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PROLOGUE
AMBIDEXTROUS
The book you are about to read is true. It has a very definite message and in that sense, it is a
cautionary story about my own personal blunders, defects of character, and the tragedy that hard drugs
inevitably cause.
It’s a horrible story of drug abuse, crime, violence, and prisons. The most amazing thing is that
I survived. I decided to reveal my story so that society at large and young people in particular, could
have a glimpse of one of the giant evils of our time. Heroin addiction leads in most cases in only 3
directions: jails, institutions, and death. The very few who get clean and put drugs behind them forever
are nevertheless permanently scarred by the experience.
I have tried to be objective but that’s nearly impossible. The fact I am still alive is proof that
you can escape the life, or non-life, of the drug addict and, in time, your spirit can be healed. The rest
of this prologue contains my credentials of the person I became; the drug addict, violent criminal and
mental patient. I don’t believe in the “disease” concept of drug addiction sponsored by AA & NA.
Drug use is a choice, a very bad choice, and everything that comes with it, is the drug addicts
responsibility. Any other explanation is a form of denial.
In 1986 I was a pre-trial prisoner in C-95: the Anna M. Cross Center on Riker’s Island. At that
time C-95 was the biggest housing unit for men in New York City.
Things were very overcrowded and the City of New York was adding prefabricated dormitories
and attaching them to existing buildings on Riker’s Island.
Riker’s Island is a horrible place and it is designed to be that way to encourage any defendant
to cop a plea as soon as possible. The State prisons are better places to do time than almost any county
jail.
Once you are a veteran of the County and upstate prison systems in New York it’s a lot easier
to do time. The reason for this is the prisons are filled with the same people, and as the years go by,
you run into the same people over and over again.
I was only free for a little more than three years (May 1983 to November 1986) throughout the
period of 1980-1992.
During that period, I was in a number of jails and prisons in New York. Let me say for the
record that 30 days on Riker’s Island is enough time to see anything and everything you will ever see
in a prison.
The glamour of prison is one of the greatest lies of the American culture. Prison sucks.
Every day it sucks and it leaves scars on your soul that will never heal. During the 9 years that
I was incarcerated during the period of 1980-1992, I lost a bit of natural humanity I had from my
culture and family.
I have finally found enough peace of mind in my own life to try to address the unfeeling and
brutalized nature of my own personality.
I jokingly say “I missed the 80’s.” But the truth is; I did miss the 80’s.
The cost of long periods in prison balanced by unequal periods of freedom is severe. I’m sure
somewhere there are volumes of research done by psychiatrists and psychologists that could speak far
more eloquently than I on this topic.
I survived the environment of prison by shutting down a part of my soul. I became hard as
stone. I lived in anger and hatred and prison provided a steady stream of circumstances to become
callous and embittered toward humanity in general.
Other people’s frustrations and personal misery became enjoyable to me. Misery does love
company.
Prison breaks some people irretrievably. No one spends a substantial time locked up and
doesn’t lose something of their own essential character.

The idea that there is an element of goodness in every human being is seriously challenged by
long periods of incarceration.
I remember one old timer making this observation: “Once a guy does 5 years straight-up, no
matter what, he’ll never be the same again”. I agree with this. What I lost was a piece of my soul, part
of my humanity.
I find it very difficult to make friends. I don’t care for the company of crowds of men. I prefer
women. This of course is because during that period I lived in close proximity to men, and without the
presence of women, men quickly descend into a kind of heartless and savage brutality.
Anyone who likes prison is beyond hope. Prison is endless days, weeks, months, and years of
confined boredom. The adage is “you can do your time or the time will do you”.
I used my imagination to flee from prison. I wrote a few thousand pages of books I never
published, poems, essays, etc, that will never see an audience.
They are right now in a traveling bag and a small kitchen garbage can in my apartment. I don’t
have the heart to throw those thousands of pages of what I tried to make serious literature away.
My musings and observations, diaries in a sense, are very difficult for me to read because some
of it is so filed with indignation, anger and self hatred that I sleep better if they stay asleep.
