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Author's introduction






After about five years of online courtship. I
decided to change my life once and for all.

I was in a little one bedroom flat in
Salford. I worked in a huge dusty store room in a Manchester
shop.

I was pretty pissed off with everything.

One day I got my wages out of the bank and
bought a one way ticket to Manila.

My girlfriend had been going on at me for
over a year to go out there and live with her. She would lease some
rooms in her house and that would give us a reasonable income. I
was also earning some extra money on the betting exchanges and that
was also enough to get by in the Philippines.

After a fourteen hour flight I emerged into
the searing heat of Manila and there she was.

Susan Chiva. The irresistibly cute girl, I
was to marry and settle down with.

It didn't quite work out like that.

The first sign of trouble on the horizon, was
the way she treated my money as if it were her own. The second was
how she began to speak to me like I was a servant.

Her family told me that was just the way she
was. She then went around the village boasting to her neighbors
about how I "lived under her skirt."

Soon the stories got around and the neighbors
were laughing at me.

Then she fell pregnant.

It turned out that she had an ectopic
pregnancy and I paid every last penny I had for her operation.

I nursed her back to health in her home and
then the money for the operation was refunded to her by the health
insurance. Instead of giving it back to me she opened a shop. I was
going to get half of the profit.

I sold some of my possessions on eBay and
asked her if she still wanted to get married. She said yes and then
asked me to stock the shop with the money I had raised. I spent
about five hundred pounds on her shop, she would save it for my
visa and the wedding.

As soon as my money ran out she said to me,
"you'll have to be deported. I've got no money."

Which is another way of saying, "I'm keeping
you're money, now fuck off."

She had not studied the laws of her own
country. If you overstay your visa in the Philippines you simply
pay a fine before you leave. You are also required to stay with
your sponsor. In my case it was her.

I couldn't stay and I couldn't leave.

I was in this limbo when I met CJ.

I noticed him walking around the village
every day. Eventually we got to talking. He was from New York. He
spoke with a kind of tough confidence and the first thing that
struck me was his cynicism. What had happened to me, would never
have happened to him.

He laughed at my naivety. He was amazed that
anyone could be so trusting.

When I looked at myself objectively, I had to
admit I had been an eighteen carat mug.

CJ at least became a break in the monotony.
We sat in his house for hours on end drinking coffee, or
occasionally beer and chewing the fat, just to pass the time. One
thing struck me was the fact that CJ had not come to Manila to
marry or to retire. So why was he here?

Whenever I raised the question, he just
skirted around it.

He spoke about New York and more
particularly, Brooklyn with an air of fond nostalgia. It was
obvious that he would rather be there than in Manila.

So why was he in Manila?

No matter how much probing I did, he knew how
to keep a secret.

One day we discussed politics and all of the
corruption that went with it. CJ said that it was just the same in
the days of the Italian renaissance. He then gave me a copy of The
Prince by Machiavelli to read. He told me that everything I need to
know about politics was in that book.

I came out with a direct question and asked
him, "what exactly did you do in America?"

He looked me in the eye and said, "I was a
made guy in the Genovese family."

I was at first shocked and then
fascinated.

I had seen my share of gangster movies and TV
documentaries. I knew that to be "made" you had to earn millions or
you had to kill someone for the family.

CJ reasoned that I wasn't in any position to
inform to the NYPD about his past, so he told me about it.

Some of his past left me horrified. Some of
it had me laughing until I cried, but, I also found myself nodding
in agreement with his and the Cosa Nostra's philosophy.

I told him that he should put these stories
into a book. He told me that would be impossible.

I pointed out that I could write it for him.
His name would not be on the cover and he could never be prosecuted
for what someone else has written about him. He could change the
names and then he could help solve some unsolved crimes, including
four murders.

Eventually he said "why not" and I began to
record his life story onto my mobile phone.

I converted all of this into literary form
and the result is the book we now have.

CJ emailed the work to a lawyer he knew in
New York. The lawyer read it and then advised a few changes. The
changes were duly made and then we decided to publish online. The
reason for that was because it was the easiest way to publish.
Neither of us wanted to deal with a literary agent or to be
emailing publishers.

We decided to put it out and see if people
cared to read it or not.

To help things along CJ has opened a Twitter
and a Facebook account and he can be reached by any reader.

I can be emailed at
chivasteele@gmail.com.













































































Introduction: Youngstown Village






I woke up with nothing to do, nowhere to go
and I was covered in sweat.

Same as usual.

Life was peaceful and easy. But, because of
that, life was boring.

I was in Youngstown Village Cainta Rizal
Manila and it was a far cry from Brooklyn.

I had come here to enjoy my "retirement".
Which for a mafiosi, means I was hiding. I had a girlfriend less
than half my age, a pair of transvestites who did my cooking and
cleaning and an army of stray cats, who settled into my house and
decided to stay.

The house I rented was a pretty big place
with a roof terrace, five bedrooms, three bathrooms and a garage
big enough for two cars. It only housed the motorcycle which the
queens used for their trips to the market.

I was living an easy life. I would never have
to work again and if I married the girlfriend then I would be
allowed to stay permanently.

But, Christ I was bored.

I strolled around the village aimlessly, when
I walked out of the village the locals treated me like a freak
show. With their incessant "Hey Joe what's up".

I had to high five every second person I
passed.

Drove me fucking crazy.

One day I noticed another white guy playing
soccer with a basketball. So I had him pinned for a European. We
exchanged polite greetings with a sense of camaraderie. We were
after all both foreigners stuck here and bored to tears.

One day we got talking and it turned out that
the guy named Jonathan, (or just "Jon" to the few people who got to
know him) was English. He had come here to get married. His
intended bride had an ectopic pregnancy, so he paid for her
operation. It cost him all he had. She then got the money
reimbursed from the health insurance and refused to give him a
penny back. She used the money to open a shop.

