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Praise for
Fixed: How Goodfellas Bought Boston College Basketball

“Fixed is an ambitious recap of the point-shaving scandal that struck Boston College in the 1978–79 season and a worthwhile edition to any bookshelf. . . . The stiff penalties Judge Henry Bramwell gave Rick Kuhn and his cohorts were intended to ‘send a message’ to would-be fixers, but subsequent scandals at Tulane, Arizona State, and Northwestern suggest the message didn’t get through.”

—Chicago Tribune

“A lively book. . . . There are vital lessons to be learned here. Is anyone paying attention?”

—Philadelphia Daily News

“A compelling account of one of college basketball’s darkest hours.”

—CHARLEY ROSEN, author of Scandals of ’51: How the Gamblers Almost
Killed College Basketball and The Wizard of Odds

“[An] eye-opening account. Porter exhaustively studies the entire history of this scandal. . . . What is startling about this story is how few people involved with the team actually knew that some players were involved with gamblers and how easily such a scandal could reoccur at any college.”

—Sacramento (California) Bee

“Fixed has all the elements of a best-seller and reads more like a crime novel than a sports history book. Porter traces the scandal from its beginning in the summer of 1978 and shows how it unfolded game by game through the trials of the players and mobsters in 1981, to life afterward for those involved. Fixed is about money, greed, betrayal, victimization, ambition, and temptation.”

—Trenton (New Jersey) Times

“Fixed is a prodigious piece of investigative journalism and a fine evocation of events. Though the crimes occurred more than two decades ago, Porter makes them seem as fresh and crisp as the significance of the story. He grounds it in the dramatic interplay of characters, all of whom, whether found guilty or innocent, came out of this tragedy scarred.”

—MICHAEL MEWSHAW, author of Ladies of the Court

“No longer just a competition between rival schools, university athletics has become a multibillion-dollar business where the love of the game often pales in comparison to the lure of big money. This well-researched book . . . offers a disturbing glimpse of a gambling scandal. . . . [A] compelling story.”

—Library Journal
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Introduction

“The American people have a romanticized view of athletics. They want to identify with the entire fantasy that the world of sports has come to represent. Whenever you break a moral code that people are supposed to believe in, you are confronted with a stronger wrath than any burglar or common thief ever faces.”

—Ed Roman, a member of City College of New York’s
disgraced 1950–51 basketball team

When reports leaked out in the winter of 1981 that three former Boston College basketball players were being investigated for shaving points during the 1978–79 season, the reaction from all corners of the sports world was swift and uniform in its condemnation of these heinous acts. This outpouring merely followed protocol that had been established as far back as baseball’s Black Sox scandal of 1919 and which continued through college basketball’s game-fixing epidemic in the 1950s and early ’60s. The intertwining of gambling and sports, two of America’s enduring obsessions, seldom fails to inflame public passions whenever the dividing lines blur or cross.

By the following year, when heavy sentences were handed down against former Boston College player Rick Kuhn and four codefendants, it was as if a sense of order had been restored, as if the act of sending five men to spend the next several years behind bars would somehow rid college basketball of a cancerous plague that threatened to eat away at the integrity of the game.

Events later that year cast the penalties in a perplexing light, however. Within six months of Kuhn’s sentencing, former University of New Mexico Head Coach Norm Ellenberger was convicted on twenty-one counts of defrauding his school and was given one year of unsupervised probation. And the University of San Francisco’s All-American point guard Quintin Dailey was given three years’ probation in a plea-bargain agreement on charges of assault with intent to commit rape. Unfathomably, had Dailey been convicted of the original charges he faced, his sentence would have been nearly three years shorter than Kuhn’s.

Three men, three crimes, three punishments—but two separate standards for judging behavior, one based on the real world and one based on the fantasy world constructed around the sports arena. Taken together, these three scenarios illuminate, better than any high-minded pronouncements from the overseers of college athletics ever could, the extent to which any sort of chicanery on the playing fields strikes at the heart of our cherished beliefs about sports and sportsmanship. Do what you will off the court, the message says, but once the whistle blows and the clock starts to tick, give less than your best at your own peril.

Timing may explain in part the visceral reaction that accompanied news of the Boston College scandal. In 1981 it had been twenty years since college basketball’s last major outbreak of point-shaving, enough time for a generation of fans and players to forget about disgraced figures like Sherman White and Eddie Gard of Long Island University, the mess at the University of Kentucky and at City College of New York in 1951, the machinations of master fixer Jack Molinas and the widespread instances of game-fixing in 1960 and ’61.

In the fall of 1978, too, college basketball was about to begin a gradual transformation from being a pleasant diversion between the Super Bowl and the beginning of baseball season into a monolith on the American sports scene. Consider what occurred between the meeting at Boston’s Logan Airport Hilton in December 1978 that kicked off the Boston College scheme and the trial of Kuhn and four coconspirators in 1981:

The 1979 NCAA championship game between Larry Bird and Magic Johnson—and, nominally, the state universities of Indiana and Michigan that they represented—catapulted college basketball into the national consciousness in the same way that Alan Ameche’s overtime touchdown in the 1958 NFL title game added legitimacy to a league that had existed for decades but had not yet fully captured the public imagination. Within a few months, the Big East Conference ushered in the era of the megaleague, which would lead to greater consolidation of power and exponential increases in television rights fees.

Perhaps more significant, Entertainment and Sports Programming Network, known by its acronym, ESPN, began broadcasting out of a small studio in Bristol, Connecticut, and started quietly transforming the depth and breadth of college basketball coverage.

One result of these developments was that by the late 1990s when FBI investigations uncovered point-shaving schemes at Arizona State and Northwestern, a jaded public hardly batted its collective eye at the revelations.

[image: image]

For anyone who has played organized sports, the thought of a player purposely giving less than his best sticks in the craw. It goes against everything we are programmed to believe in from the first time we play organized sports with referees and a game clock. Yet how many of us would be able to turn down an offer to cut a few corners for the right price? George Blaney brushed up against point-shaving as a player at Holy Cross in the early 1960s and as a coach there during the Boston College scandal. He talks later in this book of his relief that he was not approached by the fixers when he was in college—some of whom were his friends—because he knew that the temptation might have proved too great.

