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Foreword by 
Stephen K. Bannon

			It was the early 1980s, and five crime families ruled much of New York City services and goods. Names such as Bonanno, Columbo, Gambino, Genovese, and Lucchese, the so-called “Commission” controlled the construction industry, the garment industry, narcotics trafficking, the prostitution business, as well as many city services. If it was illegal, the mob had a piece of it. And with too many Democrat politicians controlling city government . . . the mob ruled.

			Until Rudy Giuliani came along. As United States attorney in New York, Rudy indicted eleven organized crime figures under the RICO Act, the Racketeer Influenced and Corrupt Organizations Act. The famous “Mafia Commission Trial” last from February 1985 until November 1986. Eight of the mobsters were convicted, and most were sentenced to 100 years in prison in 1987. One other died of cancer during the trial and one was murdered.

			It was later revealed that that Gambino family boss John Gotti backed a plan to kill prosecutor Rudy Giuliani, but the rest of the Commission objected. Too much heat.

			Rudy ran for New York Mayor in 1993, and he won, holding office through December 2001. Any American alive on September 11, 2001, remembers the power of Rudy’s historic leadership after the terrorist bombing of the World Trade Center in New York that day.

			America’s Mayor turns his prosecutorial expertise and insightful eye on Joe Biden and his entire family in this extraordinary book. He does so not just as a brilliant lawyer, but as a patriotic American citizen who is revolted by the corruption of President Joe Biden and his family. He details the fifty-plus years of influence peddling that has allowed the Biden family to trade access to Joe’s position as US Senator, Vice President, and now President. He details income to the Bidens from Russian and Romanian oligarchs to the highest members of the Chinese Communist Party.

			It will be clear to any American, after reading this book, that the Biden family . . . and even non-blood-related close allies—are a threat to the United States.

			








Introduction

			Rudy Giuliani, the Prosecutor, the Mob, and His Fight 
against Corruption

			Much of this book was written before the summer of 2024 controversy about President Joseph Robinette Biden Jr.’s mental health and his fitness to serve as President of the United States. Now, as we sit here at the end of the most consequential election cycle in our lifetime—with Donald Trump and Kamala Harris battling it out to lead America’s future—it’s tempting to paint Joe Biden as irrelevant. That would be a mistake. He may be kicked to the curb by the Democrat party that he has served since 1973, but he is still POTUS and, nominally, the leader of the free world, until January 20, 2025. In that time, he still has the power to do a lot. How he uses it remains to be seen.

			There’s also the issue of Joe Biden’s legacy. He should not be remembered as Nancy Pelosi—widely viewed as the Brutus who struck the final knife in his bid for a second presidential term—characterized him, as “one of the most consequential Presidents in American history.” Rather, he should be remembered as the Godfather of the Biden Crime Family, and I’ll argue that case in this book. Further, the corrupt system of influence peddling and crony capitalism that allowed the Bidens to conduct their fifty-year personal enrichment schemes under the noses of the public, other possibly complicit politicians, and a complacent media is still in place. Somebody needs to be held accountable for that.

			

			But of all the misdeeds that the Biden Crime Family and their collaborators—including Harris, the vice president, who always wanted to be the “last person in the room” on decisions—have committed in Joe’s fifty years in office, the most egregious may be the cover-up of his mental and physical condition. To paraphrase Senator Howard Baker’s (D-TN) famous question from the Watergate era, “What did the Bidens know and when did they know it?” Hunter Biden’s so-called “Laptop from Hell,” which I had a hand in exposing, holds the possible answer. When fully revealed, it may be the smoking gun that convicts the Biden Crime Family of their most atrocious offense yet. Before that, though, we’ve got five decades of wrongdoing to talk about.

