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About Louis


Louis the Coin was a genius in metallurgy whose estimated haul from producing counterfeit slot tokens and chips easily exceeded $3 million to $4 million from casinos around the country. 

Some casinos admitted it, and many — most of which were in Nevada — didn’t.

Louis sat at the right hand of New England Mob Boss Raymond Patriarca — one of the most powerful gangsters in U.S. history — with direct access to his family members. Louis was a friend of theirs and a talent, though not a made man. 

He was neither your average jeweler nor your average mob associate. He began his criminal career as a teenager and went on to earn a business degree from Providence College. 

In the years before his death, Louis attended community college in Rhode Island because he loved learning. His expertise ranged from making jewelry and fixing printing presses to orthotics and of course, counterfeiting slot machine tokens and currency.

Colavecchio could duplicate or create almost anything made from precious metals or stones. All he needed was a sample. The samples were analyzed professionally for content, weight, and availability.

Foxwoods had been booming for about five years when Colavecchio set his sights on Connecticut. Mohegan Sun had just opened. 

Colavecchio never talked about his friends — at least to police. But one of the important numbers in his personal phone directory was for Louis “Baby Shacks” Manocchio, then the reputed Mafia boss of Rhode Island. Manocchio lived in Providence’s Federal Hill neighborhood, where he once operated the Café Verdi restaurant. He was convicted of a mob hit in 1968, but that was overturned by the Rhode Island Supreme Court. In 2015, Manocchio was released from federal prison to a halfway house after serving five years for his role in an extortion plot.

Before Colavecchio could move on the casinos, he needed to do some homework. He also needed some serious equipment. Colavecchio’s expert analysis revealed he needed the following: precious metals including copper, zinc and nickel, a 150-ton press from Italy, and laser-cutting tools to cut, shape and create dies to stamp out the coins.

The coins were tokens, to be used in Las Vegas, Loughlin, Atlantic City, and the Tribal Casinos in Connecticut. When state police brought a sample of Colavecchio’s product to Foxwoods, the experts did not believe it was counterfeit. Some called it a masterpiece.

State police advised the casino to keep track of inventory; the token counts were bound to be off because of the surplus. Meanwhile, the inventories at Atlantic City casinos were multiplying like rabbits. 

“We know that he hit Vegas hard,” an investigator said. “But since many of the directors of security there were former FBI agents, they denied it. The problem did not exist. It never happened.” 

Evidence mounted. A surveillance team comprised of detectives from Las Vegas, New Jersey and Connecticut waited for Colavecchio to hit New Jersey or Connecticut again. He chose New Jersey. This time he used only $100 tokens. It was easy. There were fewer machines to watch.

Colavecchio was arrested in Atlantic City in late December 1996. The pinch did not make the papers for about a week.

In his car, Colavecchio had 750 pounds of counterfeit tokens, a fake police ID, disguises, a handgun, maps of casinos, and various casino documents.

The FBI, Secret Service, three state police agencies and Providence police took inventory at Colavecchio’s Providence operation. The government had to rent two storage facilities to store all the loot that was seized.

Everyone took their turn arresting Colavecchio. He hired a former Rhode Island attorney general and a respected New London attorney as his lawyers. Foxwoods and Mohegan Sun acknowledged finding a total of at least $50,000 in fake tokens.

Investigators borrowed microscopes from local high schools to inspect mounds of tokens. It took them weeks just to determine that Colavecchio hit one Mohegan Sun jackpot for $2,000. Worked out by Connecticut based detectives, Secret Service, and prosecutors, Colavecchio ended up in a conference room and getting VIP treatment at Mohegan Sun. His lawyers had worked out a deal.

Colavecchio showed law enforcement how he did the job and promised to help the casino tribes and the state ward off any future raids.

They say he was a hero in Providence as well. Colavecchio served a relatively short federal sentence at Fort Dix in New Jersey and did not “rat out” any of his friends. The New York Times and Providence Journal also reported Louis was hired by the U.S. Mint upon his release from federal prison for the token scheme a couple decades ago. That was because his dies in coins were of better quality than government production. The U.S. government paid Louis about $18,000 to be a consultant.

Louis died on July 6, 2020 at his daughter’s home in Cranston, RI. He had gained a compassionate release from federal prison weeks earlier after serving time for counterfeiting $100 bills. He was 78, as noted in his New York Times obituary.

He counted among his friends the detective who arrested him in Connecticut. The Connecticut State Police Museum, in cooperation with The Mob Museum in Las Vegas, is developing a traveling Louis the Coin exhibit.

 

Andy Thibault

 

 




Organized Crime in Rhode Island, 
A Primer 


The history of organized crime in Rhode Island is chock full of colorful characters, comical and tragic stories, violence, and greed. It is an underground version of politics. They share the element of constantly seeking money to support their operation.

The difference is often blurry. 

To understand organized crime in New England, in particular, Rhode Island where the link to politicians was an open secret, one must understand two realities:

•	First, those involved in organized crime were ruthless, sinister, greedy, selfish, violent, and brutish — but with interesting nicknames.

•	Second, many people in Rhode Island adored them and believed life, at least on Federal Hill, the unofficial headquarters of the wise guys, was better, safer, and more enjoyable.

To this day, people who recall the days of mob dominance wax nostalgic over those decades. 

Back then, the bodies of the whacked bookies or suspected rats rated only passing indifference. 

They never resulted in any witnesses. This is the mythology of the mob, with a sizable number of Rhode Island citizens religiously devoted to the fable. 

One man’s reputation was so well established that all anyone had to say was “Raymond” or “The Old Man” and everyone knew who you were talking about- Raymond Loredo Salvatore Patriarca.

Beginnings

The mob in New England, dominated for many years by Providence, RI, is the story of the rise of “traditional” organized crime in the United States, controlled extensively by Italians. Joining the immigration wave, the Mafia, a primarily Sicilian phenomenon, arrived in the United States.

In the US, the Mafia became known as “Cosa Nostra” or “La Cosa Nostra” translated variously as “Our Affair” or “This Thing of Ours.” From its beginning in the 1800s, the hallmark was secrecy and brutality. The very existence of the organization was denied until the first of the made men — men admitted as full members of the secret society — to cooperate with the government. Vincent Teresa, an associate of the Rhode Island mob, testified about its existence.

As the five main families rose in New York, other groups rose in Chicago — known as the Outfit — as well as in Las Vegas, Kansas City, Buffalo, Milwaukee, and other cities. Boston was the birthplace of what would become the Rhode Island mob.

In the 1930s and 40s, Phillip Buccola ran the family in Boston. At the same time, Raymond Patriarca, born in 1908 in Worcester, began his rise within the organization. A hint of Patriarca’s future dominance within organized crime and influence with political figures happened early in his criminal career.

In the 1930s, the Providence Board of Public Safety named Patriarca Public Enemy #1. His rise to power was in full swing. In 1938, he was sentenced to five years for armed robbery, yet only served four months.

An inquiry into the circumstances of Patriarca’s release revealed he was blessed with special, if not truly divine, intervention.

Executive Councilor Daniel H. Coakley, a close associate of Massachusetts Gov. Charles F. Hurley, drafted a parole petition based on the appeals of a “Father Fagin.” 

There was no Father Fagin, just a fictional character Coakley had fabricated. The governor granted Patriarca’s parole. The news leaked out and an uproar occurred. In the end, Coakley would be dismissed from the governor’s office.

Patriarca remained free.

It would underscore Patriarca’s reach into political circles and enhance his standing among the wiseguys. It wouldn’t be the last time a priest worked to help Patriarca, only the next one would be real.

