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The Beginning


It
all started in 1952. My name is Joseph Toranetti. I was 13 years old, very
short and husky, brown eyes and jet black hair. Being very head strong, I was
not afraid of anything or anyone. My brother, Rocco, was slightly taller than I
was, very thin, with brown hair and brown eyes. He was 11 years old.


One day he came home from school crying. I asked what was
wrong. He said, “Some kids took my books.”


I said, “Do you know who they were?”


“They were in your grade.”


“Will you know them if they are there?”


He said, “Yes.” My mother told me to help him get his
books back. My mother was a small person with blue eyes and blond hair. She was
always afraid of what people thought—that made her very nervous.


The school was only two blocks from our house in Brooklyn
so we got there pretty fast. When we arrived there were five kids playing in
the school yard. Rocco pointed at the two kids who took his books. I noticed
that one kid was taller than I was, his name was Larry Campoella. The other was
about my size, his name was Pete. I didn’t know his last name.


I asked very nicely, “Did you take my brothers books?”


The taller kid, Larry, said, “Yeah, and what are you going
to do about it?”


“Well I would like them back please.”


Larry said, “No,” and laughed. I turned my back on him.
Then I turned back as fast as I could, hit Larry as hard as I could and he went
down like a ton of bricks. His buddy, Pete came running over to help and I
kicked him in the groin so hard that he went down screaming like a little girl.


I grabbed Larry by his shirt, pulled him up and asked him
again where the books were. He said, “They are in the bushes in back of the
school.”


I said, “Let’s get them.”


Larry started to cry and said, “Okay.” He went into the
bushes picked up the books and handed them to me.


I said, “Thank you!” Then I helped him out of the bushes
and when he was on the sidewalk I told him, “If you or your friends ever bother
my brother again you will never see another daylight.”












The Aftermath


The
next day I arrived at school and was told by a friend of mine that he heard
that I beat up the school bully. I said, “Well he had it coming.” I was then
told by my teacher that the principal wanted to see me. I went down to the
Principal’s Office and saw Larry, Peter, and a man I didn’t know sitting there.
This man was big and had a way about him that I did not like. He had a short
sleeve shirt on and I could see a tattoo that looked like the head of a horse
with a frame around the horseshoe around its neck. I was introduced to him by
the principal.


“Joey this is Luke, Larry’s father. He wants to know why
you hit his son so hard and kicked his friend in the groin.”


I asked, “Didn’t he tell you?” Luke answered, “No.”


I said, “I believe that he is the one to tell you what
happened.”


Luke said to me, “I know your dad and I will be summoning
him to come to my office. I can tell you this, he will not like it. You see
your father knows who I am and he will be very upset with you after we talk.
Now tell me why you hit him.”


So I said, “Again, I am not going to tell you why I hit
your son or his friend, they need to do that and I need to go to class.” So I
left the office and went to my class.


I knew I was in big trouble with my father since the
people he knows are really tough and they control the neighborhood.


After school I waited for my brother and we went straight
home. I told my mother, Rosa, what had happened and she got all upset. She told
me, “I just wanted you to get his books back. I didn’t say to beat anyone up.
Now your father is going to be in a lot of trouble with Luke Campoella. He runs
this area.”


That night my father, Antonio Toranetti, came
home and my mother told him what had happened. My father wasn’t very tall but
he was very strong. He said to me, “Why did you hit Luke’s son and his son’s
friend?”


After I told him there was a long pause, then he said, “I
will handle this before he even calls me. His son had no right to bother your
brother but you should have used more control and tried to negotiate getting
your brothers books back.”


I said, “I asked nicely, very nicely, for the books and he
said no and he just laughed at me. I said please give me back his books and he
laughed again, so I hit him.”


The next thing I knew my father was on the phone saying to
the person on the other end, “Set up a meeting with Luke Campoella for tomorrow
morning we have something to discuss, also call Arthur and tell him.” I did not
hear what the person on the other side of the phone said but my father said,
“Tell him it is important and we will straighten this situation out, thank
you.”












The Meeting


My
father was up early as always. He was reading his paper and drinking his coffee
when I came into the kitchen. I said, “Good morning” and he said, “I decided
that you are coming with me to this meeting.”


I said, “Why?”


He said, “Because, I want Mr. Campoella to see that my son
tells me everything, good or bad. And besides, Mr. Campoella was told by
someone else to bring his son to the meeting. The meeting is in one hour so eat
and get ready.”


The meeting was at Lucky’s Social Club about six blocks
from our home. This is where a lot of the neighborhood men hung out.


We arrived 10 minutes early. There were about five or six
men outside and they all said hello to my father. I was never in this club so I
was a little nervous. My father said to me, “Are you nervous?”


I said, “Yes.”


This is when he told me, “Try not to show you are nervous,
be polite, not rude, and give a firm handshake to anyone I introduce you to,
okay?”


I said, “Okay.”


At this time this older man came out from a back room and
said to my father, “Hi Tony.”


My father said, “Hi Arthur.” Arthur was probably six feet
tall and had real big arms. My father introduced me to him as Mr. Antonella.


Mr. Antonella put out his hand and said “It is nice to
meet you Joey,” and we shook hands. He then said, “I see we have a situation
here with Luke Campoella’s son and you. I heard that you refused to tell Mr.
Campoella why you hit his son.”


I said nervously, “I think that his son should be the one
to tell his father. I tell my father everything even if I was wrong.”


Mr. Antonella said, “That shows a lot of respect to your
father. That is a good thing.” He then said to my father, “Shall we go into my
office? Luke and his son are in there.”


We went through a door into the back of the club where
there was a large table and big chairs around the table. Arthur said, “Please
sit down and we will discuss the issue at hand. Let us start from the
beginning. Luke you can start.”


Luke stood up and said to Arthur “Joey came to the school
and beat up my son Larry for no apparent reason.”


Arthur said, “Thank you.” He then said to my father, “Tony
what do you have to say?”


My father said, “There was a real good reason and as my
son Joey told Mr. Campoella, he should asked his son what happened. If his son
does not tell him the whole story then we are at an impasse.”


Arthur said to Luke, “Has your son told you what
happened?”


Luke said, “Joey just came to the school and beat him up.”


Then my father said to Arthur, “If Luke’s son is too
afraid to tell his father what really happened then he has no respect for his
father.”


Arthur looked at Luke’s son and said, “Larry what
happened?” Larry started to sweat and twitch. He looked at his father and saw
that his father was getting red in the face.


Larry said very nervously, “I took his brother’s books
away from him.”


His father said, “Why?”


Larry said, “I thought it would be funny to see how scared
he would be.”


Luke said, “How old was this boy?”


“I don’t know; he looked younger than Joey.”


Luke looked at Joey and asked, “How old is your brother?”


Joey said, “Eleven years old.”


Luke’s face got real red and he stared at his son and said
to Joey and his father, “I am very sorry for this situation. I will take care
of my son when we get home.” Luke said to Joey and his son, “I would like to
see the two of you be friends and shake hands; and again, I am very sorry for
all this.”


Joey went over to Larry and they shook hands. Luke went
over to Tony and said, “We should be friends too.” They shook hands.


Arthur said, “Great everyone is friends now, so go home
and enjoy the rest of the day.”





The next day Larry came over to our house and apologized
to my brother and my mother. He told my brother if he ever needed help please
call him and he will be there.












Larry’s Friend Pete


Peter
was about 5ꞌ 1" and pretty well built. He lived in the same area of
Brooklyn that Larry lived and Larry was his best friend. Pete’s father, Will,
was a bus driver for the city and stayed pretty much by himself. Will didn’t
hang out at the social club, but knew some of the people that did by sight
only. Will was very upset about his son being kicked in the groin and wanted to
go after the person who did this to his son. Will does not know the details of
the situation and his son wouldn’t tell him.


Pete talked to Larry about getting even with Joey. Larry
told him, “I overheard my father say to his friend that it is better to wait a
while before you do anything because it can come back at you. So, hang on Pete
there will be a time and a place one day that we will get even with Joey. Just
not now because my father is still very upset with me and he will know that it
was us.”


Pete said, “Okay I will wait for you to tell me when.” 


Larry said, “Good.”


At the school Larry and Pete pretended that they were over
the situation with Joey and acknowledged Joey as a friend.












First Day of High School


I
had no problems in the school for a long time, everything was real smooth. I
graduated and the next term and would start in Lafayette High School.


I went away with my mother, father, and brother to upstate
New York for a vacation in the country. It was really beautiful. There were
cows we helped milk in the mornings and pigs that we helped feed. The food they
served was plentiful and really good. I really enjoyed the time we had up
there.


When we came home it was time to get ready for school to
start. We went shopping for school clothes and books and other items. Rocco was
still in the school by our house. Lafayette High School was near Coney Island
so I had to take a school bus.


The morning that school started I went to the bus stop and
waited with a few other kids including Larry and Pete. They said “Hello” and I
nodded my head. When we got to the school we went into the yard to wait to
enter the building. Larry said “Hi Joey” and as I turned to say hello I was
jumped from behind by someone. This person hit me about two times before I knew
what happened. I went backwards but did not go down. I tackled this guy and as
we went to the ground. I was hit with something hard.


The next thing I saw was a teacher pulling me up. I was
brought to the office and was read the riot act from the dean. Dean Summers was
like a principal in my other school. Mr. Summers said, “I will not tolerate
fighting in my school. Now, tell me why you were fighting.”


I said, “I was jumped from behind.”


That is not what Mr. Peterson said, “He said that you
tackled the other boy.”


I said, “Where is the other boy?”


The dean said, “He is in class where you should be. I will
let this go this time but don’t let me see you again for something like this.”


I walked out of the office and went to my first period class.
I entered the class and recognized the other guy. He was sitting next to Larry
and Pete and they were laughing and looking at me. I tried to hold my temper,
but it didn’t work. I dove on top of the guy who hit me and punched him in the
middle of his neck. He fell backwards and was having, a very hard time
breathing. I turned around to Larry and Pete and told them they would regret
this day.


