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Prologue

Detroit-Windsor border, 1986

“This is Marvin ‘The Weasel’ Elkind, he's a well-connected guy.”

It was the introduction Marvin wanted: a crook vouching for him as a fellow crook to a third crook a little further up the underworld food chain. From where he had parked his car in downtown Windsor, The Weasel could see the gleaming dark towers of Detroit's Renaissance Center and, if he squinted to the west, the cabled arches of the Ambassador Bridge that spans the river, linking Detroit on the American side to Windsor in Canada. It is the continent's most heavily travelled border point and Marvin knew the seamless link between automotive giants in both cities had long ago been appropriated by gangsters, making the 32-mile length of the river the carotid artery of contraband.

Marvin chomped on the end of a fat Tuero cigar, grown and rolled in Canada using tobacco seeds from Havana, letting him think he was smoking a Cuban without coughing up so many pesos. The cigars became a smoky signature of his presence that constantly floated back and forth from his thin lips to his corpulent, ring-heavy fingers. Marvin was meeting the owners of a chain of strip clubs who also sold drugs. They wanted to expand and that's where Marvin said he could help.

“My Detroit friends want to get into business in Ontario,” Marvin told them, giving the businessmen a hard stare to emphasize the dark nature of his proposal. “They're looking for partners who can handle it.”

The strip club owners had already checked Marvin out, in the haphazard, oral-history sort of way gangsters do, especially in the days before one could Google a name to see if he had been in the newspapers, testifying at a trial, maybe, or otherwise revealed as a snitch. In this cutthroat world, a personal recommendation was the only sure way of getting behind closed doors, which is where Marvin needed to be. Before the meeting, the businessmen had called friends in both countries asking about The Weasel. They spoke to a major boxing promoter in Detroit who knew all the bandits from ringside; he told them Marvin hung around with serious Mafia guys all the time. The club owners also talked with career criminals in Toronto who had known Marvin for decades as a street enforcer, loan collector and mob driver. The owners had themselves seen Marvin hanging around one of their clubs with Ernie Kanakis, a big-time gambler rumoured to have killed three Detroit mobsters coming at him with ice picks.

Marvin was given the nod on all fronts as a known hood and connected guy, and the backroom doors were flung open. They always were.

Marvin brought three Detroit friends to his next meeting. The club owners cleared out their VIP room for them. Shockingly young women gyrated amid a river of booze and food as the talk turned to drugs. The deal was looking good for everyone and as Marvin reluctantly got up to leave, one of his American friends, a firmly built Italian man with a thick moustache, gave the Canadian businessmen his phone number in Detroit.



The mustachioed American looked out across the border from the 26th floor of a skyscraper on Detroit's Michigan Avenue and could just about see—a mile away—the tawdry strip club where he had been with The Weasel. In the daytime, with the bright neon lights dimmed, it looked nowhere near as impressive.

If anyone dialled the number he had given out, the phone that would ring was a few feet away, across his office and locked in the bottom drawer of his desk. Special Agent Rich Mazzari was the only person with a key to that drawer. The phone was a special hotline he used only in undercover operations, secured inside the Detroit field office of the Federal Bureau of Investigation. Mazzari didn't want anyone else answering it, jeopardizing his investigations or putting the lives of his agents or prized informants at risk. Informants like The Weasel.

The truth was, despite the furtive checking on Marvin's background by the strip club owners, despite Marvin's fearsome streetwise stare and calm demeanour, Marvin was part of this emerging drug conspiracy not as a criminal, although he sometimes was one, and not as a mobster, although he had been that, and not as a thuggish enforcer, although he did that kind of work as well, but as a paid police informant. A career fink. In fact, because of his unique life and special abilities, one of the best. He achieved secret success solving a staggering number of crimes in several countries by infiltrating criminal gangs and conspiracies, bringing down drug traffickers and con men, foreign agents and spies, Mafia bosses and pornography kingpins, corrupt union fat cats and crooked businessmen. He helped to thwart Third World coups, multimillion-dollar frauds, union corruption, political blackmail and murders. He worked for the FBI, U.S. Customs and Border Protection, the Internal Revenue Service, Scotland Yard, Mexican federal police, Royal Canadian Mounted Police, Ontario Provincial Police, city forces and more. He had infiltrated crime gangs in Canada, the United States, Mexico, Ecuador, the Netherlands and the Middle East.

In a beautiful hide-in-plain-sight accident, Marvin was known on the street as “The Weasel,” but no one could have suspected how masterful a weasel he really was.

Marvin's job—his “government work,” as he calls it—was to introduce into this drug conspiracy four people who would not pass such a background check by the crooks: three agents with the FBI and a detective with the OPP. The only way these four were getting past the closed backroom doors was if someone like The Weasel brought them in with him.

This was what Marvin got paid for. This was what he was good at.

This was what he loved.



While Mazzari waited in his Detroit office, Marvin was heading back into the club for another meeting, this time bringing another undercover cop with him.

OPP Detective-Constable Al Robinson was Marvin's police handler. He was known by all of his friends as Robbie, but to the criminals Marvin introduced him to he was Colonel Al Gibson, a former air force officer who had left the military under a cloud of disgrace. The military co-operated in the subterfuge and created false records for a discharged Colonel Gibson in case someone with deep contacts checked on him. Robbie had two wallets, one with his real ID and a second for Col. Gibson. He even had a tattoo on his right forearm, an image of a heart hugged by a flowing ribbon inscribed with the word “Mother.” Cheaply inked when he was a teenager in homage to his dead mom, it had blurred with age. In the 1980s, the tattooed arm alone deflected suspicion he might be a cop. None the wiser, the crooks all called him “The Colonel.”

As they headed into the strip club together, passing several well-muscled and unsmiling bouncers who eyed them as they entered, The Weasel and The Colonel were walking into another wild adventure.

“They're expecting us,” Marvin said to the bartender, raising his grating voice above the thumping music that, along with amphetamines and cigarettes, kept the dancers moving. “Tell them The Weasel and The Colonel are here.”

“I'll pass it on,” the barman said.

Inside the back office, one of the club operators wanted to talk to his new Detroit partners before heading out to see Marvin. He searched through the papers in his wallet for the phone number.

Across the river, Mazzari looked at his watch. He knew Marvin and Robbie were going back into the club and he might get a phone call from the club owners. He unlocked the drawer containing his hidden hotline. Then nature called. Unsure of how long he might have to wait, Mazzari dashed to the bathroom so he would be ready for round-the-clock action once things got started.

Just after the agent ran out of his office, the phone started ringing.

And just as it rang, a fellow agent walking past heard the mysterious sound and traced it to the jangling phone in the open drawer.

The perplexed young agent liked to be helpful. So he answered it.

“Hello, FBI Detroit.”

At the other end of the phone, there was a stunned, confused silence. Meanwhile, not knowing of the slip-up, Marvin and Robbie stood waiting expectantly at the bar.