In the 1940s and 50s, Patriarca rose to head the New England Mob. Buccola, under indictment for tax evasion, fled the country back to Italy. Patriarca stepped in and assumed control of the family.

His stellar reputation — for brutality and ruthless control of bookmakers, loan sharks, hijackings, and any other lucrative mob business — was unmatched among the national organized crime groups. Most notably Patriarca’s special connection with The Five Families in New York put him firmly at the center of power. His reign would run from 1950 until his death in 1984 — of a heart attack while at the home of his girlfriend.

During his reign, the fabled level of his influence both within the criminal world and in the political arena grew exponentially. His reach contributed to the defeat of an incumbent governor because of the perception of his influence.

The late John A. Notte Jr. was the 65th governor of Rhode Island, from 1961-63. The late Col. Walter Stone, a former Providence Police Chief, was the Superintendent of the Rhode Island State Police and a sworn enemy of Raymond.

Reports circulated that Notte fired Stone at the behest of Patriarca. This generated many rumors and innuendos. During the campaign for governor in 1962, The Republican candidate, the late U.S. Sen. John Chafee, promised to reinstate Stone.

Notte lost the election by a mere 400 votes. Chaffee reinstated Stone as promised. Stone would remain Colonel until 1990, the longest serving head of a State Police agency in the country.

Information corroborating the alleged influence over Notte became public because of a Freedom of Information Act request to the FBI about a bug placed illegally in the office Patriarca maintained at his vending machine company, Coin-O-Matic.

The building, on Atwells Avenue in the heart of Providence’s Federal Hill, would become known as “The Office.”

The bug recorded many conversations between Patriarca and other mobsters, including a discussion about a $25,000 bribe allegedly paid to Notte.

In 1981, a meeting of law enforcement agencies, including the State Police, FBI and the New England Organized Crime Strike Force, discussed an individual who had cooperated with the State Police. 

Excerpt, FBI Patriarca Files:

“SOURCE became very emotional, stating that he would not testify and would not consider entering the federal witness protection program. On April 15, 1981, a meeting was held at the offices of Colonel Walter E. Stone, RISP. Present were representatives of the State of RI Attorney General’s Office, the New England Organized Crime Strike Force and FBI, besides the RISP. Stone advised that even though the source had become uncooperative and is refusing to testify in this matter, a responsibility exists on the part of the RISP with respect to the safety of the potential victim. Stone advised it is the intention of the RISP to, at the very least, confront the subjects in this matter.”

Nothing ever came of this “confrontation.”

Ruthless

Soon after Patriarca took over, bodies started showing up with various bullet holes, knife wounds, bludgeoning injuries or ligature marks. Some bodies bore evidence of a combination of all these various methods of execution.

One the more brutal hits was on George “Tiger” Balletto at the Bella Napoli Café on Federal Hill. This was near Patriarca’s vending machine company.

Balletto, a tough guy who posed a challenge to Patriarca’s control, was shot several times in the back. Urban legend has it the rounds spun him around, but he never fell from the stool, dying with his head on the bar.

There were more than a dozen patrons in the bar at the time of the shooting.

Not one would provide the Providence Police with any information. This witness-amnesia phenomenon would repeat itself in several incidents connected to Patriarca.

Patriarca’s reputation among the New York families led him to become involved in one of the most notorious hits on a mob figure in New York. Recorded on the illegal bug planted in “the office,” Patriarca claimed the Genovese family reached out for assistance in the Albert Anastasia hit. Patriarca sent one of his most violent enforcers, Jackie Nazarian, to New York. Anastasia was shot while sitting in a barber’s chair. No one was ever charged with the murder.

Nazarian himself would become a murder victim when he made the mistake of bragging, he was taking over for Patriarca when the “old man” was ill. It proved a fatal mistake. 

Nazarian would be killed in 1962 by Louie “The Fox” Taglianetti who also would also become a murder victim in 1970, along with his girlfriend — which did not sit well with Patriarca. 

Patriarca was even said to be involved in a plot by the CIA to use the mob to kill Fidel Castro. Vincent Teresa, revealed the story during one of his court appearances.

Teresa said Sam Giancana, the Chicago mob boss, reached out to Raymond’s consiglieri Henry Tamaleo and Patriarca for a hit man. Patriarca selected Maurice “Pro” Lerner, a one-time baseball star, as the man for the job.

Revelations would corroborate the efforts of the CIA to recruit the mob for the Castro hit.

Lerner would play a part in another murder, along with John “Red” Kelley, that would ensnare Patriarca in a web of lies spun by corrupt FBI agents.

In 1968, a bookie and his bodyguard were shot to death in a Silver Lake variety store, an area close to Federal Hill. The bookie, Rudolph Marfeo, and his bodyguard, Anthony Melei, were targeted because Marfeo refused to pay a percentage of his gambling operation profits to Patriarca. The triggermen were John “Red” Kelley and Maurice “Pro” Lerner.

But this wasn’t just a simple hit. It was an All-in-the-Family continuation of Patriarca enforcing control. In 1966, William “Willie” Marfeo, Rudolph’s brother, was killed in a phone booth for similar reasons.

The Rudolph Marfeo murder would put Patriarca in prison until 1974.

Patriarca’s conviction, along with Henry Tamaleo, for conspiracy to murder Willie Marfeo was based largely on the testimony of one of the first mob witnesses to be put into the witness protection program, Joseph “The Animal” Barbosa, an exceptionally brutal Boston-based enforcer.

Another mob witness, John “Red” Kelley, a convicted bank robber, testified in the Rudolph Marfeo murder trial against Patriarca and his fellow gunman, “Pro” Lerner. He testified about meeting Patriarca on Palm Sunday two weeks before the murder and that Patriarca wanted Rudolph Marfeo killed. Kelly said Patriarca told him, “I want him dead.”

Kelley’s testimony was corroborated by the notorious and disgraced FBI agent. H. Paul Rico. Rico would be convicted of conspiracy to murder Roger Wheeler, an Oklahoma City millionaire, on the orders of James “Whitey” Bulger.

The first trial resulted in a hung jury. The second, with defense counsel armed with more information to discredit Kelly, resulted in Patriarca’s conviction. Despite the trial judge’s warning to the spectators on the day of the verdict—most of whom were there in support of Patriarca—to refrain from any outbursts, the court erupted when the verdict was read.

Years later, details of the Bulger case and the attendant FBI involvement in criminal activities with Bulger became public. Authorities uncovered evidence that both principal witnesses in the Patriarca trials, Barbosa and Kelley, committed perjury. The FBI knew about it and let it or made it happen.

There was another twist to the Rudolph Marfeo murder trial, involving the real, aforementioned Catholic priest. Father Raymond Moriarity testified he was with Patriarca when Kelley claimed the meeting to kill Marfeo took place. Father Moriarity testified he and Patriarca had gone to the Gates of Heaven Cemetery in East Providence to pray at the grave of Patriarca’s first wife.

Through the investigative work of determined Providence Police Detective Bobby Stevenson, and then little-known Rhode Island Special Asst. Atty. General Vincent A. “Buddy” Cianci — who went on to a notorious career as mayor of Providence — the public learned the priest lied. He later testified that he confused the date.

The investigation determined the priest was in Virginia performing a baptism when he claimed to be in Providence. This attempt at Divine Intervention failed and Patriarca was convicted, albeit on perjured testimony. 

Patriarca’s time in prison, and the perceived treatment he received by those still out on the street, would set in motion the largest robbery in the history of Rhode Island, called Bonded Vault.

Bonded Vault

One problem of being a successful criminal is storage. Where does one keep the ill-gotten gains to keep them from the eyes of the cops?