Of course I was brought back to the dean’s office within
20 minutes after I had left his office. My teacher, Mr. O’Connor, told the dean
what had happened and the dean was really upset. He said, “Thank you” to Mr.
O’Connor and said he could go back to his class.


The dean said to me, “I want your father up here tomorrow
morning and you are suspended for the day. Now go home and calm down.”


I said to the dean, “You should have brought the other guy
into this office in the first place so do not judge me you asshole.” I walked
out.


I walked home—about six miles, all the time worrying about
my father. He was going to be really upset with me for fighting on the very
first day of school. My mother asked, “What are you doing home?” I told her
what happened and she started to cry. She said, “Your father is going to have a
fit.” I showed her the welt on my head and she started to cry again. She asked,
“What did he hit you with?”


I said, “I don’t know. All I know is that my head still
hurts.” My mother calmed down and told me to go lie down and rest.


She called my father and he came right away. When he got
in the house he yelled out, “JOEY GET IN HERE!!” I came in and he said, “What
the hell is wrong with you? Why are you fighting on the very first day of
school?” I told him what happened and he was really mad. I told him that the
dean wanted to see him in the morning and please let me work this out with
Larry and Pete. He said “Why, so you could beat the hell out of them?”


I said, “I won’t lay a hand on them. They must be afraid
of me otherwise they would have jumped me themselves. I am just going to smile
at them and let them wonder when they will get it.”


My father said, “Where do you get these ideas from?”


I said, “I hear you talking to your friends and I
remember. Oh, I also called the Dean an asshole.”


Guess my mother heard me and said “The apple doesn’t fall
far from the tree,” and walked away.


My father laughed and said “I will come to the school with
you to see the dean and you will not be suspended. This will not go on your
school record, okay?” I said, “Thank you Dad, and went back to my room to rest
my head.”












Dean’s Office


My
father and I arrived at the school at 7:30 a.m. to see Dean Summers. Since I
knew where the office was my father followed me. When we arrived at the office
my father told me to not say a word unless he told me to. I said okay. We
opened the door to the office and my father said to the receptionist, “I am
Antonio Toranetti and I am here to see Dean Summers.”


The receptionist replied, “Mr. Toranetti he is expecting
you. I will let him know that you are here.” She went into the Dean’s office
and came back about three minutes later. She said, “Dean Summers will see you
now.”


We went into the office and my father and the Dean shook
hands. My father said to the Dean, “My son tells me that he was attacked
yesterday by someone and hit in the back of the head with something very hard.
He also said that he was the only one brought to this office and reprimanded by
you. Please explain why only Joey and not the other boy.”


The dean then said, “I was told by a witness that your son
started the fight. One of our teachers pulled him up and brought him to this
office.”


“Are you calling my son a liar?”


“No sir, I am going by what the teacher had told me.”


“What was that?”


“There were two boys who said they had seen the whole
thing.”


“Who were the boys that told this teacher this lie?”


“I am not at liberty to say.”


My father said to me, “Joey did you start the fight?”


“No I didn’t.”


My father said to the Dean, “My son doesn’t lie to me. If
he had started the fight he would admit it.”


“I am not saying that your son lied to you. I am going by
what a teacher told me. I also told your son that I would forget about the
whole incident just go to his class and calm down. It wasn’t even 20 minutes he
was back here in my office for fighting again. That is why I sent him home and told
him to bring you to see me in the morning.”


My father said to the Dean, “I know about the second
incident also, my son told me. He was reprimanded by me for doing what he did.
I do know who really started the first fight and who lied to your teacher.


“My son and I do not know who hit him from behind. I know
my son can be a hot head, but when he saw the three laughing when he entered
the home room, he knew they were laughing at him and acted out of rage. By the
way how is the boy my son hit in the home room?”


“He is Okay.”


“That is great to hear. I am going to the other boy’s
father and have a discussion with him about what they did. In the meantime,
please do not put anything in my son’s record about being suspended or
fighting. Do you understand? It will be greatly appreciated.”


Dean Summers said, “I will handle that.”


“Thank you.” My father said to me, “Go to your class now
and do not bother with those boys, do you understand.”


I said, “Yes” and left for my class.












In Class


I
walked down the hall and went into my home room. I went up to the teacher and
said to him that I cannot sit near those three guys. So he gave me a seat on
the other side of the room. Larry and Pete were sitting with the guy I hit and
not saying a word. I found out the other guy’s name was Jeremy Thompson. He was
very tall, a little heavy and had muscles all over him. All he did was stare at
me through the whole class.


When the bell rang I left the room and went to the rest of
my classes that day. I was hoping that I didn’t have any other issues with
Larry and Pete. I noticed that Jeremy went in another direction to his class
and I said to myself, “I hope he stays away from me.” I wasn’t afraid of him
but I didn’t want to get in trouble again.












Antonio & Luke


I
arrived home at 3:00 p.m. and saw my father sitting on the couch deep in
thought. I went over to him and asked if I was in a lot of trouble with him. He
told me, “No, you stood up for yourself. The only thing is that you need to
control your temper and think first before taking action. I have told you this
a million times.”


“I know; I just felt I couldn’t let them think I was
afraid of them.”


“I understand son but sometimes it is better to wait. When
I was your age I would have done exactly what you did. I learned from a very
good friend that you have to be smarter than the other person and leave the
rage behind. Do you understand what I am saying?”


“I think so.”


“Well, please try to not let your anger get the best of
you. You will have your enemies worried what you will do next. I have a meeting
with Arthur about this situation at 7:00 p.m.”


“I thought you were going to Larry’s father and talk to
him.”


“I must talk to Arthur first. Then I will see Larry’s
father, Luke. Understand diplomacy first. Okay?”


“Okay.”


My father left the house and went to his meeting with
Arthur. He came home around 8:00 p.m. and said, “He has a meeting with Luke at
7:00 p.m. tomorrow night and that I need to come with him.” I said, “Okay.”


The next night we left for Luke Campoella’s house. His
house was in the Bay Ridge area of Brooklyn and it was a big place. My father
rang the bell and Mr. Campoella answered the door and said, “Hi Antonio, please
come in.” 


“Hello Joey.” I said hello back to him. We entered his
office and there I saw Larry sitting down next to his father’s desk.


Luke sat behind his desk and my father and I sat across
from him. Luke said, “I heard from our friend Arthur last night, Antonio and
I’m very upset with what happened. I asked my son and he told me that he is
very sorry for the incident and he only did it to satisfy his friend Pete. It
seems that Pete was very upset that your son Joey had kicked him in the groin.”


“My son, Joey, was only defending himself when Pete
decided to make the fight two against one.”


“I realize this and that is what I told my son. Now, I
understand that you are very upset with my son Larry and his friends. How do
you want to handle this?”


“Well, the last thing I want is an issue with you. I
believe that you should warn your son and his friends that any further
incidents can become a big issue with us.”


“I understand. I will see to it that your son Joey or your
son Rocco will not have any more problems. Isn’t that right Larry?”


“Yes.”


“Now Larry and Joey please step out of the room I need to
talk to Mr. Toranetti.”


Larry and I walked out of the office and sat in chairs
away from each other. I do not know what was going on in the office but when my
father came out he had a smile on his face that we had succeeded.


We thanked Mr. Campoella and left to go home.












Brooklyn


I
want to tell you about the area in Brooklyn where we lived. I told you the area
was controlled so I need to explain how. There are four sections that made up
the area we lived in. The first is Bay Ridge, second is Bensonhurst, third is
Dyker Heights and last is Bath Beach. This took up a lot of area.


By controlled I mean that the big families made sure there
were very few problems. For instance, you could not start a sanitation business
unless you asked permission. You could not open a club or put in vending
machines without permission. There are many other examples, but I know you get
the picture.


I lived in the Bath Beach & Dyker Heights area. I
lived in a two family house that was converted into a one family. This was a
great area because across the street was Dyker Heights Golf Course and down the
street was Dyker Heights Park. On the other end of the park was Graves End Bay.
We used to go there and watch the big tankers and freighters come through the
bay to the downtown Brooklyn piers. If you walked west along the water you
could get to the army’s Fort Hamilton. This fort watched the whole bay. During
WWII a German sub was spotted in the bay and that really was a cause for alarm.
Across the street from the fort was Fort Hamilton Park. In the park there was a
huge cannon that we used to climb on to get a better view of the water.


If you walked east by Grave Ends Bay you went into Coney
Island. My brother and I used to go to Coney Island with my mother and father
at least once a month. Coney Island was a big amusement park with great rides
and of course the famous Nathan’s® hot dogs. We would go on the
largest wooden roller coaster, the Bobsled, bumper cars, and many other rides.
The one we both loved was the Merry-Go-Round. We always had to get a horse that
was on the outside because they had this arm that came out from the sidewalk
that had rings slide down to the bottom of the arm and stick there for us to
grab. There were always at least five brass rings and if you got one you got a
free ride.


Inside Coney Island was a place called Steeplechase. This
was an amusement park inside Coney Island.


You had to buy tickets to get in. They had quite a few
rides but the one we loved was the horse racing ride. The horse was just like a
horse on the Merry-Go-Round but it sat on a rail instead of a pole. The horses
were in a row of four just like a race track. You get on the horse, a bell
would ring, and you’re off and running. These horses went pretty fast so you
had to put your strap on and hold on. This was the greatest ride of all. You
didn’t win anything but it was a lot of fun. My father used to fix the cars for
owners of Steeple Chase so they gave him lots of tickets for free. Sometimes we
would take some of the kids on our block with us to Steeplechase and they would
love it.


I loved living in Brooklyn and I had made many friends. We
played a lot of stick ball, baseball, and built snow forts stacked with
snowballs. It was a lot of fun living in Brooklyn.
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My Father


My
father grew up in a home in Farmingdale, Long Island. He was there with his two
brothers Carl and Mike and his close friend Arthur Antonella.