"She kept telling me that she would give me
my money back" he said. "Then I sold some things on eBay and asked
if she still wanted to get married or not. I had enough to fly back
to England so if she gave me an answer I could cut my losses and
go."

I told him that I could guess the rest! She
had him buying supplies for her shop and telling him that she would
save it for the wedding certificate, his visa extension, the
wedding ceremony and so on.

"She fucked you over twice you dumb
bastard."He acknowledged the truth of what I said and was visibly
seething with it. "So how are you going to get it back?" "Well the
plan is to make enough money to leave here, then before I go, to
give her a slap and destroy the shop".

A man after my own heart, I thought!






***






I got to know Jon over time and found we had
many similar interests. We were big fans of Leonard Cohen and Bob
Dylan. We both loved to play chess. We were both big admirers of
Dostoyevsky. We also shared an interest in Roman historians such as
Suetonius, Tacitus, Cicero and Plutarch.

The book I recommended to him was
Machiavelli's The Prince. I blurted out, "That was like a guidebook
for me".

Then he looked at me all curious and asked
what I did back in America? For some reason I told the truth. "I
was a member of La Cosa Nostra. I was a made guy in the Genovese
family".






***






I was too candid with Jon. But what the hell!
Was he going to report me to the feds? He seemed fascinated by the
stories I had to tell. So I told him everything. Sometimes he was
appalled but when I told him the stories of Lenny Gold (my first
partner in crime) and Salvatore Lombardo, (the most incompetent
mafioso ever), he laughed until his stomach hurt.






I also told him of the most cunning and
devious man to walk the earth, Johnny "The Fox" Cannovaro. That guy
was a strange kind of genius, not to mention a medical
miracle.There were my early mentors Moshe Steiner and Eddie Marino.
Also the first Capo I knew, Frankie Galante.

I learned more about life from those three
men than any school or college could ever have taught me.

John said that I should write a book about my
life inside the Genovese. The idea cut across everything the Cosa
Nostra stood for. The first duty of a family member is to deny its
existence. "Change the names here and there and you could even
clean up a few unsolved crimes".

As far as I was concerned, unsolved crimes
were best left unsolved. But the idea of a memoir did appeal to
me.

I was always bemoaning the fact that
corruption in America does not begin and end with the Mafia. Wall
Street, the law courts and the senate are riddled with
corruption.

I have seen this corruption at first hand and
even though I was a professional criminal, I was shocked by the
behavior of those who made the laws and those who were supposed to
uphold them.

I have seen Judges bought and sold, stock
brokers steal tens of millions, prison officers smuggling drugs and
even prostitutes into prisons, lawyers deliberately hiding evidence
and taking bribes to get innocent people convicted or to let guilty
ones walk. I have known two New York City policemen who carried out
contract killings.

When I met politicians I felt like
Machiavelli when he met high ranking Cardinals in The Vatican and
found that some of them didn't even believe in god.

There is no "fairness" in the world. No two
people are born equal. It is just another political word game. The
rich are rich because they exploit the poor. When there are too
many poor we get unemployment. When we get unemployment, we get
crime.

This is what we have to accept.

What we can't accept is a politician telling
us that the unemployed are just too lazy to work and that crime has
nothing to do with poverty. Criminals, they say, are just bad
people and should receive harsher punishments.

When I see the middle classes falling for
this con, I think to myself that they are the victims of a bigger
crime. But they do fall for it. At just about every second or third
election. The right wing candidates come out with the same old
message.

The poor are poor through their own laziness
and stupidity. Nothing to do with incompetent politicians, making a
mess of the economy. Criminals are just plain evil. The enemies of
society. Poverty is not an excuse for stealing.

We have to get tough with criminals. We'll
give them longer sentences and tougher conditions. The middle
classes lap this up. But the government is not interested in
fighting crime. They are content to appear to fight crime.

Plea bargaining is a national scandal. The
government is now blackmailing people into confessing to crimes
they did not commit. People, (almost all of them from the poorest
part of society) are going to jail for two or three years. If they
don't agree to this, they could face a wait of up to ten years on
remand for a more serious crime. Again one which they did not
commit.

The jury, the defense, the prosecution and
the judge, are all fully aware that the guy being sentenced is
innocent. Yet, sentenced he is. When he gets out of prison what
does he do? Gets a job? He's an ex con. He's unemployable now. He
becomes a criminal, that's what he does.

In prison you can learn just about every
crime going. You will come out with a list of contacts and new
friends, who will be happy to work with you in your new career.

Prison makes good people bad and bad people
worse.

Although this whole farce gives the
appearance of fighting crime, it is in fact causing an increase in
criminal activity. Statistics are massaged to make crime look as
though it is being reduced, but believe me, it is more prevalent
now than ever.

I have heard recently that La Cosa Nostra (or
"The Mafia" as politicians and outsiders call it), is fatally
weakened. Of course it is the same politicians who take credit for
this, thanks to their "tough" approach to crime.

Some of these politicians are on the take
from the families. The only thing that is decreasing is the "public
crimes," as Federal Agent Christie used to call them.

(More about him in the book). People are not
shot in the street any more. They just disappear. It could be that
they have gone into hiding. They have flipped and are being housed
by the government now. They are on the run from the law.

Who knows? Only the guys who whacked them,
that's who knows.

Another political con is the so-called free
market. Banks pay to get the free market advocate elected. In
return he frees up the market through what is called
"deregulation".

That is a big word for legalizing practices
which are beneficial to banks and harmful to their customers. A
crime is no longer a crime if it is legalized. It becomes
"aggressive marketing" or, "speculative investment."