			So let’s start with the obvious. Why the hell am I writing a book about the Biden Crime Family? I’m not a young man. I’ve had a fantastic life as a lawyer, was hailed as a hero by everyone for successfully prosecuting the Mafia in New York in 1985, sending eight brutal Mafia leaders to prison for hundreds of years. I took on the five Mafia families that controlled major industries in New York City, from trash collection to the enormous Fulton Fish Market, the Teamsters Union and Las Vegas. I served as Mayor of the greatest city on Earth, helping New York survive and endure a terrorist attack that killed nearly three thousand people on September 11, 2001. Twenty-three years on, more than five thousand have died from 9/11-related illnesses and over forty-five thousand have contracted cancer from the horrors inflicted that day. A great actor—James Woods—portrayed me in a movie called Rudy: The Rudy Giuliani Story. And today, I am closest to people who love me unconditionally.

			So why have I not retired to Florida, stayed out of this messy political fray, avoided the lawfare that threatens to bankrupt me and take my homes, and just enjoyed life on the golf course?

			Listen, these are good questions—and ones I sometimes ask myself!

			But I have a simple and truthful answer: I love this country. And I hate corruption. 

			My paternal grandfather, Rodolfo Giuliani, for whom I am named, left the small town of Montecatini Terme in Tuscany, Italy, in the 1880s, arriving in America with just twenty dollars in his pocket. Sadly, he died before I was five years old. My maternal grandmother, Adelina Stanchi at the time—my Nana—I knew very well. She, too, left a culturally divided country in the 1880s, only her hometown was Gesualdo in Avellino, near Naples. Life for all four of my Italian (legally) immigrant grandparents was not easy. And I also have some criminal issues in my family background. At least ten years before I was born, my father was convicted of robbery and served a year and four months in Sing Sing State Prison. My uncle was a loan shark. His son, my cousin, turned out to be the head of an auto-theft ring and died in a shootout with the FBI.

			The Brooklyn neighborhood of Flatbush was home for my first seven years. First settled as a Dutch village over 350 years ago, by the time I came along it was very much an ethnic mix of Italians, Irish, and Jews. Some of my contemporaries (although I didn’t know them growing up) were Barbra Streisand, Neil Diamond, and Bernie Sanders. Also in the neighborhood, just a mile or so away from our apartment, was Ebbets Field, home to the Brooklyn Dodgers. However, I was a Yankees fan (still am!), so having the Dodgers so close led to some, shall we say, not so pleasant standoffs during my childhood.

			The Dodgers left Flatbush in 1958, but six years earlier, my parents had made the decision to move to a house in the Long Island town of Garden City South—in part, I believe, to keep me from hanging out with the “wrong kids.” I went to Catholic school and even contemplated becoming a priest, but instead decided my calling was law. I studied at New York University School of Law and graduated cum laude in 1968. 

			My first job in the legal profession was clerking for Lloyd Francis McMahon, eventually the chief judge of the Southern District of New York. He was my mentor, advisor, and “second father.” From him, I heard stories of how he prosecuted Luciano mob boss Frank Costello for tax evasion and presided over the drug-trafficking trial of Bonanno head Carmine Galante. Early on I learned how to spot a criminal enterprise. I mastered the “tells.” 

			

			So when I read Joseph Bonanno’s 1983 biography, A Man of Honor, I knew I had a blueprint for how to prosecute the Mafia in New York. But let’s backtrack just a little to fully set the scene. That was the year I became a US Attorney in the Southern District of New York. At the time, the Mob had its tentacles in nearly every aspect of New York City. Author Selwyn Raab perfectly described its influence in his 2005 bestseller, Five Families: The Rise, Decline, and Resurgence of America’s Most Powerful Mafia Families. “The Mafia, aka the Cosa Nostra and the Mob, generated a toxic effect on the lives of all New Yorkers and untold millions of Americans from coast to coast.” 