Depending on which legend one believes, Patriarca either conceived the idea or controlled through the usual methods a place that became known as Bonded Vault.

Hudson Fur Storage was a commercial storage facility at 101 Cranston St. in Providence’s West End. Inside the former church building, there was a large safe with 146 safe deposit boxes. Access to these boxes was by invitation only. One had to have underworld connections to get a box, but there were no limitations on what you kept there.

Stolen goods, cash from illegal activities, weapons, jewelry reported taken for insurance claims, anything that you couldn’t put in a legitimate safe deposit box you could put there.

Here’s the story as recounted by Jerry Tillinghast, one of the men charged — and acquitted — of the robbery.

An abridged excerpt from the book, Choices: You Make’em You Own ‘em by Joe Broadmeadow and Jerry Tillinghast, follows:

“It was a hot morning on August 14, 1975, when the group of men entered The Hudson Furs Company. They filled duffle bags with cash, gold coins, silver bars and jewelry. Most of the stolen items are loot belonging to mobsters.

Secrets are only safe if no one knows about them. Patriarca knew all the secrets.

Dussault was first in. Wearing a suit and carrying a briefcase, he approached the door. Hudson Furs was closed for vacation on this fateful day. Typically, there would be fifteen employees.

Today, as the robbers knew, there would be fewer people inside. Sam Levine, his two brothers, Hyman and Abraham, Hyman’s wife Rosalind and the company secretary, Barbara Oliva, were there catching up on business matters.

The door to the office had a buzzer. Sam Levine looked up at the man and buzzed him in. If the business was closed, and Levine didn’t know or expect Dussault, why let him in? Jerry says he often wondered if the timing and cooperation were not just luck, but inside information.

This part of the story is reconstructed from the official court record. While Dussault entered the building, the rest waited in the van. Sam looked at the man. “Can I help you?” Dussault pulls out a piece of paper, ignoring Sam and reads softly. Aggravated by the intrusion, Sam walks to the counter to deal with Dussault and send him away. Instead, Sam feels the cold steel of a revolver pushed against his nose. Dussault warns him not to trigger any alarms or, “I’ll blow your head off.” Sam follows the command.

“Who else is here?” Dussault demands.

Sam tells him about the other four. Dussault has him call them out one at a time. Within minutes, Dussault has them all gathered. During the trial, some macabre comedy moments came out about those first few moments.

Barbara Oliva, who would be the other star witness at the trial, looked at Dussault’s gun, just inches from her face, and said, “Are those real bullets in that gun?”

“What are you, a fucking comedian?” Dussault growled.

Oliva, scared but not intimidated, replied, “I’ve seen guns before. Get that god-damned thing out of my face.”

The standoff was interrupted by the first of the crew, Chucky Flynn, entering the building and struggling to pull on a mask. Soon they are all inside and the work to smash open the boxes starts.

Dussault and Flynn hand pillowcases to the employees, forcing them to put them over their heads — all except for Sam. They need him if somebody shows up. This happens while the work is in progress. Sam’s uncle, an elderly gentleman named Max Gellerman, arrives and is quickly added to the group of hostages. Dussault guards them while the robbers go to work prying open safe deposit boxes and filling seven duffle bags.

While the results were spectacular, the process was a chaotic, unorganized conglomeration of yelling, swearing, jostling and raw muscle power prying the boxes open. It wasn’t a smooth or well-orchestrated production. It was more a bumbling group of adrenaline-fueled men flailing away, stumbling toward an unimaginable mountain of loot.

Through sheer determination and adrenaline, they emptied 146 boxes. It took 75-90 minutes. They had specific boxes they were to look for but went after as many as they could with brute force, if not finesse.

Despite the stifling heat, the crowded environment and sweat pouring from them, the size of the haul spurred them on. Loading the van and a couple of cars, the combined weight of the men and loot causing the back ends of the vehicles to sag as they fled the scene.

In the last act, Dussault herded the employees into a small bathroom and blocked the door. Waving the gun to underscore his point, he warned them to stay inside, or he would shoot them.

They did, for a while, until they feared they would run out of oxygen. With some effort, the employees forced the door open.

Before them lay an unimaginable scene. Knee deep on the floor were cash, jewels, gold, silver, and other valuable items. The robbers left as much on the floor as they hauled away. Reports have the Levine brothers scooping up much of the stuff left behind and squirreling it away. That would be a risky business if the information from the so-called Patriarca Papers is to be believed.

Many stories arose from this robbery. But the reason behind may all boil down to, besides the usual greed common in these matters, Patriarca’s ego.

When a person becomes a “made” member of organized crime, it is a lifetime access to a share of the family’s profits. By keeping “Omertà,” the code of silence about mob activities, the organization is responsible for taking care of the family of anyone in prison and continuing to pay them their cut.

While Raymond sat in prison, he did not believe those on the outside paid him his due. Thus, on his release, he summoned one of his most trusted lieutenants, Gerard “The Frenchman” Ouimette, and assigned him the task of exacting payback.

Ouimette was an oddity within the organization. Ruthless, brutal and violent like all the others, but in a position normally reserved for a “made” man. Ouimette was Irish and French. He lacked the Italian heritage to be a full member.

His crew was also a collection of mutts, but with a record of success almost unmatched by crews led by capos — captains — who were made men.

The team included the Ouimette brothers — Gerard, Walter and John — Jerry Tillinghast and George Basmajian. Basmajian was murdered shortly after the Bonded Vault trial for running an operation in Connecticut without the local mob’s okay. This core group of the Ouimette crew, along with a few others, were feared and fearsome. They were responsible for loan sharking, bookmaking, robbing drug dealers, and other nefarious acts.

The beauty of the plan was the vulnerability of the victims. If you steal from a thief, who is he gonna call? Patriarca knew — some allege he controlled the vault location altogether — stealing from these guys would bring little heat.

Depending on which version one believes, $10 million to $15 million — $75 million to $80 million in today’s dollars — worth of gold, jewelry, diamonds and cash came out of the vault. They didn’t bother taking small bills. It wasn’t worth the extra weight or space. When they left, the floor was covered with fives and ones and knee deep in other precious items.

John Ouimette, Charles “Chucky” Flynn, and Ralph “Skippy” Byrnes were convicted based largely on the testimony of Joe “The Dancer” Danese, another participant in the robbery.

Jerry Tillinghast, Jake Tarzian, and Walter Ouimette were found not guilty. Raymond Patriarca was never charged, nor was Gerard Ouimette. As to the loot, the FBI claims it went overseas. Others claim it went to New York and John Gotti, who had a tight relationship with Patriarca and was visited frequently by Jerry Tillinghast and Gerard Ouimette.

Tillinghast told a story about the reputation of the Rhode Island mob among the New York families. At a meeting with John Gotti and some of his associates in a club owned by Gotti, one of the associates asked Jerry where he was from.

“Providence,” Tillinghast answered.

“Providence?” the wise guy countered, “You fucking guys kill everybody.”

Public Connections

Patriarca was, among other things, a shrewd businessperson. He knew how and whom to cultivate legitimate business skills and those other skills — the ones you acquire on the street rather than through an MBA — necessary to maintain control of a criminal empire.

Among the more notable individuals associated with Patriarca was B.A. Dario, the owner of Lincoln Downs Racetrack in Rhode Island and Frank Sinatra, the “Chairman of the Board.” They co-owned Berkshire Downs Racetrack in Massachusetts with Patriarca.

Frank “Bobo” Marrapese was another notorious enforcer and Capo who ran one of Patriarca’s crews. Bobo was a feared and fearless man. He once threw a cement block through the windshield of a Providence Police car when the officer was writing a parking ticket for Bobo’s Cadillac.