Part One





Chapter 1

Toronto, 1934

A surprise surge of warmth after a frigid weekend put the city in a good mood on March 13, 1934, and if Beatrice Elkind read the local newspapers that day before entering Toronto General Hospital with labour pains she would have seen a screaming headline—“Accounts Juggled”—about secret payments by city officials; overseas news highlighting fears of war against “Nazi encroachment”; and, to the south in Mason City, Iowa, a story about John Dillinger and Baby Face Nelson hitting the First National Bank, an event that ushered in a new golden age of the American gangster. Beyond the headlines of that day are themes that would have a deep impact on Beatrice and her family—corruption, anti-Semitism and gangster tales—but the only thing on her mind was the struggle inside the delivery room.

Her baby was breeched in her womb, upside down with his chubby legs bent up near his tiny ears. Slippery and stubborn, he had to be dragged out with metal forceps.

Marvin Elkind was a handful before he had even taken his first gasp of air.

Looking at him all tiny, bruised and helpless, no one could have predicted the bizarre life he would go on to live.



“I was born on March 13. I wonder if that was a Friday—Friday the 13th—with all the luck I've had in my life,” says Marvin, now 77.

He chuckles, and his heavy jowls quiver, giving him the look of an English bulldog. Standing five feet six and weighing close to 300 pounds, he is decidedly round, as is his face, with cheeks that ball tight under his eyes into red apples that, in full smile, give him the appearance of a cartoon character.

As he laughs, his hairy chest heaves. From beneath his shirt, which is unbuttoned more than it should be, light glints off the gold chains he likes to drape around his neck. Like most things involving The Weasel, there's a juicy story behind each of them. His enormous sausage fingers are also circled in gold, his pinkies squeezed into chunky rings. Each wrist, too; a heavy gold bracelet around his right and a gold Oscar de la Renta watch around his left. When clenched, his fists are shockingly large, a sign of the boxer he once was, a southpaw with a mixed record in the ring—just as in life.

Despite his age, he maintains a good head of hair, more salt than pepper now, and his once curly locks fall straight and are kept short. A broken front tooth hints at a difficult past.

His eyes, though, are what captivate.

Slate grey, they are a wonder of expression. When laughing, as he does often, his eyes are moist and bright, but when serious or stern, which he has frequent cause to be, they narrow considerably, one slightly more than the other. With eyelids that retract deep under his brow, he conjures the cold look of a shark. His chuckle fades.

“My daughter said I am the luckiest guy in town and I said, ‘What are you talking about? How do you figure that I'm lucky? Look at my life.’ She said, ‘They never got you. All the guys you did jobs on, all you been through, none of them got you. You made it through. You're the luckiest guy in town.’ She might be right in a way,” he says. Then, after a long pause: “I don't feel lucky.”



Marvin was not born on Friday the 13th—it was a Tuesday—but neither was he born into fortunate circumstances, although, at the start, it was hardly an exceptional story for blue-collar immigrants in Toronto, which was then Canada's second-largest city, after Montreal.

Marvin's mother, Beatrice Feldstein, was born in 1911 in Romania and emigrated with her family to Canada. It was a hard journey. Her eldest brother died during the voyage and was hastily buried when the ship pulled into port. The Feldsteins settled in Cabbagetown, a tough neighbourhood near the centre of Toronto, where disputes among residents were settled without the police whenever possible. A high-school graduate, Beatrice was unusually well educated for a poor immigrant Jewish girl at the time. Her handwriting was deemed to be so exquisite that it was showcased at the Canadian National Exhibition. Her abilities earned her a job in the shipping office of Society Shirt. It was there that she met a strapping young janitor who swept her off her feet.

Aaron Elkind, born in 1904, had come to Canada from Russia in 1927 with his younger brother, Morris. They joined their older brothers Sam and Harry, who had arrived earlier when their father, Menachem, was working as a Hebrew teacher in nearby Hamilton, Ontario. Aaron and Beatrice were married in 1931. Three years later, Marvin was born. But, as cheers of mazel tov rang out, there was little joy in the home. Marvin's timing was terrible.

“My father was a bad guy,” Marvin says. “He hung around with bad guys and was always getting into some trouble. My mother didn't know that at the time she married him. When she found out the kind of person he was, it was too late—she was pregnant with me. In those days, abortion was completely unheard of in the Jewish faith and so was divorce if you had a child. She said that if she hadn't had me, she would have left him. So my mother and maternal grandmother always blamed me for the fact that she was with him for so long. The person who always gave her support was Morris, my father's brother.”

Morris Elkind also worked at Society Shirt but was cut from different cloth than Aaron. While Morris always wore a yarmulke, the skullcap of Orthodox Judaism, Aaron shunned the trappings of his faith. As Aaron swept the floors, Morris secured a better job as a cutter, forging a reputation as one of the best. And whenever Aaron had a fight with Beatrice, Morris was there to support her. Aaron was the black sheep, Morris the white knight.



Aaron kept a close eye on the comings and goings at what would later become the Toronto-Dominion Bank on the corner of Dundas Street West and Ossington Avenue. With three friends, he was planning to rob it. It was 1937, and Marvin was three years old.

Their plan was to go for the bank vault at night, to avoid the complications of tellers and customers, guns and getaway cars. But the heist didn't go cleanly. Somebody had ratted and police were waiting.

“The guys had no weapons, but one of them reached for a cigarette and the cops thought he was going for a gun, so they shot him and killed him. My father got away. But we never saw him again. According to my grandmother—my maternal grandmother, who didn't like my father—they suspected he had a beef with police and made a deal to turn the other guys in, and in return he would be allowed to leave the country. He hightailed it back to Russia.”

In Russia, Aaron didn't abandon his sneaky ways.

“It was never proven that this was the case and I hope, I hope, I hope that it isn't true, but my grandmother told me this; my grandmother told me that she found out later that my father got executed in 1946 because the Russians found out he had been selling secrets to the Germans during the war. My grandmother was happy to believe it. She always said that the one good thing he did for us was to leave. I'll tell you how much my grandmother liked him: she told me that when she heard about the robbery and that one guy got killed in it, she was very disappointed to find out it wasn't my father.

“My grandmother was only too happy to believe it, she delighted in it, because it gave her an excuse for me, that his genes were my problem, the reason for my behaviour.”

It is an intriguing revelation: The Weasel might be the son of a weasel.

“Don't think that hasn't come up through my mind many, many times.”



Six months after Aaron fled the bank job, when their rabbi confirmed his betrayal of the family and his move back to Russia, Beatrice married another Elkind, this time Morris, the steady brother.

The new version of the Elkind family moved into a two-storey brown-brick house at the corner of Roxton Road and Harrison Street. Across the road was Fred Hamilton Park, where Marvin played baseball and an outdoor ice rink was flooded each winter for hockey.

Here Beatrice found the stability she craved. About 10 months after she and Morris were married, she gave birth to another son, Stanley. Some seven years later, a daughter, Marilyn, was born.