I keep my hatred bottled up. I know that hate can keep a man alive, but it can also eat him up.
The way I judge a man is also warped by my time in prison. I don’t take men very seriously at
all. Ninety percent of men are first and foremost liars. I know so many men, too many, in fact, who
have lived for years with the same woman and have children together and would betray their wife in a
moment for just about any willing seductive young woman.
Men lie to the women closest to them routinely. Only your mother or your sisters deserve the
truth from you. You mother can hear a lie on your lips a thousand miles away on the telephone. I have
a sister in Virginia, who I adore, who hasn’t spoken to me in thirteen years. She can tell if I’m high on
narcotics from states away. I can’t lie to her and get away with it.
Finally prison cost me the ability to be really intimate with almost anyone.
When you are convicted of a felony in New York State, or are sentenced for any felony and go
into the system, you get a state number in Downstate Correctional Facility which is the main state
reception facility for New York City criminals. I went through Downstate twice: in December 1980
and September 1987.
My first state number was 80-A-3877. The number lasts until you finish the entire sentence
including parole time. You never forget the number. Whenever you are in the yard and the
administration wants you for any reason, they call out that number. The same applies for any state
number you ever get. That sentence was 2 to 6 years.
My second state number was 87-A-5486. This information is all a matter of public record and
my name, etc, can be accessed by putting those numbers into a computer that deals with information
from the Department of Corrections of the State of New York.
My second number corresponds to a sentence of 6 to 12 years which came to an end in
November 1998. That was when that sentence officially ended.
That information, through FOIA, the Federal Freedom of Information Act, can get any
information the New York City and Nassau County District Attorney’s office has on me, as well as any
information the NYPD and Nassau County Police Department are willing to release to the public about
me.
Anyone who doubts anything I have said in this book can do an investigation and I challenge
anyone to prove that anything I’ve said herein is anything other than what I believe to be the truth.
Everything I’ve claimed to have seen with my own eyes is the absolute unvarnished truth.
Everything else I’ve spoken about I believe to be the truth because I have believed the people who
have told me the stories.

Anything I heard that is of a dubious nature, I tell the reader why I tend to believe or not
believe and then I give my reason for the above. This whole section contains my credentials for the
veracity of the contents of this book.
I have not added anything for dramatic purpose, though I have left much information out
deliberately because I am not a rat and no one ever has or ever will go to prison because of anything
I’ve said or ever will say.
The law of silence is one aspect of my old criminal life that remains in place. It’s a matter of
principle and I won’t violate it now or ever.
Nothing I’ve said can get anyone indicted in any court because of the applicable statutes of
limitations. Anything beyond the Statutes of Limitations I never have and never will reveal.
I will say, to quash any suppositions, that I never killed anyone relative to any of the
information my book contains. It didn’t happen. I thank God that my drug addiction and criminality
never led to the death of any other human being. People died around me over the years but none of it
was through any fault of mine.
That should be enough of a claim should anyone doubt the truth of this book.
I couldn’t have dreamed up the events of my life that I have described in this book. I’m simply
not that good a creative writer.

CHAPTER 1
AMBIDEXTROUS
“In the beginning was the Word.
And the word was with God, and the word was God
And the word was made Flesh”
Gospel of St. John
Chapter 1, verse 1
I met my best friend John in the 1st grade at St. Mark’s Catholic School on 18th St in
Sheepshead Bay. We were two of the worst kids in the class. John was the toughest kid in my class
and I was afraid of him. I didn’t show it and we fought against a lot of other Brooklyn kids but never
once against each other.
I was about 12 years old one summer night and we were roaming around together and were on
Shore Parkway, the service road for the Belt Parkway system that circled Brooklyn and Queens
Counties. There were 2 exits of the Belt, one on Knapp Street and the other on Coney Island Avenue
for Sheepshead Bay.