At an even more basic level is a question that is seldom broached: How wrong is it to manipulate the score—but not necessarily the final outcome—of an athletic contest? Think of a laughing Denny McLain lobbing a pitch to Mickey Mantle that Mantle knocked out of the park for his record-breaking 535th home run near the end of his career . . . or tennis players agreeing to split sets at an exhibition event to ensure that the fans get to see a three-set match . . . or a last-place NBA team, in the days before the draft lottery, putting a second-rate team on the floor for a late-season game. Think, even, of an NFL team running out the clock by downing the ball on its opponents’ two-yard-line at the end of a game, presumably to avoid “rubbing it in.” This sham chivalry obscures the fact that the team with the ball is deliberately trying not to score . . . and, as a result, is shaving points off the final margin of victory.

None of us wants to think that our sports are governed by impure motives, perhaps because we view the games, at least on the collegiate level, as the only corner left untainted by recruiting violations, questionable admissions policies, and ghost-written term papers. In this context, point-shaving acts as the bogey-man, deflecting attention from the blatant lie that much of big-time college sports has become. This only creates more hypocrisy, however; if we do not expect coaches and administrators to obey the rules that govern their activities, how can we expect the same from the players?

Clearly, we cannot. It is not a stretch to say that the same moral deficiencies that could lead a college coach to defraud his school or cause an aspiring NBA prospect to try to rape a woman also extend to the playing field, where nothing more momentous than the outcome of a ball game is at stake. It may be, then, that the only thing separating us from an onslaught of point-shaving is, as Blaney implied, a lack of opportunity on the part of the players.

When presented with that opportunity in 1978, Rick Kuhn, Jim Sweeney, and Ernie Cobb succumbed to the temptation to varying degrees, and suffered terribly for it. If their plight only adds weight to the theory that everyone has his price, then perhaps it is incumbent on us, the people who prime the sports gambling pump, not the players, to exercise prudence and restraint. If we do not, then we become coconspirators, and our shock and outrage when the latest fix is uncovered merely becomes a projection of our own moral deficiencies.
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CHAPTER ONE

The Odd Couple

Jim Sweeney’s entry in the Lawrenceville School’s 1976 senior yearbook contains, among dedications to several faculty members and coaches, two sayings:

“I thank the Lord for the people I have found.”

“Be the one you dream you can be.”

The first was a quote from “Mona Lisas and Mad Hatters,” a song by pop singer Elton John. The second presumably was of Sweeney’s creation. Both phrases—one an homage to the people who had helped get him to where he was and the other a confident look toward the future—provide an insight into the talented, thoughtful, intelligent, good-natured young man who seemed to make enemies of no one, save for the opponents he routinely outshone on the playing fields.

Sweeney grew up in the south end of Trenton, in a rowhouse in a neighborhood that was white, working-class, and predominantly Eastern European. His father, Donald, drove a milk truck for Johanna Farms for twenty years, then worked as a toll collector on the Route 1 bridge, which looks up the Delaware River at a neon sign that says in six-foot-high letters, “Trenton Makes, The World Takes,” a tribute to the blue-collar city’s manufacturing roots.

Sweeney remembers himself as “a focused kid” who played baseball, soccer, and basketball, and swam competitively. “I had a very good childhood. Very good teenage years,” he remembers. “Had an excellent family, very supportive.” South Trenton was spared the devastation visited on the north end of the city by the 1968 riots that sent New Jersey’s capital city into a tailspin from which it is just now recovering. The Sweeneys had deep roots in the city—Jim’s mother was raised in the house he grew up in, and at one time there were three generations living in the house on Dayton Street—and the family did not join the subsequent white flight to the surrounding suburbs.

Sweeney’s parents were, however, concerned about his attending Trenton Central High School because of the racial tensions that existed there in the early 1970s. His mother learned about a scholarship program being offered at the prestigious Lawrenceville School located five miles outside Trenton, and Jim enrolled there in the fall of 1972.

It was quite a journey from the blue-collar neighborhood in which he was raised to the verdant campus that was home to the sons and daughters of the privileged class. But Sweeney smoothly made the transition on and off the field at Lawrenceville, and eventually he became one of the most popular students on campus.

On the basketball court, it took eight games of his freshman year for Sweeney to crack the starting lineup, and in his first start he scored thirteen points and led Lawrenceville to an upset win over a local rival, the Hun School. In his junior and senior years, he led the team to New Jersey state prep-school titles.

“He was such an honest, easygoing guy. A hardworking, earnest guy,” remembers one teammate. “If you were a coach, a player like Jim Sweeney probably came along once in a generation. . . . A lot of kids, their talent only carries them so far and they have nothing to fall back on. But as Sweeney matured, you could see what a heady, smart player he became.”

Fred Gerstell was an assistant basketball coach in the mid-1970s when Sweeney played there, and was one of the people mentioned in Sweeney’s yearbook dedication.

“He was basically a sweet guy, super-nice, a scholar-athlete,” Gerstell recalled. “Very enthusiastic about the school and enormously grateful (for the opportunity). He was in no sense a troublemaker. He wasn’t contentious or rebellious.”

Sweeney also excelled on the baseball field, and eventually he earned All-State honors in both sports while at Lawrenceville. He pitched and played centerfield for a Trenton Post 93 team that won the state American Legion championship in 1976, the summer before his freshman year at Boston College. Sweeney’s American Legion coach, Gary Vogler, remembers bending the rules for a kid whose talents and personality made the decision almost a no-brainer.

“I remember I wasn’t happy with him because he was playing summer league (basketball), but he was the first kid I ever gave an exception to, to play another sport,” Vogler recalls. “I had a strict rule about that. But his goal was to play college basketball, and you couldn’t deny him that.

“He was probably one of the nicest kids you’d ever want to know. He was one of those kids who you always thought would reach any goal that he wanted to reach. He was almost too nice. You always wanted to praise him, but you didn’t do it for fear of favoritism.”

It was hard not to come into contact with gambling in some form in Trenton in the late 1960s and early ’70s. In the years before state-authorized lotteries and the advent of casino gambling in Atlantic City, back-room bookmaking and numbers operations flourished under the tacit approval of reputed Philadelphia mob boss Angelo Bruno, who reportedly extracted his tribute from the local operators in return for keeping drugs and prostitution off the city’s streets.

