had made the most of his comeback. He was the longest-serving active mayor in America among cities with more than 100,000 people. He was hailed as an urban messiah. An acclaimed PBS documentary, Vote for Me, called him “the King of Retail.” He had his own marinara sauce. He traded barbs on national radio with Don Imus. He mingled with Hollywood stars. He landed a cameo—as himself—on the hit NBC television series Providence.

The real Providence was a much more interesting place, and Buddy was the undisputed star. He was squired about his city in a shiny black limousine with a surveillance camera on the back and a riot gun and a spare case of marinara sauce in the trunk. His driver, a husky policeman in high black boots, towered above the squat, forceful mayor. Cianci wore tailored suits and a marvelously coifed toupee and moved in a perpetual haze of cologne and cigarette smoke. At night, as he made the rounds, he carried a “to-go cup” of liquor; he favored vodka when he was campaigning because the voters couldn’t smell it on his breath. He joked that every time he smoked, he helped schoolchildren, who benefited from the cigarette tax. This was vintage Buddy, repackaging vice as virtue.

He was equal parts visionary, cheerleader, rogue, and lounge singer. A city was like a woman you made love to, he said. Or, in Providence’s case, many women. Cianci embraced them all—the Italian ward bosses in Silver Lake, the Ivy Leaguers on the East Side, the black-clad artists at RISD, the gays in the downtown leather bars, the newer Asian and Hispanic immigrants, the old ladies in the senior high-rises. And they all loved Buddy—they all tolerated and even reveled in his flaws—because he was funny and put Providence back on the map and made them feel good about themselves. He was a larger-than-life political character unique to Rhode Island and yet reflective of America, which had evolved more along the lines of Roger Williams’s freewheeling Providence than puritanical Plymouth. If the Puritans shunned Providence, it was because there was more of Providence in them than they dared admit. Providence, wrote Brown University historian William McLoughlin, was the heart of a city-state that “epitomizes all the ambiguities of the American dream.” And Cianci, who boasted that he could ride around his city blindfolded and recognize each neighborhood by its sounds and smells, embodied Providence.

Cianci was at the peak of his popularity in the spring of 1999, when Dennis Aiken decided it was time to pay him a call. Having been reelected the previous November to a sixth term, Cianci would soon become the longest-sitting mayor in Providence history. The occasion was to be marked by big festivities, including a gala exhibit of artisans and art from the Uffizi Gallery in Florence, Italy—Providence’s new sister city.

Aiken had returned to Providence wanting to believe that Cianci had learned his lesson, that the Renaissance was real. But Providence was a city of ghosts. Once he started digging beneath the surface, it didn’t take Aiken long to find what he was looking for.

The FBI agent liked to warn reluctant witnesses, “You’d better be knocking on my door before I’m knocking on yours.” On the morning of April 28, 1999, Aiken and another agent drove down Benefit Street, known as the Mile of History for its wealth of well-preserved colonial homes and mansions. Dappled sunshine filtered through the trees. They passed the soaring white spire of the First Baptist Church, the restored brick mansion that housed the University Club, the Rhode Island School of Design, the templelike Providence Athenaeum, and the colonnaded Providence County Courthouse, where socialite Claus von Bulow had been acquitted of trying to murder his wealthy wife.

At the imposing John Brown House, built in 1786 by the Revolutionary War patriot, slave trader, and early benefactor of Brown University, Aiken turned onto Power Street. The street dove steeply down College Hill toward the old waterfront. Aiken turned into the first driveway, drove through a black iron gate and up a curving brick drive. He parked in front of a massive brick carriage house topped with a cupola and a patina-green steeple, got out of the car, and rang the doorbell. This was Buddy Cianci’s house.

It was shortly before 9 A.M., early for the nocturnal mayor. It was an hour when Cianci might still be in bed or lounging in his robe, having a cup of coffee and a cigarette, reading the paper, and working the phones as his city came alive. The mayor liked to stay well informed, and he followed his press coverage closely. He was mentioned in several stories in that morning’s Providence Journal—his attendance at a meeting of the city investment board, a speech at an education luncheon, an appearance with actor James Earl Jones to announce a $2.1 million Bell Atlantic grant for the planned Heritage Harbor Museum. Cianci had been in good spirits, presenting Jones with a jar of his marinara sauce and laughing when Rhode Island’s lieutenant governor joked that the grant was the size of the mayor’s cell-phone bill. Another story reported a no-confidence vote by police officers in Cianci’s police chief, following a series of scandals involving missing evidence, including a kilo of cocaine.

Aiken and the other agent waited on the mayor’s doorstep. Cianci’s gravelly voice came through the intercom. Aiken said that the FBI would like to talk to him.

The door opened. Cianci, who was dressed this morning, stood peering out, surprised to see Dennis Aiken on his doorstep. He invited the two agents inside.

Aiken told Cianci that he was working on an investigation of City Hall and would like to ask the mayor a few questions. Cianci looked at the tape recorder that Aiken held and asked what this was about. He was curious but guarded.

The FBI agent did not tell the mayor that, at that moment, fifty agents were preparing to fan out across Providence, armed with search warrants for City Hall and other places. Aiken did not say that the chairman and vice chairman of the city tax board had just been arrested and handcuffed. He did not mention that the FBI had the mayor’s top aide and campaign treasurer on videotape, taking bribes in his City Hall office with Cianci’s smiling picture on the wall.

Cianci stared at the tape recorder suspiciously, as if wondering whether it was running. Aiken asked if he would like to cooperate. The mayor wanted to know who was involved, and whether he was involved. Aiken made it clear that he was there to ask the questions. He told the mayor that he wanted to tape-record anything Cianci had to say, so that there would be no dispute later.

The mayor replied that he didn’t want to say anything into a tape recorder that could be contradicted later.

With that, Aiken and the other agent said good-bye. They got back into their car and drove down the hill the short distance to City Hall, which would soon be in an uproar as agents seized boxes of records.

Back on Power Street, Cianci holed up in his house late into the afternoon, consulting with his lawyers and advisers.

The mayor could count the FBI agents and state police detectives who had stood in Dennis Aiken’s shoes over the years, hoping to take him down. They had all failed.