Politicians get jobs in these banks as well
as other industries. They don't actually do anything, other than
attend a board meeting about once a month. They take huge salaries
for passing the bills they are told to.

This is a flagrant act of political bribery,
but it is perfectly legal! The US economy is run for the benefit of
the banks, not for the consumer, as some people still believe and
some politicians still maintain.

When you see crime on TV it’s usually a black
kid with a gun, being chased by the cops and of course he gets
caught.

So the politicians and tough cops are doing
their job! The middle classes can sleep safely, while the banks and
their puppet politicians steal billions from them.

It was the greed of the banks and the
collusion of the politicians, which led to a financial crisis which
we still haven't got over. Thousands had their houses repossessed,
after taking out secured loans on the advice of no less a figure
than Alan Greenspan, the chairman of the Federal Reserve.

Some banks went bust. But, how many bankers
and politicians went to jail as they should have? The lower and
middle classes lost billions. The bankers? How much did they lose?
Take a wild guess!

We are told to believe that the kid robbing a
store or stealing a car is just too lazy to work and becomes a
criminal because he is morally bankrupt. The politicians are
knights in shining armor, prepared to get tough, so that the middle
classes can live in peace.

The exact opposite is true. A guy will go out
and risk his freedom to feed himself and his family. He will steal
a car or deal drugs.

A whole political class will legalize illegal
practices, let the banks steal billions and then pocket their
share. Who is the real criminal here? Someone doing hundred dollar
crimes to survive. Or someone doing billion dollar crimes out of
greed?

La Cosa Nostra is not specifically a criminal
organization. It is more accurate to say that it is an organization
with its own laws.

The laws of society are made by the rich for
the benefit of the rich. They have no relation to the concept of
justice whatsoever. They are only politically and economically
beneficial to the select few at the top of society.











In this memoir I have adjusted people’s names
to protect them and where I could, I have made only slight changes.
The people will recognize themselves and can be recognized by the
community they come from.

I have been as honest as I could be with
events and only changed things to protect people. People on both
sides of the law, Federal Agents a Judge and a few wise guys.

People now known to the public keep their
names. Some unsolved murders are cleared up in this book. Including
the ones I did myself.

I want to make clear however that a Mafiosi
killing another is not a murder. It was just part of the life and
death we signed up for. A mafia soldier is a pawn and can be
sacrificed. He must accept this as I also accept it.

If some wise guy comes along and puts a
bullet in me, well, he's only doing his job, as I was doing
mine.






C J Rossi
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Chapter one: Lenny G.






On my first day in high school I was sat next
to a scrawny little kid called Leonard Gold.

We all called him Lenny and Lenny was the
class clown. He was about average height but he was thin. I mean
THIN. He was a bag of bones and was useless at any kind of sport or
ball game.

But Lenny was smart. Not top of the year, but
not far off. His grades were always poor though because of his
endless pranks.

In assembly on day I was due to go up on
stage to get a certificate for achieving a high swimming grade. The
school Principal was up there on stage giving me a great build up
and I could feel myself blushing. Then he announced my name,

"Come on up here CJ Rossi" the whole school
burst into applause and I stood up to get my certificate.

CRASH!

My trousers had been fastened to my chair by
some string threaded through a belt loop. When I got up the chair
got up with me. When I turned around to see what was going on, I
simply fell into the aisle with the whole school laughing at me
like jackasses. There sitting behind me was Lenny fucking Gold
having fits.

Another favorite prank of his was to do
everyone's schoolwork for them and not bother to do his own. He
would sit eating lunch and giving out the answers to just about
anything, while his own books were in his bag untouched.

When we had math’s exams he would sit at the
front of the class and write the answers big enough for everyone to
see. He held up his book and everyone just copied and passed.

It was a standing joke often repeated, "If
you wanna get grades, sit next to Lenny."

I sat next to Lenny all the time and I got
grades. But Lenny just flunked his schooling. He finished bottom of
the class time and again. He seemed to just KNOW that he wouldn't
need college to make it in the world."I'm not thinking of getting a
job" he would say "I'm thinking of getting rich."

For Lenny, the sooner he dropped out, the
sooner he'd be a millionaire.






***






Lenny lived with his mother and I lived with
my father. His father had walked out when he was only four years
old. His mother went to live with her parents for a while until
they bought a small but decent house for her. She had two jobs
while Lenny was at school. She would do one in the afternoon for
four hours and then go straight to another one which lasted all
night.

Lenny got into the habit of spending the
evening at my old man's with me in my bedroom or (if Pop was out)
in the basement, where we had a pool table a dart board and a few
crates of beer. It was like my dad’s own private bar. The intention
was to do our school work together, but it didn't work out like
that.

We did however become good at pool. We
hatched the ambition to become pool hustlers, until that is we went
to a pool hall and watched the real pros at work. They were on a
different planet. Me and Lenny went back to the basement to cook up
other crazy schemes.

I wanted to find a sure fire system to beat
the horses. Lenny was inspired by all the cop shows on TV to be a
master criminal. "This guy on Columbo" (or kojak or Starsky and
Hutch or Charlie's Angels etc.) "You can see what he did wrong. He
was bound to get caught." Then Lenny would give me his way of doing
things, which, (if properly implemented) would guarantee that the
criminal would walk away unscathed.

He treated the cop shows like a "what not to
do" guide for the aspiring criminal. One day out of the blue Lenny
said that he had "cased" a pawn shop in Brooklyn. It was in his
words a "sitting duck".






***






Old Moshe was pretty well known in the
neighborhood. He was a real life Ebenezer Scrooge. About as
curmudgeonly and grasping as a guy could get.