Arthur became a well-respected man in our area and told my
father that if he ever needed anything to call him. Because of Arthur my father
received a lot of business from the known people in the area.


While I was in high school I wanted to join the baseball
team but because I had a history of asthma they would not allow me to join any
sports at all.


I was very upset and my attitude got in the way of my
thinking. I started to rebel by not going to class, not showing up at school,
and getting in with a bad crowd. These guys were all a bunch of thieves and
only wanted to fight and steal. I was in the middle of this and really wanted
to get out of it.


They had protection rackets, and money lending, and even
threatened many teachers to give good grades.


Dean Summers had me in his office many times in the next
four years. He had my father in a couple of times and my father would talk to
me and tell me that I was making a fool of myself. He would also say, “If you
continue staying around these people you will end up in jail. I will tell you
only once that you had better smarten up.”


I decided that I had better listen to my father. He always
taught me the right thing to do and I finally started to take my school work
seriously. I stayed away from the people I was hanging around with and I was
threatened by them a few times. I held my ground and told them I didn’t want to
end up in jail and if they had a problem with that I would only be too willing
to solve their problem. These guys knew that I meant every word I said and
decided that they didn’t need the extra trouble. I walked away and didn’t have
any other issues.
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Getting a Job


I
didn’t want to continue with school so my father said I would have to get a
job. He said, “Do you want to work with me in the shop or do you want to do
something else?”


I wanted to work with the Teamsters driving trucks. I have
always admired Uncle Tommy when he used to take us for rides in the truck he
was driving. I knew he was a big shot in the Teamsters so maybe he would get me
a job.


My father said he didn’t think it was a good idea to ask
for a favor from my uncle. I didn’t care.


My father asked, “Do you know how to drive a truck?”


“I know how to drive a car it can’t be that hard, it’s
just bigger.” 


My father laughed and said, “Okay I will talk to him and let
you know what he says. In the meantime I could use your help at the shop.”


“Great Dad, thanks.”


About three months passed and my Uncle Tommy showed up at
the shop. I said, “Hi Uncle Tommy.”


“Hi Joey, so you want to drive a truck and join the
Teamsters. What do you know about driving a truck?”


“Not much but I am a very fast learner.” He laughed and
said, “Do you have a chauffeur’s license?”


“No.”


“That’s okay I will get you one. How old are you?” 


“I am seventeen.”


“You need to be eighteen. Okay, get me your birth
certificate and I will fix it. On Saturday I want you to meet me in Maspeth at
Transamerica Freight. Be there at 7:00 a.m. I will have a good friend of mine
teach you how to drive a semi. I will also be there with your new license and
your new birth certificate. You will have to join the Union and the cost is
$125. Then you will need to pay dues of $20 per month. So have the membership
fee and two months dues at that time.”


I said, “I will be there and I will have the money for
you. Thank you Uncle Tommy.”


“I will see you on Saturday, Joey.”


My father came out of his office and asked my uncle to
come in. They disappeared into the office and they didn’t come out for at least
an hour. When my father and uncle came out of the office my uncle said goodbye
to me and my father and said to me, “Be there on time Saturday.”


“Yes sir.”


My father came over to me and said, “You realize that you
owe your Uncle a favor for doing this for you.”


“I know.”
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Uncle Tommy


Tommy
Consiglio was a big shot in the union. He was well liked and feared by many
people. If he said he would take care of something you could count on it. But
you would owe him big time. He wasn’t very big in build but like my father he
knew how to handle himself.


He was actually a close friend of my father’s and I always
called him uncle. When I received confirmation I asked him to be my godfather
and he said yes.


I didn’t know until recently that he was in jail for five
years for manslaughter. My father told me he really wasn’t the person that committed
the crime he just took the blame for the other person. This is probably why he
was very much welcomed and liked in the neighborhood. He was known as a standup
guy and would never turn on anyone.


While he was in prison he had plenty of protection from
people that knew about what had happened. They were told to protect him.


When he got out he was given a job as a shop steward in
the trucking industry. A shop steward fights for the workers of a company for
the union. He was so good at this that he eventually became one of the few in
the biggest trucking union in our area.


Now I owed him big time for the job I was asking for.
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Saturday Morning


I
arrived at Transamerica Freight 6:45 a.m. on Saturday and saw my uncle’s car in
the terminal, so I drove into the terminal and parked next to his car. I got
out of my car and walked to the steps leading to the door that said dock. I
walked in and saw my uncle standing next to a person in a suit and another in
work clothes. My uncle saw me and said, “Hi Joey, come on over I want you to
meet some people.”


I said, “Hi Uncle Tommy,” and walked towards them.


My uncle introduced me to the man in the suit first, Joey
this is the terminal manager of Transamerica, Eric Calder. We shook hands and said
hi to each other. This is John Talucchi the steward of this terminal. He is
going to teach you how to drive a tractor trailer (semi) today. We shook hands
and said hi. My uncle said, “You will probably be here all day because you will
start work on Monday morning. You have to understand that you will be the last
one to work because there are 79 workers ahead of you, these are union rules.
Do you understand me?”


I said, “Yes I do.”


My uncle said to me, “Let’s go outside and we will talk.”
When we got outside he said, “Did you bring what I asked you to bring?”


“Yes, here is my birth
certificate, driver’s license, and $165.00.”


“Great, I will have
these for you tonight and bring them to you, including your union book which
will show that you have joined the union and are paid up two months in
advance.”


“Thank you Uncle Tommy
I really appreciate this.”


“Don’t worry Joey, some
day you can help me; I am sure of that. Do well, learn fast, and I will see you
tonight.”


“Okay, I will.”
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Driving


John
said to me, “Okay kid let’s get started with your driving instructions.”


“Okay, great.”


We went out into the
back of the terminal where all the tractors were parked. They all looked fairly
new and pretty big. I was a little nervous because the biggest truck I ever drove
was a pickup. These trucks were red with a white stripe on the bottom of the
door and the name on the side of the door said Transamerica. The first thing I
was told was to climb up into the driver’s seat and check out the distance from
the gas pedal. I would need to adjust the seat if necessary so my feet could
reach both the clutch and the gas pedal. So I made all the adjustments and got
comfortable.


The next thing I
noticed was that one shifter had a button on it. Now I really started to get nervous.
This looked like it had many speeds on it. John saw how I looked and said,
“Don’t worry Joey you will be shifting this transmission in a very short time.
For now we are only using the shifter. This is a Road Ranger transmission. The
button on the side of the shifter is for low and high. When you shift into
first gear and the button is down, this is the lowest gear, you will only use
this when there is a heavy load on the vehicle. Since we are going to drive the
tractor only we are going to start 3rd gear with the button down.” He then
showed me the pattern of the shifter for the gears. “Do you think you can
handle it?”


“I think so.”


We started the tractor
and I put the shifter into 3rd gear and bucked the truck and stalled. I tried
about three times and finally got it. I started to drive around the terminal
and got used to using all the gears except the high ones. The truck had air
brakes and I had to get used to them also.


After about an hour I
was able to use all the gears and got used to the air brakes. John said to me,
“You are doing great so now I will show you how to hook up to a trailer.”


We pulled up to a trailer at the front of the terminal and
he said, “I want you to back up as close as possible to the trailer and let the
back end of the tractor and the fifth wheel be directly in the middle of the
trailer.”


So I did exactly as he told me and he said, “Great, now
stand on the back of the tractor and take those lines and hook them up to here
and this is the lights line that goes there.”


I did what he said and he told me to get back in the
tractor. “I did.”


“Pull that handle down and back up the tractor until you
here it hook up to the trailer. Once you hear that pull the tractor forward and
tug a couple of times to make sure it is locked. The trailer should not move.


Now get out of the tractor and roll up the wheels on the
trailer.”


I did everything he told me and the he made me drop the
trailer and do everything over about 20 times until I knew what I was doing.


At noon time John said, “Let’s go to lunch, when we get
back you will drive around the terminal making right turns, left turns and
U-turns. After that we will practice backing in, then going on the road to see
how you can drive this thing.”


We went to lunch and had plenty of food and came back in
about one hour. John showed me how to handle the truck around the terminal, how
to turn in every direction and how to back up to a dock. I started to get
pretty good at it so he said, “Now for a road test, are you ready?”


I said, “Yes.” We went out on the road and I must say that
I did pretty well. I was proud of myself.


John said, “You have taken to driving these rigs real fast
I believe you are ready to go to work. I will see to it that the manager puts
you with someone who can show you the ropes and help you out.”


I said, “Thank you John.” We said goodbye. It was dark out
and my car was in the front of the terminal so I had to walk to the front.


As I was walking I heard a big crash on the street and walked
to the fence to look to see what happened.


What I saw was straight out of a movie, a guy dressed all
in black was walking over to a car that was against a light pole and he had
something in his hand. I finally realized what it was. A gun was in his hand
and he walked over to the car and just shot the person in it.


I saw everything. I even got a good look at the man with
the gun. He turned to go back to his car and saw me looking. He pointed his gun
and shot at me. I ducked behind the tractors hoping he didn’t see me. At that
time I saw John come running out of the terminal.


He saw me and said, “Are you okay?”


In the meantime the guy in black got into his car and took
off. I told John what had happened and he said, let’s go inside and call you
father. “You just witnessed a gang hit.”
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My Father


When
we got inside the terminal I was shaking. We called my father and John told him
what happened. My father said, “Put my son on the phone.” I got on the phone
and could hardly speak. My father said, “I know you are all shook up but you
need to calm down I will be there as soon as I can. One thing, if the police
come you didn’t see anything or hear anything do you understand me?”


I said, “Yes.”


“If the police do come, let John do
all the talking. I need to make a few calls and then I will be there.”


I said, “Yes.”