Bobo would face several murder trials and walk on most, but finally be convicted for the murder of Richard “Dickie” Callei inside Bobo’s Acorn Social Club on Federal Hill.

When one of his associates, Richard “Moon” Diorio, complained Bobo wasn’t paying him enough to afford a sunroof for his car, Bobo took a saw and cut a hole in Moon’s car: “There’s your fucking sunroof.”

Diorio would turn on Marrapese and testify against him.

One of Bobo’s most unusual outbursts happened on his conviction for stealing a truckload of La-Z-Boy recliners. When the judge sentenced him to 15 years in prison, Bobo quipped, “Fifteen years for a chair? What the fuck would I get for a couch?”

Joseph A. Bevilacqua Sr. was a prominent defense counsel and close associate of Patriarca who rose to become chief justice of the Rhode Island Supreme Court. 

Bevilacqua would be forced to resign after Rhode Island State Police surveillance photos of him leaving a mob-controlled motel — infamously while zipping his pants as he left the room he shared with a woman — were leaked to the Providence Journal.

Jack Witschi’s Sports Arena was a precursor to the World Wrestling Federation wrestling phenomenon. Patriarca had a controlling interest in the business.

George Lincoln Rockwell and the American Nazi Party shared a mindset with Raymond — at least on racism. Patriarca and Rockwell allegedly shared “concerns” of the number of black — then referred to as Negro — soldiers in the military.

The FBI files, from which most of this information is derived, also claimed Patriarca was involved in fixing New England Patriot football games. Some players were also wagering on the games and with trying to recover stolen furs from Rocky Marciano, the boxing champion.

Patriarca’s reach extended well beyond the littlest state in the union. His tenure was one of a national criminal juggernaut.

Fueling Mob Business: Private Connections

Much of the money comes from traditional sources — bookmaking, loansharking, extortion, stolen goods, hijackings and prostitution. There are often more sophisticated schemes requiring a high level of skills not normally associated with the mob.

Counterfeiting can be one of the more lucrative activities. Quality counterfeiting requires skill, planning and patience. Patriarca, through the men he had out on the street, would be keenly aware of any such individuals and make sure he received a significant portion of their profits.

One of the more unusual individuals who found himself as an associate of Patriarca, either through attraction to the wise guy aura or compelled to play along, was Louis “The Coin” Colavecchio.

Louis Colavecchio was one of those guys who yearned for the mob life but also was smart enough to see the downsides. Through a series of circumstances and happenstance, Louis ended up working at Sherwood Manufacturing.

He would come to meet many of the hustlers and thieves doing business with Sherwood—the company wasn’t above facilitating the fencing of stolen goods — and would develop the skills of a methodical and talented machinist among many other such endeavors.

Spending time at the S&S Bar, owned by Louie “Baby Shacks” Manocchio and his brother, Anthony, Louis was exposed to the world of organized criminal gambling. The bar ran a significant bookmaking operation and, unbeknownst to Patriarca and Manocchio, a drug business.

Over time, Louis migrated to the jewelry business and fine-tuned his skills with this intricate and painstaking work. It would be this combination of skills and his close association with Patriarca that would lead to his greatest contribution to the mob finances.

While Colavecchio’s most active period would come after the death of Raymond, his inclusion within the inner circle of those around Patriarca shows just how close he was to the “Old Man” and the trust the mob had in the enterprising Colavecchio.

Louis the Coin, though not a made man, was considered such a great talent he was part of the inner circle of the Providence Office.

Decline and Fall

After his release from prison, untouched by the Bonded Vault case, Patriarca resumed direct control of the New England mob. While he maintained official control of the mob from within the prison, his return to the street brought an added level of stability. That would change soon.

Age and health concerns would take their toll. Some doubted the validity of many of his health claims. When facing indictment on a host of new charges, Patriarca’s doctor, a highly respected cardiologist, Dr. Barbara Roberts, testified that Patriarca was too ill to face indictment or trial.

Dr. Roberts wrote a book called The Doctor Broad: A Mafia Love Story about her experiences. She was a lover of a man named Louis “Baby Shacks” Manocchio, a convicted killer and a close friend of Louis The Coin.

Patriarca’s funeral in 1984 would attract mob figures and organized crime intelligence units from all over the country.

A Succession of Pretenders to the Throne

With Patriarca’s passing, and despite the efforts of longtime Boston Mob Boss Gennaro Angiulo to succeed him, his son, Raymond “Junior” Patriarca became the head of the mob with the support of the five New York families.

Junior often was characterized as inept. This was the result of the contrast between his father and himself more than anything else. Raymond Senior made his bones on the streets; some perceived the Junior had it handed to him.

He was not without skills and ran the organization for several years. But in 1989, a well-placed, and more importantly, court-authorized electronic surveillance operation recorded Junior performing the long-held secret “Omertà” ceremony inducting new members as “made men.”

Until that fateful recording, the ceremony was the thing of turncoat’s testimony and legend. The FBI recording proved it to be a fact.

Indicted and convicted, Junior went to prison.

Nicholas “Nicky” Bianco, who’d spent 11 years in New York after being sent there by Patriarca at the request of New York to settle an internal war, became boss. Some believe he was always the real boss once Raymond Sr. died, but let Junior hold the role out of respect for his father.

Bianco lasted a year before he was indicted and sent to prison where he died of Lou Gehrig’s Disease (ALS) in 1994.

The baton then passed to Frank “Cadillac” Salemme.

Salemme, who in 1989 had survived an assassination attempt at a Saugus restaurant where he was shot, had been named underboss when Bianco took over. He now became the boss.

This caused a shift in the power base back to Boston, but Salemme would only last four years and then follow the standard route of indictment, conviction and prison.

Once again, the boss was replaced by a longtime wiseguy, Louis or Luigi “Baby Shacks” Manocchio. The base returned to Providence. Manocchio had been a fugitive living in Italy after a conviction for murder. He returned after a plea negotiation was reached, did his time and, on release, rejoined the crew.

His nickname has several variations: Baby Shanks or Baby Shacks. Depending on who is telling the story, both monikers were used for various reasons. Baby Shanks referred to a small knife, a shank, as in prison weapons. The Baby Shacks handle resulted from his rumored success with the ladies.

One of these women was the Dr. Barbara Roberts, Patriarca’s cardiologist. During a conversation recorded by the police on a wiretap, Roberts was referred to as that “Doctor Broad.” When this became public, she had the title of the book she would eventually write. The book is a worthwhile and exciting read.

Manocchio would be caught up in an extortion case and forced to step down from the leadership position. The next in line was the underboss, Peter “Chief Crazy Horse” Limone.

Limone and five other defendants spent years in prison for a murder they didn’t commit based on the perjured testimony of Joseph “The Animal” Barbosa and Vincent “Jimmy” Flemmi with the tacit cooperation of the FBI agents who were trying to recruit Flemmi as an informant.

Eventually, a judge ordered Limone’s release and the government paid him and the other defendants — or their estates as some had died — millions in damages.

With the ascent of Limone to the position, there was less stability. While these machinations are difficult to know with absolute certainty, Limone, who died in 2017, was also facing legal problems that impeded his ability to control the organization.

Since Limone’s dethroning, there have been several acting bosses: Anthony DiNunzio, Anthony “Spooky” Sapgnola, and Carmine “The Big Cheese” Dinunzio.

The Big Cheese would eventually get the nod as the boss and is believed to be the current head of the New England family.

Robert “The Cigar” Deluca, a former underboss, rose to the head position running the Providence faction while Limone was dealing with his legal problems. Deluca, who was also facing indictment and a long prison term, became a cooperating witness and entered the witness protection program.