This was just one more challenge in a career full of challenges. Cianci had taken Providence too far, through the wilderness of the past quarter of a century, to be turned back now. So intertwined were the fortunes of the mayor and his city that he could have borrowed as his epitaph what was engraved on the tombstone of the horror writer H. P. Lovecraft in Swan Point Cemetery: I AM PROVIDENCE.

Let Aiken and the FBI and the United States Justice Department come after him. Buddy would not be beaten on his turf—not in his Providence.

They had too much history together.




CHAPTER ONE

The Prosecutor, the Priest, and the Mob Boss


Buddy Cianci sat in the wooden pew of the courtroom, doubting a priest.

Courtroom No. 5 in the Providence County Courthouse was crowded on this spring morning in 1972, like Easter mass at St. Bartholomew’s in Silver Lake, where Cianci had gone as a boy. Cianci, a thirty-one-year-old Rhode Island prosecutor, sat shoulder to shoulder with Bobby Stevenson, a beefy Irish detective who had played CYO ball for St. Michael’s in South Providence.

The two men watched as a ruddy, white-haired priest made his way to the front of the room, past a larger-than-normal contingent of armed sheriffs and curious spectators. He walked past a tableful of exhibits—an army carbine, two sawed-off shotguns, pistols, revolvers, and Halloween masks of John F. Kennedy and Richard M. Nixon. The priest paused to embrace the man at the defense table, Mafia boss Raymond L. S. Patriarca.

Then Father Raymond Moriarty took the witness stand, raised his right hand, and swore to tell the truth.

Patriarca, the feared ruler of the New England rackets, the man known in the underworld as “the Mayor of Providence,” was on trial for murder. Moriarty, his childhood friend, who had entered the priesthood around the time that Patriarca was arrested for rolling dice on a Sunday, had come from his parish in Maryland to testify as the Mafia chief’s alibi.

Four years earlier, on the Saturday after Easter, two masked gunmen had burst into a meat market in Silver Lake and gunned down a bookmaker and his bodyguard as they did their weekly grocery shopping. Rudolph Marfeo, the bookie, fell near the front door, a drawn .38 in his hand, his left side blown apart. Anthony Melei, the bodyguard, died next to the ice cream freezer, his face shot away by Double OO buckshot. The shopkeeper and his wife dived behind the deli counter as the killers retreated. Their getaway car roared up a steep hill beside the market, through the streets of Buddy Cianci’s childhood, and sped across Laurel Hill Avenue, a few blocks north of his house. Soon, curious neighborhood boys pressed their face to the plate-glass window to see the bloody corpses as the wail of sirens signaled yet another mob hit in Providence.

The government’s star witness, Boston armored-car robber Red Kelley, had testified that he planned the murders for Patriarca. He described a meeting outside a Providence restaurant two weeks before the murders, on Palm Sunday, when Patriarca snarled, “I want him dead,” meaning Marfeo. The hit had been planned for the day before Easter. But it was postponed after the son of one of the gunmen found a pistol stashed in a toy chest and accidentally shot and killed his playmate on Good Friday afternoon.

Father Moriarty contradicted Red Kelley’s story.

Speaking in a soft, confessional voice, the priest told the jury that he had been with Patriarca that Palm Sunday. He had gone with the mob boss to the Gate of Heaven Cemetery in East Providence, where the two men had prayed over the grave of Patriarca’s wife. Afterward, they had returned to Patriarca’s house on the East Side of Providence, and Father Moriarty had spent the night.

Patriarca wept during Father Moriarty’s testimony and hugged him again when he stepped off the witness stand.

In the back of the courtroom, Cianci turned to Stevenson and shook his head. The priests Cianci had known as a boy at St. Bart’s had listened to his confessions and taught him the Ten Commandments: Thou shalt not steal. Thou shalt not kill. Thou shalt not bear false witness. . . . This priest’s story sounded too good to be true, Cianci said. Stevenson wondered aloud what kind of a priest would be away from his parish on Palm Sunday.

Cianci and Stevenson feared that Father Moriarty had destroyed the state’s case in heavily Catholic Rhode Island, and that Patriarca would soon be free to resume running the rackets. During a recess, Cianci went downstairs to the Rhode Island attorney general’s office and spoke to his bosses about his doubts.

“This doesn’t sound right,” Cianci told them.

Cianci, who had been assisting the lead prosecutor in the trial, offered to check out the priest’s alibi. His superiors agreed. But there wasn’t much time. Closing arguments were scheduled for the next day. Then the case would go to the jury.

LONG BEFORE PROVIDENCE was Buddy Cianci’s town, it belonged to Raymond Loreda Salvatore Patriarca.

Patriarca was the last of the old-time gangsters. He came of age during Prohibition, hijacking shipments of bootleg liquor, and over the next five decades became one of the richest and most powerful mob bosses in America.

From the back room of his Coin-O-Matic vending office on Federal Hill, in the heart of Providence’s Little Italy, Patriarca ran a multimillion-dollar criminal empire built on illegal gambling, loan sharking, truck hijackings, and labor racketeering. An illegal FBI bug ordered by J. Edgar Hoover in the early 1960s picked up the constant squeak of Patriarca’s desk drawer as he dropped in envelopes that the wiseguys brought in tribute. They also gave him cigars, whiskey, a fur coat, a diamond ring, a gallon of spaghetti sauce—anything they could think of to keep those baleful eyes from looking on them with disfavor. One day a shoplifter stopped in to show Patriarca a London Fog raincoat that he had stolen from a downtown department store; Patriarca tried it on, found that it fit perfectly, and told the man, “Now go boost another one for yourself.”

“No matter what went on in New England, Raymond got a piece of the action,” recalled Patriarca underboss Vinny Teresa.

Patriarca bragged that he owned Connecticut, vowed to declare martial law to end an Irish-Italian gang war in Massachusetts, and arbitrated disputes among the Five Families in New York. He owned part of the Dunes Hotel and Casino in Las Vegas, had dealings with Jimmy Hoffa and Meyer Lansky, and was a silent partner in a Massachusetts horse track with Frank Sinatra and Dean Martin. Law enforcement lore had it that Sinatra got the engagement ring he gave Mia Farrow from Patriarca, who procured it from a wiseguy who had stolen it from Damon Runyon’s widow on Cape Cod. Patriarca had once entertained an offer from some wealthy Cuban businessmen to assassinate Fidel Castro, using the same hitman who had gunned down Rudy Marfeo and Anthony Melei. Facing the prospect of prison, Patriarca received an offer of asylum from his casino partner in Haiti, the notorious dictator “Papa Doc” Duvalier. Patriarca turned him down, confident that he could beat the rap.

