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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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ELEVATOR, 8THFLOOR, FBI HQ 

Murray, at the elevator, greets April. She is a mess; dried tears and wild hair frame her face. The only words she can get out are, “They’re fuckin’ outta control.” Murray quickly escorts April through the office and back to a small interview room. He motions the weeping woman to have a seat in the small room as he turns on a tape recorder on the table and sits down opposite her. The Carmichael folder is off to his left. He has done this more times than he can count, but every time is different. The only common denominator is that people will talk if they know they have a target on them.

“Okay, April, forget about Sal a second and focus on Ronny,” Murray says softly.

April wipes her eyes and nods.

“Now, Ronny really wants to hurt you – thinks you’re gonna rat him out and I want to know why.”

April shivers with fear, “I don’t know, I don’t know!”

Murray grabs for a folder. “Well, maybe you can tell me something about this?” 

He opens the Carmichael folder and pulls out several gruesome crime scene photos.

April closes her eyes, puts her hands to her face.

“They didn’t have to kill ‘em.”

Murray nods, “Go on.”

Tears stream behind April’s hands clasped to her face.

“All they had to do was beat him up – that kid woulda never came back around. Ronny wanted to get ‘made’. He got off on the violence, even dragged me with him when he picked up Charlie and Crow after that other shooting.”

This is new information to Murray. “What other shooting?”

April continues, “Pat the Cat. Crow and Charlie shot him in a car over on Mifflin.”

Murray shakes his head. “Now let me get this straight. You mean “Pat the Cat” Spadaro? You were in the getaway car with Ronny?”

“Yeah,” April says matter of factly. “They was pissed that Ronny brought me.”

“Hold on a second,” Murray gets up and opens the door of the small room and calls to Fallon. “Hey, Duke, you wanna grab the Spadaro folder off my desk?”

Fallon nods, “You got it.” He gets up, moves to Murray’s desk, where 32 thick folders are stacked. As Murray’s old friend looks through the tabs, some folders slide off the pile.

Finding the Spadaro folder, he brings it to Murray.

“Here you go.”

Frank turns back from Duke, “Look, April, now you gotta talk. And, I’m telling you right now, if you don’t cooperate, you’ll be indicted.”

April is stunned silent.

Murray opens the folder and slides out a gruesome photo of a man bloodied and slumped over a car steering wheel and shows it to April.

“This is the murder you rode away from with the killers. They shot Spadaro from the back seat and blew half his head off.”

April repulsed but defiant, “Well, I didn’t do it!”

“No, but you were in the getaway car. You’re an accessory after-the-fact in Spadaro’s murder. That means jail time.”

April, now nervous, turns away from Murray.

“April, you can’t hide now. As an accessory, you’re just as guilty.”

April turns back to Murray, and he becomes reassuring.

“Now, if you cooperate, tell me everything you know about these murders, maybe I can do something for you.”

“You mean if I talk, can you get me off or something?”

Frank smiles, “It’s called immunity. But, it all depends on how truthful you are. You gotta go before the grand jury and testify.”

April leans back and starts shaking her head no.

“No. No way, they’ll kill me for sure.”

“April, look, you start tryin’ to limit your involvement, wiggling outta things and you’re screwed.”

Despondent, April casts her eyes to the floor.

Frank leans in close, softens his voice, “With your testimony, we can nail these guys, get Scarponi.”

April looks up starts nodding her head slowly. She will help.

“I’ll do everything I can to help you, but you lie to me one fuckin’ time, just once, and you’re done. I’ll put you behind bars till you’re old and gray.”

His words linger in April’s ears. 

U.S. ATTORNEY’S OFFICE, PHILADELPHIA 

Frank exits an elevator on the seventeenth floor of a limestone building and passes the sign “U.S. ATTORNEY, EASTERN DISTRICT”. This is familiar territory for him. Lots of confrontations. He always seemed to be butting heads with attorneys who did all they could to protect their jobs. Some battles he won, but most he lost.

After a perfunctory greeting, Murray sits in silence across from U.S. Attorney, Eastern District, Joel Friedberg, 49, brilliant, balding, polished, reading through April’s statement. Joel’s office walls are lined with bookshelves of case law.

Without looking up, Friedberg starts firing questions.

“Video?”

Murray rolls his eyes, “Nope.”

“Letters, diaries?”

Frank repeats himself, “Nope.”

“Recordings of conversations?”

“Nope.”

Friedberg finally looks up.

“So, you got nothing.”

“Shit, Joel, I got her statement and she’s ready to appear before the grand jury. That’s something.” Frank’s face reddens.

“Frank, it isn’t whether she’s truthful or not, it’s whether she’s believable. I need more.”

Murray gets even hotter.