There is no evidence that Sweeney was involved in gambling during his teenage years. But he certainly was aware of what a point spread was by the time he got to Boston College, and he admitted he would sometimes check the morning newspaper to see what the line was on that night’s B.C. game.
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Former Boston College coach Bob Zuffelato, now the head of basketball operations for the NBA’s Toronto Raptors, recruited Sweeney in the mid-1970s with an eye toward pairing him with Ernie Cobb, a high-scoring guard out of Stamford, Connecticut. After watching Sweeney play several times and spending time with his family as well as with coaches and counselors at Lawrenceville, Zuffelato knew right away that he had hit the jackpot—and that a coach’s normal fear of the admissions office was not going to be an issue. “We were so excited to get him,” Zuffelato says. “We knew if we had him and Ernie together, we’d have a dynamic backcourt because you had the scoring (with Ernie) and you had the real point-guard mentality with Jimmy. And academically, I knew I wasn’t going to have to worry about him.”
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As he had done at Lawrenceville, Sweeney made a quick impression at Boston College. By the 1977–78 season, his sophomore year and Tom Davis’s first season as head coach, he was a fixture in the starting lineup. His leadership abilities led Davis to name him a tricaptain along with Bob Bennifield and Cobb. Sweeney was perfect for Davis’s system, a versatile player who could score when needed but would willingly give himself up to make his teammates better—and who would not back down an inch in the heat of battle.

“He was a good athlete, a good, tough, hard-nosed kid,” Davis remembers. “He could play defense, and he could rebound as well as score.”

The freedom of being in college and three hundred miles away from home apparently did not have a negative effect on Sweeney. His peers remember a straight A and B student who was more likely to be found lifting weights on a Saturday night than lifting a bottle of Budweiser. In fact, Sweeney drank so infrequently that he was the quintessential designated driver before that term was even coined. In his spare time, he attended St. Ignatius Church on the B.C. campus and was chosen to be a lector, a member of the congregation who reads passages from the Bible along with the priest.

Mike Mayock, who later became a college football commentator for CBS, played football at Boston College in the late 1970s. For three years he lived in a suite with four other football players and one basketball player—Sweeney. The picture Mayock paints is straight out of The Odd Couple, with Sweeney as Felix Unger contending with five Oscar Madisons.

Sweeney’s influence apparently went beyond just tidying up after his messy roommates.

“At B.C. back in 1980, you were expected to get your degree, go to class, all those good things,” Mayock says. “Jimmy was the one person in the group that never drank, rarely partied, went to church every Sunday, went to every single class when he wasn’t on the road for basketball. Then you had these five football players who . . . all liked to hang out. All six of us graduated, but Jimmy was always the one pushing us to go to class.

“Of course, a lot of times he was the one who got pushed naked out in the hallway, because he was the smallest. And we liked to tease him a lot.”

Tom Meggers was a senior on the 1978–79 team. He saw in Sweeney a “really great kid” who was destined for the Boston College Hall of Fame, as much for his personality as for his abilities on the court.

“He had an engaging personality,” Meggers recalled. “No matter who you were, he could engage you in a great conversation and make you feel good.”

Yet by the fall of 1978 and the beginning of his junior season, Sweeney’s basketball life and his social life rarely, if ever, intersected.

“I can honestly say I wasn’t that friendly with the guys on the team,” Sweeney remembers. “I was really friends with the guys that I lived with. If you went back and checked all the people who went in and out of that basketball program, there were a fair amount. I can’t say I was unfriendly with people, but the guys that I was living with, they were my buddies.”
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Friendships between teammates inevitably cut across the artificial boundaries created by playing status, which in part explains the relationship between Sweeney, an established starter since his sophomore year, and Rick Kuhn, a player who some people felt was lucky to be getting any minutes at a Division I school.

The two made an odd pair, but they found enough common ground through basketball to develop a friendship. A former acquaintance characterized them as best friends who “did almost everything together when it came to basketball.” During the winter, Sweeney was a regular dinner guest at the apartment Kuhn shared in downtown Boston with his girlfriend, Barbara Reed.

Sweeney and Kuhn had met at a basketball camp in Pennsylvania’s Pocono Mountains in the summer of 1976 and entered B.C. together that fall, Sweeney as a freshman and Kuhn as a sophomore. The two could hardly have been more different: Kuhn was older by three years, and at 6-foot-5 and 225 pounds was six inches taller and 45 pounds heavier than Sweeney. Where Sweeney was a gifted athlete though on the small side, Kuhn made up for his marginal physical skills by willingly doing the dirty work required of big men who play basketball: rebounding, defending, setting picks, taking up space under the basket.

Kuhn had grown up in Swissvale, Pennsylvania, a working-class town of about ten thousand residents located seven miles southeast of Pittsburgh. Until the layoffs and eventual closings that ushered in the 1980s, the steel industry was the dominant employer in the region. In 1900, Andrew Carnegie built a railroad bridge that connected Carrie Furnaces of Swissvale with Homestead Steel Works, on the opposite side of the Monongahela River, to form one of the largest steel plants in the country. Union Switch and Signal—which did work for the military until it, too, shut down—also was a major employer.

Swissvale itself was a town that thrived on community-based activities, and the calendar was filled with church bazaars, firemen’s bazaars, fairs, and parades. Like thousands of small towns across America, the sports seasons also marked the calendar, from baseball in the spring and summer to football in the fall and basketball in the winter. Baseball in particular was a focus of the community. Despite its relatively small population, Swissvale managed to field about a dozen Little League baseball teams.

During those spring and summer months on the baseball diamond, Rick Kuhn began to carve a reputation for himself. By the time he reached high school, he had developed into a bona fide pro pitching prospect. His successes on the playing fields, while guaranteeing him a certain degree of popularity among his fellow students, apparently did not go to his head.

“He was not really a loudmouth, didn’t have a lot of braggadocio for somebody of the caliber athlete he was,” a former classmate recalls. “Not that he was a world-class athlete, particularly in basketball. But when you have a kid from a small town who gets a shot at the pros and plays college basketball, that’s big news. But he never really seemed to do that. He was more quiet.”

Though Swissvale was overwhelmingly white—by the late 1970s the town population was 94 percent white, according to one survey—Kuhn seemed to move smoothly between the different cliques of the school, a trait he would also exhibit at Boston College. He also is remembered as being particularly popular with members of the opposite sex.

Kuhn’s scholastic basketball career was solid, if unspectacular. At Swissvale Area High School, eventually absorbed into neighboring Woodland Hills High in the late 1980s, he averaged fifteen points a game as a junior and eighteen as a senior. He graduated in 1973 and spent that summer and the next pursuing his dream of playing major league baseball in the Cincinnati Reds’ farm system.

When shoulder problems derailed his baseball career and the Reds released him in the spring of 1975, Kuhn settled back in Swissvale and began attending the Boyce branch of the Community College of Allegheny County in suburban Monroeville, about fifteen minutes from Swissvale.