My mother had sold her jewelry to him to feed
her drug addiction and he gave her peanuts. Lenny said that he had
watched Old Moshe. He knew the man's habits and movements and it
would be a piece of cake to just "walk in there with nothing and
walk out rich".

Lenny told me of a small yard at the back of
the shop. In the yard was a pile of old furniture, the old bastard
was too mean to throw out. Lenny had climbed up the pile of
furniture, at the top of which was a first floor window, boarded up
with an old piece of plywood. The plywood had rotted in the rain
and could be pulled off easily. In through the window, down to the
shop, collect the jewelry and cash then out the way we came in less
than ten minutes.

I must admit the idea seemed to a seventeen
year old kid pretty exciting. The thought of setting myself up with
few thousand bucks in one stroke was real seductive. Then I could
start all kinds of money making projects.

I took a walk with Lenny. We went to the
alleyway behind Old Moshe's pawnshop. As Lenny had told me, in the
yard there was a pile of old furniture, leading up to the window
like a staircase.

We then went around to the front of the shop
and looked at all the gold rings and chains. "I've worked it out"
said Lenny. "We can get twenty grand each for all this". I was
sold.






***






We talked every evening about "the job".
Lenny walked past every day. He sat in a café across the street and
watched Old Moshe arrive each morning at 8.0am then leave at
5.0pm.

"He never goes out for lunch, but he gets
plenty of visitors. Guys he knows from the neighborhood. They spend
over an hour there sometimes. He goes home every day and carries
nothing. No briefcase or bag. Nothing." I followed Lenny's
reasoning.

"So all the money is hidden in the shop?" "It
must be!"

We discussed the right time for the heist and
Lenny reasoned that if Old Moshe was keeping the money in the shop,
the end of the month was the right time.

"He must have a safe or a pretty good hiding
place and I think that he does his books every month. He goes
through his receipts and takes his money to the bank, or wherever
he stashes it. So the best time would be in the last week of the
month on a rainy night." The rain said Lenny would keep people off
the street and wash away any footprints we would leave. "Got any
old sneakers? You know, ones you can throw away?"

I told Lenny I had and he told me to wear
them on the big night. He would do the same. "An old pair of jeans
and a jacket too. Nice and dark, to be thrown out the day after.
That is so important CJ. We leave no trace."

On the 24th of November 1977 me and Lenny
walked home from school as normal. After we got back to my dad’s
house it started to rain. Lenny told me that if it was still
raining at midnight, he would come round. By midnight it was still
raining and I waited for Lenny in the living room staring out of
the window. I saw a figure bounding up the drive at exactly 12.30
am. Lenny.

I opened the door for him and he came in
soaking wet. Lenny had a lot of hair and the water was pouring out
of it. He went to the bathroom to get dry while I made us some
coffee. Lenny came down hardly able to contain his excitement. That
excitement was pretty infectious too. "We can set ourselves tonight
CJ. If we pull this off we'll never have to worry about money
again." It was big talk for a petty burglary, but to us it felt
like we were knocking over fort Knox.

"We just stay cool, no rush means no
mistakes!"






***






We set out at 2.00am. My dad was tucked up in
bed and I knew (or rather hoped) that we would be back in about one
hour.

We walked the five blocks to Old Moshe's
Pawnshop. The streets were deserted and every time we saw a car
coming we dived into a doorway until it was long past. We walked
past the front of the shop just to make sure no lights were on and
that the old man was not doing something strange like sitting up
over his books. We walked around the corner of the block and into
the alleyway. We were constantly looking over our shoulders just to
make absolutely certain we were not seen or followed. Then, into
the yard.

We got straight to work. There was a trash
can full of old papers and files. We heaved it up against the gate.
It seemed to weigh about half a ton, but we knew the gate was now
secure behind us. Then, as planned we got into the building as
quickly as we could. Lenny had reasoned that criminals spend too
long at the crime scene. It was like waiting for a bus he said. The
longer you wait, the nearer the bus gets. The longer you stay at
the scene the closer comes some guy with a pair of eyes and a
mouth. It was a part of the plan to do it quickly. Lenny had got
through the window before I had even got up the makeshift
staircase. I climbed in after him and thought the most dangerous
part was done. We had climbed into an empty room with a locked
door.

I went into an instant panic thinking the
whole thing was a dead end. "Now what the fuck do we do?"

Lenny pointed his torch to the top of the
door where there was a black mesh grille. "No problem. Watch
this".

Lenny put his foot on the door handle, his
hand on the wall and with one bound was up and punching through the
grille. The grille just popped out as if it was put there with a
single piece of sticky tape. Lenny went down the other side landing
on his feet. The door swung open and we were heading down the
stairs to the ground floor.

There was a door at the bottom of the
staircase which actually had a window in it. Lenny took his crowbar
out of the bag and smashed the window. He was so casual in the way
he did it I seemed to draw a lot of confidence from him. As if the
way he acted affected the way I felt. We both stepped through the
window easily.

In the shop I looked around the glass display
cabinets and saw they were empty. All of the jewelry had been
moved. I imagined that Old Moshe had a safe full of his stock and
cash. I also knew that if he had then we were leaving empty handed.
"What now?" Lenny looked unruffled. He looked as cocky as ever and
supremely confident, even now. Lenny looked thoughtful. "I can work
this out!"

Lenny looked around with his torch. He shone
it around the shop and up at the ceiling. "No he's an old man. no
more than 5.5 and already has a stoop. When he clears the shelves
every night he don't go far. Then he puts his stuff DOWN not up.
"Lenny then started shining the torch at the floor which was
covered in an ancient red carpet. Lenny nodded towards the door
behind the counter. "In there. It’s all in there."