John and I heard the police and
ambulance sirens as they showed up across the street. They went over to the car
that was against the pole and looked inside. There they saw a man slumped over
the steering wheel and bleeding from his head. They were looking around to see
if anyone saw anything. They look over at the terminal and saw the office
lights on.


After they checked out the scene
they started to walk over to the terminal. When they got there they knocked on
the outside door and waited for someone to answer. John said to me, “Remember
what your father said; you didn’t see or hear anything. I will do the talking.
If they ask you anything, just short answers only, you got it?”


I said, “Yes.”


John walked toward the front door
and answered it. He said, “Can I help you?”


The one cop said, “I am Detective
Williams and this is my partner Detective Meyers. We were wondering if we can
come in and ask a few questions about the accident across the street.”


John said, “Sure but I really didn’t
see the accident.” 


They came inside and saw me sitting
there and said who they were, “I am Detective Williams and this is my partner
Detective Meyers. We would like to ask the both of you about the accident
across the street. Did either of you hear the crash or see anything out of the
ordinary?”


I said, “I didn’t see it or even
hear it.” John said the same thing.


They said, “Are you sure?”


John and I said, Yes.”


Well a witness said that he saw
someone in this yard standing by the tractors in the back of the terminal. That
area had a great view of the accident. So, are you sure you didn’t see the
accident?”


I said, “Yes sir."


“Well would you mind if Detective
Meyers looks around by the tractors?”


John said, “No go right ahead.”
Detective Meyers left and went toward the back of the terminal. At that time I
remembered that the gunshot hit the tractor and probably made a bullet hole in
it. I started to get nervous again and Detective Williams asked if I was okay.


I said, “Yes, I have never spoken to
the police before especially detectives.”


John said, “He is a very sensitive
kid and gets nervous in front of people and I guess he gets more nervous with
people such as police.”


At that time Detective Meyers came back
and said, “Bill (Detective Williams) can I see you a moment?”


“What is it?” 


He whispered something in his ear
and Detective Williams looked over at us and said, “I will need your names to
show that we spoke to you. Kid what is your name?”


 “Joey.” 


He said “and your last name?” 


“Toranetti.”


He said, “Are you Antonio’s son?” 


I answered “Yes.”


“And your name is?” 


“John Talucchi. I’m the shop steward
of this terminal.”


Detective Williams said, “Well I
think that is all I need for now, but here is my card and if you think of
anything else please give me a call. Have a good night.”


When they left I told John,
“Remember when I told you; the killer shot at me? Well he may have hit one the
tractors I jumped behind. I think they found the bullet hole and possibly the
bullet.”


John said, “Don’t worry about it. We
will come up with an answer for that.”


My father showed up about 20 minutes
after the police left. I was really glad to see him.
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Arthur,
My Father


John
told my father about the two detectives and when Joey gave his name they asked
if he was your son. My father said, “Did Joey tell them?”


“Yes” said John.


My father said, “That’s good so that means I know
them enough to work things out if need be.”


My father said to me, “How are you doing Joey?” 


I said, “Okay.”


"Did you
get a good look at the guy who did the shooting?” 


I said,
“Yes.”


“Did he get a
good look at you when he shot at you?” 


“I think so.”


“Look
everything is going to be okay. Arthur is checking who the shooter was and who
the person in the car was. Once we find out we can then take action against the
shooter.”


At that time
the phone rang at the terminal. John answered the phone, “Hello,—Oh hi Arthur
this is John,—yes Tony is here,—okay hold on.”


“Yes Arthur
did you find out anything? What?—Do we know who set it up?—Okay, thank you.—Yes
Joey is okay, thank you.”


My father
looked at me and John and said, “The person in the car was Carlos Barone’s
nephew, Gino Barone.”


I asked my father,
“Who is Carlos Barone?”


He said, “He
is very high up in the South Brooklyn Family. Gino was a real loud mouth and
always causing trouble with everyone. We do not know who hired the shooter or
who he is yet. This could be a personal hit.”


“Joey lets go
home and then we will figure out what to do.”


“Okay, but
what about my car?”


“Leave it
here and we will come back tomorrow to get it.” John said, “I will bring it to
you tomorrow.”


My father
said, “Okay, thanks John. Oh and John watch yourself when you leave tonight,
this guy may still be in the area.”


“I will Tony,
thank you.”
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At Home


When
we arrived at the house my father said, “I think it would be wise if you didn’t
start work on Monday.”


“Why, I
asked.”


“If this
person actually saw you he will be at the terminal watching for you. If he sees
you he will follow you and get rid of a witness, meaning you.”


“If I don’t
go to work then I am showing that guy that I am scared and I will lose any
respect for myself and I won’t be able to go anywhere. If you have a couple of
your friends follow me and he does try anything you will know who he is and
catch him.”


“That’s
taking a big chance Joey.”


“I know, but
how else will we be able to catch him. No one is admitting they know who hired
him to shoot Gino Barone.”


“Okay, I will
call Arthur and see what he has found out. In the meantime I want you to think
about this and I really mean think like an adult not a hotheaded kid.”


“Okay Dad.”


At about this
time my Uncle Tommy showed up. When he came in the house he said, “Are you
doing okay Joey?”


“Yes Uncle
Tommy. I am okay. Do you know who may have hired the shooter yet?”


“Not yet. Is
your dad here?”


“Yes in his
office calling Arthur.”


Tommy went
into the office and closed the door. He was in there for about an hour when my
father and Tommy came out. They were both looking at me and my father said come
into the office with us. I walked into the office and they told me to sit down.
I did.


My father
said, “Joey what you want me to do is to take a chance that this person may be
able to shoot you. I am not comfortable with that. Uncle Tommy said that he
wants to be at the terminal on Monday to see that you get a friend of his to
ride with you. He also wants you to bring this with you. My father pulled out a
gun. We are going to the range today and get you accustomed to shooting it.
This is for protection. Uncle Tommy’s friend will be armed also. This is the
only way I will allow you to go to work on Monday. Is that clear?”


“Yes.”


At that time
the doorbell rang and my father opened the door, it was Detective Williams and
Detective Meyers. “Hi Antonio.” 


“Hello
detectives.”


“Can we come
in? We have some more questions about last night.” The detectives looked at me and
said, “Are you sure you didn’t see or hear anything last night?”


My father
said, “Why don’t you and Detective Meyers come into my office and we can talk
there.”


My mother, in
the meantime, wanted to know what was going on. My father looked at me and shook
his head to signal yes. I told her everything that had happened last night and
she had an absolute fit. I was having a hard time trying to calm her down when
my father came out and told her everything is going to be okay. She finally
calmed down and went into the kitchen.


In my
father’s office everyone sat down and my father told the detectives he had told
me to say he didn’t see or hear anything until he was able to find out more
about the incident. My father told me to come into the office and tell the
detectives what I saw. I did. I also said that the shooter shot at me but
missed because I ducked behind a tractor as soon as he pointed his gun. The
bullet hit the tractor.


Detective
Williams asked, “Did you get a good look at him?”


“It was dark,
but he was white, about six feet tall, and he looked like he had a good build.”


“Could you
recognize him from a mug shot or a line- up?”


“I don’t
know.”


Detective
Williams said, to my father, “Do not do anything on your own.”


“Well, my son
is going to start work tomorrow and we think that the shooter may have had a
good look at him and will be on the lookout for him. Tommy said he would put
his body guard with him in the truck for safety reasons.”


Detective
Williams said, “What if I dressed as a truck driver and went along with your
son as a helper? I would feel better with this because I could have an unmarked
car follow us also. If the shooter does show up we are in a better position to
handle the situation. What do you think?”


My dad looked
at Tommy and they gave each other a look and they both said, “Okay.”


I was kind of
glad because I didn’t want to carry a gun since I don’t have a license and I
could go to jail.


Detective
Williams said, “Good. What time should I be there?”


“At 7:00
a.m.”


Tommy said,
“I will set everything up with the terminal manager.”


“Good, said
the detective. I will see you there at 7:00 a.m.”
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Uncle Tommy


Uncle
Tommy, his wife Julia, his daughter Maria, and Maria’s friend Joanna came over
for dinner that night.


Julia is
blond, blue eyes, with a stout build, and is very attentive to Uncle Tommy. She
listens to every word he says and does whatever he asks.


Maria is a
very beautiful young girl with blond hair, beautiful blue eyes, and will
someday steal someone’s heart. She is a junior in high school and very smart.
Maria said, “Joey this is my friend Joanna McDonald.”


Joanna is
about two years older than Maria. Very beautiful, light brown hair down to her
waist, beautiful hazel eyes, about five feet two inches, well-endowed and very
sexy. I was always afraid of girls and could never approach them. I would shake
and get tongue tied. This girl made me almost pass out trying to even say
hello. I knew inside that I had to get my courage up because I really wanted to
get to know her. But as usual I stumbled for words and just said, “Hi.”


She gave this
great big smile and said “Hi” back to me. I think I started to get real red in
the face because she laughed a little. I felt like a total fool.


As the night
went on my father and my uncle went into my father’s office to talk about the
next day. Maria came over to me, away from her mom and friend and said, “Joanna
thinks you are very nice and would like to get to know you. So, please get your
act together and speak to her.”


I said, “I
can’t I am too scared of making a fool of myself.”


Maria laughed
and said, “You’re not afraid of fighting the biggest person, telling someone
off, and being shot at, but you are afraid to talk to a beautiful girl. You are
nuts. Go over there and talk to her, I will protect you.” She laughed again.


I went over
to Joanna and smiled. I said “If I am acting like a fool I am sorry but I find
it very hard to speak to a beautiful woman.”


She said, “I
do not think you are acting like a fool because I too have a hard time talking to
a man.” We both looked at each other and laughed a little. We started to talk
about what we were going to do about jobs and she told me she was going to go
to college and wanted to be a teacher.


I told her “I
didn’t want to go to college I wanted to be a Teamster and drive trucks.”