Kuhn had a good enough basketball season at CCAC during the winter of 1975–76—under coach Herb Sendek Sr., whose son, Herb Jr., currently is the head coach at North Carolina State—to attract the attention of Zuffelato, who was looking for a big man.

Zuffelato paid a visit to Swissvale and remembers being impressed with Kuhn’s family. He also knew that Kuhn had been at a community college and had earned decent grades, which meant he would be able to play right away at Boston College instead of sitting out a season, as he would if he were transferring from another Division I school. Kuhn also would be able to benefit from an NCAA rule that allowed an athlete who had been paid to play one sport to retain his amateur standing and collegiate eligibility in another sport.

Zuffelato felt that Kuhn would fit perfectly with the team he was building.

“He was a bruiser. I thought he had a tremendous upside. In junior college he could score and he could rebound, and I felt that with our guards, it was a perfect match for us. When he came to visit, he liked what he saw. I just thought he was going to be a real fine player. He played right away for us.”

By the time Kuhn arrived at Boston College, he had already had a bigger taste of the real world than any of his younger teammates.

“He had a little different take on basketball because of that,” former B.C. coach Tom Davis says. “But he was really a good guy. Very willing and very pleasant, very easy to coach. Had a nice way about him. I think he was popular with the other players. I think they all thought a lot of Rick.”

This may have been so, yet to some players, it also seemed odd that Kuhn, who never averaged in double figures during his three years at Boston College and didn’t make up for it by demonstrating any leadership skills, was given so much playing time.

“You kind of look back and Coach Davis kind of idolized Rick,” one teammate says. “He wasn’t a great, talented basketball player. He was older than us. I don’t know what it was. Maybe it was his age or because he was a little more worldly because he’d spent some time in the minor leagues. But for some reason, Coach would put Rick in the starting lineup. It was very strange.

“Maybe at the time that’s what he thought we needed. Maybe he thought (Rick) was providing us with some kind of leadership. But he wasn’t a vocal leader in any way.”

Then there was the other side of Rick Kuhn, reflected in the people he hung out with, a group that frequently included friends from back home.

“He had some different friends,” another teammate says. “He was the kind of guy who could be friendly with different types of people. I would say the core group of his friends were kind of off to the left a little bit, or off to the right. They weren’t the mainstream people that most of us would be hanging around with. But that was Rick.”

John Feudo was the president of the Boston College band that played at Roberts Center and sometimes accompanied the team on the road. He also did some public relations work for the athletic department. One of his occasional partners on the road was Doug Flutie, a communications major who would later become the school’s most famous sports alumnus.

“You have to understand, this was a college atmosphere and the athletes mingled with the students,” Feudo says. “For instance, one of the ways the lacrosse team would attract people to come to its games was to have a keg of beer on the sidelines for fans. So you would have half the football and basketball team there, hanging out around the keg.”

“If I had to pick a guy I wouldn’t trust with my life, (Rick) would be the one. I remember Rick as the kind of guy you wouldn’t exactly look at and say, ‘There’s a guy I’d like to get to know; he looks like a nice guy.’ He was not that easy to get close to if you were a fellow student.”

Others noticed something a little risque, a little mysterious about Kuhn. Mayock remembers him as the type who “always had something going on the side.” Another former B.C. basketball teammate was far from shocked when Kuhn’s name was mentioned in early reports about the point-shaving investigation in 1981.

“I can see Rick Kuhn looking you square in the face and saying, ‘Yeah, I’m trying my ass off,’ and then sleeping like a baby at night,” the teammate says. “With Sweeney, I just can’t see him looking you straight in the face and telling you that and then throwing the ball off your leg.

“(Kuhn) came from a different crowd. I’m sure there were tough people from Pittsburgh who he knew pretty well. He never really spent a lot of time with guys on the team. He was, what, twenty-four years old? And here we are coming in, seventeen- and eighteen-year-old kids.”

By the fall of 1978, Kuhn was even further removed from his teammates by the fact that he did not live on campus, but instead shared an apartment with Barbara Reed on Peterborough Street, a collection of three-and four-story brick walkups that is a long fly ball from the rightfield bleachers of Boston’s Fenway Park.

Kuhn had met Reed, an attractive, dark-haired nursing student from Syracuse, at a party the previous fall and begun dating, and the relationship gradually turned serious enough that after Reed graduated from Boston College’s School of Nursing in the spring of 1978, she moved back to Boston in the fall to live with Rick and work at a hospital in the working-class neighborhood of Dorchester.

Rocco Perla, a high school friend of Rick’s from Swissvale, regularly visited Kuhn in Boston, and on one of these trips in the fall of 1977 he met Barbara Reed at a party at Rick’s. He still remembers how on that first night, she told him that her best friend was the sister of William Hayes, the young American who had been arrested in Turkey for drug smuggling and was to be the subject of the movie Midnight Express, and how she knew details of the harrowing story before the book came out. Over the course of the next three years, Perla and his girlfriend (and later wife) Georgeanne would develop a close friendship with Reed.

“She was a nice kid, a real family-oriented person, very caring about people in general,” Perla remembers. “She didn’t really have anything mean to say about anybody, one of those people who’s really nice to be around.”

That niceness apparently was not always reciprocated, according to another friend who occasionally went to the apartment on Peterborough Street that fall for dinner, and remembered that Reed was a “really nice girl, but I got the impression Rick treated her like shit. He wasn’t the greatest guy in the world, the way he treated her. I’ll leave it at that. Kind of full of himself a little bit.”

For all his swagger and worldliness, though, his former teammates also paint Kuhn as an easygoing, personable fellow. It is possible that this combination of good guy–bad guy was what initially attracted Sweeney to Kuhn. Where Sweeney’s upbringing had consisted partly of resisting the temptations that existed all around him, perhaps he saw in Kuhn someone who appeared to have none of the same constraints and who already had sampled some forbidden fruit.

“For some reason, Jim was enthralled by Rick; he idolized him,” Meggers remembers. “It’s kind of weird. They were just two totally different people. Jimmy was the kind of kid where if you had a daughter, he’d be the guy you’d like to have marry her.”

Mayock disputes this analysis of the Sweeney-Kuhn relationship.

“He and Jimmy roomed together on the road a lot, but I don’t know if Jimmy ever looked up to him at all,” he says. “(Rick) had played minor league baseball, he was a lot older than everybody else, he was street-smart. I didn’t particularly trust Rick, but then I didn’t have to.”