The door was locked but a heave on the
crowbar was all it took to open it. Then we were in a room full of
old books. "So this is what he does all day. Waits for his
customers and reads all this."

There were no shelves in the room but the
books were piled pretty neatly against the walls. There was also a
small table with four wooden chairs around it. On the table some
cigarettes and ashtrays. Three coffee cups and an electric kettle
plugged into an extension. There was also a radio on top of one of
the stacks of books.

I felt like I had walked into another man’s
life. Almost as if I could see the world through his eyes.

Lenny was by now tapping his forehead, (a
habit I had noticed in school when he was trying to figure
something). "Let me think, let me think, let me think."

"Well think fucking fast Lenny." Lenny took a
seat at the table and to my astonishment made himself a cup of
coffee. "Lenny for fucks sake, we gotta get the fuck out of here
now".

"Nobody comes through that door for another
seven hours. Just waiting ten minutes ain't gonna hurt." "So what
are you thinking Lenny?" "I'm thinking that he brings the stuff in
here. He puts it down, not up. So grab the end of the table."

I got hold of one end and he got the other.
We pulled it a couple of steps to the side. Then Lenny pulled away
the rug knelt down and started to study the floorboards in minute
detail. Then he started to tap them, cocking his head to the side
to hear better.

"Lenny what the fuck are you doing?"

"These floorboards are hollow!"

Then Lenny got out his crowbar again and
pushed it between the floorboards. Up they came with no resistance.
Under the floorboards were several small boxes and inside them were
rings, chains, broaches, cufflinks and all kinds of baubles. How
Lenny had figured it out I had no idea, but my admiration for him
now bordered on hero worship.

We emptied the loot into my bag, (we carried
the equipment in his), and once we had emptied the boxes we both
realized that it couldn't be all of it. There was never enough
there to fill his front window. "There must be more than this
CJ."

"So where the fuck is it?" Lenny again went
into his puzzle solving mode. "He puts it DOWN. That's the key to
all this." Lenny shone his torch at the books as if he knew
something was hidden there.

"Right CJ take the books and throw them into
the middle of the room."

Lenny got down to it and it was like digging
for gold. We were grabbing the books from their neat piles and
throwing them into a pile behind us. Then under one pile I found a
bunch of envelopes.

"Check this!"

"See what's in em."

What was in em was cash. Twenty, fifty and
hundred dollar bills and plenty of them! "OK stick em in here." I
put them all into Lenny's bag and he did the same. There were only
about a dozen of them, but if they were all stuffed with cash we
had hit the jackpot. I said to Lenny that there had to be more
jewelry.

"There is more. Plenty more. Keep moving
these books and we'll come to it."

We kept digging away at the books and then
Lenny suddenly got up.

"Look at this."

Lenny had found an ancient strongbox. It
looked like something out of a 1920's gangster movie. It was
sitting in the corner behind a pile of old books. Lenny just turned
the lock and it swung open! Inside, more old boxes and inside the
boxes more gold. We stashed some into my bag and some into his.
Lenny checked the bags for weight. "Holy shit, feel that."

The bags seemed to weigh a ton. "This is
heavy fucking money CJ" "Well let's get the fuck out."

In about sixty seconds we were back outside.
Up the stairs, through the room and the open window. We realized
that we had a problem. The bags were heavy. We were in the middle
of Brooklyn at 2.40am loaded with gold and cash. I felt real safe!
The rain had stopped but there was still no one around.

We walked the five blocks back home fueled by
adrenalin and fear. Every time we saw a lone guy or a group of
three or four, we instantly assumed they were armed muggers. We saw
in our minds eyes knives and guns everywhere around us.

Soon we were on the long street where we
lived and then we felt safe. We walked up the drive close to
exhaustion. We sneaked into the house and up to my room. There we
took out the loot and thought we were kings of the world.

It was now that the reality of what we had
done hit me.

Old Moshe had spent his life collecting all
of this. And now? Two kids cleaned him out in just over an hour.
Poor bastard. I began to feel a sickening amount of guilt. Lenny
was different. He was coming in his pants. "This is a grand on its
own." Holding up a tiny ladies watch. "Its fucking Cartier!
Jeeeeezus here's another one" and on and on he went. Talking just
above a whisper, but squealing like he had a cock up his ass.

"We've fucking done it CJ we've fucking done
it!"

I had a love hate relationship with him.
There was the huge ambition and the brains and balls to pull it
off. But there was also a childishness that pissed me off every
time it emerged. The cockiness was a blessing and a curse for him.
It went with his confidence but it crossed the line into a real
narcissistic egotism. Lenny impressed people, but impressed himself
most of all. "Get us some coffee CJ I'll unpack all this."

I went down to the kitchen and made us some
coffee and sandwiches. I was expecting a pretty long night counting
cash. The adrenaline was still flowing and I felt my heart pounding
still, but, it was a feeling I didn't like. It was thrilling and
sickening at the same time. And another thing struck me. Lenny had
started giving me orders. I just went along with it like I was his
sidekick rather than his partner. I remember resolving to myself
that I would have to fix that.

I took the coffee and sandwiches back
upstairs. Lenny was sat there in front of my bed. On the bed two
piles of cash. "Sixteen grand each CJ!"

I picked up the pile and looked at it. I had
never even held a grand before. To me it was huge money. That bad
feeling ebbed away!

Back in the seventies that kind of money
would last a guy two years. With no rent or bills to pay I was on
easy street. Lenny then said to me that we had to go back out. "I'm
not going back." "Not there, you dumbass! We got to take all this
to my mom's house. Don't forget the clothes either."

We put the jeans, sneakers, gloves and
jackets into my bag and all the gold into his. (He had brought a
change of clothing with him). "We'll take a cab off the street.
We'll go past my Mom's then when the cab goes off we'll turn
around."