If someone got out of line, Patriarca would bite down hard on his cigar, his craggy face would turn white, and he’d spit out the command to “put him in the hospital,” or worse. When a Bible manufacturer reported that someone was stealing Bibles from a business that Patriarca had a piece of, the mob boss warned that if he was lying, “he would wind up in the hospital with his legs broken.”

But Patriarca understood that running a successful business required more than muscle and the threat of violence. Corrupting government officials was also necessary. He owned judges, politicians, and cops, whom he paid to protect his illegal gambling operations. “If you have not got the law today,” he told an associate, “you can’t stay in the gaming business.” He advised his men to stay away from politicians, unless absolutely necessary—then “go see them with the money.”

The FBI bug captured Patriarca discussing political endorsements like a ward boss. In 1964 he and an unidentified politician discussed who they were supporting in the mayor’s race. Another time, a man running for lieutenant governor stopped by Coin-O-Matic, seeking Patriarca’s backing, and received a lecture for being so careless as to visit in person. When Patriarca’s son had trouble changing a course at the University of Rhode Island, Patriarca called the governor to straighten things out.

Patriarca’s rise coincided with Providence’s decline.

Born on St. Patrick’s Day 1908 in Worcester, Massachusetts, Patriarca moved to Providence when he was about four years old. His father ran a liquor business on Federal Hill, a neighborhood west of downtown that teemed with Italian immigrants, among them a carpenter from Roccamonfina, Pietro Cianci, Buddy’s grandfather.

The crowded tenements of Patriarca’s childhood were a place of ferment as the rural Italians struggled to adapt to an urban environment dominated by Yankee factory owners and Irish cops. Even the Catholic Church was run by Irish bishops and upper-caste Northern Italian priests, who tried to ban the southerners’ peasant superstitions and boisterous religious feast days. In 1920 a phalanx of Providence police officers held back one hundred Italian women trying to forcibly evict a priest from the Church of the Holy Ghost on Federal Hill. Said one early Italian leader, “We came here with high ideas, and were kicked around like dogs.” Their mistreatment fueled a suspicion of authority carried over from the old country, where the people had a saying: “If you want to be rich, become a thief, a policeman, or a priest.”

In choosing his career path, Patriarca could have followed many of the immigrants into one of Providence’s booming factories. Thanks to immigrant labor, Providence was one of the richest cities in America in the early 1900s. It was the hub of the nation’s most industrialized state, an early-day Silicon Valley of cutting-edge technology. The city boasted its “Five Industrial Wonders of the World”—the largest precision-tool factory (Brown & Sharpe), the largest file factory (Nicholson File), the largest steam-engine factory (Corliss), the largest silverware factory (Gorham), and the largest screw factory (American Screw)—plus the country’s biggest textile manufacturer, Fruit of the Loom. Local factories turned out windlasses for U.S. Navy ships and the U.S. Army cannons that massacred the Sioux at Wounded Knee. Local innovators developed the first fire-sprinkler system for office buildings, a machine that made horseshoes, and a “burglarproof” safe.

Most of that wealth remained locked in the vaults of the wealthy East Siders. Although the immigrants outnumbered them, the Yankee ruling class controlled the government through a corrupt political machine that bought rural Republican votes while denying the vote to landless urban dwellers. The system was run by Boss Brayton, the half-blind Republican party chief and Providence’s federal postmaster, who once secured a thirty-seven-thousand-dollar personal loan with postage stamps. Brayton’s machine produced the most powerful politician in America at the turn of the century, U.S. Senator Nelson Aldrich, a descendant of Roger Williams who began his career as a grocery clerk and started his political career on the Providence City Council. Dubbed “the General Manager of the United States,” Aldrich fought Teddy Roosevelt’s trust-busting efforts, permitted trust lobbyists to set up shop in his Senate office, and married off his daughter to John D. Rockefeller’s son in his opulent waterfront mansion on Narragansett Bay in Warwick—the house that sugar built. Curious about the political system that had produced Aldrich, the muckraker Lincoln Steffens visited Rhode Island for McClure’s magazine in 1904 and found it to be one of the most corrupt in the nation. Vote-buying was rampant; the going rate for a man’s vote was two to five dollars for an ordinary election and fifteen to thirty-five for a hotly contested race. “An honest voter,” said one Brayton lieutenant, “is one who stays bought.” The growing immigrant populace watched and waited.

“What has the immigrant really learned in America?” asked one Italian activist. “Justice here encourages lawlessness and corrupts the sons of honest peasants.”

A. J. Liebling, the New Yorker magazine writer who worked as a reporter for The Providence Journal-Bulletin during Prohibition, recalled a waterfront lined with flophouses, tattoo parlors, and Portuguese ship chandlers’ stores, where smugglers ran scotch right up Narragansett Bay. “The best liquor was to be had of a bootlegger who had a flat in a frame building behind the State House,” wrote Liebling. “He felt a responsibility for the quality of the legislation that got passed under its influence.”

Patriarca dropped out of school after eighth grade. He shined shoes and worked as a bellhop at the new Biltmore Hotel, an opulent Jazz Age hotel that had a rooftop chicken coop to provide guests with fresh eggs for breakfast. Patriarca worked there for two years, opening doors for the powerful businessmen and politicians who would walk across the street from City Hall. Then, in 1925, when he was seventeen, his father died. Later Patriarca would say, “I lost my father, and I guess I drifted a little.”

Prohibition, another curse visited upon the immigrant population by the Yankee temperance movement, provided savvy and ruthless young men like Patriarca a quick path to the riches that America had promised. Patriarca drifted first into rum-running, then double-crossed his associates and hijacked the liquor shipments he had been paid to guard. After Prohibition, Patriarca gambled, robbed payrolls, and trafficked in white slavery, as prostitution was known.

In 1930, while a third of Providence’s workers were losing their jobs to the Great Depression, Patriarca organized an Easter Sunday prison break for two criminal cohorts from the Rhode Island state prison; it failed, after a shoot-out in which two guards died. In 1933, when seventy-seven thousand workers marched through downtown Providence in support of President Roosevelt’s National Recovery Act, the Providence police designated Patriarca a “public enemy,” meaning that he could be picked up on sight after dark. In 1938, Patriarca’s scandalous early parole by the governor of Massachusetts after a burglary conviction led to the impeachment of a state official who had been a contemporary of James Michael Curley.