Trust would become the central issue for Sweeney and Kuhn soon enough, as they would be forced to place their faith in each other or risk the consequences.



CHAPTER TWO

The Meeting

Basketball practice began in mid-October at Boston College in the autumn of 1978, with the first game scheduled for late November. One day a few weeks after the beginning of practice, Sweeney and Kuhn made the short drive from the B.C. campus across the Charles River and into Harvard Square. Their objective was to enjoy the fall afternoon, look in a few stores, and generally take in the bustling atmosphere surrounding the small triangular piece of land that comprised the heart of the Square. It was an uneventful afternoon but for one brief moment. Out of the blue, Kuhn mentioned that he had some friends in Pittsburgh who were interested in betting on college basketball games, and would Sweeney be interested in helping the cause in return for money? In other words, would he be interested in shaving points?

The proposal caught Sweeney off-guard for a moment. Despite the choirboy image he enjoyed among his friends and classmates, he knew what point-shaving was, and he would often open the Boston Globe on the day of Boston College’s games and look for the point spread to see which way the oddsmakers felt the game was going to turn out. But this was closer to home. This was coming from a teammate, and someone he considered a good friend. Was Rick serious? Was he really considering compromising himself and his teammates for the sake of a few dollars? Maybe he was just kidding around. Either way, Sweeney brushed off the overture, and nothing more was said about it that day.

A few weeks later, not long before the first game of the season, Kuhn approached Sweeney one day after practice and asked him if he’d like to meet some friends from Pittsburgh who were in town for a few days. Sweeney agreed to come along. Sweeney had noticed over the years that Rick seemed to have close ties with friends back home, and Jim had met a few over the years when they’d visited Boston. Just the previous month he had attended a Boston College–Pittsburgh football game with Kuhn and Rocco Perla, one of Rick’s high school friends.
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It was November 16, a Thursday, that Reed remembered Kuhn returning to the apartment after basketball practice and asking if he could borrow her van, an old, beat-up vehicle her father had given her for driving back and forth to Boston’s Dorchester section, where she worked at a hospital.

Rick was wearing nice clothes that evening and was obviously going out to meet someone. When Reed asked where he was going, he replied offhandedly that he was “going to a meeting” and “going to dinner with some friends.” When she asked which friends, Kuhn replied, “Never mind, you’re not coming.” He seemed excited, though, and his excitement momentarily overcame his attempts to be evasive. What he told her came as a surprise.

“There are some big gamblers in town who want to meet a couple of players,” he said. “Sweens (his nickname for Sweeney) and I are going to meet them.”

With that, Kuhn left and, after picking up Sweeney at his dorm on the B.C. campus, headed back toward downtown Boston, bypassing the city’s clogged streets by taking the Massachusetts Turnpike east toward the airport. They took the Callahan Tunnel toward Logan International Airport, and after they emerged from the tunnel and neared the Logan Airport Hilton, Kuhn parked the van across the street. The two players entered the hotel lobby at about 7 P.M. and, after Kuhn spoke briefly with the desk clerk on duty, took the elevator upstairs.

When they reached the room, their knock was answered by a tall, stocky man with curly dark hair and a mustache. After he and Kuhn exchanged greetings, Kuhn introduced him to Sweeney as Tony Perla. Sweeney recognized the name from his previous meeting with Rocco Perla and figured the two must be brothers, though Tony seemed considerably older than Rocco. There was another man in the room, about 5-foot-9 with dark hair and a wiry build, who appeared keyed up and full of nervous energy. “This is Henry,” Kuhn said to Sweeney.

Already, Henry’s manner was making Sweeney a little nervous, but he tried to put it out of his mind. They were here to get a free meal and talk basketball, and things didn’t get much better than that for two college kids subsisting on dining-commons food. They looked at the room service menu and, encouraged by Henry—who told them to order whatever they liked—chose lobster, the most expensive entrée.

Sweeney’s initial impression of Henry can be summed up in one word.

“Unstable. That’s the first word that comes to mind,” Sweeney remembers. “He was the kind of person that made you nervous when you met him.”

After they finished eating, the talk turned to basketball. Henry seemed particularly interested in how Sweeney and Kuhn felt Boston College would fare this year, and as he talked his questions began to get more and more detailed. What was the quality of the teams B.C. would be playing? How did Sweeney see his own role on the team? How much effect did he think he would have on the team’s success? The questions seemed odd to Sweeney, who was used to people asking him how the team was going to fare, but never in this manner.

Henry was dominating the conversation at this point, and his slightly impatient manner seemed to indicate he was leading up to something. Eventually, it came.

“Did Rick talk to you about shaving points?” he asked Sweeney.

A look of uncertainty must have crossed Sweeney’s face, because Henry began to use a more assuring tone. They weren’t asking the two players to lose games, he said; they were only looking for them to hold down the score in games B.C. was going to win anyway.

They could make a lot of money, he told them. If they wanted to do it, it would be fine. If they didn’t want to do it, it would be fine also. It was totally up to them.

As Sweeney listened to Henry’s words, he noticed Kuhn wasn’t saying anything. Suddenly, it all became clear to him. Kuhn, his friend and teammate, had set him up, and had offered him up to these men as someone who would go along with their scheme. Now, he was on the spot.

“I couldn’t believe this was happening,” Sweeney recalls. “I felt confusion, like, ‘What am I doing here? I can’t believe I’m having this conversation.’ ”

As Henry continued, Sweeney’s head was spinning. They’d picked him because was he “the perfect front,” they were saying, a scholar-athlete no one would ever suspect of being involved in point-shaving. If he cooperated, it would be “extremely financially rewarding”; “extremely powerful people” in New York were backing the operation. All the while, Perla, who had been mostly silent up to this point, kept nodding his head each time Henry made a new point.

“They didn’t like the idea of losing games outright,” Tony Perla would later say, “but they did indicate [that] on certain games there would be a large enough spread that they would and could very easily keep the games within a certain point spread.”

Suddenly, Henry turned to Kuhn with a feigned look of alarm on his face.

“He’s not wearing a wire, is he?” he said half-facetiously as he motioned in Sweeney’s direction. “Maybe we should take him in the other room and search him.” Kuhn and Henry laughed at the thought, while Sweeney managed a weak smile.
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Downstairs, Paul Mazzei sat nursing a drink in the Hilton bar. His day had begun in Pittsburgh, wound its way through New York, and now he was sitting in a hotel in Boston as planes buzzed by, awaiting word on whether this point-shaving scheme was going to fly—and what he would have to do to ensure that it did.