			The self-titled Five Families had set themselves up in businesses both legitimate and illegitimate. For the most part, they weren’t publicly squabbling over who got which proceeds. But their pathological homicidal behavior often became apparent with messy executions that generated gruesome front-page photos and colorful headlines like “Mafia Rubout” when Paul Castellano was shot to death in 1985 entering Sparks Steak House in Manhattan, or “Crazy Joe Gallo Eats His Last Clam,” when he was killed while trying to run out the front door of Umberto’s Clam House in Little Italy. (Fun side fact: That very famous 1979 death photo of Carmine Galante on the front page of the New York Daily News, with one eye shot out, a lit cigar still clamped in his jaw after being gunned down at Joe and Mary’s Restaurant in Brooklyn? It was partially staged. Galante was nicknamed “The Cigar” because he was rarely seen without one in his mouth. He didn’t actually die like that though. For his final photo, photographers shoved a stogie in his mouth for greater effect. True story.)

			By 1985, I knew my first major prosecutions would be the Mob. There had been many—successful—attempts to curb parts of this organization, including the ones involving my former boss Lloyd McMahon, Robert F. Kennedy, Estes Kefauver, Tom Dewey, and, of course, the legendary Elliot Ness. But nothing truly stopped this criminal enterprise. There was even a disagreement among top law enforcement officials in the United States as to whether or not the Mafia actually existed. J. Edgar Hoover, head of the FBI, for example, denied for many years that there was such a thing as organized crime. But even when lawmakers recognized its existence, the problem was how to dismantle the organization. When you put individual family heads like Lucky Luciano or Frank Costello in jail, they either ran their crew from a comfortable cell or someone else stepped up to take their place. 

			Book III of Bonanno’s A Man of Honor is titled “The Commission.” It starts out, “In the beginning was the Father. Without him nothing can be done. A Family of friends coalesces around the Father, from whom flows all authority. . . . The Family should be viewed as an organism, a living tissue of binding personal relationships.” The then retired seventy-eight-year-old former “Father” of the Bonanno family (who was frank about being called “a gangster, a racketeer, a mobster . . . [and] the ‘boss of all bosses’ . . . whatever that means”), Bonanno then kindly gave a detailed description of the elements and actions of a crime family. He put it in a book and gave it to me personally during the time I visited him in Tucson, Arizona. That was more than enough to prove the longstanding existence of the Commission of the Mafia as a RICO enterprise. 

			(As an aside, we also have Bonanno to thank for filling us in on origins of the word “Mafia.” His story takes place in 1282, when Sicily was ruled by the French. Wrote Joe, “while the people of Palermo were making their way to evening worship (vespers), agents of the treasury waited outside the churches to apprehend tax debtors . . . As it happened, a young lady of rare beauty, who was soon to be married, was going to church with her mother when a French soldier by the name of Droetto, under the pretext of helping the tax agents, manhandled the young lady. Then he dragged her behind the church and raped her. The terrified mother ran through the streets, crying,—Ma fia, ma fia! This means ‘My daughter, my daughter’ in Sicilian. . . . The mother’s cry, repeated by others, rang out through the streets, throughout Palermo and throughout Sicily. Ma fia soon became the rallying cry of the resistance movement, which adopted the phrase as an acronym for Morte alla Francia, Italia anela—’Death to France, Italy cries out.’” Joe goes on to say that the story may or may not be true, “but so what? The important element of the story is not its factual veracity, but the Sicilian spirit which it exemplifies.”)

			Here’s how Wikipedia sums up the Mafia Commission Trial, which lasted from February 25, 1985, until November 19, 1986. “Using evidence obtained by the Federal Bureau of Investigation, 11 organized crime figures, including the heads of New York City’s ‘Five Families’, were indicted by United States Attorney Rudolph Giuliani under the Racketeer Influenced and Corrupt Organizations Act (RICO) on charges including extortion, labor racketeering, and murder. Eight of them were convicted under RICO, and most were sentenced to 100 years in prison on January 13, 1987, the maximum possible sentence under that law.” 

