LAST OF THE GLADIATORS
Author
James M. LaRossa Jr.
2205 Rockefeller Lane, Bldg. B
Redondo Beach, CA 90278
917.692.8000
ceo@medworksmedia.com
https://jameslarossa.com/
https://www.facebook.com/james.larossa
https://twitter.com/medworksmedia
https://www.instagram.com/jameslarossa/

BY JAMES

M. LAROSSA JR

Publisher
Bruce L. Bortz
Bancroft Press (one of the top ten independent book publishers in America since 1991)
PO Box 65360
Baltimore, MD 21209
410-358-0658
410-627-0608 (cell)
bruceb@bancroftpress.com
www.bancroftpress.com
Title Info
Last of the Gladiators: A Memoir of Love, Redemption, and the Mob
Author: James M. LaRossa Jr. (Son of the Legendary Trial Lawyer Jimmy LaRossa)
Hardcover: 978-1-61088-239-2
Kindle/Mobi: 978-1-61088-241-5
Ebook: 978-1-61088-242-2
Audio: 978-1-61088-243-9
September 10, 2019
280 pages (plus a 16-page photographic insert)
Memoir/Father-Son/Mafia/History/Defense Law/Mental Health/Care Giver/Politics
Distributor
Baker & Taylor Publisher Services (the premier worldwide distributor of books, digital content, and entertainment
products from approximately 25,000 suppliers to over 20,000 customers in 120 countries): 30 Amberwood Parkway
Ashland, OH 44805.
Publisher Info
• Been a top-ten indie publisher since its start in 1992
• Profiled by Publishers Weekly
• Publishes 4-6 books a year
• Distributed nationally by Baker & Taylor Publisher Services
• Frontlist and backlist titles represented in Hollywood by APA (Agency for the Performing Arts)
• Publishes almost all types of books, from memoirs to mysteries, young adult novels to history and
biography
• Bancroft books have received numerous starred reviews—four, in fact, for two 2018 summer books—and
have won numerous awards
• The Missing Kennedy, a NYT ebook bestseller, was on the cover of People Magazine when published in
2015
• Published the books of two Pulitzer Prize winners (Alice Steinbach, Stephen Hunter)

!1

OVERVIEW (IN FIRST PERSON BY THE AUTHOR)

Each generation identifies with a small group of people said to have lived lives that exemplify
the vices and virtues of that generation. If one were to choose a trial lawyer whose life reflected
the unique characteristics of America’s “Wild West” of a criminal justice system in the latter half
of the twentieth century, that person would likely be my father.
From the 1960s until the turn of the twenty-first century, New York City was the world's
epicenter of organized and white-collar crime. During those four decades, the most feared Mafia
chiefs, assassins, defrocked stockbrokers, Orthodox Jewish money-launderers, and Arab bankers
sought the counsel of one man: my father, Jimmy LaRossa, a Kennedy-era prosecutor who
became the defense lawyer of first resort in the most important, highly publicized cases for four
full, action-packed decades.
On January 30th, 2009, I snuck my famous and mortally ill father from New York Presbyterian
Hospital to a waiting Medevac jet, where we flew in secret to a place few people would look for
two die-hard New Yorkers: a town in Southern California aptly named Manhattan Beach. During
our five years in exile, we, “The LaRossa Boys” as we came to be known, made our mark as a
most irreverent and unrivaled father-son duo.
While I cooked him his favorite Italian dishes and kept him alive using the most up-to-date
equipment and drugs, he recounted his legendary courtroom exploits. Not only is Last of the
Gladiators a memoir about some of the seminal legal events of a generation, but it’s also a love
story between a father and son—a theme not often seen in American arts and letters.
Not until I wrote that story, though, did I realize that I had not saved my father. He, in fact, saved
me. I became a better man and father thanks to him—a more joyous, grateful, and grounded soul.
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SUBMISSION FOR REVIEW/FEATURE
Title Submitted: Last of the Gladiators, A Memoir of the Love, Redemption, and the Mob
Author: James M. LaRossa Jr. (Son of the Legendary Trial Lawyer Jimmy LaRossa)
Subjects: Memoir/True Crime/Father-Son/Mafia/History/Defense Law/Mental Health/Care Giver/Humor/Social
Issues/Literary
Publication Date: September 10, 2019; $32.00
Top EIGHT Reasons to Review or Feature:
1.