The Patriarca years were characterized by stability within the organization, ruthlessly suppressing any dissent. With the recording of the induction ceremony in Medford, the beginning of the downfall of the once dominant criminal organization in New England had begun.

While the mob still exists, the number of made men has been reduced to a handful. They still ply their trade in gambling and other activities. The urban myth that the mob didn’t deal drugs is just that, a myth. If there was money in it, the mob would sell cancer. But the days of being the shadow government in Rhode Island and New England are history.

 

Joe Broadmeadow, Captain (Retired) East Providence Police

Joe Broadmeadow retired with the rank of Captain from the East Providence, RI Police Department after 20 years. He served in the various divisions within the department, including Commander of Investigative Services. He also worked in the Organized Crime Drug Enforcement Task Force (OCDETF) and on special assignment to the FBI Drug Task Force. It’s Just the Way It Was: Inside the War on the New England Mob and other stories is the third non-fiction book by Joe Broadmeadow. UnMade: Honor Loyalty Redemption (written with Bobby Walason) and Choices: You Make ‘em You Own ‘em, (The Jerry Tillinghast Story), Joe’s first two non-fiction works, were both number one new releases on Amazon. Joe is the author of three works of fiction. Silenced Justice and Collision Course, featuring East Providence Police Det. Lt. Josh Williams, and A Change of Hate, a spin-off of the Josh Williams series, featuring Defense Attorney Harrison ‘Hawk’ Bennett.
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GOVERNMENT’S SENTENCING MEMORANDUM

I. INTRODUCTION

The Defendant

The defendant, Louis Colavecchio (COLAVECCHIO) is now a septuagenarian and a senior statesman of the criminal justice system. Historically, he is an old-time mobster and counterfeiter of some repute. Anecdotally, he earned his nickname The Coin by counterfeiting slugs used in slot machines at gambling venues. He has reportedly been banned from every casino in the country.

His Presentence Report reads like a badly written crime novel. In 1997, COLAVECCHIO was federally convicted of counterfeiting casino tokens in a massive operation that targeted all the Atlantic City casinos in New Jersey and the Foxwood Casino in Connecticut. At the ripe age of 55, COLAVECCHIO received a 27-month federal sentence from the United States District Court for the District of New Jersey for his first counterfeiting conviction. COLAVECCHIO was also convicted of larceny in 1997 by the State of Connecticut and received a seven-year suspended sentence.

COLAVECCHIO was next convicted by the state of Rhode Island in 1998 for obtaining money under false pretenses, after he was caught stealing $100,000 from his 92-year-old aunt in a septic plot to which he confessed. For that crime, he received a 54-month suspended sentence. COLAVECCHIO has also tussled with uniformed police officers in the past. He resisted a lawful arrest after attaining senior citizen status at the age of 64. For that crime he received a one-year suspended sentence in 2006. COLAVECCHIO even failed to complete that short sentence without incident. He admitted to an unspecified violation five months into the sentence. 

Most recently (prior to committing this second counterfeiting crime) COLAVECCHIO was convicted in Providence County Superior Court for cultivating kilograms of marijuana in a sophisticated indoor grow operation. Besides the marijuana, a quantity of cocaine, methadone pills, and cash proceeds of drug sales were recovered from his home. At the time he committed those crimes, he was already 74 years old. In yet another unearned act of judicial leniency, COLAVECCHIO was spared jail again with the award of a seven-year suspended sentence. In fact, COLAVECCHIO was regularly reporting to a state probation officer when he embarked on his latest counterfeiting scheme that led him to this newest conviction.

The Offense

In June of last year, the United States Secret Service opened this investigation into the self-proclaimed “world’s greatest counterfeiter” and his efforts to produce bogus United States $100 bills. The facts are reported in the PSR but the essence of the man committing the crime was also captured on tape as haughtiness. During two videotaped undercover meetings, COLAVECCHIO showed-off to the informant, boasting to her that he was going to foil even the newest security features of the $100 bills in circulation. In one meeting, he explained that he was already working on a defense should he be caught. If apprehended again, he planned to claim that he was working as a counterfeit deterrence specialist to fool the investigators. Unfortunately for COLAVECCHIO, that pre-conceived act of deception was caught on tape.

II. ARGUMENT

That criminal history and the facts of this case alone are enough to support and justify a prison sentence within the guideline range. Even for a man of advanced age and failing health. After all, age and health have never stopped COLAVECCHIO from committing new crimes. Those factors have just benefitted him in his mission to best the criminal justice system and win lenient sentences. Past acts of judicial tolerance have only permitted him the liberty to move on to his next criminal venture. 

Fortunately, this sentencing Court also has COLAVECCHIO’s own words by which to judge the man. COLAVECCHIO detailed his life along with his views on crime and punishment in an autobiography. In his own words, he portrayed himself as a life-long criminal who measured his success by his ability to commit, profit by, and avoid punishment for crimes. All the while ridiculing the honorable men and women who have investigated his many, many, crimes and belittling the court system that failed to sentence him to any significant time in prison.

The Autobiography

The offense conduct and the criminal history published in the PSR do not begin to capture a complete picture of COLAVECCHIO’s life of crime. Only a few years ago, in 2015, he published an autobiographical book, YOU THOUGHT IT WAS MORE, Adventures of the World’s Greatest Counterfeiter, telling the story of his crime-filled life with egotistical panache. The phrase “you thought it was more” marked “a mobster as being with the Providence Office.” You Thought It Was More, Colavecchio, p. 21 “The Providence Office” was a reference to the Patriarca Crime family.

Drawing further attention to himself, he touted his criminal notoriety on television. The cover of the book proclaimed that the pages contain his story, Louis The Coin - As seen on The History Channel and The BBC. COLAVECCHIO was the [principal] author. COLAVECCHIO should have waited to publish his autobiography until after he retired from a life of crime.

The Author’s Note (dated December 9, 2014) sets the theme:

Did I really sit at the right hand of Raymond in Providence? Did I really soak the sheets with red wine in a week of partying with three young women in Rome? Did that police chief really thank me for fixing my speeding ticket going 140 mph in a Lamborghini — after the event made the nightly news???

The Early Years

According to COLAVECCHIO, his criminal escapades started in his teen years. Over the course of time, he enjoyed the tutelage mobster and businessman, Vincent Miele (who he referred to as Vinny or his Uncle Vinny) and the New England Crime Boss, Raymond Patriarca (The Boss, The Old Man, or George). They were men that COLAVECCHIO idolized. (p. 16). He shared the presence of mobsters and hitmen throughout the account of his entire life. A young mind shaped by such powerful and influential role models holds that shape well beyond the average criminal. He wrote, “I was so fascinated by the wise guy lifestyle, I’m sure I would have wound up in that scene.” (p. 18). As a man in his 70’s he still admires the lifestyle. He romanticized his role as a wise guy throughout 21 chapters and an epilogue. 

COLAVECCHIO started by tricking people into buying his Uncle Vinny’s fake luxury brand sweaters. (Chapter 1). He later moved on to creating his own swindles, “Hustling was fun, and before long, I felt confident enough to go out on my own.” (p. 39).

COLAVECCHIO was quickly able to devise a plan of his own to steal money from Catholics. He sent rosaries in the name of a reverend to unsuspecting members of the public. With the rosaries, he asked for donations to allow the “reverend” to continue to dedicate his life to missionary work. (p. 42). There was no missionary work and the donations never left COLAVECCHIO’s pocket. A postal worker tipped him off that Postal Inspectors were investigating “a scam to bilk people out of money in the name of the Catholic Church.” To thwart the investigation and avoid apprehension, he simply abandoned the money that remained in the post office boxes to avoid making a pick-up while subject to surveillance. He reflected, “We had a pretty good run, and neither Vincent or I felt too badly.” COLAVECCHIO wrote that he had “no moral regrets about what we had done.” (p. 43).