			Understandably, the Mafia Commission Trial generated a lot of headlines that year. So did another case I prosecuted, that of Stanley M. Friedman. Friedman was the very powerful—and very corrupt—boss of the Democratic party in New York’s Bronx borough. He was a lobbyist who got people hired, then used that influence to get what he wanted. At the time, he wielded a great deal of power within New York Mayor Ed Koch’s city hall government. The New York Times described the case like this: “A complicated, sometimes interlocking set of corruption investigations that began more than a year ago has implicated New York City, state and Federal officials, toppled political leaders and shaken the administration of Mayor Koch. These cases are not all directly related, but together they provide a view of a government where influence was routinely traded, and political allies became involved in secret business deals to reap profits at the taxpayers’ expense. 

			“[Re the] Parking Violations Bureau [charges], The United States Attorney in Manhattan, Rudolph W. Giuliani, said in this case that the New York City Parking Violations Bureau ‘was turned into an enterprise for illegal profit.’ Stanley M. Friedman, Convicted Former Bronx Democratic leader, a major stockholder in Citisource Inc., which won a $22.7 million contract for city traffic agents’ hand-held computers . . . Prosecutors say he helped the company get the contract without disclosing his holdings. . . . Convicted Nov. 25 by a Federal jury in New Haven . . . Sentenced to twelve years in prison . . . Also found guilty of paying $60,000 to two other officials to help obtain a contract for Datacom, a computer-service company.”

			Friedman, who served four years of his sentence and went on to run a hotel in Staten Island, was convicted under the RICO statute as well. Note my statement to the New York Times, where a corrupt politician used his position to turn a government office into “an enterprise for illegal profit.” When I started to look into Joe Biden’s activities, the similarities became glaringly clear. 

			There are few things I abhor more than a corrupt politician. Our democracy, a representative democracy, depends on the intelligence of the electorate and the integrity of public officials. I used to say, when the drug dealers ran neighborhoods in New York, the people there might as well be living in East Germany. They did not have any freedom. And the same thing is true in a corrupt government. A corrupt government is a totalitarian government because they control your behavior and you must submit to bribery to vindicate your God given rights. 

			Which is why what is happening to America on Joe Biden’s watch is so disturbing. America is not just any other nation. America is an ideal and a beacon of freedom for the world. 

			But there are ways to stop this now pervasive corruption of our country. It’s the same RICO act I used against the Mafia Commission and Stanley M. Friedman. (I used it to convict Ivan Boesky of racketeering and securities fraud back in 1989 as well, just to keep the record straight.) 

			The RICO act is very simple. Per the Department of Justice, the “RICO statute expressly states that it is unlawful for any person to conspire to violate any of the subsections of 18 U.S.C.A. § 1962.” (That’s the statute on Prohibited Activities.) “The government need not prove that the defendant agreed with every other conspirator, knew all of the other conspirators, or had full knowledge of all the details of the conspiracy. . . . All that must be shown is: (1) that the defendant agreed to commit the substantive racketeering offense through agreeing to participate in two racketeering acts; (2) that he knew the general status of the conspiracy; and (3) that he knew the conspiracy extended beyond his individual role.” 

			As we will report in the coming chapters, there is overwhelming evidence—video, audio, personal records, and even admissions and confessions—to prove that the Biden family’s activities meets the burden of proof on these counts. One important corroborating piece of evidence comes from Hunter Biden himself. On January 3, 2019, Hunter texts his oldest daughter Naomi, “I Hope you all can do what I did and pay for everything for this entire family Fro 30 years. It’s really hard. But don’t worry unlike Pop I won’t make you give me half your salary.” And even though Hunter may disavow that text, claiming he was drunk, high on crack or didn’t mean it (those were his explanations for other incriminating emails and texts when he testified before the House Oversight Committee on February 8, 2024), the text is still evidence of the commission of a lifetime of crime, that there was a family business that made money and, most important, that Joe Biden knew about it and profited from it.