I had to admit that Lenny's planning was
pretty good.

We walked for about five minutes before we
got a cab. Lenny gave a house number about a hundred yards past his
own and we got there pretty quick.

We got out and pretended to chat on the
sidewalk while the cab drove away. As soon as it was out of sight
we turned back to his mother’s house. She was out doing her night
job. She always got back at around three or four in the morning and
went to bed.

By now it was past three and we did what we
had to do pretty quickly. Lenny had a garden at the back of the
house and there was a tarpaulin sheet covering a pile of twigs and
dry leaves. "Put the clothes on there."

He said. I emptied my bag and two jackets,
two pairs of sneakers, jeans and gloves went onto the pyre. Then
from out of a little wooden shed he grabbed a small can of
kerosene, poured it on and lit it with a match.

Kaboom!

Lenny had been over generous with the fuel
and a huge ball of fire went twenty feet up into the air. We both
laughed with elation and relief. "There goes the evidence. We can't
be caught!" "Lenny you've got a fucking bag full of evidence."
"Which will go where it can't be found!" "Where's that?" "Best that
you don't know, just in case."

I had to admit, Lenny had thought of just
about everything. "I'll leave it hidden until the heats off. Then
I'll sell it and we do a fifty fifty split OK?" "Sure it’s OK"

Me and Lenny hugged like two loving brothers.
Then I turned and walked back home to get some sleep and count that
money one more time.






***






The next day I skipped school. I assumed
Lenny had done the same. It was a part of our plan to avoid each
other and to avoid going out over the next few days. A week passed
then another and when I went back to school there was no sign of
Lenny. I asked around but, he hadn't been seen in the classes.

Lenny had dropped out.

I reasoned that he was lying low at his old
lady's, until, as he put it "the heat was off."

I had spent Christmas and New Year with my
uncle Mikey. He was my father’s brother who owned three garages and
a small restaurant.

Uncle Mikey was the man closest to my old man
and just about the only visitor we had. Every Sunday morning we
would decide whether or not to go to Mikey's house for lunch. We
did about half the time and always enjoyed the weekly meal with the
family. The reasons we didn't go were usually, dad was working or I
had been up late with Lenny and needed some sleep.

We went for Christmas dinner and to the New
Years Eve party. Lenny being Jewish never cared for Christmas, but
he celebrated the New Year like everyone else. That year he had
gone to the house of one of the neighbors, an Italian family called
Fiorello. I knew the Fiorello's, especially Mona Fiorello. I lusted
over Mona like a dog on heat. She was two years older than us and
had just left school to go to college. She had jet black eyes and
naturally red lips. It looked like she wore lipstick, but she never
touched make-up. Her hair was naturally curly, jet black and
incredibly thick. She always let it flow naturally which, to my
hungry eyes, made her look a little wild.

She had a full figure, about size sixteen or
eighteen but, with the most incredible pair of tits I had ever
seen. She liked to wear dresses that were a little low cut or
transparent. I used to watch her walk past the house and what a
sight she was. She really sashayed as she walked. Her breasts
bouncing, as if they were trying to escape. When Lenny arrived he
had Mona with him.

I guessed what had happened as soon as I saw
them. Mona got out of the taxi wearing a pink dress and then Lenny
got out of the front seat. I could barely believe my eyes. Lenny
had undergone what you call a makeover. No more cheap sneakers and
faded jeans. Lenny was wearing a brown suit with the widest
trousers you had ever seen. The shoulder pads made him look like
Frankenstein's monster and the collars were so wide that they
almost reached out to his arms. A matching vest and a pale brown
shirt with collars like the wings of an f15 finished the look. But
then there were the shoes! The heels took Lenny from 5.9 to 6.3,
and they matched the suit beautifully, being two shades of
brown.

As Lenny got out of the cab he put on a
matching brown fedora and a pair of mirrorized sunglasses. (Even in
a rainy January). Lenny saw me and walked over to where I was
standing. He put his hand on my shoulder and said "This is the rest
of the crew! This is my girl Mona and these guys are the muscle." I
was so taken aback by Lenny's outfit that I hadn't noticed the
muscle. Standing behind Lenny were two brothers I knew from school.
Ray and James Johnson. They were two black kids trying to emanate
as much menace as they could muster.

"You've heard of these two guys right?" "Sure
I know Ray and Jimmy from the gym" "Well now, they're on the
payroll." He turned round to them and said "Come in and make
yourselves at home." Which pissed me off no end.

Lenny led the crew past me and straight into
the living room. Sat himself down in my dad's chair (something he
had never done before) and put his feet up on the table. Mona
walked past me with a knowing smile as if she knew why they were
here and I didn't. The Johnson brothers were eyeballing me with
real intensity, as they followed Lenny's kind instructions and sat
on the sofa. Lenny looked up at me and said "CJ get us some coffee
will ya?"

That was something he always said when we got
home from school, so naturally I obliged. Mona said "I like lots of
cream". The brothers just shook their heads, as if they wouldn't
take a drink of me if they were dying of thirst.

It was only then that I noticed another kid
with the "crew". He was tiny and looked perpetually terrified. I
asked if he wanted some coffee and he nodded his head as if his
life depended on him drinking coffee.

Lenny sat back in his chair with Mona sat on
the arm. As I looked out from the kitchen I could see her
whispering something to him. He held his hand up to stop her. More
tellingly I saw the brothers actually smiling, as if sharing a
private joke. I put the drinks on a tray and walked to the living
room then, just before they realized I was there, I heard Lenny say
"we've got him scared."