The family dynamics were hard on young Marvin. Morris was deeply ashamed of his disgraced brother and seemed to see the very image of Aaron in Marvin's face, a daily reminder of his family's shame. Morris, for all his piety, did not extend the love of a father to Marvin.

“My stepfather was a very nice guy to everyone but me. Morris and I didn't get along until the last day of his life,” Marvin says.

There was a streak of Aaron in Marvin. He was rebellious and drawn to the excitement outside Morris's insular world of faith, family and work. Marvin loved physical sports and neighbourhood talk of street toughs.

In kindergarten, Marvin's teacher told him that if his father was not his real dad that meant he was adopted.

“I found out at school you adopted me,” Marvin told Morris that evening.

“No, I didn't,” was the curt reply. “I'm not your father. Don't call me dad.” Not knowing what to do or say, he went to his mother.

“Should I call him ‘Uncle Morris,’ then?” he asked her.

“No, that doesn't sound right.”

“But he told me I can't call him dad.”

“Then call him pops.” And Marvin did, but the distinction between “dad” and “pops” weighed on him, robbing him of the sense of belonging and comfort that he longed for.

Morris could not forget that Marvin was his father's son. Whenever the boy got into trouble, which was often in the years ahead, Morris would say: “I expected it. He's Aaron's son. The apple doesn't fall far from the tree.”

Morris really believed it.



While building his new family, Morris Elkind unleashed his entrepreneurial side. His brother Sam had a successful menswear shop, named Elkind's, and was ready to expand. Morris left Society Shirt and with Sam established a second Elkind's outlet on Dundas Street West. Years later, the stores would grow to become a popular chain of menswear stores called Elk's, but at the start, each day was a struggle for Morris and Beatrice. The long hours drained them. To help, Beatrice's sister and her husband moved into their home.

“My parents had a business and it kept them busy,” Marvin recalls. “I didn't actually see them that much outside of Sundays. They left early in the morning to attend to the business and came home late. And on Sundays I would be getting hell from them for all of the things my uncle was saying that I did during the week. We were mostly looked after by my uncle. He couldn't stand me and I couldn't stand him; and he loved my brother and my brother loved him. Which made me all the madder.

“I didn't like to come home. I didn't like to be home at all. I'd go to a friend's house after school and my parents wouldn't know where I was. I'd stay and sleep there. There was also an alley nearby with old cars in it and sometimes I'd sleep in one of those.

“Not my father, not my mother, not my aunt, not my uncle ever hit me. What they did when they were upset with me was call the school about it and the next day the school would strap me for it.”

Just as Morris and Beatrice were struggling with family strife, they faced a crisis at work as well.

“Their shop was in a strip of buildings owned by Dr. Clendenan. He was their landlord. There's a street named after him, Clendenan Avenue. This was in a neighbourhood called the Junction, and Dr. Clendenan was the wealthiest man in the Junction. He was very wealthy and very WASP. My stepfather was an Orthodox Jew—he always wore a skullcap. They were very, very different men but they were very, very fond of each other.”

Whenever Morris was short of money, he would borrow a few hundred dollars from Clendenan, and he made a point of paying it back the day before it was due. “Always the day before, never on the day it was due, never after,” Marvin says. Dr. Clendenan liked that. But the neighbourhood was in flux. Development pressure was building and rents increased.

Young Marvin would lie awake at night, listening to his parents talk in their bedroom next to his. The couple always spoke to each other in Yiddish. Through the thin walls of their Roxton Road home, Marvin listened as his mother fretted.

“Don't worry,” Morris said. “Dr. Clendenan would never throw us out.” Morris was right. Instead, Clendenan loaned Morris the money to buy the business outright from his brother and, in recognition of the men's special bond, instead of a month-to-month lease like the other tenants, Morris was given a 49-year lease.

“After Clendenan's death, his sons wanted to sell the whole block to a developer, so they got all of the tenants out but my father. He had the long-term lease. They had to buy him out. It was a lot of money. That changed his life. It made him a rich man. He bought a large home on Strathearn Road near Cedarvale Park, invested the rest and lived a semi-retired life.”

While Clendenan's influence was an economic blessing, one piece of advice he gave Morris would have tragic consequences for Marvin. In fact, in any search back through time for the answers to how Marvin Elkind became The Weasel, what happened next must surely rank high.





Chapter 2

Toronto, 1941

It was weighty stuff for students as young as seven, but a school trip to a local theatre was still better than the usual routine at Dewson Street Junior Public School, even if it was to see William Shakespeare's The Merchant of Venice.

The archaic language proved a muddle for many, but the colourful presentation of the character Shylock, a greedy and spiteful Jewish moneylender, caught their attention. The students watched as the nasty Shylock, contemptuously called “Jew,” demanded his “pound of flesh” from his rival, the good-hearted Christian merchant Antonio, when he was unable to repay a debt. The students saw a parallel between the play and their class. Both had a Jew in it. By the end of the trip, many of the kids had taken to calling Marvin “Jew,” in the same way it was spat at Shylock. By the time he got home from school, he had been in five fights.

“I had a big, round, fat kisser,” Marvin says, describing his emerging physical form. His face, at that age, was cherubic; round and smooth, with a curl in a long forelock that sent his light brown hair swooping up and down over his right eye. He looked younger and smaller than his classmates, and more innocent. He looked the sort that would get picked on no matter what his ethnic background. And his religion, certainly in those days, made it worse. “My family were Orthodox Jews and I went to school in a non-Jewish area, maybe ninety per cent Italian. Anti-Semitism was very popular. I was getting beat up outside the schoolyard on a regular basis.”

One afternoon, a man who lived near the school wandered over to Marvin after catching the tail end of another bruising. The neighbour, Tony Canzanno, a former boxer who went on to be coach of the University of Toronto boxing team, had seen it too many times.

“You know, I'm not a big guy,” he said to Marvin.

“I can see that,” Marvin said, showing his troublesome lip.

“When I was your age, I was small, too. The guys picked on me, so I learned to fight. Once they saw I knew how to fight, they didn't bother me. The big thing is, don't be scared to punch guys. Once you do, they will be scared to punch you first.”

It was an epiphany for Marvin. It was so clear. It made such good sense.

“I followed that advice. It worked like magic. I was a very good street fighter, eventually. I learned how to street-fight out of necessity.”

His family didn't approve of Marvin's fighting, but some of his relatives weren't above taking advantage of it.

“It was very convenient for Jewish kids to learn either how to fight or how to run fast. I had a cousin who could do neither. Because my father was a partner with his father in the store, I had to fight for him, too. This is when I was seven or eight. After school, I used to have to go to his school and he would wait for me to go home with him and I would get into the fights for him. It used to be a bit of a joke because he was twice my size.”

The fighting wasn't good for Marvin's school record.