			Now I’ve crossed paths with Joe Biden too many times to count over the fifty some years we’ve both been in public life. Most of those encounters—at least up until about five years ago—have been cordial. His niece, Missy Owens, even worked for me when I was Mayor of New York. I was introduced to Joe in 1981 by his law school classmate, who was my chief of staff when I was an associate attorney general. He said, “you guys should develop a good relationship.” At the time, my job was to get US attorneys and US marshals confirmed. I had 116 of them that would have to go through the Senate Judiciary Committee, where Joe was the ranking minority member, so the advice was sound. My chief of staff went on to preface the introduction by saying, “Don’t get impatient because I know you don’t suffer fools gladly. He’s a really nice guy, you’re really gonna like him. But he’s really dumb. He was the dumbest guy in my law class.”

			But I was shocked at what I discovered in 2018 when I was tipped off to look into Joe Biden’s activities in Ukraine. I bought the whole Delaware/Amtrak/Middle Class Joe from Scranton persona. Even when newspapers started reporting stories about him, his brother James, his son Hunter, and the family being a lot too cozy with MBNA Bank in Delaware in the 1990s, I thought at most, like too many members of Congress, he might be a small time crook. After all, as Biden proudly pointed out to special counsel Robert Hur during his 2023 interview in conjunction with unlawfully taking and keeping classified documents, “for 36 years I was listed as the poorest man in Congress.” But a big time crook whose family raked in tens, maybe hundreds of millions from our foreign adversaries? That never occurred to me. 

			The evidence came to me when I got involved with Donald Trump’s defense during the Robert Mueller investigation into “Russian collusion” on Trump’s 2016 presidential campaign. I spent twenty-four hours a day traveling the country with the candidate during those final months. If there had ever been “Russian collusion,” I would know it. I knew there wasn’t, so I volunteered to join the legal team for my friend of thirty-five years, helping him defend himself against such fraudulent and false allegations. 

			One day, I got a call from my former chief of the criminal division in the US Attorney’s office, who is now the president of one of the larger investigatory firms in the world, and he said, “I have a source that can provide witnesses that will blow open the Russian collusion allegations.” I said, “What do you mean?” He went on to explain that he had a source he wanted me to interview. This source, he said, had information that the so-called “black ledger”—the one that supposedly revealed Paul Manafort, Trump’s 2016 campaign manager, got $12.7 million under the table from Ukraine’s pro-Russian Party of Regions political party—was a forgery. Furthermore, he said that the infamous “Steele dossier” (now debunked by even so hostile an outlet as CNN) was created not in Russia but in Ukraine, and was also false. There’s no way I could pass on talking with someone who had that kind of information! I met with the source and after about forty-five minutes, he suggested, “You should look into the Bidens’ corruption in Ukraine.” I asked what that meant. He replied, “Have you seen this?” and showed me a YouTube clip.

			

			In the clip, Joe Biden is part of a three-person panel discussing an article he co-wrote for Foreign Affairs magazine titled “How to Stand Up to the Kremlin: Defending Democracy Against Its Enemies.” As usual, it is an embellished version, but this time—and very unusually—it’s mostly accurate and a full admission of bribery. The date is January 2018. The audience is comprised of members of the Council on Foreign Relations. The talk turns to Ukraine, and Biden relates an incident from two years earlier when, as vice president, he had been Obama’s “point man,” tasked with handing out money and clamping down on corruption in that country to supposedly rebuild a nation that was trying to regain its feet after a revolution and being looted by its former president and other officials.

			“I went over for the 12th, 13th time [and] I was supposed to announce that there is another billion dollar loan guarantee. And I had gotten a commitment from [Ukraine’s president Petro] Poroshenko and from [prime minister Arseniy] Yatsenyuk that they would take action against the state prosecutor and they didn’t. So they’re walking out to the press conference and I said we’re not going to give you the billion dollars. . . . I said I’m leaving in six hours. If the prosecutor is not fired you’re not getting the money. Well son of a bitch. He got fired!” 