She said,
“They make good money. Your uncle can probably help you get a job.”


“He has
gotten me a job I start tomorrow morning.”


As the night
went on we started to talk even more and just before they were leaving I asked
if she would like to go to a movie sometime.


She said,
“Yes, I would love to.”


I said
goodnight to everyone and told my father about Joanna. He said, “That’s great
just don’t talk about your situation at this time. She will not understand.
Okay?”


I said yes.
“Then I said goodnight Dad and Mom.”
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The Job


I
arrived at Transamerica at 7:00 a.m. and saw Detective Williams outside the
terminal gate. I went over to him and said “Hello.” 


He said, “Hello” back and said to call
him by his first name, Bill.


There were a
lot of guys hanging around and one of them said to us, “Hi I’m Gino.” We said
hi and introduced ourselves. Gino said, “The coffee truck will be here soon.
The coffee is okay but he has good breakfast sandwiches.”


John, the
steward, came over and said to Detective Williams, “What is your first name?” 


“Bill.”


“Good. The
dispatcher will start giving out work around 7:30 a.m. You guys will be the
last ones called. Joey, do you remember how to drive the truck?”


“Yes I
remember.”


“I was originally
going to let you go out with a driver to help you out, but I was told what is
happening with Bill this morning. All I can say is be very careful out there,
the both of you.”


“We will” I
responded. 


“Great, I
will see you later.”


I received my
tractor number and my delivery instructions around 8:05 a.m. and was given
instructions on how to get to the location. I was given the telephone number to
call the dispatcher if there were any delays.


We went out
back and found the tractor that was assigned to me and I noticed it was the
same tractor with the bullet hole in the fender. I showed it to Bill and
started to laugh. If the shooter didn’t see me he would definitely recognize
the tractor he hit when he shot at me.


We hooked up
the tractor to the trailer and checked all the lights and started on our way. I
was a little nervous but once I started to move I relaxed and everything went
smoothly. I drove slowly so I wouldn’t make a mistake.


Everything
went well and by the end of the day we didn’t have any incidents. We did the
same thing for the next three days. On the fourth night, the detective said, “I
do not believe the shooter knows who you are so I believe everything is going
to be okay.”


I called my
father and told him “The detective believes that the shooter doesn’t know who I
am and that he doesn’t need to be with me anymore.”


My father
said, “What do you think Joey?”


“I am not
sure. What if he didn’t come after me because I had someone in the truck?”


“I think you are
right Joey. When you come home we will talk about it. I’ll see you then.”


“Okay.”
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At Home


I
got home around 6:00 p.m. and saw my mom cooking dinner. It smelled real good.
I said, “Hi Mom, what’s for dinner that smells so good.”


She said,
“Chicken Parmigianino with Cavatelli pasta and steamed broccoli.” That sounds
great.


She said, “Go
get your father & brother and then wash up. We will be eating in five
minutes.”


“Okay will
do.” I yelled up to Rocco and went to my father's office and told him, “Mom wants
us to wash up because dinner will be ready in five minutes.”


He said,
“Okay. Joey, don’t say anything to your mom about what the detective said
okay.”


“Yes.”


“Good. We
will talk after dinner when your uncle gets here.”


“Okay Dad.”





After dinner
my brother Rocco asked if he could go to his friends and study for a test. My
father said, “Of course you can Rocco.” Then he turned to me and said, “Come
into the office and I will tell you what your uncle and I have decided.” I
followed my father into his office and closed the door.


“Joey, your
uncle and I have decided that you are most likely right about the person you
saw shoot Gino Barone. Your uncle and I will follow you about a block behind
you in two different cars. We will have walkie-talkies to communicate with each
other. We will take different routes and tell each other where you are. We feel
that this is the best way to handle the situation. If someone comes near your
truck and tries to get in I want you to use this baton and hit the person as
hard as you can. “Can you do that?”


“Yes, I can. But it will be awkward to reach
across the truck.”


“No one will try to get in while the truck is moving
so you will be able to defend yourself.”


“Okay. If he does try to get in while the truck is
moving I will turn the wheel hard in the opposite direction so he loses his
balance.”


“Good thinking Joey. Now remember once we see what
is happening, your uncle or I will be there immediately and take care of that
person.”


“Okay Dad.” I hope he shows up so we can end this
thing. I am starting to get real nervous not knowing what is going to happen
and when.


“I know son. Just hang in there.” 


“Okay.”


When we finished talking I asked if I could use
the phone to call Joanna.


My father said, “Are you going to ask her out?”


I said, “No I just want to say hello.”


“Joey, I heard Maria say to you she likes you and
that you should get up the nerve to ask her out.”


“I know but I get all nervous when I try to ask
her.”


“Just come out and say, ‘Would you like to go to
the movies on Saturday night?’ I am amazed that you have a hard time with
girls.”


“Okay, I will ask her to go to the movies.”


I called Joanna and said “Hello.” Then I started
to trip over my words when I tried to ask her out.


She said, “Joey, are you trying to ask me out?”


I replied nervously, “Yes.”


“When and where would you like to take me?”


I said, “Saturday night to the movies.”


She said, “I would love to go with you. Now wasn’t
that easy?”


“Yes.” When we hung up I jumped in the air and
said yea!!


My father said, “I guess you asked her and she
said yes.”


“Yes, but with her help.” Then I said goodnight to
my father and mother and went to my room.
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Work


I showed up at
work at 7:00 a.m. and saw John, the steward, and told him that the detective
was not going to be with me anymore. He feels that the shooter does not know
who I am so it is good to say that I am safe. John said, “Does your father know
this?”


I said, “Yes and he said he would handle it.” I
got my papers for the load I was going to deliver and went to the back of the
terminal and got in my tractor. I then found the trailer I needed and hooked up
the tractor. When I finished checking everything on the tractor and trailer and
went into the main garage and took a piece of lead pipe and put it in the
tractor between the seats.


Then I drove out of the terminal. I drove to the
street I needed to turn on to go around the cemetery. When I was about halfway
around I had to slow down to go around this big curve. As I drove around the
curve I saw the entrance to the cemetery. As I drove to the middle of the curve
the passenger door swung open, I tried to reach the pipe and couldn’t. I saw
that it was the person who shot Gino Barone so I spun the wheel to the left, he
kind of lost his balance, I pulled the tractor emergency air brake and the
truck stopped with a big jerk. The shooter slipped again and his gun went off
just missing me and going through the windshield.


I jumped out of the truck and saw him coming after
me and shooting at me as I ducked under the rear of the trailer and he hit the
outside tire which went flat real fast. I ran to the passenger side just as my
uncle pulled up, he jumped out of his car and shot at the shooter. He hit the
passenger door of my tractor that was still open. The shooter shot back and hit
my uncle.


My father then pulled up and started shooting at
the shooter as he was running toward a car in the cemetery. I saw the shooter
go down, but get up and get in the driver’s side of the car and speed away. I
ran over to my uncle and asked how he was. He said, I am okay he hit me in the
right shoulder.


My father said, “We will get him Joey, I promise
you.”


I heard sirens at that time and figured that
someone had heard the shooting and called the police. My father said to my
uncle, “Give me your gun you can’t be seen with a gun.”


My uncle gave it to him and said, “Thanks.”


The police showed up and wanted to know what
happened? I told him, “Someone tried to kill me.”


They asked my uncle and my father who they were
and when they told them they were not surprised. They called into the police
station to send an ambulance for my uncle and told my father that he was under
arrest and took him to the station house. They told me to leave the truck where
it was and they would take me back to my terminal.


I arrived at the terminal and told John what had
happened and he said, “Are you okay?”


“Yes, just really nervous.”


John immediately sent three men to pick up the
truck and my uncle’s and father’s cars. He said to me, “Are you good to drive
home?”


I said, “Yes.” He told me to take the rest of the
week off.


I said, “Thank you.” I went to my car and drove
home.
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At
Home Again


When I arrived
home my mother was crying. She had heard on the news that an attempted
assassination happened in Queens and that two men were under arrest. The two
men were Tommy Consiglio and Antonio Toranetti. Mr Toranetti claimed that a
person tried to shoot his son Joey and Mr Consiglio confirmed it. Mr Consiglio
was wounded and was in the hospital with a nonfatal gunshot wound. Mr Toranetti
told the police that the shooter was shooting at his son so he shot back and
believes he hit the shooter. However, the shooter got up and escaped in a car
which had been parked in the cemetery.


My mother was hugging me, crying, and happy to see
me. She asked, “Are you hurt? I knew this would happen. I want you to tell the
police who this person is.”


“I don’t know who he is Mom, and I can’t do that.
I need to let Dad and Uncle Tommy handle this.” The police gave up on finding
this person and that’s why Dad and Uncle Tommy were there. They were there to
catch him.


My mother said, “But they didn’t. So now what?”


Rocco came down from upstairs and hugged me and
said he was glad I was okay. At about that time the phone rang and it was my
father, he said to me “Are you okay?”


I said, “Yes, I’m fine, but Mom is hysterical.” 


“Put her on the phone.”


Mom it’s Dad he wants to talk to you.


She got on the phone and said, “What are you
doing? You almost got our son killed. You and Tommy need to tell the police
what you know.”


Then there was silence from my mom, I guess my
father was talking. My mother finally calmed down and said to him, “Yes
everyone here is okay.”


She hung up the phone and said, “Your father said
that he was on his way home and that we should not answer the door for anyone
but him and your uncle. He also said your uncle was okay and he will be here
also. John was picking them up and bringing them to their cars, and they would
be here shortly.”


I was still
worried about the shooter, who is he and is he still going to come after me? I
was getting myself very nervous and thought that I have to be ready to handle
any situation that comes along.
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Arthur


When
I woke up Saturday morning I thought, “I need to stop worrying about the
shooter.” I want to have a great day and a great date with Joanna. This was a
first date for me and I think it was the first date for her also. I wanted it
to be a fun date. I started to make plans in my head. I will ask her what movie
she wants to see and if she would like to go for a pizza first or after the
movie. I was getting very excited and at the same time very nervous.