Praise from top names in law, entertainment and journalism, all with an enormous following in their fields:
o Linda Fairstein (bestselling author, and the original character/model for “Law and Order SVU”)
o Denis Hamill (author, NY Daily News columnist, and brother of Pete Hamill)
o Jerry Capeci (author and noted New York Mafia columnist and expert)
o Ben Brafman (nationally famous defense attorney)
o Selwyn Raab (author and award-winning New York Times journalist)

2.

Published on the fifth anniversary of the subject’s death, Last of the Gladiators is the often hilarious and
bittersweet 50-year love story between a father and his oldest son. When trial lawyer Jimmy LaRossa—one
of the most famous American lawyers of his generation, and one of the most successful litigators (he won
nearly 900 of the 1,000 cases he tried)—falls mortally ill in New York, his namesake digs in to save his
beloved father by “kidnapping” him in secret to a beach town in Southern California, from which this
unique tale of five fabulous years together is narrated.

3.

Last of the Gladiators, which includes a photo insert consisting of never-before-seen photos, is an historical
extravaganza, spanning the 1970s Watergate investigation and the rise and fall of organized crime, to a
generation of the most eccentric criminals and events. Only the irreverent father-son team who rode the eye
of the storm could tell this true-life tale.

4.

Linda Fairstein likens Last of the Gladiators to a marriage between Mario Puzo’s The Godfather and to Joan
Didion’s The Year of Magical Thinking. 2019 marks the 50th anniversary of the publication of The Godfather,
and the fifteenth anniversary of the publication of The Year of Magical Thinking.

5.

LaRossa, a litigating gladiator for forty famous years, continues to have an enduring impact upon American law.
Giglio vs. the U.S., which he successfully argued before the U.S. Supreme Court, coined the much-used legal
term “Giglio material.” It refers to the prosecution's failure to inform a jury that a witness had been promised
not to be prosecuted in exchange for his testimony, and concludes that such a failure to fulfill the duty to
present all material evidence to the jury constitutes a violation of due process, thus requiring a new trial. It’s
now a key, everyday element of criminal law.

6.

The heart and soul of Last of the Gladiators is a redemption story—chock full of silver linings. We learn in
dramatic fashion that not until the author wrote this memoir did he realize that he did not, in fact, save his
father—as almost everyone had thought—but his father had saved him! In an unexpected twist of fate,
through the telling of this legendary life, the son discovers the secrets to overcome some of his own haunting
personal demons.

7.

Readers will be drawn to the similarities between the political landscape of the 1970s and that of today:
matters of ethics, criminality inside the government, and the Federal courts and the Constitution as the final
check and balance on the executive branch.

8.

Bancroft Press is one of the top-ten indie book publishers in the U.S., and has been since its founding in
1992.
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PRAISE FOR JAMES LAROSSA’S
LAST OF THE GLADIATORS
“This is The Godfather meets The Year of Magical Thinking!"
—Linda Fairstein, Bestselling Writer ***
“Jimmy LaRossa was a
consummate criminal defense
lawyer, indeed one of the
great lawyers of his generation
—tough, honest, brilliant, a
fabulous cross-examiner, and
a true friend. His son tells it
like it was. He was
unforgettable!”
—Ben Brafman, Nationally
Famous Trial Lawyer

“A son’s intriguing account of
his celebrated father, a
brilliant courtroom strategist,
both as a prosecutor and a
defense lawyer for Mafia
godfathers."
—Selwynn Raab, author,
Five Families: The Rise,
Decline, and Resurgence of
America's Most Powerful
Mafia Empires

“Last of the Gladiators is
better than any legal thriller you’ll read this summer because this one is an amazing true
story with all the important things that begin with the letter L: life, Law, Lawyers, Larceny,
Laughter, Lasagna, La Cosa Nostra, and the Lifelong Love between a father and son named
LaRossa.”
!4

—Denis Hamill, Award-Winning Journalist
"Jimmy LaRossa was the godfather of the New York defense bar. A feisty, quick-witted, straightshooting ex-Marine, he was the best criminal defense attorney I ever saw. For decades, he was
the go-to lawyer of Mafia bosses, labor leaders, politicians, and judges. Last of the Gladiators, an
account of his life as seen by his eldest child, is a gripping father-son love-story and makes for
very compelling reading."
―Jerry Capeci, a news reporter/author considered by CNN, the BBC, and others to be one
of the foremost experts on the American Mafia
***2019 marks the fiftieth anniversary of the publication of Mario Puzo’s The Godfather,
and the fifteenth anniversary of the publication of The Year of Magical Thinking by Joan
Didion.
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LAST OF THE GLADIATORS AUDIENCES
New Yorkers
•