“I was also a lefty. I wrote with my left hand and ate with my left hand. Now this was a different time, a different age. They wanted me to switch from my left hand to my right. From the day I started school to the day I quit, anytime I wrote with my left hand they strapped me. They strapped me all the time to get me to write with my right hand. It didn't work. I kept writing with the left.” He does still.



Some days Marvin would be strapped when he got to school for something that had happened at home, strapped later in the day when he held his pencil with his left hand and strapped in the afternoon for being in a fight at lunch. Marvin started skipping school altogether. Notes were sent home and Marvin was increasingly labelled “incorrigible.” His behaviour came to the attention of the school board.

At a time when the board had tremendous influence over family life, Marvin, who was just turning nine, joined his mother and stepfather in a meeting with Dr. C.C. Goldring, director of education for the Toronto board, who recommended that Marvin be moved out of the family home and placed in the custody of the Children's Aid Society, where he might find sterner discipline in a foster home. Before making a decision, as with all important matters, Morris asked Clendenan, his revered friend and landlord, for advice. It turned out that Clendenan and Goldring were friends. His advice was simple: “Take Dr. Goldring's advice.”

From his bedroom that night, Marvin again heard his parents talking in their room next door.

“My mother was crying and saying ‘No, no,’ but my father, he said, in Yiddish, he said: ‘Dr. Clendenan said so.’ That put it in stone. If Dr. Clendenan said it, then it would be done. I knew that was that. I knew what would happen.”



The week of Marvin's ninth birthday, on Friday, March 19, 1943, he was taken to family court by his mother and grandmother. His mother promised that, no matter what happened, he would be coming back home with her that day. They were reassuring words. Marvin had earlier canvassed neighbourhood toughs for advice. One lad, Les Irwin, three years older than Marvin, told him how to handle himself: when the judge speaks to you, keep your head down, look at your shoes and, if you can, cry, and then say, “I'm sorry. If you let me stay, I promise to be a good boy.” For Marvin, who held the streetwise boy in the same esteem as Morris did Dr. Clendenan, his words were gospel.

“I was practising saying that ahead of time. I practised hanging my head and saying that line. I practised it and practised it and practised it. But I never got to use it.”

As he waited outside the court with his mother and grandmother, a clerk came to greet them.

“The judge has signed the papers. Everything's in order,” she said.

“We haven't spoken to the judge yet. Don't we have to see the judge? Doesn't he have to talk to Marvin?” his mother asked.

“No, he's signed the papers. It's not necessary. He's reviewed the case and agrees the boy should become a ward of Children's Aid.”

“So what does that mean? When does he go?”

“He goes now. They're coming to get him.”

“But he needs his clothes and his toys. He's not ready to go. I need to take him home to get his things and get him ready.”

“No, he goes now. That'll all be taken care of.”

The Children's Aid workers, a man and a woman, explained the rules to the stunned family. His mother could not go to Marvin's foster home. Neither could Marvin visit his family's home. The only time they could visit was at school. They also learned a Jewish home wasn't available and he was being placed in an Italian home. At least, they were told, it was not far away. Then his mother and grandmother were asked to leave.

Beatrice leaned down to Marvin, hugged him and spoke to him in Yiddish: “It will not be forever.”

Marvin was too shocked to be scared.

“When they told me I wasn't going back home, I was in shock. Shock. It was like I was in a dream. A couple from Children's Aid came to get me. The lady sat in the back of the car with me and I remember she held my hand as we drove over to the foster home. The social workers explained how things work. They told me I wasn't the only foster kid, that there were others in the house where I was going. She said the woman there is not my mother but I have to obey her like she was and that she gets paid by them to take kids in.”





Chapter 3

Toronto, 1941

The Children's Aid Society workers stopped the car outside 250 Shaw Street, across from the western edge of Trinity Bellwoods Park, and Marvin looked up at the three-storey red-brick house and wondered if this was where he could feel he belonged.

If the social workers were truly looking to put Marvin in a place where his trouble-making tendencies would be curbed, they had stopped at the wrong address. From the outside, it was a fine-looking home in a working-class neighbourhood, but inside it was bedlam. Marvin and the social workers were greeted on the porch by Lena Pasquale, his new foster mother.

“Mrs. Pasquale, this is Marvin. Marvin, this is your new home,” the female social worker said.

“Go to your room, we'll call you down for lunch,” was Mrs. Pasquale's welcome.

Inside the Pasquale home, it was all discord and noise. Mrs. Pasquale had five children of her own, all in their teens, and took in three foster children for the money social services paid. Marvin soon learned the foster money supplemented Mrs. Pasquale's bootlegging business, in which she was a partner with the mother of future Toronto Mafia boss Paul Volpe. Liquor was sold from the house for close to double the price of the legal stores. The women's best customers were those on the so-called “Indian List,” a sad collection of problem drunks who were prohibited from buying booze at the licensed outlets. Business was best on Sundays when no legal liquor was sold in the city. Marvin was soon delivering bottles of whisky to neighbourhood customers as part of his household chores. Living separately downstairs, in an unfinished basement, was Tony, the Pasquale father. He steered clear of the kids. And his wife. About a year after Marvin arrived, Tony was killed in a knife fight. His children ransacked his possessions and found the only thing worth keeping was a pair of slippers still in their box that his eldest son, Roy, had stolen and given him.

Roy, who was 19 at the time, was the worst role model a guy like Marvin could have. Six months before, Roy and a friend had barged into a house, pulled a handgun and ordered the two women inside to hand over all their money. Between them, the terrified women could muster only $29. Roy was arrested the next day.

But for young Marvin, Roy's presence was one of the highlights of his new life. “It was startling to me, all of these people running around the house. I was unsettled. But I find out that my oldest foster brother is Roy Pasquale, who had a real tough reputation. I felt good about that; I'd be living with a guy like that, a real tough guy who was known around town.”

The strange, unhealthy attraction to Roy would last for four decades but, important for Marvin, he learned at an early age the value of being friends with the toughest guy around. The schoolyard scraps were almost a thing of the past. “Most guys didn't want to fight me. They were scared that if they beat me up, Roy would come and get them.”



When Marvin and the other kids were called down for lunch, his first meal in his new home, Marvin noticed something about Mrs. Pasquale that was not there when she had greeted the social workers. Tucked into the pocket of her apron was a leather strap. One of the other foster kids told him that's what you get if she gets mad at you.

“She was a very tough old broad,” Marvin says. “Roy was a tough guy but she used to take that strap and give him a whack right across the kisser. Even he didn't argue with her. No one ever objected. She was in complete control.

“When we came downstairs from our room in the attic and sat down for lunch, they had a big table we all ate at. I start eating and the Old Lady immediately gets up, walks over to me and, without any warning, grabs me by the hair and yanks me right up out of the seat and away from the table and bellows: ‘You won't eat in this house with your left hand.’ I stopped eating with my left immediately. Right there, in two seconds. They strapped the shit out of me at school every day over my writing and it didn't change a thing, but in two seconds with her over my eating, it changed right there. I started eating with my right hand.” He does still.