I went down
stairs and said good morning to everyone and sat down for breakfast. My father
said, “After breakfast you and I are going to see Arthur with your Uncle Tommy.
We need to have a plan of action. I was told that Carlos Barone thinks he knows
who the shooter is but is having a hard time finding him. He believes that the
shooter is hiding at this time. Carlos will be at Arthur’s place also. So
finish breakfast so we can get going.”


I said, “Okay
Dad.” As I was eating breakfast I heard my mother and father arguing about me.
She was telling him that if anything happened to me it would be his fault and
she would never forgive him. He is going to be 18 in a couple of days if he
gets in trouble it will hurt him for the rest of his life.


I heard my
father say to her, “I would never let anything happen to Joey or Rocco even if
I had to die preventing it. Now leave me alone and let me handle this.”


My mother
walked away from my dad and came in the kitchen and said to me, “Joey please be
very careful.” 


“I will Mom.”


My father came
out and said, “Are you ready Joey?” 


“Yes I am
Dad.”


“Good let’s
go.”





We arrived at
Arthur’s Social Club and I saw some men outside that I had never seen before.
They were big and hard looking and they stared at us when we got out of the
car. We walked to them so we could go into the club and one of the big guys
said, “What do you want?”


My father
told him, “We are here to see Arthur, My name is Antonio Toranetti and this is
my son Joey. Are you here with Carlos Barone?”


He said, “Yes
and I will check to see if you can see them. Are you carrying any weapons of
any kind?”


My father
said “No. Please let them know we are here.”


The big guy
disappeared into the club. I asked my father who they were and he said
bodyguards for Carlos.


The guy came
out and asked “Do you mind if we check you for any weapons.” 


My father
said, “Go right ahead.”


This was the
very first time I had been searched for any weapons and I felt weird. What if I
had my pen knife on me? Would they shoot me?


Everything
was okay and they let us in. We walked to where Arthur was and I saw my Uncle
Tommy. I assumed the other person was Carlos Barone. He was not a very tall
person but you could see that he was a leader the way he handled himself. He
was a little overweight I would say about 30 lbs. He had a scar on his neck
that looked like his throat was cut. I was kind of intimidated by him.


Arthur said,
“Welcome my friends please sit down. Joey, I want to introduce you to Carlos
Barone.”


“It’s nice to
meet you sir.”


He said, “It
is a pleasure to meet such a brave person Joey. I want you to know that between
all of us here we will find the person who shot my nephew and will stop him
from coming after you. Did you see his face clearly?”


“Yes sir. It
was dark but I think could recognize him if I saw him.” 


He pulled out
a picture of a guy named Eric Bitterman and said, “Is this, the person you
saw?”


I recognized
him right away and said, “Yes sir. Did you find him?”


“Not yet
Joey, but we will. I promise you that.”


My father
said, “Joey, here is what we want to do so you don’t have to worry. We will
search everywhere until we find him. We have many men out there looking. The
sooner we get him the better for you. I know you have a big date tonight so I
think you should cancel it.”


I said, “No
way.”


“Joey if he
sees you, your friend Joanna could be in trouble also. Remember he is a killer
and won’t leave any witnesses.”


“I know Dad,
but he won’t be looking tonight because he is hurt and won’t take the chance of
getting caught. I believe that he will wait a while before he tries again.”


Carlos said,
“He does have a point Antonio. He will want to be in the best shape especially
when you and Tommy showed up at the scene so fast. He knew you guys were
following him. He does not want to be trapped again.”


My Uncle
Tommy said, “Antonio, let Joey go out on his date and I will have my best guy
follow them. They won’t even know they are being followed.”


My father
said, “I don’t know, Joey can you do this without getting nervous?”


“Yes Dad,
but, can I have something to protect us with?”


“You will
have Uncle Tommy’s guy behind you. I will not give you a gun if that’s what you
are asking. I know this date is very important to you but if you see anything
that is not right please turn around and come home with Joanna and I will see
that she gets home. Do you understand?”


“I will Dad,
I promise.”
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Date Night


When
we arrived home I went up to my room to decide what to wear. I chose a nice
pair of jeans and a blue button down shirt that I had never worn. Once I
figured out what to wear I called Joanna and see if she wanted to go for pizza
before the movies. I also told her to pick out the movie she wanted to see. She
said, “Would you mind if we saw Sleeping Beauty by Disney?”


I said, “I
would love to see Sleeping Beauty with you.”


I asked, “Do
you want to get pizza first?”


“Yes, because
the movie doesn’t start until 7:00 p.m. and it is one hour and 15 minutes long.
My father said “I would have to be home by 9:00 p.m.”


I said, “Is
it okay to pick you up at 5:30 p.m. and we will go for pizza then?”


She said,
“Yes.”


Once I had the
time I had to tell my father so he could call my uncle.


My father
said, “Okay but do not say anything to Joanna, you don’t want her to get
nervous. I believe that nothing will happen tonight so just be aware.”


I said, “I
will.” Then I went back to my room to get ready. I had to be there in one hour.


I arrived at
Joanna’s house at 5:30 p.m. and rang the bell. Her father answered. I said,
“Hello—Mr. McDonald?”


He said,
“Yes, I am Joanna’s father. She will be right down. Why don’t we sit down on
the couch while we are waiting?”


I said,
“Okay.” He could see I was very nervous and kind of smiled.


He said, “I’m
not going to bite, you know. I just want to get to know you so I can feel my
daughter is going out with someone I know.”


I said, “I
know sir, this is the first time I have asked a girl out and I promise I will
take good care of her.”


“Well that’s
great,” He said.


“I will have
her home by 9:00 p.m. Is that the time you had told her?”


“Yes it is.”


At that time
Joanna came downstairs and I said, “Hi Joanna.”


“Hi Joey, I
am ready to go, I’m sorry it took so long.” 


“It wasn’t
long at all; I was talking with your father.” 


“I hope he
didn’t scare you.”


“No he was
very nice.”


I said
goodnight to her father and we left to go on our date. I noticed my uncle’s friend
sitting in his car about 3/4 of a block away. I was hoping he wouldn’t stay too
close.


We drove to
Johnny’s Pizza place in Bay Ridge. The pizza here is great and it is well
known. It was early so we got a table right away. 


I asked
Joanna what type of pizza she would like and she said, “I like a plain cheese
pizza.”


I said,
“Great me too.” We ordered the pizza and soda. Now I was nervous because I did
not know what to say.


Joanna spoke
first, “How is the truck driving job going?”


“It is going very
good, I was taught how to drive the truck by the shop steward and started on
Monday.”


“What is a
shop steward?”


“He is the
union representative for that job. If there is an issue with a worker and the
bosses he steps in and negotiates the issue so it is beneficial to the union
and the company.”


“That sounds
like a big job.”


“Yes, on this
job he has 80 workers he is responsible for.”


“Wow that is
a lot of workers. And you are now one of them.”


“Yes, and as
a worker the pay is really good.”


“Did your uncle
get you in the Union and the job?”


“Yes and I am
very thankful.” Just then the pizza and soda came. It was getting very close to
the time the movie starts so we had to hurry. The movie house was only 10
blocks away so I knew we would make it. I paid for the food and we left for the
movie. We arrived at the movie just in time to get the tickets, get popcorn,
and find seats. Joanna wanted to sit about halfway down the aisle. The movie
was very good but I kept looking over at Joanna. She grabbed my hand and I
looked at her and she smiled. We held hands through the whole movie. I was
feeling so good and also so nervous.


When the
movie ended we walked out and went to the car. I saw that it was close to 9:00
p.m. so we went straight to her house. I walked her to her door and said, “I
had a great time Joanna.”


“So did I
Joey.” And she kissed me on the cheek. I think my face turned red at that time.


I said, “Can
we do this again sometime?”


“I would love
to Joey.”


“Great, I
will call you.” I made sure she got into her house and I got back in my car and
drove home. On the way home I was saying to myself, I am so happy nothing
happened with the shooter tonight.


I got home
and went into the house. My father said, “How did everything go?”


I said,
“Great, she said she would love to go out again.”


“That’s
fantastic son. Were there any issues?”


“No, that’s
what made it great also. I am going to my room Dad, thank you for everything.”


“You’re
welcome Joey.”
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Time Moves On


I
went out with Joanna for the next few weeks. We went for pizza a lot and to the
ice cream parlor. My birthday was during the second week and hers was the third
week we were going out. I felt that we were getting to know each other really
well. I was falling in love with her.


There were no
incidents with the shooter, but I was very skeptical of running into Larry
Campoella and his friend Pete about three times in two weeks. I hadn’t seen
them since I got out of school. They were being friendly especially when I saw
them at the pizza place. They came over and said, “Hi Joey how are you doing?”


I said, “I am
doing fine. How about you guys?” “We are great. Who is this young lady?”


I didn’t want
to say anything, but that would have been rude so I said, “This is Joanna.”


“It is a pleasure
to meet you. Are you guys together, I mean boyfriend and girlfriend?”


I said, “Why
do you want to know?”


But just as I
got that out Joanna said, “Yes we are.”


I don’t know
why, but I felt that there was a reason for that question and I hoped I was
wrong. I told them we were in an important discussion and were about to leave.
“It was great seeing you guys.”


Larry and
Pete said, “Okay see you around.”


Then we saw
them again in the ice cream parlor. This time they were talking to each other
as they looked over at us and only waved. Maybe I was being paranoid, but I had
this bad feeling in my stomach. When I got home I was telling my brother about
how I felt and he said, “So far every time you had that type of feeling you
were right. Maybe you should tell Dad.”


I said, “I
know, I will wait a little before I say anything. Don’t say anything to Dad
about this, okay?”


“I won’t.”


“Thanks.”


