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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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FIREMAN’S BAR, PHILADELPHIA

Streamers and banners reading, GOOD LUCK CHARLIE, hang from the rafters of a jam-packed brick-walled smoky bar. Lines of steaming aluminum buffet trays serve hordes of local PHPD, PA State Police, known as Grey Gods and off-duty fireman and government agents who continue to flow in the door.

Murray, beer in hand, is settled in with his back to the bar next to a friend from OC. His friend is Agent Andy “Duke” Fallon, 47, balding and Chicago-bred. Fallon is finishing a story about Charlie.

“... and so he made this wise guy on Locust mop up his own piss. Had him get right down on his hands and knees with a handkerchief. Then, Charlie says this is Center City, Charlie’s city – no pissin’ allowed!”

Murray laughs.

SEVENTH AND LOMBARD STREET SOUTH PHILADELPHIA

Several miles away, while his friends at the Fireman’s begin the retirement celebration, Center City Charlie walks his usual beat for the last time. In a routine he’s done a thousand times – he makes his way down a dark Lombard Street, stopping at each door to check if it’s locked.

A block away, in an alley, two dark-haired mob soldiers clutch black ski masks near a parked sedan. A wooden Louisville Slugger rests against the side brick wall of a building.

As Charlie nears the alley, he senses that something isn’t right. His cop’s intuition has never failed him. He stops, hears movement in the dark alley ahead, puts a hand on his weapon and continues forward.

Liburti and Nardella slide their ski masks on and hug the corner of the building.

Charlie draws his gun and begins to come around the corner.

CRACK! Instantly all the air is sucked out of Charlie’s lungs as the wooden bat connects with his rib cage. He crumples in a heap gasping for air. Liburti kicks Charlie’s gun out of his hand. Nardella slams the bat down on Charlie’s back. Charlie collapses face-first into the pavement and blacks out from the pain. A back tire smokes and squeals as the mobster’s sedan lurches forward and slides around the corner of seventh street out of site.

FIREMAN’S BAR, PHILADELPHIA

The now-packed bar is jammed with officers and well wishers. Freebird by Lynyrd Skynyrd blares from speakers near a small stage. Murray checks his watch.

Rising above the music, police radios begin to crackle to life.

A fresh-faced officer turns up the volume on his walkie.

“...officer injured. Repeat, all units in the vicinity respond.”

The young officer looks up and shouts, “OFFICER DOWN!”

The room stops. He bends down to listen to the radio again. His eyes widen as he screams, “AT 7th and LOMBARD!” Bodies pour out of the bar in seconds heading downtown.

SEVENTH AND LOMBARD STREET, SOUTH PHILADELPHIA

A kaleidoscope of flashing blue lights reflect off the row house as curious onlookers press the yellow police tape. Multiple officers dot the street collecting statements from residents. Murray arrives and wades through the crowd. He reaches the EMT van just as Charlie, on a gurney, is being loaded on.

“Charlie! Charlie! What happened?”

Charlie turns at the sound of Frank’s voice and, with effort, responds.

“Couple punks wanted to do some afternoon batting practice.”

The EMT door closes, and the ambulance speeds away with its siren wailing.
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UNIVERSITY OF PENNSYLVANIA HOSPITAL

Busy daytime corridor of a big city hospital. Marlene Murray walks down a hall carrying a clipboard and enters a break room with four round tables and vending machines. Several fellow nurses having coffee acknowledge her.

Marlene goes to pour a coffee from the pot. A man enters behind her in a doctor’s white coat. The nurses at the table look up to see the man then look to Marlene, and they hurriedly get up to leave.

Noticing her coworkers leaving, Marlene sees the doctor, a balding, overly self-assured, Rolex-wearing, Harmon Stansfield, in his early 50s. 

“Well, I see our timing is impeccable,” Stansfied coos, ignoring the other nurses as they shuffle past.

Marlene blushes.

“Harmon,” looking around, “we agreed to be discreet.” 

“I know, but is it really so terrible to see me?”

Marlene shakes her head no.

“I need to see you again. You’re off at six, right? 

Marlene nods.

With an oily smile, Stansfield makes the date, “I’ll be in my office.”

LA CUCINA RESTURANT, SOUTH PHILADELPHIA

A determined Murray barges through a door into a crowded restaurant. A hostess station is just inside to his right.

“Reservations, sir?” the young dark-haired woman calls after him.

Without stopping, he flashes his badge, “FBI.”

Continuing to the back of the restaurant past curious diners, he arrives at a thick dark red velvet curtain separating another room. He throws back the curtain and enters.

In the mafia clubroom, mobsters fill the six private booths. At small bar in the corner, several men stand, including Leoni.

Sal Vestra, from a booth flanked by two bimbos, yells out, “Hey, Dick Tracy, this is a private club.”

The other mobsters freeze when they realize its Murray.

“Fuck you, Vestra, where is he?”

“Who?” Vestra plays cute.

“You know who the fuck I’m talking about.”

Vestra does. “He ain’t here.”

Teetering at the bar, Phil Leoni calls out to Murray. “Fucking FBI, think they can go anywhere they want, do anything they want – come in our private club. Murray, you ain’t so tough. I know I could take you.”

Murray walks slowly over to the bar as Vestra slides out of the booth and into the main restaurant.

At the bar, Murray gets in Phil’s face.

“Ok, Leoni, I always thought you were a cheese dick, let’s see how tough you think you are.”

Leoni slurs, “Yeah, but you gotta gun.”

Murray slowly puts his badge on the bar and removes his gun and places it on the bar as well. He leans in and stares right in Leoni’s eyes, “All right, Phil, no badge, no gun, we’re even. I’ll give you the first punch.”

A short man enters the clubroom.

“And to what do I owe ‘dis fuckin’ pleasure?” Scarponi barks.

Murray turns, gathers his gun and badge. Vestra joins Scarponi at his side, seething.

“I got a busted-up cop who’s my good friend on his way to the emergency room, and if it turns out one of you shitheads did it, I’m coming back.”

Scarponi laughs. “To do what, kick all our asses? Murray, ain’t gonna make no damn bit of fuckin’ difference. Can’t do nothing to us. Jeeze, I know you was a stupid Mick, but even you should know that by now.”

Murray glares as Scarponi continues.

“Mafia’s been around forever in Philly, it’s family. Ain’t going nowhere no matter how many guys you bring. Not you, the cops, nobody’s gonna stop us. Not ever. Hear that? Not ever.”

“That’s big talk from a fucking midget.”

The room stills. Scarponi’s left eye begins to twitch, he erupts pointing at Murray.

“You can’t fuckin’ talk to me like that!

Murray grins, “I just did, Nick.”

MAFIA CLUBHOUSE, CAMAC AND MOORE STREET, PHILADELPHIA

Scarponi, surrounded by Vestra, Leoni and other angry mob soldiers, has a phone pinned to his ear – waiting. 

On the other end, in a smoky Brooklyn mafia social club, men play pool. Other men watch boxing on a TV in the corner. A short, barrel-chested, dark-haired mob soldier crosses the social club with a phone, and hands it to the dapper Don of the New York mob, Teflon Don John Gotto.

Gotto reaches for the phone, “Thanks, Bull. Yeah?”

“It’s me,” Scarponi replies on the other end.

“Yo, Nicky, how you been?

“Not good, I got a big problem down here
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