COLAVECCHIO was unfazed by his near miss and loss of profits. By then he had established an illicit enterprise that he named Dean Sales, Co. (Chapter Two). His warehouse space “was constantly being visited by wise guys, cops, politicians, judges, hustlers, shoplifters and every type of person imaginable. They bought all types of swag, ranging from jewelry, watches, china, crystal, flatware, fur coats, and all kinds of other stolen goods.” (p. 48). On one occasion, he “received a load of five thousand stolen designer raincoats.” COLAVECCHIO recalled that before the FBI could strike, “a Providence Police detective [name omitted] — an alcoholic who liked to associate with wise guys” tipped him off. He managed to avoid arrest and profit from the crime anyway. (pp. 48-51). COLAVECCHIO observed, “Circumventing the law was very easily done in those days.” (p. 118).

Similarly, at the age of 22, he created cheap models of the Vatican-owned statue “Pieta” by Michelangelo and sold them to avid church members outside the 1964 World Fair in New York. (p. 44).

The Adult Years

Following that larcenous start as a young man, COLAVECCHIO committed mortgage fraud (p. 52) bank fraud (p. 53), insurance fraud (p. 77-78), and staged burglaries (p. 80-81), he also committed robbery (p. 86 - 88) and burglary (p. 98) — to catalogue just a sampling of the crimes to which he laid claim. He even illegally manufactured a firearm silencer. (p. 299). COLAVECCHIO’s autobiography rarely advanced more than a few pages without the retelling of some crime in which he participated, from which he profited, or the commission of which he admired. After one burglary, COLAVECCHIO recalled showing his accomplice something:

It was a poster from the Department of Education. It said someone who drops out of high school will earn approximately $240,000 in their entire lifetime, while someone with a high school diploma would earn approximately $320,000 in his lifetime. The poster was urging kids not to drop out of school and those that did drop out of school to go back and get their high school diploma. I remarked to Vincent that we had just made more money in the last couple of hours than two high school graduates did in their entire lives.

COLAVECCHIO took pride in duping any system at all, including “Ma Bell.” (Chapter 8). In the age of pay phones, COLAVECCHIO made and sold “black boxes” a device that allowed users to place long distance calls free of charge. He reflected, “now I knew why the wise guys would pay so much money for some of the things that I made. Not that I ever doubted my workmanship; after all, I’m a perfectionist to the ultimate degree.” (p. 140). COLAVECCHIO bragged, “… it fooled one of the biggest corporations in the world.” He referred to himself as “brilliant” for his handiwork in that crime.

Often times, while describing his criminal exploits COLAVECCHIO exhibit abject disdain for law enforcement because he thought they were too stupid to catch him or even suspect him as the mastermind behind the crimes. After the unsuccessful execution of a search warrant by the FBI trying to find the load of stolen raincoats, he demeaned the agents writing, “Pissed, and vowing this would not be the end of the matter, the f****** cheap suits left.” (p. 51). In one instance, the FBI showed up to investigate a heist in his store. The crime was staged for the insurance money. COLAVECCHIO mocked their inability to figure out he was behind the crime, “I lit up a Muratti and made it a point to smoke it with my left hand [injured in the crime]. I flashed the bandages right under his f****** pointed nose and he never asked me what caused me to be bandaged up.” (p. 103).

After being caught with 800 lbs. of counterfeit tokens in his car, the arresting agents transferred the contraband from COLAVECCHIO’s Honda to a government vehicle. The sheer weight of the evidence of COLAVECCHIO’s guilt caused the agent’s Buick to sustain under carriage damage on a speed bump as it drove away. He remarked: 

• The f****** jerk didn’t realize that he didn’t have enough clearance to pass over the speed bumps. Couldn’t he feel the steering? It must have felt light as all hell. 

• [He] looked like a real jerk.

• You could see the surprise and anxiety in [the agents’] faces as they waited for the second car. 

[For the sake of propriety, the United States will redact COLAVECCHIO’s oft-used expletives. His literary style makes almost juvenile resort to profanity.]

• I have to admit it was funny. 

• They held my car for six weeks, at a cost of $971 … for storage alone trying to figure out what I had done to the Honda so it didn’t do what the Buick did. They had experts examine the suspension, springs, axle, shock absorbers but no one noticed the three-quarter inch piece of plywood lying quietly under the trunk’s rug. (p.329).

In many of his criminal escapades, when COLAVECCHIO came face to face with law enforcement, he accused them of being corrupt, incompetent, and intimidated by his genius. However, on one occasion while attempting to aggrandize himself, COLAVECCHIO spoke glowingly of a State Trooper who was impressed with his criminal talents. “The New Jersey trooper, who had tried so hard to make my life intolerable, now had a whole different attitude. He called his wife and said, ‘I’ll be home late honey, I’m with Big Lou.’ He turned around, and asked if I would mind saying a few words to his wife.” After joking with the Trooper’s wife, COLAVECCHIO acquiesced to “say a few words” to other friends of the Trooper, apparently to impress them that the Trooper really was in the presence of an accomplished and notorious criminal. COLAVECCHIO graciously accepted the Trooper’s apology for doing his job, “Nothing personal.” (p. 330).

Even with his head filled with the arrogance that he accrued over the years profiting from crime and outsmarting law enforcement, COLAVECCHIO still found himself in shock when he realized that other people committed crimes that he did not know about and from which he was not getting a cut. During the time he owned a car dealership, he was fraudulently securing loans to purchase luxury sports cars imported from Italy. When the loan officer in charge of his account was found to have been stealing, COLAVECCHIO lamented, “Sh**, if I ever knew this a** - hole was stealing, I would have been first in line to grab money and not just a lousy hundred grand. I had no idea he was robbing from the bank. I felt like a moron, and a moron with real bad timing.” (p. 213-214). 

The First Counterfeiting Crime

In a chapter that COLAVECCHIO entitled, The Counterfeit King, he recounted the crime that led to his first counterfeiting conviction. (Chapter 14). In this chapter, COLAVECCHIO devoted many pages to describing in great detail the technical processes of minting coins and the obstacles he encountered in duplicating casino chips and tokens. Of course, in the retelling, ever flaunting how clever he was at the art of counterfeiting. 

“As soon as possible, I began taking chips to casinos everywhere … It was a thrilling life.” (p. 271). COLAVECCHIO even found some solace in his arrest. He proudly observed, “All the coins they bagged from several of the machines we played came back either genuine or uncertain. Four f****** labs came to the same conclusion. The retired agent said they were wondering if I was for real or not. They took a chance when they finally decided to arrest us.” (p. 288). COLAVECCHIO still believed, “Lots of casinos today are playing with chips I made my garage!” (p.271). His lack of remorse was even more apparent as he wrote, “Can you imagine that? I felt guilty if I didn’t have the machinery working night and day, but felt no guilt about what the f*** I was doing with that machinery.” (p. 292). 

COLAVECCHIO was convicted of using the counterfeit chips and slugs in Connecticut and New Jersey. However, those were not the only venues he polluted with counterfeit. He shipped thousands of pounds of tokens to Las Vegas. (p.361). And, casino tokens were not the only items that COLAVECCHIO copied. He boasted, “Making counterfeit items must have appealed to me in some way that I didn’t understand. Between the Gucci line of belts, the Charles Garnier jewelry, the Barry Cord Kieselstein silver alligator belt buckle made famous by the tragic death of Nicole Simpson, the slugs, the casino chips, and my last project, the casino slot machine tokens, I must have counterfeited more items than anyone alive.” (p. 271).