I knew in that instant what this visit was
about. I sat down in my seat and Lenny went straight in for the
kill. "Hey CJ that sixteen grand I gave you! You still got it?"

He was looking straight ahead into space when
he talked, as if to emphasize his senior rank. I knew what was
coming next. The sixteen grand was why they were here. "I gave it
my uncle. He bought two cars with it."

Mona's face hit the floor. Then Lenny
condescended to actually look at me. "Are you fucking kidding me?
You did fucking what? I told you to stash it, you stupid fuck".
Lenny was really worried and his frustration was genuine. I sneaked
a look at the brothers and they looked questioningly at Lenny to
see his next move. "You're uncle bought two cars? To sell on for a
profit? right?" "That's the plan he'll put them through an auction
at the weekend. He says I'll get twenty!" I couldn't resist
throwing that in, just to piss him off a little bit more.

"OK CJ hers the deal. I'm putting you on the
payroll like these guys. One hundred bucks a week. Plus a good
share of our other jobs let me tell you, we got some big scores in
the pipeline! That sixteen grand is the crew's money, so Monday
morning have the money ready for me Ok?"

"That sixteen grand is my money and I'm
fucking keeping it."

Lenny stood up and the brothers stood up with
him. The brothers now went all out to intimidate me. Positioning
themselves right in front of me and staring me down.

One of them said "what the fuck you staring
at you little faggot?"

Lenny pulled them back a little
melodramatically. "Not till I give the word guys."

He looked at me as if he had just saved my
life. "That was a fucking close call for you CJ. You don't realize
who your dealing with here!"

"Yeah I nearly got stared to death! Look
Lenny you got your share and I got mine, besides what about the
gold? Ain't you going to sell it?" "You let me worry about that. I
sell it when the heats off. Then, you get what I say when I say."
"Why do you need that money? What happened to yours?" "Doing big
thing CJ and big things isn’t cheap"."What fucking big things".
"We're taking over New York!"

At that moment I heard a key turn in the door
and my old man walked in. I thought he would be pretty pissed off
by the scene that greeted him. There was an awkward silence, but,
he seemed genuinely pleased to see Lenny. "Hey Lenny, look at you!
The king of the fucking dance floor."

Lenny shook pops hand and said it was good to
see him."Who are these guys?" "Oh, they just hang out with me, you
know, when I go somewhere they go too." "So what brings you all
here?" "CJ owes me some money, just came round on the off chance
that he had it, you know?"

Then my dad did something unbelievable. He
turned to me smiling and shot out, "what about all that money you
got upstairs?"

Lenny knew now that I had been lying and
smiled like the cat who got the cream. "You didn't tell me about
that CJ." "He’s probably forgotten. It’s been sitting there a
while. Big fucking envelope stuffed with cash." "Well he owes me
sixteen large!"

My old man turned to me with a twinkle in his
eye and said, "Just get the envelope Chris". Hardly believing what
was going on, I walked up the stairs to my room, got the envelope
and after pulling out five hundred for myself, walked back down to
a room full of laughter. Pop was whooping it up with Lenny, while
Mona was looking elated.

"Here" I said "I've spent about five
hundred." Lenny took the envelope and looked at me as if trying to
decide something. "Tell you what CJ. You can keep the five
hundred!"

He leaned back waiting for me to kiss his
feet in gratitude. I turned my back on them all and went back up to
my room. I was just as pissed off with my old man as I was with
Lenny. I heard the sound of more laughter and Mona crying out, "ooh
disgusting." Then the door closed and pop came running up the
stairs. He walked into my room and like Lenny went straight in for
the kill.

"You stupid little prick."

I played the innocent, but had a horrible
feeling that he knew everything. "I know you and that fuckwit
robbed Old Moshe. Don't even try to deny it." Before I could deny
it he turned and walked back downstairs. On his way down he shouted
up to me "Don't worry Chris, Lenny's fucked, but you’re OK."

I had no idea at the time. But the robbery of
Moshe Steiner's pawn shop was the pivotal event of my life. The
moment my path was decided.

I still wonder if we choose our path or if it
is laid out for each of us to follow. I always felt as if things
happened to me and left me with little or no choice in how I
reacted to them. The petty robbery with Lenny Gold set me on a path
of murder, the theft of millions of dollars and corruption in law
and government.

Once you make contact with organized crime,
particularly La Cosa Nostra, you are a part of it. There is no
getting away from it. This is how families accumulate power. I was
about to meet that power and witness its brutal methods of summary
justice.






















Chapter two: The Mafia Capo


Pop was out for about an hour. When he came
home, he shouted me as he walked through the door.

"Do you know Frankie Galante?"

"I've heard of him."

I'd heard of him alright. Frankie Galante was
a local Capo. A made guy! A member of The Genovese family and
someone you did not fuck with. I had heard all kinds of horror
stories about his brutality. He was apparently as sadistic and
violent as a guy could get.

"Well" said Pop "He can't wait to meet
you!"

I almost shit my pants. I don't mind
admitting that my legs turned to water.

"He wants to meet me? What could he want with
me?"

"Are you fucking nuts? If someone stole fifty
grand of your money, you'd want to meet them wouldn't you?"

Fifty grand?

Now I WAS scared. I knew me and Lenny were in
the shit. We were in way over our heads with a guy like Galante.
The first thing that entered my head was, to get that money back of
Lenny and run. My old man had other ideas.

"Now listen to me Chris. Frankie's a decent
guy. He's pretty reasonable and it’s important to him that he don’t
fuck up. If he fucks up with you and Lenny it’s gonna look bad for
him. What he has to do is give old Steiner some kind of justice
and, this is the most important thing, he has to set a terrifying
example. Something that'll scare the shit out of everyone"

The words "terrifying example" made me feel
physically sick. Now I had decided. I was running. But then Pop
gave me a little comfort.