			I couldn’t believe what I’d seen. “Play it again,” I directed. After he did, I said, “That sounds like a bribe to me!” After all these years of being a prosecutor, I know the elements of bribery: offering something of value in exchange for an official action. In this case, Joe was offering a billion dollars (the “something of value”) in exchange for firing the prosecutor (the “official action”.) What was missing was the real motive. Why would he do something so stupid? When I took my source’s advice and started investigating the Bidens and Ukraine, I found the motive—and much more. That led to a seventy-five-page presentation that I (along with my attorney, Robert (Bob) Costello) gave to a group of US Attorneys and FBI agents in Pittsburgh two years later.

			The case that Bob and I took to Pittsburgh was developed solely from our investigative efforts in Ukraine. It would be many months later that Hunter Biden’s so-called “Laptop from Hell” fell into our laps. That happened when John Paul Mac Isaac, owner of a computer repair shop in Wilmington, Delaware, filled out the “Contact” form on my Giuliani Security and Safety website. Frustrated after almost a year of trying to get somebody in authority to pay attention to the fact that Hunter Biden—son of a former vice president who was now the Democrat candidate running for president of the United States—had left a damaged computer in his office to fix that was filled with porn and detailed financial improprieties with America’s enemies. Having gotten nowhere with government officials, Mac Isaac turned to us. 

			In this book we will build on that initial Pittsburgh presentation and outline our blueprint for a RICO case against the Biden Crime Family. Our principal defendants are Joe Biden, Hunter Biden, and James Biden. The most heinous crimes had to do with their activities in Ukraine, China, Russia, and Iraq. However, since this criminal enterprise has been ongoing for nearly fifty years, we will show the trail of corruption and destruction caused by these defendants—aided by other family members and trusted associates that were treated like family—that has put less well-connected individuals in jail, left companies bankrupt, people injured (or, in at least one instance, dead) and that now threatens to destroy the America we all love. 

			The next few chapters detail the many instances where we posit that the Bidens crossed the line from being mere “grifters,” as law professor Jonathan Turley called them, to being the Biden Crime Family. You will be the judge in this case. And at the end, after hearing the evidence and the arguments, you will render your verdict. Now it’s time to meet the defendants.

		


		
			

			Chapter 1

			Meet The Defendants:

			An Introduction to the 
Biden Crime Family

			In A Man of Honor, Joe Bonanno lays out the structure of a Mafia crime family. “In the beginning was the Father. Without him nothing can be done. A Family of friends coalesces around the Father, from whom flows all authority. The Family which a Father holds together embodies an ancient way of life . . . It is a way of life that gives primary allegiance to the Family state, to the tribe, to the clan.”

			Those are the Mafia family values. One particular family value—maybe a little different, but a family value nonetheless—was drilled into Joe, Valerie, James, and Frank Biden almost literally at their mother’s knee. Jean Biden often repeated this mantra to her four children. “No one is closer. . . . You’re blood. You’re closer to one another than you are to your dad and me. You have the same blood.” 

			That meant the Bidens stuck together, no matter what. They also kept the family secrets inside the family walls, no matter what. Joe recounted the story of the time he was in Catholic grade school and the nuns gave him a blue badge, appointing him to the safety patrol, in charge of reporting kids who acted up on the bus. When his sister Valerie did just that, he agonized over what to do—turn her in or not turn her in. At dinner that night, Joe Sr. pointed his son towards the answer, saying, “Well, Joey, you know that’s not your only option.” Jr. handed in his blue badge.

			The Mafia has a word for that—omertà. That’s the “the code of silence that forbade the slightest cooperation with law enforcement, or more ominously, informing, ratting on anyone.”

			Talk about a Crime Family . . . 