The account he gave of his prosecution [was] as self-aggrandizing as the rest of the story of his life. He claimed to get a sweetheart deal for a variety of reasons and to beat the system even at that: 

I had to pay $90,000 restitution as part of my plea agreement, but I only paid $75 per month. Since I was on suspended release three years and didn’t begin paying until four months into the three-year period, I paid only $2400 in total. Technically, that was a violation of my release, and I could have had my supervised release extended until the $90,000 was paid in full, or I could have gone to jail on a violation. Instead, Anne E. Thompson dismissed my supervised release and my restitution early and sent me a refund saying that the court considered it paid in full for the month before and sent the $75. No doubt about it, the chemistry was there. (p.374).

COLAVECCHIO had earlier explained what he meant by “chemistry.” He wrote, “When the judge entered the room, I wished I was on the other side of the podium, because I would have asked her out on a date. There was a chemistry between us that you could cut with a knife. I loved her instantly and I haven’t had this feeling too many times in my life. Her name was the Honorable Anne E. Thompson, and she was the chief United States District Judge. When our eyes met, I could feel the chemistry penetrate the distance between us. (p. 370-371).

Violent Crime

Aside from a conviction for resisting a lawful arrest (at age 64), the PSR does not include any convictions for significant crimes of violence. However, COLAVECCHIO admitted to committing several in his autobiography. Both for business purposes and as a thug COLAVECCHIO revealed, “I never went anywhere without a gun.” He described paying a visit on a man with whom he had a dispute. COLAVECCHIO detailed, “I had a small Colt Jr. .25 caliber automatic in my right pants pocket. The bullet was chambered before I went in the house. The gun was set to fire. I needed only to cock the hammer and pull the trigger.” (p. 60).

COLAVECCHIO bragged of a number of instances in his life where he enthusiastically resorted to violence. On one occasion, a man wrote him a bad check. COLAVECCHIO observed “If I didn’t get my money, I’d beat him to a pulp” then recounted how he brought the man to his mother’s house and demanded that the man’s mother pay the debt. (p. 87).

One time, COLAVECCHIO used a strong-arm (that he called “Paddy”) to viciously beat a man for “a f****** lousy $3,500 that he was owed. Not satisfied to simply send the enforcer to inflict a beating COLAVECCHIO went himself because, “this one was personal … he was making a f****** fool out of me.” (p.172). He portentously reiterated, “I went along on this collection because I wanted to see the mother f****** ‘s face when I showed up at his place.” (p. 173). The victim was beaten so savagely “the guy’s nose was spitting blood like Old Faithful.” When the victim fell silent, COLLAVECCHIO coldly instructed his enforcer, “Don’t kill the a** - hole. I want my f****** money.” (p.174).

With the victim bloody and beaten, COLAVECCHIO told of how he “casually” strutted around the man’s office to find the money he was there to collect. When the victim did not cooperate in efforts to open a safe — another round of beating began, “you could hear the guy’s f****** nose breaking in a couple of places and the familiar sound of a broken jaw.” (p. 174). He stole the man’s cars to make up for the shortage of cash in the safe. COLAVECCHIO paid the enforcer $400 for beating the victim so badly. They suffered no repercussions. It was a fact of which he was proud, “No mention of what we had done or consequences were ever brought and Paddy and I actually felt we helped him a lot.” (p. 177).8 That sort of experience undoubtedly nurtured COLAVECCHIO’S sense of being invincible. That theme ran through the life he recounted in his autobiography.

This self-told account of COLAVECCHIO’s life history paints the picture of a man whose devotion to criminal pursuits absolutely prevented him (and will prevent him) from leading a normal life. He is effectively unable to enjoy life without conceiving new criminal ventures. It is who he is and what he does. The world’s greatest counterfeiter is proud as a peacock, “I never appreciated or recognized the multiplicity of talents and skills I possessed until I began reading about them in my pre-sentence investigation and other legal documents the government presented after my arrest.” (p. 272). Criminal pursuit forms the fabric of his life and his sense of identity. In fact, COLAVECCHIO purports to hold a “Doctorate in Crime.” (p. 400).

Prison Life

During his brief time in prison for his first counterfeiting conviction, COLAVECCHIO enjoyed prestige as a notorious criminal and powerful inmate. He met new inmates with a familiar greeting, “Hi, I’m Lou.” (p. 393). Apparently, no last name was necessary. A man nicknamed “The Sarge” a former Army Ranger and a “trained assassin” paid him homage, “Yeah, I can see you’re the boss around here.” (p. 393). 

Throughout his entire incarceration, he described prison life as surrounded by friends, criminal colleagues, and guardians, who did his laundry for him, gave him haircuts, cleaned his room, and protected him day and night. “What a f****** beautiful crew we had. It was non-stop laughter from then on.” (p. 397). Eventually, he was surrounded by such servitude that prison became a real home for him. (p. 409). Correctional officers, however, held a lower station than other members of law enforcement who were merely incompetent. He opined, “I think it was a job requirement that a CO be inbred and illiterate to get his job.” (p. 386). COLAVECCHIO figured that, “I gave the government two years of my life, but I got back experiences that make it more than worth the two years I lost.” (p. 425). 

Epilogue

COLAVECCHIO felt no remorse for a lifetime of criminal activity, “Do I feel guilty that what I did was wrong? No, I don’t.” (P. 423). He measured his success by calculating how much he benefitted from his crimes against how much he had to suffer from them with mathematical precision, “… When I was first sentenced to 27 months — that as a former math teacher, at my age, middle 50’s, 27 months was around four percent of my life. That’s a small percentage to pay for living as well as I did. If I can make it to 100 years old, I will have lived my lifestyle and spent only two percent for doing it my way. Cool, huh? “ (p. 421).

III. CONCLUSION

COLAVECCHIO’s autobiography portrays him as an adrenaline junkie who will always climb a higher mountain, jump from a higher cliff, and dive deeper into the depths to get his next fix. Only, COLAVECCHIO commits crimes to get his next fix, his next brag, his next triumph. He seemingly has to have the last laugh at the criminal justice system. His identity hinges on successfully playing the system and getting away with it. 

COLAVECCHIO should receive a prison sentence because he has an incurable desire to claim the upper hand on the criminal justice system. He also has a criminal appetite undeterred by age, health or incarceration — and perhaps more importantly, by attempts at judicial leniency. Each suspended sentence, each dismissal of a charge only fed into his sincere belief that he is smarter than everyone working in the criminal justice system. He has, by his own boastful admissions, committed vastly more crimes than he had ever been caught committing, often while on conditional release. In fact, even after being awarded pretrial release in this case, COLAVECCHIO tested positive for cocaine.

At 77 years of age, with a variety of medical conditions that he claimed are debilitating, and after being granted pretrial release, COLAVECCHIO soon tested positive for cocaine. When confronted about his drug use by his supervising probation officer, he denied addiction, refused treatment, and explained that the drugs were just for sex.

Throughout his autobiography, COLAVECCHIO took great pride in his criminal achievements and his ability to avoid punishment. He shamelessly bragged about his life choices; it was as though manipulation of the criminal justice system was half the fun for him. COLAVECCHIO profited from a lifetime of criminal exploits, he relished in the notoriety of his crimes, and nourished his sense of self by walking down memory lane over the course of 426 pages — ending the book in 2015 with the possibility of more crimes to come. He ended his story, “… I still have some possibility to change the ending, the final chapter. The matches are pretty much burnt out now, but maybe I’ll get just one more light, just one more chance. That would be nice. ‘You thought it was more.’” (p. 426).