Patriarca ran with Butsey Morelli’s gang. Back in 1920, Morelli’s gunmen had pulled off the Braintree, Massachusetts, shoe-factory payroll heist that was later pinned on Sacco and Vanzetti, the famous martyrs to anti-Italian prejudice. A guard was killed in the holdup, and Sacco and Vanzetti, two Socialists, were railroaded and executed. As Butsey later confided to another Patriarca associate: “These two suckers took it on the chin for us. That shows you how much justice there really is.”

After World War II, Morelli retired. Patriarca moved swiftly to seize control of the rackets, not only in Rhode Island but throughout New England. One of his first moves was to take over the underworld’s lucrative race wire. When Irish gangster Carleton O’Brien stood in his way, Patriarca’s goons wrecked O’Brien’s betting parlors and then shot O’Brien dead in his driveway. Next, Patriarca strong-armed his way to control of Rhode Island’s vending-machine business. As the proprietor of Coin-O-Matic on Federal Hill, Patriarca claimed that he had gone straight, even as various crime commissions concluded otherwise.

In 1950, when Buddy Cianci was in grammar school, the Kefauver Committee in Washington crowned Patriarca king of the New England rackets. In 1955, when Cianci was a high school freshman, a Boston bank robber arrested by the police said that he owed Patriarca money: “I was told by a member of the Patriarca mob that I had until Thursday to get the money, or else. Patriarca is the mayor of Providence.” And in 1959, when Cianci was a college freshman, Patriarca jousted with Bobby Kennedy at a U.S. Senate rackets committee hearing about his wayward youth.

“Why do a lot of young fellows do a lot of things,” Patriarca asked Kennedy, “when they haven’t a father?”

Patriarca cultivated an image as the Robin Hood of Federal Hill, handing out boxes of candy bars to respectful children at Halloween and quietly financing “Patriarca scholarships” so that poor youths could attend college. His neighbors said that he made the streets safe at night, and that he could quickly recover stolen cars and goods taken in house burglaries. When the hated Providence Journal kept writing about his mob exploits, Patriarca bought an ad in the newspaper quoting Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar: “The evil that men do lives after them. The good is oft interred with their bones.” Yellowed clippings of his early criminal career disappeared from the newspaper’s morgue.

Patriarca’s postwar Providence was a wide-open town that lived up to its colonial reputation as “Rogue’s Isle,” a city of hustlers, gamblers, and ward heelers with a film-noir skyline that curled like a fist around the head of Narragansett Bay. The great ships that had once circled the globe no longer visited the rotting piers that jutted out into the bay like a prizefighter’s broken teeth. As the factories moved south and the families of returning soldiers moved to the suburbs, Patriarca reigned over a world of floating crap games, bookie parlors, and brassy nightclubs. Housewives in Silver Lake put down a dime or a nickel to play the “nigger pool,” a numbers game that originated in Harlem. Judges and lawyers bought their suits from Alfredo “the Blind Pig” Rossi, a major Patriarca fence. Rossi trafficked in stolen merchandise that teams of Patriarca’s boosters stole from fancy department stores around the country, shipping their catch back home like fishermen of old.

People crowded into the Celebrity Club in Randall Square to see Duke Ellington and the Rhode Island Auditorium on North Main Street to watch boxer Rocky Marciano chase the world heavyweight title. Afterward, fight fans adjourned to Manny Almeida’s Ringside Lounge, a downtown bar run by Marciano’s manager, an intimate of Patriarca’s. Marciano knew who held the power in Providence. When someone stole a fur coat from his car, he went to Patriarca, not the police, to try and get it back.

Another boxing fan, Colonel Walter Stone, was an honest cop who tried to fight Patriarca, first as Providence’s police chief and then as superintendent of the Rhode Island State Police. One night he leaped into the ring at the Arcadia Ballroom downtown to break up a melee that had begun when the brother of the losing boxer attacked the winner; flinging bodies aside, Stone quickly restored order. A governor who was in Patriarca’s pocket, John Notte, fired Stone in the early 1960s, but outraged voters threw Notte out the next election and the new governor, John Chafee, reappointed Stone. In the fall of 1963, when the U.S. Senate’s McClellan Committee held the explosive Valachi hearings, in which mob turncoat Joseph Valachi revealed the inner workings of the Mafia, Stone also testified regarding Patriarca, whom Valachi had identified as a member of the Mafia’s national ruling commission.

Patriarca was “a shrewd, scheming individual,” said Stone, “as well versed in the ways of crime today as he was in yesteryear.” He was hard to nail, because he insulated himself and intimidated potential witnesses. Eddie Hannan, an ex-boxer who thought about testifying against a Patriarca hit man he had seen shoot Tiger Balletto in the Bella Napoli Café, was strangled to death with baling wire, his body left in the Federal Hill dump. There was a saying on the Hill: “Better to be judged by twelve than carried by six.”

“Certainly if we had the cooperation of the citizen, we could cope with the situation, but when you don’t have it, certainly you can’t,” Stone testified. “Law enforcement on a state and local level I would say is not in any position to compete with them.”

But by the late 1960s, a growing number of citizens felt that things had gotten out of control. They were tired of reading about gangland slayings and shootings in broad daylight. One afternoon, bullets smashed through the window of Angelo’s restaurant on the Hill, narrowly missing a waitress and sending diners diving to the floor. The streets of Providence, said Stone, had turned into “a jungle.”

The police became jaded by the violence. They found Baby Curcio one winter’s night, slumped behind the wheel of his car in his pajamas in the city’s North End, six bullet holes in his head and neck. A junkie, Baby had made the mistake of burglarizing the house of Patriarca’s brother. It was so cold that his blood wouldn’t run, so the coroner allowed the police to tow the car to headquarters, with Baby’s corpse still behind the wheel. On the way, the two detectives stopped off at the Everready Diner on Admiral Street for a cup of coffee. Thawing out inside, the detectives sent the counter boy to see if the guy in the car wanted anything. The boy came rushing back inside, chalk white, lips shivering, as if he’d just seen a ghost.