“Just be very
careful, you know how Larry and his friend are.”


“I will
Rocco, I am very aware of their antics.”
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The Real Deal


When
I got home from work two days later, our phone rang and my mother answered it.
She said, “Hello, oh hi Mr. McDonald, no she isn’t here. I will ask Joey if he
knows where she is. Joey, do you know where Joanna is?”


“No. Why?”


“Well she
didn’t come home from the library. Her dad and mom are worried.”


“Is that Mr.
McDonald on the phone?” 


“Yes.”


“Can I talk
to him?” 


“Yes.”


“Hi, Mr.
McDonald, I haven’t seen her but I will go and look for her.”


He said, “I
will be calling her friends in the meantime.”


“I will drive
down to the library and see if anyone saw her Mr. McDonald. I will call you
from the library.”


“Thank you
Joey.”


When I got to
the library I saw her car and I said to myself great she is here. I went inside
and looked around and didn’t see her. I went to Marion the librarian, because
she knows Joanna and asked if she had seen her. She told me, “No, I haven’t
seen her tonight.”


“She must
have been here, her car is outside.”


“I have been
here at this desk all night and I watch everyone who comes in and she didn’t
come in.”


Now I really
started to worry because her car was here. I asked if I could use their phone.
She said, “Yes.” I called Mr. McDonald and told him she wasn’t here, but her
car was.


“Oh my god,
where is she?”


I told him I had
spoken to Marion the librarian and she said that Joanna never came in tonight.


Mr. McDonald
said he was going to call the police. I told him that I would tell my father
what is going on and would be over there to help find her right after that.


I got home
and told my father about Joanna and that Mr. McDonald was calling the police.


My father
said, “The police won’t do anything before 24 hours are up. They will tell him
that she probably ran away or has a boyfriend that she was seeing. Remember she
is 19 and that’s what they would say.”


“Okay Dad,
how can we help Mr. McDonald?” I told him I would come over as soon as I talked
to you.


“I will come
with you Joey.”


“Dad, listen,
I was telling Rocco about Larry and Pete showing up at most of the places
Joanna and I went to. I also told him I had a bad feeling about them. Do you
think they could have done something bad?”


“I don’t know
Joey, but we will find out real fast when we get home. I will make some calls.
On second thought I will make those calls now.”


My dad got on
the phone and called Arthur first. He told him what had happened, and said,
“Would you call and speak to Luke and see if you could talk to Larry about
this? Okay thanks, I will keep you informed Arthur.”


We then left
to go to Mr. McDonald’s house. When we arrived the police were there. We
knocked on the door and one of the officers answered.


Mr. McDonald
saw us and said, “Please come in.” He introduced us to the officer and we said,
“Hello.”


The police
finished talking to the McDonalds and they were crying. My father said, “Why
are they leaving?” Mr. McDonald said almost verbatim what my father said would
happen.


I said to my
father softly, “Should we tell him about Larry and Peter?”


My father said,
“I will tell them, then maybe we should look for those two in the neighborhood.
First, I will ask if I could use the phone. “May I use your phone for a minute
Mr. McDonald?”


“Yes. You can
call me Jeff.”


My father
picked up the phone and called Arthur. “Did you talk to Luke? Larry wasn’t
there? Did he say where he was? Okay thanks.”


My father
told Mr. McDonald the story of Larry and Pete from the beginning and said,
“That Joey had a bad feeling when they were showing up where Joanna and he were
together.”


My father
said, “Joey and I are going to try and find Larry and Peter, would you like to
come with us?”


“Yes I
would.” 


Mrs. McDonald
said she wanted to come also, but Mr. McDonald said she should stay  home
in case Joanna showed up. 


She replied,
“You’re right.”
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Looking for Larry
& Pete


We
got in my father’s car and my father said, “I just need to stop at our house to
pick up something.”


We stopped
and my father went inside while we waited in the car. He came out about five
minutes later with three flashlights and I noticed he had his gun. I don’t
think Mr. McDonald noticed because he didn’t say anything.


We drove
around to all the places we could think of where the older kids hung out and we
didn’t see them. We were going to look at Larry’s house when I saw Pete coming
out of a diner. I said, “There’s Pete.” I showed my father and I jumped out of
the car and yelled out, “Pete!” He turned around and saw me and started
running. I ran as fast as I could after him and tackled him on the next corner.
I said, “Why are you running?”


Pete said,
“No reason.” I pushed him into an alleyway and said, “You remember Joanna?”


“Yes.”


“Did you and
Larry do anything to her tonight?”


“No.”


“I don’t
believe you. Where is she?” 


“I don’t
know.”


I hit him with
everything I had and split his mouth open. I asked again. “Where is she?”


“I don’t
know.”


“What did you
and Larry do with her?”


“Nothing.”


My father got
to us and said, “That’s enough Joey. Let me handle this.”


“Pete I am
only going to ask once and you better tell me the truth.”


While he said
this he made sure his gun showed under his jacket. “Did you and Larry do
something to Joanna?”


Pete started
to cry and said, “It was Larry and one of his father’s friends.”


“Where is
she?”


“I don’t know
but they said they were taking her as leverage to get Joey to come for her.
That’s when this guy was going to kill Joey.”


My father
then took out his gun and Mr. McDonald said, “What are you doing?”


My father
said, “Quiet, let me handle this punk.”


My father
said, “I will blow your brains out if you don’t tell me where Joanna is!”


“Please don’t
kill me! They are at the pier in Sheepshead Bay.”


“Where, be
more specific?”


“There is an
old abandoned club on the strip you can get in from the back.”


“Who is
there?”


“Just Larry,
they put a bag over her head so she can’t see them.”


My father
said, “Alright get up! You’re coming with us.” My father opened the trunk and
put Pete in it. He then told Pete, “If you keep quiet you have enough air for
six hours.”


We drove off
to Sheepshead Bay. When we got there my father drove to the side of the
building. He said, “Stay in the car.”


I said, “No I
am coming with you.”


Mr. McDonald
said he was coming too since she was his daughter. My father knew he couldn’t
stop us so we all started to go around the back.


As we opened
the door we heard talking. It was Larry and the shooter Eric Bitterman. As we
started to get closer someone stepped on a piece of glass and it made a big
sound. The shooter turned around with his gun out and shot my father in the
leg. My father’s gun fell and I grabbed it and shot at the shooter and he went
down, I shot him again to make sure he stayed down. I saw Joanna in a chair
with a hood over her head and took it off. I untied her. She was hysterical,
crying.


I put my arm
around her and held her real tight and said, “Your dad is here.”


She looked
and ran to him. He held her and cried and told her he loved her and was very
glad to see her.


I ran over to
my father and asked, “How bad is it?”


“Not bad, I’ve
had worse.”


In the
meantime Larry tried to get away, but I grabbed him and started to beat him to
a pulp. Mr. McDonald stopped me and said, “He wasn’t worth it. My daughter is
okay.”


At that time
the police came running in with their guns out and Mr. McDonald yelled to them
to stop. There is a person who needs a hospital.


He then
proceeded to tell the police what happened. They asked who shot the person that
was dead. I jumped up and said, “I did.” I proceeded to tell them why and they
said they would have to arrest me and my father, but it was only until they
could tell the district attorney the story. It would be up to him if there were
going to be any charges.


The ambulance
arrived and took my father to the hospital. Before then Mr. McDonald got my father’s
keys for the car to take his daughter home. He also opened the trunk and took
Pete out and handed him over to the police.


I was taken
to jail by another patrol car.
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Police Station


When
we arrived at the station an officer took me to a room and said, “Detective
Callahan will be in shortly.” He took the handcuffs off me. I sat down and
waited. I saw this big mirror against the wall and I knew it was a 2-way
mirror. I was a little nervous so I got up and started to pace the room. In a
few minutes Detective Callahan came in and said, “Sit down please. I know you
are nervous, but I just need to go over everything that happened. Okay?”


“Yes sir.”


“Great. First
I want you to know that you don’t have to answer any of my questions without
your lawyer because anything you say can be used against you in a court of law.
Do you understand?”


I said, “Yes
sir.”


“Do you want
a lawyer present?”


Again I said,
“I didn’t do anything wrong except save the life of my father, Mr. McDonald,
and his daughter Joanna. So no I do not need a lawyer at this time.”


“Okay, please
sign this waiver so we can continue.” I signed the waiver that I refused to
have a lawyer present.


Detective
Callahan said, “Do you mind if I tape this interview?”


I said, “No.”


“Now tell me
from the beginning what happened in your own words.”


I told him
what had happened from the night I witnessed the shooting until today. He asked
if I called the police and I told him about Detective Williams. I also told him
that Detective Williams said after riding with me that he didn’t believe the
shooter really knew who I was after three days driving with me and he didn’t
think he would come after me anymore.


When I was
finished Detective Callahan said, “Well, I believe that the D.A. will not press
charges, but I cannot guarantee it.” I am going to have someone take you home.
Please don’t go anywhere until the D.A. makes his decision.


I said,
“Thank you and asked if he could take me to the hospital where my father is.”


He said,
“Lets’ call them first and see if he is still there.”


“Okay.”


He called the
hospital and they said that he was okay, but the police officers took him home
after they found out what happened.


Detective
Callahan said, “Your father is okay and is home so we will take you home.”


I said, “Thank
you very much sir.”
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Home


I
walked in the house and my mother came running to me and hugged me telling me,
“I was so worried, are you okay? What did the police say? Are you going to
jail? I don’t believe this.”


I said, “Mom
everything is fine. The police don’t think the D.A. is going to press charges.
So I probably won’t go to jail. They were very nice to me and I am fine. How is
Dad?”


“Your father
is okay, he needs to use a cane for a little while until his wound heels. He is
in the bedroom.”


I went into
my parents’ bedroom and said, “How are you Dad?”


“I am fine
Joey. What happened at the police station?”


I told him
everything that happened and he said, “Why didn’t you wait for an attorney?”