It was then that Henry Hill entered the bar and told him he needed him to come upstairs and talk to Sweeney and Kuhn.

“We’ve got them all psyched up,” Hill told him. “They’re eager.” Then, Hill told Mazzei he wanted him to pretend he was “the muscle man,” or the payoff man from New York. This must have sounded like a joke to Mazzei; if anyone was born to play the part of a New York big shot it was Hill, the Brooklyn native with connections to the Lucchese crime family, not Mazzei (pronounced maze-ee), a small-time drug dealer from suburban Pittsburgh.

Mazzei was a little taken aback, and he told Hill, “I don’t know nothing about playing basketball. I know how to bet on games and things like that, but I don’t want to go in and talk to these guys. I don’t know what to say.” Mazzei also had a pretty good buzz going with the booze and the quaaludes he’d taken earlier that evening and was a little wary of going upstairs and flubbing his lines. But Hill assured him it would be fine, and the two men returned to the room.

When they got there, Mazzei found himself in a bizarre situation. There sat Kuhn, whom he knew from Pittsburgh, and Mazzei was supposed to come on like this big-timer from New York, which Kuhn knew he was not. But Mazzei played the part, introducing himself as “Paulie”—a name that struck Sweeney as odd, and which he would remember three years later in court—and began to tell them what he wanted them to do.

“I told them, ‘Listen, you guys understand what you have to do,’ ” Mazzei recalled. “Throw the ball out of bounds, double-dribble . . . you know better than I do.” He told the players they would receive twenty-five hundred dollars for each game they fixed, and that they could bet the money they’d earn and double their winnings. Mazzei remembered both of them nodding in agreement.

Remembering some advice he had gotten that afternoon in New York, Mazzei mentioned Ernie Cobb’s name, and told them that for the scheme to work, they needed B.C.’s leading scorer on board. Kuhn said they’d “kicked it around” a little bit, and it was decided he would be the one to talk to Cobb. According to Mazzei, both Kuhn and Sweeney agreed to go along with the scheme that night.

He began talking about money, and how he could set up a separate bank account for them to handle the payments. At this point Kuhn began asking questions: How much money would they get for each game? Who would pay them, and how would the payments be made?

Hill spoke up. He reiterated what Mazzei had said, that the payoff would be twenty-five hundred dollars for each game that was successfully fixed. Tony Perla would be the conduit for the money and would pass along the point spreads to Kuhn before each game. Were they in?

At first, Sweeney said nothing. His mind raced, his thoughts jumping from one possibility to another. What if he said no? Would they let him leave the hotel? What would Rick say? What would his other teammates say? What would Henry’s “extremely powerful” friends in New York do? Would they threaten his family back in New Jersey? What if he agreed to cooperate but then told Coach Davis?

Sweeney either said, “Okay,” or just nodded his head. Hill later said that Sweeney “didn’t object” to the proposal. Kuhn remembered Sweeney at first “not knowing what to say,” but that once he was offered the money he went along. Sweeney’s tone must have betrayed his uncertainty, however, because when Kuhn and Perla left the room for a few minutes, Hill made an attempt to soothe Sweeney’s frayed nerves.

“Don’t worry,” Hill said, “just cooperate with us and everything will be fine. Just don’t breathe a word of this to anyone.” Sweeney recalled Mazzei repeating to him, “I like you, I like you. We’ve got the perfect front in you. We did our homework. Nobody’s going to suspect someone like you.”

Sweeney also remembered Henry adding a warning: “Don’t make matters difficult for yourself, or we can make matters difficult for you.”
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Henry Hill offered a slightly different description of Sweeney and Kuhn when he talked to Sports Illustrated’s Doug Looney in 1981. He remembered both players telling him how they felt they weren’t going to make the pros, so they might as well make some money while they could. He also described them as savvy, eager, and fully aware of what they were about to do.

“They couldn’t wait,” he claimed. “You talk about being ready. . . . They knew who I was and why I was there. They knew I was the one with the connections to get the bets down, and they kept asking me to make sure to get bets down for them in addition to the twenty-five hundred we promised for every game. They talked about shaving points and betting lines and the odds so casually, I had the feeling they had been doing this stuff since high school.

“The thing that got me was they were familiar with the betting, they knew about spreads, they were not dumb kids. They knew how to shave, because when I tried to explain to them they said, ‘Naw, we know all that shit.’ ”

When Kuhn and Perla returned to the room, someone—later there would be much ado over exactly who—produced a Boston College schedule card, the wallet-sized kind the school’s athletic department printed in the thousands, for players and fans to carry in their wallets. Hill immediately began to circle the games for which a gambling line would be set in Las Vegas, games against major schools like Connecticut and Holy Cross as opposed to smaller schools like Bentley or Stonehill, B.C.’s first two opponents. For the latter games, bookmakers wouldn’t bother to set a point spread, chiefly because it was impossible for them to be familiar enough with every tiny school in the country to make an accurate line, and betting interest would probably be minimal anyway.

“I asked which of the upcoming games they felt we could shave,” Hill recalled later. “Sweeney took out one of those little schedule cards, circled the games he thought we could fool around with, and gave the card to me. They kept saying that they liked the idea of just shaving points and not blowing the games.”

Hill sticks to his story that it was Sweeney who circled the games on the schedule. He also claims that Sweeney accepted five hundred dollars from him—as did Kuhn—as a “good faith” gesture from the gamblers.

“I’m positive,” Hill says. “He denied taking the five hundred dollars. . . . I gave him five hundred dollars and I gave Kuhn five hundred dollars that night. And I gave Kuhn about an ounce of coke also. Sweeney circled the games that he felt that price was going to be enough where he could shave (points). Because it wasn’t every game that they’d be favored enough that they could shave four or five points. Because that’s all we were looking for. We weren’t looking for them to dump any games.”
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Hill noticed that B.C.’s first major opponent was Providence College, on December 6. The Friars had been a perennial New England power during the early- to mid-1970s—with players like Ernie DiGregorio, Marvin Barnes, and Kevin Stacom—but had slipped during the latter part of the decade. Still, they were a big enough name that there would be a point spread on the game, and that was all Hill and Perla needed to know.

They agreed that the Providence game would be a test, a trial game to see if the scheme would work. Perla told Kuhn he would call him on the afternoon of the game and relay the point spread to him. The rest was up to the players.