"The only thing you have to do is get Lenny
to go along with you. Go see him, tell him that Galante wants to do
some kind of deal with Lenny and his so called crew. If Lenny buys
it and goes with you it’s gonna be pretty fucking horrific, but
only for Lenny, not for you."

"Why not me?"

"Cos of two things, one, it was Lenny's job.
He did it and took all the loot. You just stood there and watched
OK?"

"OK."

"The other thing in your favor, is that me
and Frankie know each other."

Waves of relief flowed over me.

"You're a pal of Frankie Galante?"

"No were not friends, were associates. I do
him favors and he'll do me a favor when I need him to. So, I asked
him to cut you some slack and he said he would, if you can deliver
Lenny to his cub tomorrow."

"Its a strip club I can't go in there."

Pop smiled and shook his head at my
naivety.

"Just go to the door at about five or six and
say who you are. Say that you got an appointment with Mr Galante
and they'll let you in. Their expecting you anyway. But listen,
whatever you do, don't ever get cocky with Frankie. He's the man,
you’re the kid. You,re there to pay your respects to him. To
apologize for what you did to Moshe Steiner. Make sure he gets that
message. Lenny will talk like he's on a level footing with Frankie
and believe me that's going to get him killed."

"Killed? They’re going to fucking kill
him?"

"No, no, no I don't mean literally. But
Lenny's gonna take the fall for it. You have to accept whatever he
dishes out to you."

"What's that gonna be?"

"He'll think of something, but he promised me
it'll do you good. They won't get rough with you!"


***


I lay awake most of the night thinking how I
could get Lenny to go and meet Frankie Galante. Lenny had heard the
name and knew the reputation. I thought of taking him to the strip
club, (something that would appeal to Lenny), I thought about the
mystery tour, not telling him where we were going until we get
there. But in the end I had to stick with Pop's idea of Galante
wanting some kind of deal. That would appeal to Lenny's vanity. A
guy like Galante requesting an audience! Just shows how far Lenny
had risen in the world.

The next day I walked up the road to Lenny's
house at about noon. It was snowing and dark, as if something
pretty grim was on its way. I worried that Lenny might decide to
stay in because of the weather, or that Galante's reputation would
scare him off.

When I knocked on Lenny's door, he opened it
dressed in a silk dressing gown and smoking a cigar (something I
had never seen him do before). He looked surprised to see me, but
then invited me in a usual.

"You want some coffee?" He asked.

"Yeah, sure."

"Well make yourself one and get one for me I
gotta do my hair."

Lenny was never missing a chance to look down
his nose at me. His actions and words said it all. He was the boss
and I was the underling.

He had no idea what was going on.

"So how's things with Mona? You fucked her
yet?"

"Have I fucked her? I'm bored with fucking
her, but she, she can't get enough. Every night she's coming round,
same time, same story, "ooh Lenny I need you! Please Lenny do it to
me." Ha! I have to sleep sometime you know."

"You lucky bastard."

"Ha, I met her at her parents new years eve
party. Told her who I was, what I was and where I was going. I tell
ya CJ I can't shake her off. But she's great for the crew. No one
can case a store like her."

Lenny then talked for over an hour telling me
the same thing about five times over. About how Mona goes into a
shop and flirts with the old guys, how she wears a lace bra with a
transparent dress, so that you can just about see her nipples. That
gets there attention, while she counts the doors, and windows.

Eventually he ran out of steam and I got my
chance.

"Listen, Lenny. Do you know guy called
Galante?"

"Sure I know him. He's fuck all. Just got
about six, or seven goons backing him up. He's the past and I'm the
future CJ."

"Well my old man knows him. Says he wants to
meet us both at his club today. How about that?"

Lenny took the bait. He sat there with a grin
of huge self satisfaction.

"I know exactly what he wants. He wants to do
a deal."

"That's what Pop said."

"Yeah I know what the deal is too. Even
before we go there. He wants us to put the rival clubs out of
business. He's tried it with his goons and they've got their asses
kicked. So now he turns to me! I put the crew on a rival club and
then we hit it for him. Makes sense."

"So what are you gonna say?"

Lenny sat back in his chair and looked
thoughtful.

"I'll have to see what he's offering
first."Lenny raised his finger too me for effect and said, "The
Lenny G crew don't come cheap CJ."

I tried to look impressed. I tried not to
laugh.

I asked Lenny about a time and we settled on
five pm.


***


At four pm a cab stopped outside the house
and sounded it's horn. I walked out and got in the back. There sat
Lenny. He was wearing a white suit and a red silk shirt. The outfit
was topped off with a white fedora and the same mirror shades. He
also had a ring on every finger, a watch on each wrist and twelve
chains around his neck.

"What the fuck is all this? You look like a
fucking pimp."

"Dress to impress CJ, dress to impress."

All the way there Lenny talked and talked.
Whenever he got nervous or excited, it just poured out of him.

"I'm thinking about this guy Galante. How do
I handle him? How do I get him to do what I want? I have to offer
him a lot. I have to nail those other clubs and do you know what
I'm gonna do?"

"What?"

"I'm moving in on his club!"

Lenny wore this shit eating grin which,
strangely, matched his outfit.

"He'll give me a piece of the action based on
what it brings in now. But, when we bust the other clubs all of
their customers will head over to Angels."

(Angels was the name of Galante's club).

"Then the take there will double or even
treble. I'll be raking it in. With me as his partner Galante's
going to make a fortune. There must be millions in strip
clubs!"

I could barely believe my ears and judging by
his face, neither could the cab driver. Every time Lenny spoke the
guy winced.

Lenny had robbed an old pawn shop. Then
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