The author of Last of the Gladiators, James LaRossa Jr, was born and raised in New York
City

•

Many of the events in Last of the Gladiators occur in the heart of the Big Apple

•

New Yorkers will immediately recognize landmarks like Tammany Hall
o They can also relate to the hair-pulling traffic conditions LaRossa describes in his
numerous car rides with his dad

•

Jimmy was one of the most successful defense attorneys in the country during the 20th
century, having represented some of the most famous and infamous people of New York
o Some of his clients include Gambino family leaders Paul Castellano and Carlo
Gambino
o Also politicians like Meade Esposito, accused of trading political influence with
other politicians for personal favors

•

LaRossa’s Last of the Gladiators offers readers an inside look at what it’s like to live and
grow up in the “City that Never Sleeps”

•

New Yorkers will get a behind-the-scenes look at the private lives of some of the city’s
most notorious crime families

Father-Son Stories (Fathers and Sons)
•

James LaRossa Jr’s Last of the Gladiators is more than a memoir about his late father
Jimmy. It is a love story between a son and his father at the end of the father’s long and
amazing life

•

Jimmy was a Jesuit-educated ex-Marine who, as a trial lawyer, defended some of the
biggest Mob bosses in organized crime like Carlo Gambino and Paul Castellano

•

Jimmy’s success rate was close to 100 percent, so anybody neck deep in legal trouble
went first and foremost to Jimmy for help

•

Jimmy’s success worked against him when it came to spending time with his family. He
was often so busy that he was rarely home for his wife and children.

•

Although James saw his father regularly on and off the job, he never had a chance to get
to know him as a “dad.”
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•

When his father fell ill in his late seventies, James realized that he wasn’t going to have
much time left with Jimmy. He then did everything he could to learn how to operate all of
Jimmy’s medical devices so that he could take care of his father at his house in
California.

•

James recounts the last five years he spent with his ailing father, detailing all of the wild
adventures they had around the world, as well as the quiet and peaceful Italian dinners
that James would cook for Jimmy

•

James notes that he became sort of like a wife for his father and, following his father’s
death, mourned his loss like a spouse would after losing their significant other.

•

The lifelong journey these two men shared is a heartfelt and awe-inspiring story that, by
the book’s end, comes full circle as we learn just why Jimmy was his son’s “true north.”

Fans of True Crime and Organized Crime Stories
•

Last of the Gladiators is a memoir written by his son James that seeks to capture the
professional and personal essence of Jimmy the trial attorney.

•

Jimmy LaRossa was one of the greatest defense attorneys of the twentieth century,
successfully defending clients large and small, including top-of-the-ladder Mafia bosses
like Paul Castellano and the Gambino Family.

Trial Lawyers
•

Defense lawyers (for Mobsters, gunrunners, and crooked politicians)

•

Public defenders

•

Prosecutors

•

James M. LaRossa Sr. was one of the greatest defense attorneys of the 20th century,
successfully defending clients large and small, including top-of-the-ladder Mafia bosses
like Paul Castellano and the Gambino family.

•

Last of the Gladiators is a memoir written by his son James M. LaRossa Jr. that seeks to
capture the professional and personal essence of Jimmy LaRossa.

•

In the memoir, many of Jimmy’s most interesting and important cases are fleshed out in
full so we get to see this legendary lawyer battle it out in court with tough opponents, like
the Special Prosecutor Maurice Nadjari, who was brought in by New York governor
Nelson Rockefeller to investigate and eliminate corruption in the city’s criminal justice
system (pg 170)
o He even took cases all the way to the Supreme Court!
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•

Some of Jimmy’s clients were considered among the top masterminds of organized
crime, with so many counts against them that you would be surprised to see them get
anything less than the maximum sentence.