As they were getting ready to leave, Sweeney saw Hill hand Kuhn some money, though he couldn’t see how much. Hill would testify he gave Kuhn six hundred dollars as good-faith money, “because he was a nice guy. And I was trying to be a nice guy.” He also said he gave Kuhn a quarter-ounce of cocaine. Kuhn, meanwhile, gave Hill his phone number in Boston.
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By the time Kuhn and Sweeney left the Hilton it was after 11 o’clock, and Kuhn was in an animated mood, talking excitedly about all the money they were going to make and how easy it would be. Sweeney could tell from his friend’s demeanor that he had been looking forward to this night, probably for quite some time.

Sweeney, meanwhile, was still having a hard time believing what he’d just seen and heard. But he was sure of one thing: He’d just gotten himself into something that was bigger and scarier than anything else he’d ever done. He’d let this Henry, this fast-talking con man, talk him into doing something that went against everything he stood for.

“I’ve played that scenario over a hundred times in my mind,” Sweeney says today. “I may have been young and impressionable, but I certainly wasn’t so blind that I couldn’t figure out the makeup of this individual.”

Kuhn, on the other hand, seemed jubilant, as if they’d just won a big game. When they got to where Barbara’s van was parked across from the Hilton, he pointed to a Cadillac parked across the street. “See that?” he said. “We can make enough money to buy one of those in cash.”

As they rode home, Sweeney remembered Kuhn pulling out a wad of bills from his pocket that Henry had given him. He offered Sweeney three hundred dollars, which he said was half of the total amount. Sweeney declined. Years later, Kuhn would claim he had only been given one hundred dollars by Perla and then offered Sweeney fifty, but to Sweeney, taking the money in any amount would have been like signing his name on the bottom of a contract. He wanted more than anything for the events of the previous few hours to become a distant memory as soon as possible. He swears he refused the money.

It was after midnight when Kuhn returned to the apartment on Peterborough Street. Reed couldn’t help but notice his excitement.

“Kid”—that was his nickname for her—”I had a good time,” he said. “These guys treated us great,” recounting how “Paul” had gotten him high.

Reed saw him count out “at least” $250. He showed her the money Henry had given him and assured her, “The future is going to be better. Bills are going to be paid.” He told her “there would be more where that came from,” and that “over the summer he had discussed an idea with his friend Rocco and Rocco’s brother Tony for the upcoming season that involved betting.”

Reed apparently bought Kuhn’s explanation of what would be referred to for the rest of the season as “the betting thing.” She assumed that Rick meant he would be offering the Perlas inside information on the games, giving his opinion on which teams he thought Boston College had a good chance to beat so they could win their bets. He had played the year before, after all, and would know the strengths and weaknesses of the teams on B.C.’s schedule.

Gradually, though, Reed would realize that much more was afoot, but for now, it seemed harmless enough. Besides, Rick had told her that Jim Sweeney was involved in the plan, and the Jim Sweeney she watched on the court and occasionally cooked dinner for at the apartment hardly seemed like the kind of person who would do anything improper.

“I asked him if he was doing something wrong, and he said that he would tell people how he thought the team looked in practice or how they had done the last time they played, and he’d give them his idea of who would win the game,” Reed said later. “These men were gamblers and they bet on games based on his advice, and if they won, they’d share some of the money with him and Sweeney.”

Then Kuhn asked her, “Would Sweeney do anything wrong?”

Over the next few days, Kuhn took Reed on a shopping spree to the Natick Mall outside of Boston and began thinking of what he was going to buy when the rest of the money came in. Sweeney, meanwhile, was thinking of how he wished he could go back to that Thursday evening and the meeting with Perla and Henry and tell them that no, he really wasn’t interested in doing what they wanted him to do. But he knew that wasn’t going to happen, so he went about his business and prayed that somehow the whole thing would blow over. And all the while he counted the days until December 6, when Boston College would face Providence.
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What Sweeney and Kuhn probably did not know on November 16, 1978, was that they had already committed a crime just by being at the meeting and giving their assent to the plan put forth by Perla and Hill. What they should have known was that they had just set in motion events that would irrevocably alter the rest of their lives, and that would ultimately land five men behind bars.

Furthermore, from that evening forward the relationship between the two friends would be fundamentally altered. Kuhn’s and Sweeney’s paths would diverge drastically as time went on, until ultimately, Kuhn—the guy who seemed to always have an angle—would pay the heaviest price for his loyalty to his friends, while Sweeney would emerge unpunished largely because he blew the whistle on his former buddy.

For nearly two years, though, no one breathed a word about what had happened at the hotel that night, except to a few close friends. If the strain of keeping such a damaging secret weighed heavily on Kuhn, it must have been a crushing burden for Sweeney, whose life had always been defined by doing the right thing, the responsible thing, the proper thing, to get where he wanted to go and to please the many people who had come to expect so much from him.

Now, suddenly, he found himself confronted with a situation where he was not in control of his own destiny, and where divulging his participation in something so sordid and so against his principles would have shattered not only the image others had of him, but the image he had of himself.



CHAPTER THREE

The Man from New York

In the summer of 1978, eight years before he would become history’s most famous Mafia turncoat with the publication of Wiseguy, Henry Hill was just another mobster in prison, languishing in a federal penitentiary in Lewisburg, Pennsylvania, a stone’s throw from prestigious Bucknell University but hundreds of miles and a world away from his natural habitat.

Hill’s connections to the Mafia dated back to his early teenage years in the 1950s, when Brooklyn was fully in the grip of organized crime. It did not take long for the enterprising youngster to fill up a lengthy and varied rap sheet with entries for an army court martial (in 1962), larceny, transporting untaxed cigarettes, bookmaking, loan-sharking, assault, arson, robbery, truck hijacking, and extortion. It was the latter crime that earned him a prison sentence of ten years, of which he served four (1974–78) at Lewisburg and nearby Allenwood, where, among other hobbies, he dealt in narcotics and bribed prison officials.

That Hill was able to operate for so long with such relative impunity—the extortion conviction was the only real time he served—was due to his connection with the Lucchese family, one of New York’s six organized crime families that had controlled the city’s rackets since the early 1930s. Heavily involved in the garment industry as well as in the traditional Mafia strongholds of loan-sharking, gambling, and labor racketeering, the Lucchese family in 1978 was headed by Anthony “Tony Ducks” Corallo, whose nickname allegedly stemmed from his knack for ducking the authorities—though he, too, would eventually wind up behind bars in 1987 on a racketeering conviction.