			Defendant #1 in our indictment: Joseph Robinette Biden Jr. (b. 1942) a.k.a. Joe, Joey, Celtic, Peter Henderson, Robert L. Peters, JRB Ware, & Robin Ware. 

			To go back to another Joe for a minute—Joe Bonanno, that is—the mob boss has perhaps a more precise definition of the Biden crime family structure and Joe’s position in it. “Some Fathers . . . attain greater influence and are consulted more than others. In Sicily we would refer to such a man . . . as a capo consigliere—a head counselor, a chief advisor. . . . [He] is not an executive or administrator. He is a figurehead whose influence . . . derives . . . from their willing cooperation with him. More than anything, the role he plays stems from a willingness in men to congregate around a greater man.” 

			Funny how that sounds so much like how the Bidens operate. In that family, Joe acts as the Father. It is from his political positions, first as a senator, then vice president, and now president that all things flow. 

			Joe has always liked to present himself as Middle Class Joe Biden from Scranton whose family went through some hardscrabble times when his pop was out of work, but yet they fought through that tough period to prosperity. That’s not exactly true. Yes his dad, Joseph Robinette Biden Sr., didn’t work for a period of time. But before his brief descent to the middle class, Joe Sr. was a high-flying, horse riding, free spender. He was employed in Boston by his wealthy uncle, Bill Sheene Sr., who manufactured armor plate for ships during WW2 and made a fortune doing it. But the war ended. After failing at a crop dusting business in Long Island with his lush of a cousin, Bill Sheene Jr., Joe Sr., his wife Jean, and their two (soon to be four) little ones sped off to live with her family, the Finnegans, in Scranton, Pennsylvania. When that didn’t work out so well, Joe Sr.’s brother invited him to Wilmington, Delaware where, after jobs cleaning boilers and selling tchotchkes at weekend farmers markets, he landed at a car dealership. Selling used autos may not have been Papa Joe’s favorite profession, but it paid well enough for the family to be comfortable, for young Joe to go to the elite Archmere Academy and then to the University of Delaware, where he spent a season on the football team and the rest of the time reportedly chasing girls. 

			Long before that, as a youngster, Joe was writing papers that his teachers, the nuns, produced showing he wanted to be president of the United States. (He did succeed in being elected president of his junior and senior classes in at Archmere.) But the self-admitted “arrogant and sloppy” student almost didn’t make it out of law school. 

			“Syracuse University Law School initially failed him for plagiarizing, without citation, five pages from a published law review. The law review in question was Tortious Acts as a Basis for Jurisdiction in Products Liability Cases, which was published in the Fordham Law Review of May 1965. . . . Biden only included one footnote to that article in his paper. [He] said his ‘mistake’ at law school was neither intentional nor ‘malevolent’. He said it was due to ignorance, and that he simply misunderstood the need to carefully cite sources.” In his own defense, he wrote, “My intent was not to deceive anyone. For if it were, I would not have been so blatant. If I had intended to cheat, would I have been so stupid?” (Maybe.) Anyway, he was allowed to repeat the course, and in 1968, graduated 76th out of a class of eighty at Syracuse University Law School. He subsequently managed to pass the bar and get his law license. 

			Friends who knew him back then said he always had some kind of plan to hit the jackpot either in motion or in development. Perhaps spurred on by memories of his earliest years in luxury’s lap, thanks to his dad’s halcyon days and subsequent entrepreneurial attempts, the ambitious fast talker (despite his childhood stutter) bought and sold real estate, sketched out a daycare center (this was in 1968) and a dozen other propositions, when he wasn’t pursuing his legal career. But, to quote Richard Ben Cramer in What It Takes: The Way to the White House, “Thing was, the get-rich-quick schemes never did make him rich. Something fell through, or Joe changed his mind. . . . If they worked, Joe had the money spent six ways before it hit his hand. The sonofabitch could do a deal. Thing was, he couldn’t not do a deal.” 
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