•

Even so, Jimmy found a way, time and time again, to save his clients from a trip to The
Big House using nothing more than his critical thinking skills, persuasive rhetoric, and
timely use of detailed investigatory evidence

•

What set Jimmy apart from the rest was that he didn’t win by skirting or breaking the law
or indulging in shady practices; he played by the rules, so well in fact that no one among
his opposition stood a chance against him

•

Anyone studying law or currently working as a lawyer will love to see how this
incredible attorney made a name for himself as the “Last Gladiator” of NYC

Jesuits/ People with Jesuit Education
•

List of some Jesuit Ideals (Loyola Chicago)
o Pursuit of excellence
o Respect For the World, its history and its mysteries
o Learning from experience
o Development of personal potential
o Critical thinking and effective communication
o Appreciation of things both great and small
o Commitment to service
o Special concern for the poor and oppressed

•

The author’s father, Jimmy LaRossa, was one of the most successful and well-respected
defense attorneys in recent history, having won more than 800 difficult cases brought
against Mob bosses, gangsters, drug runners, and all manner of clientele.

•

Much of Jimmy’s career success can be attributed to his natural charm, intelligence, and
excellent oratorical skills. LaRossa Jr. points out, however, how greatly his father’s Jesuit
education contributed to the man he loved and revered.

•

Jimmy exhibits many of the core Jesuit values and ideals – namely his exceptional ability
to learn and adapt to any situation, his respect for people from all walks of life, and his
commitment to serve, to the best of his ability, the people he felt were being wronged by
the government.

•

Jimmy’s entire work ethic was built around his Jesuit foundations, and he exhibited those
qualities in everything he did to serve his clients.
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Open-minded people/tolerant people
•

Last of the Gladiators is a memoir that recounts the lives and shared experiences of the
author James LaRossa Jr. and his father, Jimmy, an extremely talented and successful
defense attorney considered one of the greatest defense attorneys of the twentieth century

•

Jimmy was well known for his dislike of the government, but he made sure, in both his
private and professional lives, to treat people with politeness and respect regardless of
their skin color, religion, or social class

•

LaRossa recounts several times in Jimmy’s life where he stood up for friends and
strangers alike who faced discrimination
o He fought people at a bar that didn’t allow Black people
o He used his skills and connections to change the rules of a golf club that denied
his friends membership because they were Jewish

•

Even as Jimmy worked to win acquittals or short sentences for those considered shady
businessmen, it’s clear that he doesn’t discriminate when it comes to helping people in
need, and often pitches in for those who are disenfranchised or can’t help themselves.

•

In this way, Jimmy was the people’s hero, and his incredible story is one that needs to be
heard

People who suffer from bipolar disorder (or people with family/friends who have mental
disorders like bipolar disorder, depression, etc.)
•

Although James LaRossa’s Last of the Gladiators spends a lot of time capturing the
almost mythical life of his trial lawyer father Jimmy, a great deal of the book touches
upon the author’s own life-long struggle with bipolar disorder.

•

Although LaRossa wasn’t fully diagnosed until he was an adult, it is made evident in his
stories about his rebellious childhood, and later bouts of anger, that he had suffered from
the effects of mania for a long time

•

Even as an accomplished medical journal writer and publisher, and father of three
children, LaRossa admits in detail how his mania has been the cause for many problems
in his life as well as a barrier to ever truly feeling like himself.

•

The author, however, is not the only one in his life who suffered from a mental disorder.
His mother, Gayle, struggled with depression for many years, including a stretch during
LaRossa’s adolescence.
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•

With his father constantly away for work, and being the oldest of his children, LaRossa
was the only one left to deal with his mother’s violence, paranoia, and sadness in addition
to his own undiagnosed condition.

•

In the memoir, the author takes us with him as he comes to terms with mental illness and
how he tried to make up for lost time with his family because of it

People of Southern California /Los Angeles (Manhattan Beach)
•

James LaRossa Jr’s Last of the Gladiators recounts the incredible life of Jimmy, the
author’s father, who worked as a defense lawyer for Mob bosses, politicians, jurists, and
some of the wealthiest businessmen in New York

•

The author lives in Manhattan Beach, CA (Los Angeles County), a city that offers its
denizens a panoramic view of the city and the Pacific Ocean
o The city is also a hotspot for beach volleyball and surfing

•

Although the author lived for many years on his own in Manhattan Beach, he had to refit
his house entirely, all in order to adequately care for his sick, 77-year-old father who
needed a steady supply of oxygen as well as other medical necessities.

•

James believed the Californian environment, the weather and people included, would
better serve his father than the stuffy, sterile confines of a New York hospital room.

•

He was right. Thanks to that decision to move his dying father out to the West Coast,
James was able to spend five wonderful years with his father enjoying the pacific
weather, the local eateries, and, most importantly, the lively California locals themselves.