In 1966 Rhode Islanders elected Herbert DeSimone, a Republican long shot, as attorney general. He upset a four-term Democrat who had denied the existence of the Mafia in Rhode Island. The Ivy League–educated DeSimone, who had been a football star at Brown University, wanted to be governor. He saw political advantages in going after Patriarca. A gangbuster image would help him overcome anti-Italian prejudice among suburban voters.

One of DeSimone’s campaign volunteers was a recent law-school graduate with his own political ambitions, Buddy Cianci.

RIDING DOWNTOWN WITH his mother for singing lessons behind City Hall, or going with his father to dinner at Federal Hill’s Old Canteen, where Raymond Patriarca had a private room upstairs, Buddy Cianci didn’t imagine himself as mayor of Providence.

He had bigger dreams.

In second grade, little Buddy stood up at the Laurel Hill Avenue Elementary School and announced that he was going to be president of the United States. Whether he said so because of an early interest in politics or a love of the spotlight was anyone’s guess. But one thing was clear—Buddy wanted to be loved, and when he wasn’t, it hurt.

He was the Golden Son, the only boy in an immigrant family that had found success in the New World, and much was expected of him. His father, Dr. Vincent Albert Cianci, was one of thirteen children, the son of an immigrant carpenter and the first in his family to attend college. A proctologist, he had an office in a Victorian house on Pocasset Avenue, in the heart of Silver Lake. The Ciancis lived up the hill, just over the line in Cranston, in a rambling brick house, with a swimming pool, that Buddy’s grandfather had built. His mother, Esther Capobianco, came from a prominent North End family—her father was a businessman active in Democratic ward politics, and her grandfather had been mayor of Benevento, an Italian hill town.

Vincent Albert Cianci, Jr., was born on April 30, 1941. Raised in a household of doting women—mother, sister, grandmother, aunts, and cousins—he was both spoiled and pushed to excel. His father wanted him to be a doctor. His mother signed him up for music lessons. He loved to eat, and battled his weight. Other kids in the neighborhood resented his superior attitude and made fun of the chubby boy whose mother dressed him in Buster Brown suits, bow ties, and white bucks. They tugged at his clothes, stepped on his shoes, shoved him around.

A neighbor, Pasquale DeSocio, whose son played with Buddy, remembered the other boys teasing him. “Once, we were painting our garage and Buddy came over in his Buster Brown suit and got paint all over it,” he said. “Everyone was laughing at him.”

Michael Traficante, who grew up a block away, on Heather Street, made fun of Cianci because he had more than the other kids. They envied his in-ground pool and would jump in, aggravating Cianci. “He could be a snotty little twerp,” said Traficante, who went on to become the mayor of Cranston and remained friendly with him.

Once when he was mayor Cianci showed an aide a family photo album and began reminiscing. He said that his mother wouldn’t let him out of the house much, and recalled a lonely childhood. In the photographs little Buddy was dressed like Little Lord Fauntleroy.

Cianci found refuge as a child performer. His music teacher, Celia Moreau, called him “a good little entertainer.” By the age of seven, he was singing the theme song to Moreau’s Kiddie Revue, a weekly radio show broadcast live on Saturday mornings from the Outlet Department Store downtown. He dressed up as a little old Italian man, with a funny hat and work clothes, tap-dancing and singing silly songs like “Where D’Ya Worka, John?”

“He was my comedy guy,” recalled Moreau. “Whatever I’d tell him to do, he’d do it.”

His mother also put him in church pageants around Silver Lake. One Christmas, he blanked out in the middle of “O Holy Night” but kept singing, making up the words. Buddy’s Aunt Josephine recalled him as precocious, “always up to something.” He could talk his way out of mischief so well, she said, that his grandmother would smile indulgently and say, “That boy’s going to be president someday.”

An old-time Silver Lake resident remembered the Cianci family—Buddy, his parents, and his older sister, Carol—walking into St. Bartholomew’s for Sunday mass. The family always sat in the same pew, up front, but sometimes Buddy would try to detour to a different pew, only to be collared by his father. “His father would walk behind him, bada-boom, bada-bing,” the man recalled, smiling. “Because Buddy was no angel.”

Buddy looked up to his father and struggled to please him. Dr. Cianci, who had worked his way through medical school sorting freight for the railroad and driving a cement truck, could be hard on his son. He thought the boy was spoiled and lacked discipline.

Dr. Cianci fooled around with other women, which pained his wife. That Buddy was aware of his father’s affairs was evident years later, when he told one friend about his father’s reputation as a ladies’ man, and joked in front of another, at a family dinner, about “Daddy’s girlfriends.”

The adult Buddy didn’t talk much about his father, even to close friends. One day, after he had berated an aide at City Hall, another aide turned to Cianci’s sister, who had stopped by, and expressed surprise at such a childish tantrum by a grown man. According to the aide, his sister explained that Buddy had had a difficult time with their father, who could be busy and distant.

Cianci’s former girlfriend Wendy Materna can recall a conversation with him in the 1990s, when they were breaking up, in which she asked what had gone on between him and his father. Cianci, she said, burst into tears and never went into it. Instead, he spoke sadly about the last time that he had seen his father alive, when he boarded the train in Providence to join the army in 1967.

When Cianci was nine years old, his father enrolled him in fifth grade at the Moses Brown School, an East Side prep school across the street from Brown University. Years later Buddy would still vividly remember driving through the iron gates for the first time and up the curving drive shaded by elm trees. Ahead loomed Middle House, a massive brick building draped in ivy.

“Wow!” he said to his father. “What is this place?”

This was the cradle of Providence’s WASPs, who bred their sons for Harvard and Williams, Yankee banks and white-shoe law firms—a world of bridge and tea dances. Founded as a Quaker school around the time of the American Revolution, the school preached the tolerance of its benefactor, Moses Brown, who had freed his slaves and clashed with his slave-trading brother, John Brown, an early benefactor of Brown University across the street. The school motto at Moses Brown was “For the honor of truth.”

Cianci felt conspicuous at Moses Brown, although he was not the only Italian-American student and there was no overt prejudice. He made friends and developed fond memories of his times there. He also developed the social skills that would enable him to move in different social circles. But there was also a sense of being different, a cultural displacement after growing up across town in Silver Lake. Cianci’s teachers and classmates had trouble pronouncing his name; they called him “Kee-yankee,” or “Chauncey” (it’s “See-ANN-see”). A classmate might make a crack about the Mafia. Cianci invited classmates to his house, but some “never invited me to their houses,” he sadly told an aide years later.