“Joel, let me get this straight, if I bring you credible liars – then you’ll take the case?”

Friedberg shakes his head, “You know this needs corroboration.”

Frank’s implores, “This is just the tip of the iceberg. We could nail Scarponi.”

Friedberg nods but remains firm.

“Not with April Deluca alone. Only way to get Scarponi is by RICO.”

“RICO? Who the fuck is Rico?”

Calmly Joel explains, “It’s a law which could apply here. You remember, Frank Tieri?”

Murray nods. “Boss of the Genovese family, sure.”

“Back in ‘80, he was the first mobster the government put away under RICO, the Racketeer Influenced and Corrupt Organizations Act. It was designed to treat the Mafia as a single criminal enterprise so multiple members could be prosecuted at the same time. Only problem was there wasn’t enough to indict the entire Genovese family. The government could only prove enough to convict Tieri.

“OK, Joel, so yell me what do we gotta do?”

Joel gets up to think. “Successful RICO prosecution requires proving two predicate criminal acts, extortion, racketeering, murder, take your pick.”

Murray looking up at him, “No problem there.”

“The thing about Tieri was, sure he went to prison and it got a lot of press but another mob boss just took his place, Gotto. Same thing would happen in Philadelphia with Scarponi.” 

Murray, defeated a second, suddenly becomes defiant.

“So you’re saying forget about it? Let ‘em kill each other, kill innocent people, terrorize the city?”

“No, Frank. I’m just saying Tieri’s trial was in New York, where they had all the resources, tons of evidence and still only put away one guy. The mob still continued. Think we’re gonna take down the whole mob in Philly?” 

“I don’t know, Joel you tell me?”

Friedberg waves him off and walks towards his office window but turns.

“The Phillies will win a fuckin’ World Series first! And anyway, it won’t matter after December.”

“December? What do you mean?”

Joel folds his arms, “RICO Act’s got a sunset clause. Expires at the end of the year. Nothing I can do after that.”

Murray shakes his head in frustration, gets up, defeated, another battle lost.

“Frank, you’ve done some good work on Deluca, but her statement alone won’t cut it in a trial. Her ex-husband isn’t high enough in the mob.”

Murray nods for Joel to continue.

“You want to do some real damage, prosecute multiple mob members – we need someone closer to the top – someone who can provide names, dates, corroboration. If I have that before the end of the year, I’d initiate RICO proceedings immediately.”

OC SQUAD ROOM – MEETING ROOM 

Bauer, cradling his morning coffee, stands beside an overhead projector waiting for the din to die down. About twenty agents and fifteen detectives are scattered around the room, some still inhaling their coffee.

Bauer motions for attention. “Alright, alright. Let’s get started.” The men quiet down.

Bauer slaps a photo on the overhead. “Guys, seen this mug before?”

Agents jeer as Murray thinks to himself, Crow.

Bauer continues, “For those who don’t know, this is Nicky the Crow Consiglioni.

We’ve received information he just met with a Vice President of the development firm seeking the contract on the huge Penns Landing waterfront project.” Bauer slaps another photo down, this time of a dapper gentleman early 40’s with graying hair. “Crow was there on behalf of this man, City Councilman, Leland Bellasi. The mob’s trying to shake down the developer for a piece of the action. Councilman Bellasi controls the waterfront district as far as permits and zoning, and Scarponi controls the dockworker’s union. It’s like a match made in greed heaven.”

Murray raises a hand, “How did we get wind of this?”

“Willard Coyne, the waterfront developer, called our office two days ago,” Bauer, responds. “Seems Bellasi brought Consiglioni to a secret high-level meeting last week.”

Murray with a smirk, “Yeah, like he’d fit right in.”

Agents laugh. Bauer turns to Andy Fallon. “Andy’s gonna be our point man on the transaction.” As Frank and the other agents turn to Fallon, Bauer continues. “Gonna pose as one of Coyne’s senior partners – act as the money man.”

LATER FBI HEADQUARTERS, PHILADELPHIA 

Murray exits the FBI building at mid-day with Fallon. They are laughing and walking towards downtown. It’s good to be back with his old friend, Frank thinks. Life is looking up. He just has to find a way to stay on the squad. Murray has made up his mind there is no going back to Fugitives.

“Undercover work, way to go, Duke.”

Andy smiles, “Thanks.”

“Hey, I’ve been dying for a Geno’s steak.” 

“Good call, Frank, I’ll grab my car to head down to Ninth.”

Murray pauses looks at the sunny sky.

“Nah, let’s walk. I need the exercise.” Fallon nods agreement as Frank continues. “I’m gonna speak to Hans, see if I can be in on the bust when we nab Consiglioni. It’ll be a great opportunity to
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