Adult Children Taking Care of Their Elderly Parents/Relatives
•

Author James LaRossa Jr’s Last of the Gladiators tells the true story of Jimmy’s
remarkable life as a defense lawyer for allegedly dirty politicians and the leaders of New
York’s most notorious crime families

•

Jimmy was considered one of the truly great men of his time who appeared to everyone
he met as a living legend. His attitude, cadence, and amicability shone in and out of the
courtroom.

•

When James learned that his father was sick and on his last legs in a New York hospital,
he did everything he could to prepare his home in South California so that he could take
care of his father in the manner that he deserved

•

James outfitted a room in his coastal home with a hospital bed and every sort of medical
device his father would need to stay alive
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•

The decision to move his father to the West Coast ended up being worthwhile because it
gave Jimmy and James the opportunity to spend five valuable years together, bonding in
a way they didn’t have the chance to when James was growing up

•

The author is also the president of MedWorks Media Inc., a successful medical journal
publisher, which means that he was already well versed in medical care when he took in
his father

•

Anyone who also cares for an elderly relative will be able to relate to James’ experience
in Last of the Gladiators and can learn some creative ways to deepen their connection
with their loved ones
o James also learned how to cook many different foods for Jimmy and makes some
of the recipes available for readers to try out themselves

Italian Americans/Immigrants (Native Italians as well)
•

Author James LaRossa Jr and his father, Jimmy, are Italian-Americans born and raised in
New York City
o Jimmy’s own grandparents (the author’s great-grandparents) were Italian
immigrants themselves

•

LaRossa describes the different experiences of the different generations of his family
o He details the poverty and discrimination his grandfather’s generation faced, and
the determination his father had to give James and his siblings a better life

•

LaRossa also travels to Italy after his grandfather’s sudden passing, aiming both to meet
the son of Joseph Papaleo’s (his favorite professor at Sarah Lawrence College) and
discover the country of his family’s origin, which his grandfather never got to do.

•

Readers with an Italian background will immediately recognize the dynamics of the
LaRossa family and their emphasis on putting family first

•

This ideology holds true especially as James flies his father to California to spend the last
five years of Jimmy’s life together
o James cooks all of Jimmy’s favorite Italian cuisine and treats his father with love,
respect, and reverence until the bitter end

•

The author offers a recipe to end all recipes at the book’s end
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Q & A with Last of the Gladiators Author James LaRossa
You and your publisher believe that Last of the Gladiators could be a bestseller. Why?
There is something for everyone in this book. Readers will find a rich, poignant, and bittersweet
tale, as likely to elicit tears as laughter—a colloquial read that’s ready-made for a mass audience.
Readers will be drawn to the unique and irreverent love story between a father and son, a rare
theme in American arts and letters. They will love the underlying themes: family, obsession with
food, loyalty in the face of personal risk, exotic travel, a child as caregiver to an elderly and frail
parent, and overcoming mental illness.
Last of the Gladiators is, as well, a unique historical romp through a half-century of the most
important events of a generation. The Watergate crisis, for example, is seen through the eyes of
both father and son on the day of Richard Nixon’s resignation. Similarities between Watergate
and today’s political scene will appeal to a wide range of contemporary readers.
In the book, you refer often to your father as your true north. Explain.
Last of the Gladiators comes from a place deep within me—well beyond a descriptive, snappy
metaphor—and has swept me to a destination I had no idea I could ever reach. A person adrift in
the middle of the ocean is not lost if he has a bead in the sky on true north. When I lacked
direction, I needed to look no farther than my father to reacquire my bearings. Dad was the
ultimate realist, with a razor-like ability to shine a corrective lens on some of my more quixotic
moments. He had a strong inner-core of tranquility and
reasonableness—qualities that he endeavored to pass on to me as
his life wound down.
Is there a take-home message in Last of the Gladiators?
Last of the Gladiators is an unpredictable romp through the
minds of its two protagonists, and so readers will find numerous
and different messages. For me, personally, as I wrote this
memoir, I was surprised to discover the significant and telling
influence my father had on me the last five years of his life. At
his memorial, friends and family thanked me for “saving” Dad
and “giving” him those last five years. The fact is, I didn’t save
him—he saved me. Thanks to him, I became a better man and
!14