Although he was nine, Marvin looked more like five because of his short, pudgy frame and round baby face with pinchable cheeks. He was the youngest child in the house. The other foster boys—Peter and Gerald—were both tall, strapping lads, which accentuated the age difference even more. His foster mother liked having a bambino in the house again. Marvin noted what marked the foster kids from her biological children: her children called her “Mama Pasquale” while the foster kids called her “Mrs. Pasquale.”

On that first evening, Mrs. Pasquale laid out the plan for Marvin. Tomorrow, she would take him to get all the clothes he needed, and on Monday, her daughter Norma would take him to register at his new school down the road. His survival instincts suddenly kicked in.

“When I go to the new school,” Marvin asked, “can I be registered under the name of Pasquale, so I will be like your real child?”

Mrs. Pasquale's eyes lit up. She smiled broadly.

“Yes. Yes, you can,” she said. “But Marvin Pasquale doesn't sound right. From now on we'll call you Mario. Mario Pasquale. Is that OK?”

His answer was a stroke of manipulative genius. “Thank you, Mama Pasquale.”

He pulled the same trickery on Roy. When the kids would sit around talking about who could take whom in a fight, and how strong one neighbourhood kid was and how tough another was, Marvin would keep interjecting: “He's not as tough as you, Roy.” It worked as well on Roy as it did on Roy's mother.

“That was survival,” Marvin recalls. “It was the same survival instinct that kept me going all those years as a fink. Don't think I'm kidding. That's not something you can learn. It's got to come to you naturally. All you can do is learn how to do it better, but it's got to be already in you.”

That night, Peter and Gerald made room for Marvin in their attic bedroom, which was easy since he had brought nothing with him, not even pyjamas. At bedtime, he said he would sleep in his underwear, but Mama Pasquale would not hear of it. Whatever her flaws, she was a stickler for hygiene. She gave him one of Roy's shirts to wear. With Marvin in it, the shirttail draped to the floor. He climbed into bed and thought his first weary day at his new home was over. About an hour later, however, he heard Norma at the door to the attic whispering.

“Psst, Mario,” she said. “Mario.”

Not yet accustomed to his new name, Marvin didn't know whom she was talking to and ignored her. She got louder and more insistent until she was no longer whispering.

“Mario. Mario! Don't you know your own name?”

It finally clicked.

“Oh, that's right, I'm Mario now, sorry.”

“My mother wants to see you,” Norma said and led him downstairs to Mama Pasquale's bedroom, where the woman sat on the edge of her bed. Norma ushered Marvin in and quickly left.

“Mario, you've been a very bad boy today,” the woman said quietly. As Marvin tried to figure out what he had done wrong, Mama Pasquale unbuttoned his oversized nightshirt, leaving him standing beside her, naked.

“You've been a very bad boy,” she repeated, turning him around and spanking his bum with her hand until it was red and burning. Then she pulled him up and into her bed, turned him onto his stomach and lay down beside him. Gently she started to rub his reddened, bare bottom, whispering, “What a good boy you are. What a good boy.” This went on long into the night. She woke Marvin up early and told him to go back to the attic bedroom.

The next morning, everything was as it had been the day before. Neither Norma nor Mama Pasquale—and certainly not Marvin—gave any hint of what had taken place that night. Breakfast came and went, with Marvin sitting quietly, carefully holding his cereal spoon in his right hand.

“I didn't know what to make of this,” Marvin says now, showing his embarrassment by looking away when he speaks. “I figured that what I did wrong that day was to eat with my left hand and if I behaved myself, this weird shit wouldn't happen again. So the next day I watched myself so closely so I wouldn't do anything wrong. I was polite and quiet. I ate with my right hand. I didn't talk back. I was an angel. I was an absolute angel.”

That day, a Saturday, Marvin, Norma and Mama Pasquale headed downtown to Eaton's, the landmark department store on Yonge Street, Toronto's main shopping drag. Mama Pasquale took with her a folded slip of paper from Children's Aid listing all of the things Marvin was entitled to: one sweater, five pairs of underwear, three pairs of socks, two pairs of pants and so on. Eaton's had an arrangement with Children's Aid to provide the items to the foster mother and the bill was sent to the government.

“Eaton's wasn't just a store. Back then it was an institution. You could return anything to Eaton's if it had an Eaton's label on it. There were two Eaton's stores here—one on Yonge Street and one on College Street. We would go to one of the Eaton's and buy our list of stuff. Then, when we got home, the Old Lady wouldn't let us take the windbreakers and sweaters and shoes and so forth out of the box. What would happen is the Old Lady would give us old stuff from her kids to wear; then, if she bought them at the Yonge store she would return them to the College store and pocket the money. It was all part of her scam, why she took kids in.

“One time much later, we were in Eaton's and one of the other foster kids was trying on pants and I was there to get a jacket and the store clerk asked me if I wanted to try it on and, without thinking, I said, ‘Doesn't matter, I won't get to keep it anyways.’ The Old Lady gave me such a whack I nearly fell over the other side of the counter.”

That second night in the foster home, after a day of acting like an angel, Marvin got ready for bed, pulling on the new Eaton's pyjamas he had received that day. He climbed into bed. Then he heard it again.

“Psst, Mario,” Norma whispered.

Once again he was led to Mama Pasquale's bedroom where she removed his pyjamas, told him he had been a naughty boy, spanked him until he was red and pulled him naked into bed with her, rubbing his buttocks.

“First night she did it, on the Friday, I didn't catch on. I got upset. I tried to figure out what I did wrong. The next night, on Saturday, after being very, very careful not to do anything wrong, it was the exact same ball game. That's when I knew the score. It was the same thing on Sunday night. And the next and the next. She did that the whole two years I was there; every fucking night. I went through all of my childhood illnesses while in that home—mumps, measles, chicken pox, scarlet fever—it didn't make any difference. Not one single night did the system change. Not once did I not get called down to her room. She didn't miss a night. She wouldn't let me go one night. I used to just close my eyes and pretend it wasn't happening.”



On Monday, Norma took Marvin by the hand for the short walk down Shaw Street to register him at his new school, Givens Junior Public. About halfway there, when they were out of sight of the Pasquale home, Roy appeared behind them, pulled Marvin's hand out of Norma's grip and jerked him back toward him as Norma continued to walk ahead.

“I know what's going on with you and my mother,” Roy said, bending down and pushing his face close to Marvin's, his voice low and menacing. He wrapped his powerful right hand around the back of the boy's neck and squeezed hard.

“If you tell anyone, no one will believe you, first of all, and second, I'll knock the hell out of you every day. But if you keep your mouth shut you'll be her favourite and I'll leave you alone as well.” Roy paused, then asked, “Now, what's happening between you and my mother?”

“Nothing,” said Marvin. The grip loosened.

“Good boy,” Roy said, letting go altogether and straightening up. Marvin never doubted the threat.