“I felt that
if I waited for an attorney things would really get complicated. I don’t
believe what I did was wrong. I was protecting everyone from a killer. Dad, you
do have a permit for the gun don’t you?


“Yes, Joey
everything is legal. By the way how do you feel about killing someone? If you
want to talk about it I am a good listener.”


“I don’t know
how I feel yet. I haven’t had time to think about it. If I need to talk about
it I will definitely tell you. I feel I had to do what I did. I actually had no
choice.”


“Okay Joey, I
believe that this case will not be prosecuted as the detective said. We will
just have to wait and see.”


“Can I call
Joanna?”


“It is late,
so I think you should wait until tomorrow.”


Just then the
phone rang. My mother must have answered it because she yelled out, “Joey it is
Joanna.”


I went out
and took the phone from her and said, “How are you Joanna?”


“I am much
better thank you. Thank you so much for getting me. I was really scared. I
thought they were going to kill me. Are you okay?”


“Yes, I am
fine. I am just glad that you are not hurt and you’re home safe.”


“I heard the
shots and didn’t know what was happening. When you took the hood off me I
thought it was the person that kidnapped me. Then I saw you and felt good. I
saw your father on the floor bleeding and the other person lying on the floor
not moving. I knew at that time you saved me from these people. My father told
me that you killed the man that was lying on the floor before he could hurt
anyone else.”


“Well I did
what I had to do. Everything is going to be okay now, so don’t worry anymore.
You should get some rest now it was a very harrowing day. I will talk to you
tomorrow.”


“Okay,
goodnight Joey.”


“Goodnight
Joanna.” The next morning everything was in the newspaper. They portrayed me as
a hero who saved his girlfriend and killed a very bad person while doing so.


My father
read it and said, “Don’t worry about this. It is a good thing. The D.A. will
have to check out everything now faster than he would normally."


I decided to
listen to my father and didn’t worry about the story.
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The District Attorney


About
one week later I received a call from Detective Callahan. He said, “Joey can
you, your father, and Mr. McDonald meet me at the D.A.’s office tomorrow
morning at 9:00?”


“I said, my father
and I can, but I will have to see if Mr. McDonald can.”


“Okay, please
call me back. The D.A. just has a few questions to ask before he makes a
decision.”


I called
Joanna and asked if her father could come to D.A.’s office at 9:00 a.m.
tomorrow to answer some questions.


She said,
“Hold on he is right here.”


He got on the
phone and I asked him and he said, “Most definitely.”


I said, “We
can all go together, we would pick him up.”


I called
Detective Callahan and told him we would all be there. He gave me the address
and the room number and said, “See you there.”


I still
hadn’t felt any remorse about killing Eric Bitterman. I still felt I had to do
it. I felt it was a matter of kill or be killed.


I told my
father that Detective Callahan had set up a meeting with the D.A. and we needed
to pick up Mr. McDonald and be there at 9 a.m. The D.A. just had some questions
before he could make a decision. My father said, “Great, now maybe we can put
this all behind us.”


We arrived at
the D.A.’s office at 8:45 a.m. and were told to wait in the lobby for Detective
Callahan.


When he
arrived at 9:00 we were escorted into his office where we met Mr. David
Palermo. We all introduced ourselves and he told us to please sit.


Mr. Palermo
said, “I just have a few questions to ask so I can determine what to do with
this case. First, Mr. Toranetti, Do you have a permit for your gun?”


“Yes I do.
Would you like to see it?” 


“Yes Please.”


My father
opened his wallet and gave him his permit.


“Great, this
is a big help. Now, Why didn’t you call the police?”


Mr. McDonald
said, “We did Mr. Palermo and when I told them my daughter was missing they
said they could not do anything until 24 hours passed. They also said she
probably ran away with her boyfriend. I told them she wouldn’t have done that.”


“I see,” the
D.A. said. “Why did you people go out to find her?”


“If it was
your daughter or son wouldn’t you start to look, if the police wouldn’t?”


“I guess I
would. What I don’t understand is how did you find her?”


I said, “I
had a problem with these two boys from a long time ago. They had a grudge
against me. I saw Pete coming out of a diner and called to him to ask if he had
seen Joanna. He ran and I knew he had something to do with her disappearance.
The rest is in the report.”


The D.A. said,
“Well I can see how and why. What I can’t see is any way of winning this case.
So, we will not prosecute. You will be free to go on with your lives. Joey, I
do suggest that you seek some help from a psychologist to help you get through
this. All our officers involved in shooting must do this. I believe that you
should also.”


My father
said “I already have a doctor set up for Joey to talk to.”


“Great, go
home and celebrate because we will not prosecute any of you. There is the
matter of Joey using the gun without a permit, but due to the circumstances we
will overlook it. Have a great day.”


We all said,
“Thank you.” to Mr. Palermo and left.





When we were
outside my father invited everyone out to celebrate. He picked his favorite
Italian restaurant and said to be there at 7:00 p.m. He gave them the address
and said to Detective Callahan, “You too detective and bring your wife also.”


He said,
“Thank you, but due to the situation I will have to decline.”


“Why?” My
father asked.


“I don’t want
people to think there was a conspiracy going on. We know there wasn’t but
people are funny.”


My father
said he understood and he didn’t want the detective to get into any trouble.


When we got
home my father told my mother and brother the good news and we all cheered and
hugged each other. My father then announced the celebration would be at The
Trivolotti Restaurant at 7:00 p.m. He then called Arthur and my Uncle Tommy and
invited them all to the celebration.


We heard the
doorbell ring and my brother Rocco answered it. It was Carlos Barone. My father
said, “Please come in Carlos.”


He came in
and said,” I want to thank you for finding the person who shot my nephew. If
you need any help in fighting this problem I have many connections.”


My father
told him what happened and he put a big smile on his face and said,
“Congratulations.”


My father
then invited him and his family to the restaurant.


Carlos said,
“Can we speak in private, Antonio?” My father said, “Come into my office.”


“I want to
say yes for dinner, but cannot. I have to pay a visit to Luke tonight. I
understand that this Eric Bitterman worked for Luke, so I have to clear this
up. But I would like to see you and Joey in the next couple of days.” 


Carlos then
said, “I will talk to you in a few days. Good night everyone and enjoy your
dinner.”


Carlos left
and my father called The Trivolotti Restaurant to make sure they had room for a
party of 20.


They said,
“No problem Mr. Toranetti. We will see you at 7 oꞌclock.”


We went out
to dinner and had a great time. Now everything could get back to normal. I
could go back to work without worrying. My father could go back to his shop and
Joanna and her family could rest easy.
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Meeting with Mr.
Barone


The
next day Arthur called and spoke to my father. I heard my father say, “Okay
Arthur, I understand. I will tell Joey.”


My father
called me into his office and said, “Arthur just called me and we have a
meeting with Carlos Barone at 3:00 p.m. today. I will tell you what Arthur told
me.”


Last night
Mr. Barone went to Luke Campoella’s house to confront him about Eric Bitterman
and found that Luke had disappeared with his wife. They are looking for them.


I said, “How
did they find out so fast? How could they have disappeared on the same night? I
don’t understand.”


“I can’t
answer those questions at this time.” Mr. Barone is very upset because he found
out that Eric Bitterman worked for Luke. It seems that Eric and Gino got into a
big argument and asked Luke if he could go after him. It seems that Luke said
okay without telling Mr. Barone. Mr. Barone would have said no, that’s my
nephew and he would have invited them both for dinner and smoothed things over.
But Luke didn’t have the respect for Mr. Barone that is expected. So then when
he found out what his son did he left town with his wife. He must have been
prepared for this disappearing act.


I said, “What
about Larry and Pete?”


“Well, they
will probably go to jail for 25-30 years for kidnapping. That’s a felony. So,
my guess is that Luke figured it was a lost cause to help his son and friend.”


“I am glad I
have you as my dad. You wouldn’t leave me alone like that, would you?”


“Definitely not,
your mother, you, and your brother mean way too much to me. I would do
everything in my power to help you guys.”


“Thank you
Dad.”


“You’re
welcome son. Now, stop getting into these situations.”


“I will
certainly try.”


“Great, now
let’s get ready for our meeting with Carlos. I want to tell you something
first. I do not know what Carlos wants to talk about but if he should ask you
to work for him do not accept. Do you hear me?”


“Yes, I
already have a job that I like.”


We started
getting ready to meet with Carlos Barone. I was wondering why my father said
not to take a job with him. My father came into the kitchen and said, “Are you
ready Joey?” 


I replied
“Yes” and we left to meet Carlos.


We arrived at
his club in south Brooklyn. The name of the club is, CBSC. I assumed it stood
for Carlos Barone Social Club. My father said I was right. We were stopped at
the front door by the same man that stopped us at Arthur’s club. He said “Are
you the Toranetti?”


My father
answered, “Yes we are.”


“Okay, he is
waiting for you in the back office. Someone will take you back there.”


Another
person who was huge, to me, took us back to Carlos Barone’s office. We went in
and Carlos came to meet us and said, “Welcome Tony and Joey. I am so glad you
were able to come. Please sit down. I just want to thank you both again for
finding the killer of my nephew Gino. We were very close and I miss him. I need
to tell you that I knew Bitterman had worked for Luke, but Luke said he had
left his employ. Now I know Luke lied to me. All I want to say is that I am in
your debt. If there is anything I can do or help you with I am at your
service.”


My father
said, “We were only too happy to be able to get Bitterman, but we did it for
all of us. He was a very dangerous person with no regard for life. We do
however appreciate your offer. Thank you.”


“What about
you Joey?”


“I feel the
same way as my dad. I think we did a great service for your neighborhood and
our neighborhood.”


“You are a
very smart young man Joey.” Carlos said.


Carlos then
said, “I don’t want to keep you so have a great day. I really meant what I
said.”


My father and
I said, “Thank you” and we left for home.
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