father—a more joyous, grateful, and grounded soul. I think Dad knew I’d write this story
someday, and that doing so would help ease the immense heartbreak I still experience every day
without him.
Much of Last of the Gladiators is an inside account of the most unusual crimes and
historical events. What enabled you to weave everything together into this true-life
tapestry?
My dad was a man blessed by the universe. I was lucky enough to accompany him on his
kaleidoscopic half-century journey. During that time, he was involved, front-and-center, in about
every legal matter of note: The 1960s saw the emergence of the American Mafia as a major
force. The Watergate investigation and the landmark racketeering statute known as RICO defined
the 1970s. Wall Street white-collar crime exemplified the 1980s. In the 1990s, a decade in which
corporate scandals shook the world, Arab bankers arrived in private jets in the dead of night to
see my father. Then, as if to neatly close the book, my father was a major player during the
demise of the Mafia at the turn of the 21st century.
What happened the night your mother attempted suicide? What role did that play in your
life?
When I was seventeen, I would wait for my mother on late Wednesday afternoons. She would
invariably return from her therapist with more emotions than answers, and I would sit with her
while she cried. Later that year, my mother made a serious suicide attempt while Dad was trying
a case in Philadelphia. My siblings were all asleep. I was watching TV in the library when squad
cars poured into the circular driveway from both entrances. The police swarmed into my parents’
wing, with me close behind, and they threw my mother into a squad car, racing her to Greenwich
Hospital and barely saving her life. Later, I found in her bedroom a bottle of red wine, a pill case
of Quaaludes, and Helter Skelter, the 1974 book by Los Angeles District Attorney Vincent
Bugliosi about the Charles Mansion murders. I could not imagine how deep a hole she had been
in.
When my mother began her rapid slide into major depression, something snapped in me. My
father was too busy lawyering to be my sounding board, so I used my mother’s suicide attempt to
my advantage. Shameful, I know, but at seventeen, I was not yet the medicated “reliable” maniac
I would later become. I didn’t know it yet, but my survival instincts were kicking in. I felt as if I
had to get away or I would perish. The quest to survive was not a conscious determination, but it
was deep inside me—like a feral animal running for its life. Thus, my odyssey of self-discovery
began.