And so it was. This newest counterfeiting crime began after he published those final words in 2015. He lit one more match even as he served probation for a drug trafficking offense. A crime that he committed at 74 years of age. Now in 2019, he once again stands before a United States District Court poised to marshal wit and charm, age and health, to try to avoid jail and mock the system one more time. COLAVECCHIO will never change, and society can only be protected through his incarceration. Without a guideline sentence, we all become his final triumphant chapter.

IV. RECOMMENDATION

The United States agreed to recommend a sentence within the guideline range as determined by the court. The PSR calculated COLAVECCHIO as a Level 13 - Criminal History Category II offender. His guideline range is 15 — 21 months of imprisonment. The high end of that range is lower than the 27 months that he received for his last counterfeiting conviction. That sentence did not deter him from making bogus $100 dollar bills.

The United States therefore recommends a sentence at the high end of the guideline range, 21 months, as closest to the sentence he received for his last counterfeiting conviction. By COLAVECCHIO’s math, that is again a small percentage of his life to pay for a lifetime of committing crime. However, unless he lives to be 100 as he boasted he might, this time it may be a larger percentage of the time he has left, but still a low price to pay. 

Respectfully submitted,

/s/ Gerard B. Sullivan 

GERARD B. SULLIVAN 

Assistant U.S. Attorney

U.S. Attorney’s Office 

50 Kennedy Plaza

Providence, RI 02903
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Introduction


I first heard of Louis Colavecchio in my former life as a Connecticut State Police Detective Sergeant. Assigned to the State Police Casino Unit, one of the duties was keeping intelligence flowing between law enforcement agencies throughout the country and my own regarding criminal activity in the casino industry.

A routine call from a colleague with the New Jersey State Police started me on a two-year-long case involving dozens of casinos, half a dozen states, and a lot of overtime. He told me a story of counterfeit slot machine tokens, the suspect, and a Connecticut connection.

When the case was wrapped up by numerous jurisdictions, I saw a face I had seen many times before. This was a very unique crime involving an even more unique individual, Louis “The Coin” Colavecchio.

Louis grew up Italian as I did. He loves to eat. So do I. At some point in our younger days, we both made choices about which road to take.

Louis loved developing a scam described to me by a U.S. Secret Service agent as the largest counterfeiting case in their department’s history. I loved having a hand in solving it.

Louis came up with a brilliant plan. We, the cops did, too. I do not condone his criminal behavior, but I understand it; he was very creative, an artist. I assisted in some small way with him going to jail and he served his time... After spending time together after the case closed, we have developed a friendship. That’s OK with me. I am no longer a trooper, having retired in 2003.

He’s retired, too, right?

 

Jerry Longo

Connecticut State Police Detective Sergeant (Retired) Jerry Longo is now a senior investigator for a major casino. As a trooper, he was assigned to several barracks and the Bureau of Investigations. He received five medals, one for Valor, two for life saving, and two for meritorious service. His commendations included one for arresting 125 drunk driving suspects in one year.

 




Foreword


Louis The Coin had to learn how to survive the high and low-life existence.

He chose to live on the streets of Rhode Island. He learned by going to ‘college’ in Ft. Dix, and knew a guy or two who did his time in Danbury, and I ain’t talking about the college on White Street.

It is fortunate that he did, too, because he lived to tell the tale in this compelling, insider’s account of the Providence underworld he knows because he sat at the knee of The Old Man, watched the code of the old ‘Fellas’ broken when young scum like Baby Corsino sold drugs right under the Old Man’s nose on Federal Hill, and learned to smile when headlines in The Providence Journal screamed out things only an insider like Louis The Coin could know.

In this book, Louis The Coin offers the novice the genuine article when he promises to take his readers on a stroll through the streets of the Providence only an insider knows — DelSesto’s Bakery, inside to the cutting tables of Sherwood Manufacturing on Eagle Street.

You can add the name “Louis The Coin” to that stellar list of characters — Brando, Mario Puzo, and Francis Ford Coppola.

What? 

“You thought it was more?”

 

Lionel Bascom

Lionel Bascom is Professor of Writing at Western Connecticut State University and author of Rubouts (Avon 1991) and A Renaissance in Harlem: The Voices of a Lost American Community (Harper Trade, 2001).

 




Author’s Note


I often feel like I’m dreaming, especially when I’m awake.

Did I really sit at the right hand of Raymond in Providence? Did I really soak the sheets with red wine in a week of partying with three young women in Rome? Did that police chief really thank me for fixing my speeding ticket going 140 mph in a Lamborghini — after the event made the nightly news?

What?

Hey, You Thought It Was More …

 

Louis Colavecchio
Providence, RI, Dec. 9, 2014

 

 




Chapter 1 
Sherwood Manufacturing Company


What a fucking pickle I got myself in this time. I’m sitting on a concrete bench in DePasquale Square, not far from where it all began some 45 years ago: broke, cold, depressed, dressed like a bum, a convicted felon collecting a lousy $489 a month social security, and wondering what the fuck happened to that sharp, college graduate, wise guy businessman who earned millions more than any 30 average working stiffs earn in their entire dull, fucking lives. 

It all began in June 1959, when I drove my T-bird to DelSesto’s Bakery on DePasquale Avenue in the Federal Hill section of Providence. This area was Mafia central of Rhode Island, ran by a small but ruthless family. Raymond Patriarca was an aging mob Boss, so respected nationally that he sat on the Commission, a group consisting of about 45 or 50 members of Family Bosses throughout the country. Some of these members included mobsters like Tony Accardo, Joe Bonanno, Joe Colombo, Carlo Marcello, Joe Profaci, Carlo Gambino, Albert Anastasia, as well as successors to Lucky Luciano’s and Al Capone’s crew. 

Raymond was a big man in the mob scene, and in New England, his word was supreme. I always remember him smoking his fat cigars, dressed in a cheap pair of slacks and shirt, and standing in front of his office, on Atwells Avenue, Providence. This was home to one of his businesses, the National Vending Company. National Vending was a lucrative business whose vending and pinball machines occupied the most profitable locations throughout Rhode Island. This business allowed Patriarca to launder an incredible amount of cash from other activities, as well as the vending business itself. It was a perfect cover for someone in his profession.

In his younger days, Raymond Patriarca used his balls and a Thompson machine gun to break two of his friends out from a local prison. He was caught after a shootout, sentenced to a lengthy prison term, and pardoned a few months later. He had a way of making problems disappear, and his power extended to local politicians, law enforcement agencies, and judges. 

Raymond’s modest lifestyle — living in a small house on Providence’s less affluent part of the East Side, with his son Raymond, Jr. and wife Nancy, a practicing nurse, and his lack of a flamboyant lifestyle allowed him to keep as low a profile as his position of authority would allow. He was one of the fairest people I ever met. He meted out justice in an almost mechanical way, not favoring anyone, and his decision was final. No one fucked with this man. 

Years later, I was to intervene in a dispute between him and a small vending company that my cousin Cosmo owned, concerning a prime location at the Rhode Island Adult Correctional Center. I was so influential with Raymond by this time, that I got him to leave Cosmo alone and let him keep the A.C.C location. This was a real plum because the inmates and CO’s working there had to purchase their butts from Cosmo’s machines. So what does the fucking bum — my cousin — do, but fill the machines with contraband cigarettes, which had no federal or state tax stamps. This was a felony! Cosmo got away with this for a long time until he was finally caught, arrested, and convicted. He served 60 days in the same jail where he was selling cigarettes just a short time earlier.
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