“Roy was a tremendously powerful man. He was born with gorilla strength,” Marvin recalls. “The way he looked at me, I believed him. He had very cold eyes. Terrifying eyes.”

Marvin kept that promise to keep his mouth shut even during his emotional reunion with his mother that same day.

“The only place my mother was allowed to see me was at school and, bless her, my mother came to see me at school every day. I soon figured out that she was either going to be waiting for me when I got to school or waiting for me after school or she would be there during one of my two recesses. So if she wasn't waiting for me when I got there, at recess I would go out to a spot in the fence around the schoolyard and see if she was there. If she wasn't there at recess, I knew she would be waiting when I left school. Every day for two years. She asked how I was and what I was doing. I told her only about the good things. None of the bad.”

About the only good that came from the nightly abuse was that Mama Pasquale continued to treat Marvin as the baby of her brood and protected him from the others, including Roy. Mama Pasquale wouldn't let Roy lay a finger on Marvin, even while ignoring Roy's torment of the other kids. Marvin took advantage of it. Sometimes he would deliberately provoke Roy or one of his tough friends when Mama Pasquale was there. Then he would watch the boys stew, unable to throttle him.

Mama Pasquale's fussing over Marvin, as well as her unwillingness to go a single night without their disturbing bedtime ritual, meant that Marvin was chosen to go on a special overseas trip, a rarity for the working poor in the postwar period. Soon after the war in Europe ended, Mrs. Pasquale wanted to pay a visit to her native Sicily to see how her family was faring.

“I remember having fun on the way there and being treated very nicely there. We stayed in Palermo. There was a Pasquale cousin there my own age. We played together and had fun. We were there for eight days and I've not been back since. It was just the two of us who went. Just me and her. Her youngest son, Rudy, squawked about not getting to go. Rudy was very jealous of the attention she paid me. I think the older ones understood why.

“The Pasquales, the Old Lady, they were not mobbed up in Sicily, as far as I knew. I found out later on that the young cousin I played with, who was my age, became mob. I had an encounter with him years later.”



Each Sunday morning, Marvin—or Mario, as everyone in the house now called him—would go with Mama Pasquale to the nearby Catholic church for Mass. While the other children lazed around at home or roamed the streets making mischief, Marvin was busy crossing himself and kneeling in the large sanctuary of St. Alphonsus Roman Catholic Church. He almost became an altar boy until the priest heard him sing and graciously declined Mama Pasquale's request.

The troubled son of eastern European Orthodox Jews had, with ease, become the perfect Italian-Catholic boy. Marvin had become Mario. His masquerades had begun.





Chapter 4

Toronto, 1945

Sliding a nickel across the counter of Shaeffer's Grocery Store at the corner of Ossington Avenue and Harrison Street, an 11-year-old Marvin then greedily hopped to the back of the store and reached into the cooler, grabbing a brown glass bottle inside. The diamond-shaped label announced his pleasure: Orange-Crush Soda, 6 fl. ozs. Popping the cap on the metal opener at the side of the cooler, he listened for the swish of fizz that he loved before guzzling down the soda.

These were good times for Marvin, as he burned through the money he made from his newspaper route, although there was only 25 cents left over each week after Mama Pasquale took half off the top, another angle she worked to maximize profit from her foster kids. The rest of his money would go toward Saturday movies at The Pix, the cinema on Ossington Avenue. Usually it was a child-friendly serial, such as Tarzan the Ape Man, but sometimes Marvin managed to catch more adult-oriented fare. One movie in particular, a gangster flick, caught his imagination. Surprisingly for such an immature kid, it wasn't the squealing tires or staccato machine-guns of the movie that engrossed him as he sat mesmerized in the flickering black-and-white glow of the old 454-seat cinema, but the cool dialogue and suave, but tough, gangster anti-hero personalities. One scene struck him dumb, although he can't remember the name of the movie. A gangster pulled a huge roll of cash from his pocket, peeled off the top note and tossed it on a barroom counter, saying: “Keep the change. Drinks are on me.”

“I thought, What a cool thing. I want to do that,” Marvin recalls. As he goofed off at Shaeffer's, he would, improbably, get his chance.



Shaeffer's was a block away from the Roxton Road home where his parents lived and where he was not allowed to visit, but Marvin still wandered down for an Orange-Crush and to hang out with the local kids.

“In those days, there were little independent grocery stores all over. Ninety-nine per cent of them were owned by Jews. Like now, the variety stores are run by Koreans, back then it was Jews,” Marvin says. “They were open seven days a week, but in July and August, groups of them would take turns closing on a Sunday for a holiday, so they could take their family for an outing.”

Two 14-year-old boys who lived in the neighbourhood, Les Irwin and another boy named Tommy, developed a clever little racket. In a time before banks had night deposit boxes, store owners would wrap up the money from their Friday and Saturday sales in a paper bag or a cloth and hide it somewhere in the store until it could be deposited in the bank on Monday. The plan was that the two boys would find out which store was going to be closed on a particular Sunday and they would break in, find the cash and make off without anyone knowing until the next morning. They realized, however, that they needed a third partner, a much smaller one, whom they could boost up through a broken window into the store. Les knew Marvin from the days before he was placed into foster care. Les was the one who had coached Marvin on how to beg sympathy from the judge. Marvin was thrilled to join the conspiracy. He felt he had earned the chance because of the times he had sat on the veranda of the Pasquale home as a lookout for Roy when his foster brother got together with his budding criminal cohorts.

One of the first stores the boys hit was their hangout, Shaeffer's.

“So they would break a window, push me up through it into the store and I would then go and unlock the door and let them inside. As Les and Tommy tossed the place looking for the cash—it'd be hidden in a sugar can or a bag under the fresh fruit, or whatever—I'd grab a comic book or a pop or candy bar. As soon as they'd find it, we'd tear out of there. It usually added up to about fifty dollars. Les and Tommy would split that and give me five dollars for my end. Now, five dollars for a kid in 1945 was a lot of money. We had broken into four stores like clockwork that way and I had twenty dollars from it. I went to a bank and had it all changed into one-dollar bills. I had twenty of them and I rolled them all together into a bankroll like I had seen in the movie and I'd carry it around with me everywhere.”

One day, after a baseball game, the two teams of local boys retired to the Lakeview Restaurant on Dundas Street West at Ossington, a well-loved diner and local hangout just three doors east of the bank where Marvin's father had pulled his ill-fated heist. By coincidence, on the other side of the diner was a variety store that would soon play a similar role in Marvin's life. The fact that the two young sons of Basil Kiperoff, the Lakeview's owner, were on Marvin's team and mingling with them made staff particularly tolerant of the gaggle of 18 noisy kids crowding into the wooden booths and spinning on the 10 stainless steel stools that lined the long counter. Each of the boys ordered a five-cent ice cream cone to cool off, and Mr. Kiperoff helped scoop out cone after cone. As the boys licked away, Marvin slowly did the math—18 cones at a nickel apiece came to 90 cents—and his eyes lit up as he suddenly saw his chance.