Because your father had so many contacts with Mob leaders, can you relate a story that
only you would know?
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One bit of Mob trivia that I particularly enjoyed writing about is also one of the funniest Mafia
references in Last of the Gladiators. As an intellectual, Dad could not have been more different
than some of his Mob clients, though they did have one particular thing in common. As ItalianAmericans, mobsters—especially the upper echelon of made-men—love to eat, and can argue ad
infinitum about how many pinches of salt are needed to make a killer red sauce. My father’s
obsession with food is a theme that runs the length of the memoir.
One night I was eating with Dad, Gambino Family crime boss Paul Castellano, Tommy Billoti,
Thomas Gambino, and a couple of other gumbas at the famed Mob eatery, Rao’s. Someone
started piping off about how he and only he made the best meatballs. He quoted all this mumbo
jumbo “proof,” like how he used a special wine and night shade roots, and probably some bald
eagle sperm to bind it all together in a freshly slaughtered rhino horn. Then, as Mobsters often
do, they all started to argue about who made the best meatballs and sausages. At the end of the
book is my Dad’s own tried and true recipe.
You also had chance encounters over the years with celebrities and politicians. Who were
they and how did they come about?
Mom wasn’t feeling well one night, so Dad took me in her place to a party at Mortimer’s. I was
standing in the middle of the room, chowing down with both hands, when someone nudged me
in the ribs and presented me a freshly lit joint. I ignored the invitation, not daring to look up at
my dad. But the person was insistent, nudging me harder and harder. Finally, I grabbed the joint
and took a long pull. When I turned to return the joint and thank the person, I was staring into the
rummied blue eyes of New York’s sitting governor, Hugh Carey. The room broke into laughter.
Even Dad laughed. It was a complete setup.
My father defended many night club owners in the 1970s, which gave me entry to some of the
best discos of that era. I was eighteen and dancing with friends at the Mudd Club in the Tribeca
section of New York City, when a squirrely-looking white-haired dude with an entourage
motioned me over to where he and his gang were sitting. It was Andy Warhol in the flesh. He had
the affect of a person floating on hallucinogens. Warhol had a box of expensive-looking pastels
on his lap and proceeded to sketch an elaborate scene on my bare chest. After he was done, I
escaped and went home before they could suck me in further. When I awoke the next morning,
my sheets looked more like a Jackson Pollack than an Andy Warhol.
On numerous occasions, rocker Alice Cooper picked me up in his Rolls Royce as I hitchhiked
home from school. We became passing acquaintances over the years.
James Beard, the famously rotund chef, and I would shop at the crack of dawn at the old
Jefferson Market in Greenwich Village. To embarrass me, he would make goo-goo eyes at me in
front of the butcher.
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How does your bipolar disorder fit into the story?
For me, mental illness became a major part of my life during my early 20s. I don’t know if I
would have made it without knowing my father had my back. As mysterious impulses lured me
down every rabbit hole I came across, it was my father’s example that taught me how to survive.
Luckily, I was able to escape to Rome, Italy for almost two years, where I learned how to make a
living as a journalist. Twelve years later, I had become one of the biggest medical publishers in
the nation by learning how to harness the intense mania that had plagued me most of my life. In
the process, I am an ongoing human experiment, having taken over one-hundred psychotropic
medications in my life. The fact that my bipolar disorder is in complete remission is a great
source of personal pride.
Your father was mortally ill when you retrieved him from New York Hospital. How did you
keep him alive those last five years? What role does that play in the story?
On a very basic level, I hope that Last of the Gladiators is inspirational for other caregivers. As
for my story, I was perfectly poised to care for my father when he fell ill. I was well versed in the
basics of medicine, was healthy and physically strong, and I took my role as “advocate” very
seriously. That I cared for Jimmy those last five years fills me with pride; it is among the greatest
accomplishments of my life.
I had made him a promise at New York Hospital that I would care for him until the end. In order
to keep him safe and sound, I did everything necessary. I kept my promise.
In Manhattan Beach, California, I converted a 1,200-square-foot master bedroom suite into a
quasi-medical facility. We had just about everything you’d find in a well-equipped hospital room,
including backup systems for anything that malfunctioned, or if an earthquake shut down our
electricity. Our cars were always fully gassed and ready to go. If disaster struck Los Angeles, we
could hold out until critical patients were treated, so I could take Dad to the UCLA Medical
Center in an orderly fashion. A large running track with a grass infield a quarter-mile north could
accommodate a rescue helicopter. The resources we could muster played a significant role in my
father’s survival.
An important theme in the memoir is that of redemption: I was redeemed in my own eyes by
caring for my dad. I didn’t know that at the time, but that is just one of the mysteries that got
unraveled during the writing of Last of the Gladiators.
Last of the Gladiators is narrated from Manhattan Beach, California. How did that venue
impact the story?
This is just another of those mysteries that borders on the divine. How did a third-generation
New Yorker like myself wind up in Manhattan Beach, California? As it turned out, the climate
was critical to my father’s survival. It’s in the only part of L.A. rarely affected by humidity or
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pollution, with a yearly temperature range between 50 degrees at night and 85 degrees during the
day, even in summer. My father was dying of advanced pulmonary disease, among other things.
The South Bay was about the best climate on Earth for him. I didn’t know it at the time, but
somehow, despite awkwardly swinging the bat, I had hit a grand-slam home run!
Manhattan Beach also turned out to be a perfect spot to raise my son, Gianni. It has the best
public high school in Los Angeles County. I lucked out again by putting down roots there.
You were blocks from ground zero on 9/11. Did that tragedy influence the memoir?