“I didn’t understand a lot of their lifestyle,” he said. “I didn’t understand a lot of their values. . . . We drove in and I saw these monstrous buildings—old and, you know, it was really another world. I mean, across the city was another world.”

Cianci was an average student, “part of the pile,” according to one of his teachers, King O’Dell. Classmate Robert Ellis Smith recalls him as an outsider who tried hard to be one of the gang. He was a joiner—glee club, chess club, school newspaper, wrestling, football, baseball. He got by with grit, determination, and a wisecracking sense of humor.

“Everyone on campus had noticed the Buddha,” his yearbook said.

He owned a convertible and took classmates to the old Narragansett Race Track in Pawtucket to play the ponies. Seabiscuit had raced at the Narragansett, where Raymond Patriarca’s men were known to “past-post” races—get down bets after the race. Cianci loved horses, and rode himself. For his yearbook saying, his classmates chose “The gray mare is the better horse.”

Cianci was too much of an outsider to get very involved in student politics. He did serve on the snack bar committee—“without a whiff of scandal,” a classmate joked. At the snack bar, in the basement of Middle House, glimpses of the future politician could be seen. Buddy would lean across the bar as he dispensed snacks during recess, telling funny stories about teachers, classmates, and characters from Silver Lake. The other students would gather around their pudgy classmate, who resembled the comedian Jackie Gleason doing his popular bartender TV skit.

At Moses Brown, Cianci defined himself through sports. A football lineman, he badgered his coach all year for a chance to carry the ball. Finally, in his last senior practice, he got his chance—and was gang-tackled so hard that he lost two teeth.

But it was as a wrestler that Cianci had his most success. On the wrestling mat—a twenty-four-foot square smelling of old leather and stale sweat—he learned some of the moves that would serve him well in City Hall. Success required a combination of aggressiveness, brute strength, leverage, and cunning.

Cianci was not a natural athlete, but he worked hard, sweating and grunting to avoid being pinned. Hopelessly behind in one match, he won by default when his opponent tripped and sprained an ankle. He was five foot nine and weighed about 185 pounds. His yearbook photos reveal a boy with a stocky torso, long, brawny arms, closely cropped hair, thick black eyebrows, and full lips curled in a smirk.

In the 1958 state semifinals, at Brown University’s Marvel Gym, Cianci wrestled the defending champion, John Volpe. The match quickly became a test of survival for Cianci. Unable to pin his bigger opponent, Cianci kept scrabbling away from him like a crab to avoid being pinned. Frustrated, Volpe smashed Cianci with a forearm while trying to drag him back to the center of the mat. He was penalized a point for unnecessary roughness. At the final whistle, Cianci had escaped being pinned. Each wrestler had scored one point, but the referee, in a controversial decision, raised Cianci’s hand in victory. The vocal partisans of Mount Pleasant, accustomed to winning, fell into a stunned silence.

The Buddha just smiled.

BUDDY CIANCI WAS not destined to become a doctor. He lasted just one semester at his father’s alma mater, St. Louis University, then transferred to Fairfield University, where he switched from pre-med to political science. He went on to earn a master’s in political science at Villanova and a law degree at Marquette University.

As he matured, Cianci grew surer of himself. He became cockier, more charismatic, quicker on his feet. Initially, he envisioned a career in international relations. Drafted by the army after law school, he received a commission as a second lieutenant in the military police. He was assigned to a military government group in Georgia that was headed to Vietnam to work with villagers in creating democratic institutions. But shortly before he was to leave for Vietnam, in 1967, his father died unexpectedly of a heart attack, on the Fourth of July.

Following his father’s death, Cianci was transferred closer to home, to Fort Devens in Massachusetts. There a superior’s loss was Cianci’s gain. One day, a prisoner escaped by putting silver soap wrappers on his shoulders and saluting his way out of the stockade. The commanding officer was reassigned, and Cianci replaced him. He spent a year and a half at Fort Devens, watching over draft dodgers and AWOL soldiers. In 1968, after the assassination of Martin Luther King, Jr., Cianci was provost marshal of a riot squad—the only white man in the brigade, he said—that was going to be sent to Memphis. But the unit was never deployed.

Cianci had met Herb DeSimone in 1966, when between law school and the army he volunteered on his campaign for attorney general. In 1969, after Cianci’s army discharge, DeSimone hired him as an assistant attorney general. The job was part-time and paid seventy-five hundred dollars a year. Cianci also launched a private law practice in his father’s old doctor’s office in Silver Lake.

The young lawyer’s new classroom was the Sixth District Court in Providence, in the Old State House on Benefit Street. It was there, in 1776, that Rhode Island had become the first American colony to renounce its allegiance to King George III. The brick building’s decline in the two hundred years since spoke to the decay that had settled into the cracks and crevices of Providence itself. In seedy halls that had known the step of George Washington, Thomas Jefferson, and John Adams, halls now pocked with broken plaster and cracked linoleum, Cianci waded into a shifting sea of thugs, prostitutes, junkies, bill collectors, winos, ward heelers, and courthouse politicians.

Security in the antiquated courtrooms was poor. One day, a two-bit mobster nicknamed “the Moron” bolted out of court while being arraigned on a gun charge and led the police on a merry chase through the East Side, over to Smith Hill, and through the new State House.

Cianci reveled in the hurly-burly of the courthouse—the camaraderie, the rivalries, the backroom politics. He prowled the courtroom as if it were a wrestling mat, flailing his arms, spinning on the balls of his feet, and perspiring freely, even in the winter. Once, a judge warned him about his habit of grunting at a witness. He had the physical presence and stamina of a bulldog, with heavy jowls, penetrating brown eyes with bags underneath, and prematurely thinning hair that he combed across a broad forehead.

Out of court, Cianci had a rakish, man-about-town swagger. He was a nocturnal creature, eating and drinking, working and playing late into the night. His iron constitution seemed impervious to illness or lack of sleep. But getting him out of bed in the morning could be a challenge. Minutes before court, Cianci would sweep up to the courthouse in a chauffeured black Cadillac with an opera light on the ceiling. His driver, who also fetched his dry cleaning and brought him sandwiches, was a young man whom Cianci had represented in a worker’s compensation case.