Douglas Behm was a young prosecutor in the Brooklyn DA’s office in the late 1970s when he was chosen to work with the Organized Crime Strike Force of the Eastern District of New York, part of a nationwide network of agencies established between 1967 and 1971 and designed to monitor and prosecute mob activity. In the spring and summer of 1980, one of Behm’s primary projects was Henry Hill, who by then had come in from the cold and was preparing to begin a second career as the government’s star witness in a host of trials.

Behm remembers a character who bore little resemblance to the one portrayed in print and on the big screen.

“I watched (the movie) Goodfellas, and he kind of came off as a lovable schlemiel. Henry was not a lovable schlemiel,” Behm says. “Henry was a dangerous guy, and there was an atmosphere of danger around him. I remember when we first met with the FBI agents, one of the first things I said to them was, ‘This guy’s got a shtick, and he’s good at it, but be careful with this guy.’ He was a street guy in the ultimate sense of the word. He was a creature of the street. He was a creature of the environment that he grew up in, and which, to a certain extent, he chose for himself.”

Early in his two-decade odyssey of crime, Hill met James Burke, who would become his partner and confidant and whom he ultimately would help put behind bars for the rest of Burke’s life. Burke was something of a paradox, a man who by many accounts was a loving husband and doting father who helped out with his son Jesse’s Cub Scout troop, but who also was considered to be as ruthless and cold-blooded as anyone operating in organized crime in New York.

Burke, who was thirteen years Hill’s senior, was something of a mentor to the young, aspiring hood. His childhood, as described by lawyer Anthony Lombardino at a sentence reduction hearing in 1984, made Hill’s seem blessed by comparison. It began with an assault at the hands of his father when Burke was an infant. The father soon deserted the family, and the young Burke spent the next several years in a succession of foster homes until finally, by age fourteen, he was essentially fending for himself. By the time Hill was five, Burke, after numerous scrapes as a juvenile, already was serving five years in an upstate prison for passing bad checks.

“Jimmy taught me every bad habit I had,” Hill recalls. “I was like a brother to the guy. We used to be at the racetrack six days a week. From the racetrack we’d go to the crap games, from the crap games we’d be looking for bookmakers.

“We were together literally every day of our life from (the mid-’60s) on. He was one of the most feared guys in New York City at the time. No one fucked with Jimmy Burke. Plus he had the Queens District Attorney’s office in the palm of his hand. There were twelve special investigators out of the DA’s office, and Jimmy had every one of them on the payroll. The day it came out that I was in the Witness Protection Program, four of them put resignations in.”

Burke became something of a legendary figure in mob and law enforcement circles in the 1960s and ’70s, partly for his cold-blooded demeanor, but also for the scope of his criminal activity and the zeal with which he approached his work. FBI mob informants portrayed Burke as a one-man crime wave in Brooklyn and Queens whose résumé included running a truck hijacking crew for Lucchese family capo Paul Vario, among other highlights. Though Burke’s Irish ancestry precluded his becoming a full-fledged member of the Lucchese family, he was apparently considered such a good earner that he commanded more respect than most of the family’s ranking members. One informant went so far as to call Burke the largest importer of untaxed cigarettes in New York City in the 1960s.

Had their day-to-day business not consisted primarily of figuring out new and creative ways to circumvent the law and occasionally busting a few heads along the way, Burke and Hill might have seemed like any other buddies living and working and socializing in any one of a hundred working-class neighborhoods in New York City’s outer boroughs.

Burke lived with his wife, Frances, and their four children in a one-family house on 160th Avenue in Howard Beach, Queens, about a ten-minute drive from Hill’s childhood home in Brooklyn. Ten minutes to the south, in Canarsie, was Geffkens, the bar/restaurant where Vario worked as a cook after his release from prison in the mid-1970s. Ten minutes to the north of the Burke home was Robert’s Lounge, on Lefferts Boulevard in Ozone Park, where authorities videotaped Hill and Burke meeting frequently with other Lucchese family associates. Fifteen minutes east of Robert’s sat Hill’s house in the quiet residential community of Rockville Centre, Long Island, where he lived with his wife, Karen, and their two children.

The backstretch of Aqueduct Racetrack was practically within walking distance of both Burke’s house and Robert’s, but it was nearby John F. Kennedy Airport and the innumerable money-making opportunities it represented that was of primary importance.

Much has been written and depicted about the extent of truck hijacking and other crimes against property that occurred at JFK during the 1960s and ’70s. But according to Behm, who was in charge of investigations into corruption and racketeering at the airport, the Wild West, shoot-’em-up exploits of Hill and Burke were hardly the primary focus of the feds.

“There was a lot of that, but that was Henry’s street view,” Behm said. “That’s what Henry saw. Henry saw the robbing and the hijacking and the cargo theft. And there certainly was a lot of that. But from the federal standpoint, we felt the locals could deal with that. What they couldn’t handle, what nobody could handle up until that point, was the labor racketeering that was going on at Kennedy Airport.”

The Lucchese family controlled the labor rackets at the airport, extorting millions of dollars in payments from shipping companies who ultimately threatened to desert the airport and use Boston or Philadelphia instead. Compared to the prospect of New York’s major international airport withering up and dying in the face of the power wielded by the mob-controlled labor rackets, even the $5.8 million Lufthansa robbery late in 1978 took on less importance.

“Lufthansa, as glamorous as it was, was just a glamorous low-level theft,” Behm continued. “Henry was getting to see the stuff that was falling off the back of a truck. Vario and those guys were at a much higher level. Henry was a street guy. Henry was not sophisticated. Henry did what Henry was told to do.

“People look [at Henry Hill] and say, ‘Oh, wow, he’s that big mob guy.’ And I say, ‘Yeah, but compared to the real guys, he was nothing.’ ”
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Hill’s and Burke’s luck ran out in 1972 when both were arrested and convicted of extortion, stemming from a trip to Florida in which they had strong-armed a gambler who was delinquent on his payments. Hill’s ten-year sentence landed him in Lewisburg, where he came to know another man who would eventually become a close friend and partner, and who would interest Hill in a scheme to fix college basketball games.

Shorter and stockier than Hill and lacking enough hair to earn the nickname “Kojak,” Paul Mazzei was in his early thirties and serving a five-year sentence for selling LSD in Pittsburgh when he met Henry Hill at Lewisburg in the mid-1970s. Before going to jail, Mazzei had trained to be a court stenographer, but this early brush with the right side of the law apparently did little to dampen his enthusiasm for participating in a wide assortment of criminal activities, ranging from dealing in illegal weapons and robbery to receiving stolen property.
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