The city periodically repaved Shore Parkway with asphalt. There were gas lines beneath the
road and these were dug up in places as needed. We came upon some construction work on the street
somewhere between Nostrand Avenue and Ocean Avenue. I’m not sure of the exact location. The
asphalt was broken with jackhammers and then the workers had dug down to the massive gas pipes
about four feet beneath the asphalt. There was a strong hint of gas in the air. John and I jumped down
into the hole but the smell of gas was so strong we didn’t stay down long. The wide pipes were
entirely exposed on all sides and about 6 inches below. They must have detected a leak and were in
the process of repairing it. When we climbed out there was a pile of asphalt chunks beside the long,
straight hole. I don’t know whose idea it was and John doesn’t remember either so we can’t assign
blame. Our religious training in the Catholic school reminded us to “avoid the occasion of sin”. This
pile of asphalt was one such occasion.
We each picked out a piece of asphalt; one big enough to throw up the hill and then onto the
Belt Parkway where cars were whooshing by. Together we threw our chunks of asphalt as hard as we
could with the intention of it coming down on a passing car and hopefully breaking some drivers
windshield. We laughed at the possibility of causing some innocent, unsuspecting driver to suddenly
find himself hitting a large piece of flying asphalt at 60 miles per hour, veering off the parkway,
plunging through the guardrail and down the incline to be destroyed by the trees that were interspersed
down the hill which ended with a chain link fence on the Shore Parkway side road.
We were both very destructive children, like the cartoon characters of Bevis & Butthead of a
later generation. We broke windows, kicked over garbage cans and fought with other Brooklyn boys
on the street. It was part of life. We were little vandals. Brooklyn was a crucible that produced gifted
artists, musicians, lawyers, doctors and CEO’s. Sheepshead Bay produced the artist Frank Frizzetta
and the football coach Vince Lombardi. It was also the neighborhood of Carlo Gambino. There was
an ethnic mix of Italians, Irish, and Jewish families. There were also very successful people in high
positions in the Arts, Academia, Medicine, Government, and Sports who grew up in the neighborhoods
all over Brooklyn. The sign on the off ramp from the Verrazano Narrows Bridge from Staten Island
proclaimed Brooklyn as the fourth largest city in the United States.
There was a street named for a WWII Marine hero named Batchelder. Brooklyn comes from
the Dutch name Breuklen which means broken land. Brooklyn before the 20th century was a separate
city apart from New York City. When I was asked where I came from in later years in prison at Joliet
in Chicago, Palm Beach County Jail in Florida and in Upstate New York, I always replied “Brooklyn”.
Often the enquirer would reply “oh, New York” and I would invariably reply “No, Brooklyn.”

As fate would have it, John & I were the only two of our group to spend time in Maximum
Security Prisons. This night was a key event in our lives and no matter how far we were separated by
distance or time, we always brought up that night in Sheepshead Bay.
I was raised Catholic and met John in Catholic School. His family came from various parts of
Italy and Sicily when the large influx of Italians immigrated to the U.S. after the Civil War.
Suddenly after numerous shots of asphalt bombs, the whooshing sound from the passing high
speed cars seemed to dwindle. There was a dense fog coming off Sheepshead Bay that night which
enveloped us after crossing the elevated roadway. I remember distinctively the eerie silence as the fog
swept past the streetlight closest to John & me, as we searched the pile of asphalt for new missiles.
We both looked toward the street light and together saw the shape of a cross is if cut into the
fog by a near light. I dropped the rock from my hand and John did the same. Then, frightened, we
both ran from the place. When we were both far away from the place we stopped running and looked
at each other like scared little boys and said “Did you see the cross?” We both nodded our heads and
went home. We both went home and did no more evil that night. It was a warning from God or the
Gods. We were both scared by the apparition. Very scared….. As the years would show in both of
our lives, the Creator of the World had given us a sign of his or her presence. We both were able to
ignore the message, but time would show us both that it was a warning from God meant for two
children on the road from good to evil. Today we have both returned from the hell of our own making.
But that single event of the miraculous has always remained engraved in John & my memories.
Whether it was a delusion or a hallucination; it was for both of us a revelation.
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