Some in the office smiled at Cianci’s flamboyance. “That’s Buddy,” they’d say. But others grumbled that Cianci was overly ambitious, and only for himself. A political junkie, he went to lunch with DeSimone and other Republican leaders to plot strategy. He worked on DeSimone’s unsuccessful campaigns for governor in 1970 and 1972, and would have been appointed to a high-ranking position, possibly chief of staff, had DeSimone won.

DeSimone’s successor as attorney general, Republican Richard Israel, praised Cianci’s abilities and aggressiveness but felt that he had his eye on bigger things and wasn’t a team player. He rarely attended staff meetings and was habitually late for court.

“I’d get calls from judges looking for him, and I’d threaten to fire him,” recalled William Dimitri, the chief of the Criminal Division. “But he was a damn good prosecutor. He’d rush in late, the judge would chew him out, and then he’d dive into the case.”

Stephen Fortunato, a schoolmate from Moses Brown and Silver Lake, saw Cianci’s swashbuckling style up close. Returning home from college in the early 1970s to launch his own law practice, Fortunato paid a visit to Cianci’s office on Pocasset Avenue. Cianci sat in his heavily furnished chamber, all dark wood and leather, wheeling and dealing. At times he seemed to carry on three conversations at once, barking at his secretary, dispensing advice to Fortunato, and talking to clients on the speakerphone about settling this case or closing that real estate deal. He told Fortunato about his driver and boasted about how well his practice was doing.

Later Fortunato faced Cianci in court. Fortunato defended a man being prosecuted by Cianci in the death of his estranged wife. The man had caught her having an affair and strangled her. Then he tried to make it look like an accident that had occurred during a sexual-arousal technique known as “burking,” which involves partial strangulation during oral sex. The killer contended that the death was accidental. But Cianci argued that the marks on the woman’s neck proved that she had been deliberately strangled.

“This woman didn’t die with a penis in her mouth,” Cianci shouted during his closing argument—she had been strangled. The man was convicted.

Cianci had graduated to prosecuting felonies in superior court by then. He was also promoted to the attorney general’s Organized Crime Unit, and began working closely with an up-and-coming state police detective, Vincent J. Vespia. The two had known each other as boys, through dinners with their fathers at the Old Canteen. They became best friends.

Vespia was a kick-ass cop who had grown up on the Hill, playing in the street with some of the wiseguys he now pursued. As a young trooper, Vespia had busted a former playmate with a truckload of stolen furs.

“How can you arrest me?” the man asked. “We played kick the can together.”

Replied Vespia: “You went one way, I went another.”

One night Vespia came crashing through the second-floor window of Willie Marfeo’s crap game on Federal Hill from the bucket of a cherry picker, waving a machine gun at two dozen stunned dice players. An obese man raised his hands, and his pants fell down. Another player, a wiseguy, laughed and said it reminded him of Batman. “This is beautiful,” he said. “I wouldn’t have missed this pinch for the world.”

Willie Marfeo’s crap game was at the root of Raymond Patriarca’s troubles with the law in the late 1960s. When Marfeo refused to pay tribute to Patriarca and brought heat to the Hill with the cherry-picker raid, Patriarca had him killed. When Marfeo’s brother, Rudolph, took over the game and swore revenge, Patriarca had him killed, too.

Vespia and Cianci resented the bad name that the Mafia gave honest Italian-Americans and the folk-hero status that many afforded Raymond Patriarca. Vespia’s father had grown up on the Hill with Patriarca but had chosen an honest path, driving a truck and later working in the city clerk’s office. Vespia could remember walking down Atwells Avenue with his father as a child and stopping to chat with Patriarca, who would pat the boy’s head. Later, when Vespia grew up, he visited his father in the hospital and noticed two plants on opposite sides of the room. One was from Patriarca, his father said, and the other was from Colonel Stone of the state police; Vinny’s dad joked that he had separated the plants before they started fighting.

“Be a good policeman,” Patriarca once told Vinny. “But don’t ever frame anybody.”

It was a source of pride to Vespia and Cianci to lock up mobsters and show the public that not all Italians were gangsters. As an Italian-American, Cianci said, “I wasn’t proud of what these Italian-Americans were accused of doing, what they were doing. I was a very zealous prosecutor.”

One of the more memorable trials that Cianci and Vespia worked on together was the Case of Bobo Marrapese and the Italian Wedding Soup.

Bobo was a squat fireplug of a man with a violent temper and a bright future in the mob. He ran the Acorn Athletic Association, a popular organized-crime haunt on the Hill, and dabbled in burglary, gambling, loan-sharking, and assault. Even a parking ticket could set him off; he once threw two chunks of concrete through an offending policeman’s windshield.

The week before Christmas in 1971, Bobo went on trial for conspiracy to steal a Ford camper. Cianci invited a friend down to the courthouse to watch the show.

His star witness was Bobo’s ex-girlfriend Vivian. In a raucous direct examination, she told Cianci about their tempestuous relationship. After one spat, Vivian hid the keys to all the cars that Bobo had stolen and stashed around Providence. So Bobo beat her up. But the fiery Vivian concocted a spicier revenge. She invited Bobo over for dinner and served him some of her Italian wedding soup. With Vivian’s encouragement, Bobo ate one bowl of soup, then a second.

“Did you like the soup?” she asked Bobo.

He grunted that he did.

“Well, I pissed in it!” Vivian screamed.

Bobo’s lawyer leaped to his feet and objected.

“Did I hear what I thought I heard?” he asked in disbelief. Cianci, who would regale people with the story years later, pantomiming Vivian ladling out the soup and making his voice raspy and nasty like hers, struggled to keep a straight face.

Bobo had his own objection to the polluted soup, Vivian told Cianci, and he beat her up again, this time breaking her arm. Later, to make it up to her, Bobo suggested a change of scenery. With winter approaching, he offered to take Vivian to Florida on a camper safari. Then he sent two of his men to steal a camper from a local car dealership.

The theft went off smoothly, but then Bobo dumped Vivian. Enraged, she called Vespia. The detective found the stolen camper sticking out of a small garage on Smith Hill, next door to the father of a Providence police officer.

Bobo took the stand in his defense, claiming that a local bartender had offered to sell him the camper, but Bobo refused, suspecting it was stolen. Cianci hammered away at his story and got him to admit that the mysterious bartender had died five weeks before the trial.