He walked up to the large, heavy cash register near the wooden front door, pulled out his roll of one-dollar bills, peeled off the top bill, tossed it on the counter and put on his best movie gangster voice.

“They're all on me, keep the change.”

Mr. Kiperoff handed him the dime change anyway.

“You can't go throwing money away like that,” the owner said. “Where did you get that kind of money, anyway?”

“From my paper route,” Marvin said. The boys were more impressed.

“Thanks, Marv,” they called out. It gave him a big rush.

What should have been—and, for anyone else, would have been—an ego boost and a simple fantasy fulfilled, ended up, for Marvin, ruining what remained of his boyhood.



Detective Eddie Tong was known on the streets as “The Chinaman” because of his last name and his straight black hair, even though he was a decidedly white cop from Britain. Forty years old at the time, Tong already had 16 years of distinguished service on the Toronto force, most of it doing plainclothes work on the street where he had a vast network of snitches. With his sturdy build, fedora and long overcoat that would have been a cliché on a lesser cop, he was a local legend. Marvin knew Tong from the detective's many visits to the Pasquale house, usually on the hunt for Roy or another of the fledgling gangsters that formed Roy's circle of friends.

When Tong and his partner, Detective Roy Perry, stopped their black police car beside Marvin as he walked home from school one day, the boy didn't know what to make of it.

“Mario, get in,” Tong said, using Marvin's foster home name. Detective Perry was at the wheel.

“I can't, Officer Tong, I'm expected home for dinner. If I'm late, I'll get in trouble,” he said, quickening his pace.

“Get in the car,” the detective growled. With a sigh, Marvin hopped into the back of the car for the drive to the Claremont Street Police Station, an old west-end hub with a tough reputation.

“Empty out your pockets,” Tong ordered. Marvin pulled out his bankroll and put it on the desk.

“Where did you get this?” the detective asked, poking at the roll.

“From my paper route.”

“No, you didn't. I checked it out, you get fifty cents a week and you have to give half of that to your foster mother.” It was a Tong trademark; he rarely asked a question for which he didn't already have a pretty good idea of the answer. Then he took out a roll of quarters from his own pocket and held up the stubby cylinder, rolled tight in brown paper.

“You know what this is?”

“Yeah, it's money,” answered Marvin.

“There are forty quarters in this roll. I'm going to ask you something forty times. If you can say, once for each of these forty quarters, that you didn't break into the grocery stores, you can take them home with you. OK?”

“Hey, that's great.”

“Did you break into the grocery stores?” Tong asked.

“Nope,” answered Marvin.

Bang. The detective, gripping the heavy roll of quarters in his fist, smacked the startled boy in the face. He waited a few seconds.

“Did you break into the stores?” Tong asked a second time.

“No,” Marvin whimpered.

Bang. Another smack. Pause.

“Did you break into the stores?”

Marvin started to cry.

“Yes, yes, I did. I broke into the stores,” he blubbered.

“Who was with you?” asked Tong. Even at that age, Marvin knew the code of the neighbourhood toughs. No snitching. It was drilled into every kid on the street and in the schoolyard. He also knew that Les and Tommy would beat him worse than any cop if he ratted them out.

“You can hit me all you want, Officer Tong, but I can't tell you something that isn't true. There weren't nobody with me, it was only me.”

Tong looked at Perry. They already had all they needed to settle this case.

“I'm sorry I hit you, kid,” Tong said, in a softer tone. He ruffled Marvin's hair. “You have every right to break into those stores. You can break into as many as you want, it's OK. They make enough money; won't miss it a bit. Just don't tell whoever's with you that I told you this. And don't tell your foster brother Roy. This is just between you and me. Understand?” Marvin nodded. Then Tong banged the roll of quarters open on the edge of his desk, pulled one out and flipped it to Marvin.

“This is because I hit you.”

Marvin walked out feeling pretty good, despite his sore face.

“I leave there figuring that everyone's got this guy pegged wrong. This cop is OK, I think,” Marvin recalls. “He's letting us keep up what we're doing with the stores and he even gave me a quarter. The Chinaman's OK.”



That Sunday, Les, Tommy and Marvin gathered for their fifth grocery job. The target was another store the boys knew well, next to where Marvin had bought the ice cream cones, a gesture that clearly had made its way to Detective Tong. The store was half a block from Marvin's father's bank heist.

The job went smoothly at the start. Marvin was boosted through a window; he unlocked the door and let Les and Tommy in. As the older boys looked for the money, Marvin grabbed an ice cream from the store's freezer and a copy of Captain Marvel Adventures, his favourite comic. He hoisted himself onto the front counter and was happily licking and reading when he looked up and saw detectives Tong and Perry stroll through the front door. Marvin, completely fooled by the cops earlier, gave them a cheery greeting.

“Hey, Officer Tong,” Marvin called out. Les and Tommy looked up in panic.

“Don't worry, guys, it's OK,” Marvin called to the boys. “Officer Tong said we could break into stores all we wanted. We're OK.”

Les rolled his eyes and shouted—“You little bastard”—as he took a run at Marvin, trying to swing a punch as Tong and Perry grabbed him and held him back. Perry started laughing. Case closed.

“We were all charged. I felt like an idiot afterwards but I was just a dumb kid. What the hell did I know? They pulled one over on me.”



After their arrest, Marvin, Les and Tommy were held in Toronto's Don Jail waiting for trial. Along with other juvenile delinquents they were kept in an area away from adult prisoners. The boys were allowed to play floor hockey, and on Marvin's second day in jail he took a knock in the face during a game, giving him a bruise under his eye.

Marvin, Les and Tommy soon had their day in court, appearing before Judge Harry Waisberg, who would go on to lead the 1974 Royal Commission of Inquiry into the influence of organized crime over the construction industry.

For his court appearance on the grocery store burglaries, Marvin was provided a lawyer by the Canadian Jewish Congress. Before court, Marvin asked the lawyer what was the worst that could happen to him. A year in reform school, the lawyer said. But, he added, since this was Marvin's first charge, he could probably get him a lot less; maybe just the strap.

Marvin's mind was racing. Instead of fear at the notion of incarceration, he saw reform school as a way out of the Pasquale home and an end to his nightly ordeal. If he could get a short stay in reform school, he thought, by the time he got out, the Children's Aid might find a Jewish home for him. They might even let him move back with his parents.

Marvin was announced in court as Marvin Elkind, “alias Mario Pasquale.”

“Judge says to me—and remember, the whole time I'm thinking to myself, this is a hell of a way out of the foster home—he says to me: ‘What happened to your eye to make you look so ugly?’”

Marvin replied, “I was playing floor hockey—what's your excuse?”

It was a gambit to ensure a short stint in reform school. The audacious lip, however, did not go down at all well with Judge Waisberg, who heard the facts of the case from Detective Tong and issued his sentence: all three to be sent to Bowmanville reform school until the age of 16.