Two days before Christmas the jury convicted Bobo and his two confederates. Anticipating the immediate revocation of their bail, the three men stood in the courtroom, stripping off their gold chains, pinky rings, and watches and handing the jewelry to their wives and girlfriends as the lawyers argued about bail. Bobo’s lawyer urged the judge to let the men remain free until sentencing, in the spirit of Christmas. Cianci fired back, “Why don’t you just go back into your chambers, Your Honor, and put on your Santa Claus suit?”

“That’s enough, Mr. Cianci,” the judge intoned.

Bobo made bail that day but wound up getting three years in prison. He would be back, to commit more mob mayhem and haunt Cianci’s first go-round as mayor.

After Bobo’s trial, Cianci urged Vespia to join him on a holiday trip to Venezuela. At the Caracas airport, the Customs police started searching Vespia. As the detective stood spread-eagled against the wall, worrying that this was some mob setup and drugs had been planted in his suitcase, Buddy clowned around, taking Vespia’s picture and egging on the searchers. “Check his shoes,” said Cianci. “Check inside his belt—he has a secret compartment.”

They spent a week at a swanky hotel in Caracas. Vespia would get up at seven to jog on the beach, about the time that Cianci would roll into bed. Cianci would rise at two in the afternoon and come down to the pool for breakfast. One night Vespia came back to their room to find himself locked out. Cianci, who had a girl inside, told him to go sleep by the pool, since he’d be up in a few hours anyway.

Another night after dinner Cianci asked their taxi driver if he knew of a good club where they could go and have some fun. The cabbie drove them miles up into the lush hills surrounding Caracas, to an ornate Spanish villa with verandas and wrought-iron windows, lights ablaze and music floating in the tropical air. Couples in dinner jackets and evening gowns drifted about arm in arm, like something out of a movie. Cianci and Vespia went inside, found the lounge, and sat down at the bar. As their eyes adjusted to the dimness, they noticed a bevy of voluptuous women. The ladies started cozying up to the prosecutor and the detective from Rhode Island, rubbing their shoulders, stroking their legs, slipping tongues in their ears.

Vespia turned to Cianci and said, “Buddy, I think this is a whorehouse.”

Cianci slammed his fist on the bar and exclaimed, “Now I know why they made you detective.”

They finished their drinks and left, without partaking. A few days later, they were on a plane to Rhode Island. Back home, the murder trial of Raymond Patriarca awaited.

THE DAY AFTER Father Moriarty testified for Raymond Patriarca, Buddy Cianci called St. Ignatius Church in Oxon Hill, Maryland, where the priest had been in 1968. Recently, he had been transferred to a church in nearby College Park. Cianci spoke to the church secretary, Margaret McNeil, and asked if she knew whether Father Moriarty had been away on April 7, 1968.

McNeil, a genteel churchwoman who had worked at St. Ignatius for fourteen years, was bewildered that a prosecutor in Rhode Island would be asking about Father Moriarty. He had not been her favorite priest; he drank too much and got into loud, violent arguments with people. He was bitter toward the diocese over a dispute involving construction of a new Catholic school. But McNeil wasn’t about to go into that with Cianci. She told him she would have to consult with the new pastor, Monsignor William O’Donnell, who was still dividing his time between St. Ignatius and his former post as editor of the Catholic Standard, in Washington.

Cianci’s request went quickly up the ladder, from O’Donnell to the archbishop of Washington, Cardinal Patrick O’Boyle. The cardinal huddled with his advisers, alarmed at the prospect of one of his priests having testified for a mob boss, and concerned about the diocese’s legal exposure.

Back in Providence, Cianci waited impatiently. It was past lunchtime. Closing arguments were scheduled to begin in less than half an hour, at 2 P.M. At 1:55, the lead prosecutor, Irving Brodsky, went to the judge’s chambers and asked him to delay the closings for fifteen minutes, because the state was expecting certain information from Maryland.

Finally, Cianci was back on the phone, this time in a conference call with O’Donnell in Washington and McNeil at St. Ignatius. With the archbishop’s permission, McNeil had searched through church records but had found nothing to show where Father Moriarty had been on April 7, 1968.

Then she had a thought. Perhaps, if there had been a baptism that day . . . but, no, that was Palm Sunday. Baptisms were normally done on Saturday. Just to be certain, McNeil pulled out the St. Ignatius baptismal register, in which she meticulously recorded the entry of each new life in the church. It was a large, red-and-black book, bound in leather, which she kept in the safe in her office on the first floor of the rectory.

Flipping to 1968, McNeil ran her finger down the list of babies born that year. Beside each name was written the date of the baptism and the priest who had performed it. Her finger came to rest on the name of Stacy Lynn Densford.

“He had to have been here that day,” she told Cianci. “He baptized a baby girl that day.”

Suddenly, there was pandemonium on the phone. Everybody started talking and shouting at once. It was almost two-fifteen. In the attorney general’s office Cianci relayed the news to Brodsky, who rushed downstairs to tell the judge. Patriarca’s lawyers, curious about the delay, were also waiting. Brodsky told them what Cianci had discovered and asked the judge for a continuance so that Cianci could go down to Maryland and investigate further. The judge gave them until ten the next morning.

Meanwhile, Cianci was telling McNeil not to let the baptismal register out of her sight. Then he and others in the office began making a frantic series of phone calls. The U.S. marshals in Washington agreed to dispatch deputies to St. Ignatius to guard the baptismal register. There were calls to get Cianci and Bobby Stevenson, the Providence police detective, on a plane to Maryland. There was only one more flight from Providence to Washington that afternoon, and it was full. Someone found a U.S. Navy jet, which was placed on standby. Finally, the director of the airport intervened and bumped two passengers off the commercial flight to National Airport.

Cianci and Stevenson landed in Washington around 6 P.M. They were met by two sheriff’s deputies from Prince Georges County. Their car sped along the Potomac River, then crossed over into the gently rolling farmland of Maryland.

St. Ignatius Church was a squat brick building on top of a hill in the farming community of Oxon Hill, about twenty miles east of Washington. Two U.S. marshals were already there when Cianci arrived. And it was a good thing. A group of Patriarca associates, including his son, Junior, and his lawyer, had beaten Cianci and Stevenson to Maryland by chartering a Lear jet, only to be turned away at St. Ignatius by the marshals.

As dusk fell over the church, a congregation gathered in the lace-curtained
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