Marvin was dumbfounded. Having been told the worst he might get was a year, he quickly counted and realized he had just been handed a five-year sentence. Tong was also shocked. He stood up in court to speak.

“Your Honour, this is not right,” he said. “He didn't really know what he was doing, plus, he's here for the first time and you've just given him the longest sentence.”

“What are you talking about? I gave them all the same sentence,” the judge said.

“Well, he's only eleven, so he'll be in for five years before he gets out. The others are only going to be in for two. That's not right.”

“Detective Tong, when you arrested these boys, were you doing your job?”

“Yes, Your Honour.”

“Then please let me do mine.” Case closed.

Marvin had outsmarted himself. Instead of a short reform-school stint, followed by a safer place to live, he was embarking on another misadventure that would make him look back almost fondly at the weirdness of Mama Pasquale. The downward spiral continued. Marvin's life kept lurching from bad to worse.






The Weasel: A Double Life in the Mob

Copyright © 2012 by Adrian Humphreys


Published by HarperCollins Publishers Ltd 
	

Originally published by John Wiley & Sons Canada, Ltd. in both print and EPub editions: 2012 


First published by HarperCollins Publishers Ltd in this EPub edition: 2013 
	

First HarperCollins Publishers Ltd EPub Edition JUNE 2013 ISBN: 9781443427579


All rights reserved under all applicable International Copyright Conventions. By payment of the required fees, you have been granted the non-exclusive, non-transferable right to access and read the text of this e-book on-screen. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, down-loaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereinafter invented, without the express written permission of the publisher.


Care has been taken to trace ownership of copyright material contained in this book. The publisher will gladly receive any information that will enable them to rectify any reference or credit line in subsequent editions.


HarperCollins books may be purchased for educational, business, or sales promotional use through our Special Markets Department.



HarperCollins Publishers Ltd

2 Bloor Street East, 20th Floor

Toronto, Ontario, Canada

M4W 1A8



www.harpercollins.ca





		
			About the Publisher

			Australia

			HarperCollins Publishers (Australia) Pty. Ltd.
Level 13, 201 Elizabeth Street
Sydney, NSW 2000, Australia
http://www.harpercollins.com.au

			Canada

			HarperCollins Publishers (Canada) Ltd.
2 Bloor Street East - 20th Floor
Toronto, ON, M4W 1A8, Canada
http://www.harpercollins.ca

			New Zealand

			HarperCollins Publishers (New Zealand) Limited
P.O. Box 1
Auckland, New Zealand
http://www.harpercollins.co.nz

			United Kingdom

			HarperCollins Publishers Ltd.
77-85 Fulham Palace Road
London, W6 8JB, UK
http://www.harpercollins.co.uk

			United States

			HarperCollins Publishers Inc.
10 East 53rd Street
New York, NY 10022
http://www.harpercollins.com

		

	OEBPS/images/hc_logo.png
& HarperCollins e-books





OEBPS/images/b03/n03uf008b.gif





OEBPS/images/b03/n03uf006a.gif
Jack MeCombs

Dennis MeGills Rich Mazzari

Marvin gets wired up with a hidden microphane fn the OPP's Intelligence office.





OEBPS/images/b03/n03uf006b.gif
at the funeral for Mafia uppino
the fami






OEBPS/images/b03/n03uf007b.gif
Despit thel awkward first maeting n 1965, thrse-ime World Heav
Muhammad Al and Marvin became frends. Whenver the
fen at Marvin's requst, hs has Marvin drive him around.

mromy

(Lot Quaen Baatri of the Netherlands; (middle) sraell Pime Minister Colda Melr,

(rght) Canadian Haavywweight Champlon Gorge Chuvalo. They al, n turn, have béen

seated behind Marvin, thetr driver.






OEBPS/images/b03/n03uf008a.gif
During Marvi's ransiton back inta
ctvlan Iif, he has been hiding In plain
sight, doing modeling Jobs that saw his
face stretched across buses and subway
cars. Below: On television where he
was In the Mob Stortes documentary
seres; and portrayed 1n 2 movie
about the peanut butter plt, In which
Marvin was played by Danny Alello

a Hollywood veteran who has
a1s0 appeared In Tre Godfather: Part I
and Do the Right Thirg, for which ha
was nominated for an Academy Award,

T ——





OEBPS/images/b03/n03uf006c.gif
Marvin 1
mesting in

watch Marvn,
reputed 1o have killed three Detroit mobsters wh






OEBPS/images/b03/n03uf007a.gif
—

John Galenting hands an AK-47 assaultrifls to businsssman Nicholas Andreko (middie
a5 Robble (1ot watches, during a 1987 coup d'état plot against Ghana tat was
uncoverad by Marvin and prevented.

Marvin, in cap and trench coat, shakes hands as he Intoduces alleged Chicago coup
déta plotters o his mercenary frends, who are realy police agents, a a secret FBI
camera racords It

As Marvin reads a newspaper (botom right), an alleged coup ploter toys with an M&)
machine zun. “You look like Rambo,* commented Robbie, seated at the table (rizht).





OEBPS/images/b03/n03uf003a.gif
it

ried Hannah “Hennle*

On February 16, 1958, Marvin man





OEBPS/images/b03/n03uf002b.gif
Marvin’s foster brother, Roy Pasquale.  Tommy Corrigan, Teamsters Canada boss.





OEBPS/images/b03/n03uf003c.gif
F B
A “Rabibie Robinson n 1951 he el of Robbe' o showed by 1561

Robbie at his desk at the OPP Intelligence Bureau headquarters i 1990,





OEBPS/images/b03/n03uf003b.gif
-3

Marvin, cgar n hand, clowns with Baldy Chard (), hs monsrous, long-tme partner
I the collction busingss, and Benny “Red” Rendel (ghy, thet ettt shart-erm
partner, at the Baachss Bexing Club n Toronto, circa 1975. Baldy was called “the
toughest guy in the world,” which meant Marvin wanted him at his side.





OEBPS/images/b03/n03uf004b.gif
Marvin helped catc
“pormo prince" In 1993. Above: FBI
survallan atch the RCMP
& yne, lutching
tued with $50,000, as Mart
unknorwingly gives him a tour
his Times Square s=x empire. Right: The
airplan phato that almost gave Rayns.
Bottom (1t o righy): FBl agent
Skinner, Rayne, his partner Bill Gl
the OPP, and FEI 2
Jebrate e






OEBPS/images/9780470964514.jpg
the fiEa.sel

A Double Life in the Mob

Adrian Humphreys

From the Author of the bestseller 7he Sixth Family





OEBPS/images/b03/n03uf004a.gif





OEBPS/images/b03/n03uf005.gif
\an, Robbie’s OPP partner. Karen Moffatt, Marvin's pretend girlfriend.





OEBPS/images/b03/n03uf002a.gif





OEBPS/images/b03/n03uf001.gif