Yes, most definitely. My divorce and subsequent journey to Southern California began on that
tragic day. My office was just six blocks away from the Twin Towers, so I had a bird’s-eye view
of the horrors that morning. I ran to evacuate two of my three children from school later that day.
Looking back, my mental illness peaked in the years just after 9/11.
The early 2000s also marked the beginning of the estrangement between my children and me,
which culminated in the realization that I had left them in a situation more like the Lord of the
Flies than Father Knows Best when I relocated to Manhattan Beach. Not until I took charge of
my father’s life was I able to repair the damage done to my own children. Those painful years
and subsequent realizations can be traced back to that one catastrophic day.
What was it like living with your father when he was in trial?
Living with Dad when he was in trial was a little like living with actors, I imagine, when they are
making a film. He was moody at times—mercurial one moment and somewhat cheerful the next.
I knew to stay clear of him when his intensity spiked. One day, Dad must have really gotten
under Mom’s skin. With cutting sheers in hand, she went to his closet and cut off the arms of all
his very expensive Brioni suits. He just shook his head, sent his driver to the cleaners to fetch his
last remaining suits, and checked into the Pierre Hotel for the remainder of the trial. Nothing
could cause Dad to take his eye off the ball.
On any given day, I could find out what Dad was doing by reading the metro sections of three
New York newspapers. Dad’s trials were often standing-room-only events. A perfunctory search
of contemporaneous press reports about his trials numbers in the thousands of pages.
Dad would begin his three-hour summation to a jury in one courtroom, while an associate in
another picked a jury for the start of Dad’s next trial. Federal prosecutors knew there was no
deal-making with Dad. That’s why clients paid such exorbitant fees before Dad would even take
them on. He wasn’t there to negotiate a plea. He was there to try the case. He laced his gloves on
and stepped into the ring every single day.
What can you tell us of significance about the assassination of Paul Castellano?
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Gambino Family Mafia boss Paul Castellano and his captain, Tommy Bilotti, were killed in front
of Sparks Steak House on December 16, 1985, after leaving my father’s office to deliver
Christmas gifts to Dad’s personal secretary, Phyllis Mehl. The two men were ambushed by
elements of the family loyal to John Gotti—an up-and-coming Gambino captain considered a
rogue soldier by Castellano.
The killings went down as follows: John Gotti and his right-hand man, Sammy Gravano, are in a
car on the corner of 3rd Avenue and 46th Street to alert the four gunmen by walkie-talkie of
Paul’s arrival. The shooters, dressed similarly, are already in position in front of Sparks. They
know that Paul is on trial, so they know that neither man would be armed. When the car pulls up,
one of the shooters opens the door for Paul and greets him by name. Paul starts to get out of the
right rear door to greet the “friend,” while Bilotti opens the driver’s door and throws both of his
feet to the pavement. The shooters open up with all they’ve got. Both men are hit in the head and
body and are dead instantly. Bilotti falls out of the car into the street flat on his back. Paul is
splayed out on the street, his head resting against the floor of the large back seats.
Before leaving Dad’s office that day to head to his fateful rendezvous at Sparks, Paul had asked
him for the address of a perfume shop on Fifth Avenue, where he wanted to buy some other
Christmas gifts. As they walked to the elevators outside his 41 Madison Avenue office,
Castellano whispered to Dad on how he thought the trial was proceeding. “I’m very happy,
Jimmy” were his last words to him. Castellano had wanted Dad to meet him for dinner that night
at Sparks. Thank God he was too occupied with trial prep.
Your father had quite a history with Rudy Giuliani. What was that like?
Dad was a Marine Corps officer in Korea when Giuliani was a kid, but despite their age
differences, they had a great deal in common. Like my father, Giuliani was a smart kid educated
by the Jesuits at Fordham. Both possessed natural oratorical and legal skills. Dad and Giuliani
faced off more than a few times in Federal District Court in some of the most celebrated trials of
the era. But there was no love lost between the two, because politically motivated indictments
became the cause célèbre of the day. As a former prosecutor, the new “atmosphere” that Giuliani
brought to the office—as effective as it may have been—was offensive to Dad, who was old
school through and through.
It may not be altogether fair to blame the end of any collegiality between the defense and
prosecution bar on Giuliani alone, but his rise as U.S. attorney in the Southern District of New
York marked an era when lawyers became targets along with their clients. For example, in order
to keep Dad out of a big Mob trial, the government often tried to claim that he was house counsel
to one Mob family or another.
For the next fifteen years, numerous prosecutors modeling themselves after Giuliani tried to
knock Dad out of trials by alleging—unsuccessfully, I might add—that he was house counsel to
the Gambinos, Colombos, and Luccheses—a ridiculous assertion on its face. It was especially
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ineffective since, at the time, Dad was defending more lawyers, judges, stockbrokers, and
politicians than Mobsters. The lessons of Watergate were long forgotten, as prosecutorial
overreach became a badge of courage among young, ambitious prosecutors who wanted to make
names for themselves at any cost.
What do you hope will be the legacy of Last of the Gladiators?
As I was writing the book, I came to realize what I should have known all along. I was writing it
chiefly for my kids—Sofia, Gianni, and Juliana. What better legacy could I provide than to show
my own children in words and deeds the profound and rich love and loyalty that I had for my
own father? We may have led crazed lives, Dad and I, but when all was said and done, this
memoir argues that “love conquers all.” It includes every bittersweet lesson two lives could offer
to our children and grandchildren. What is that worth?
My kids had grown close to their grandfather during his five final years in California. They were
proud of his many accomplishments, and enjoyed his far-flung stories of legal and personal
conquest. But, perhaps more than anything, they benefited from the relative stability and peace
that had taken over my warlike mind. I was there for them, day in and day out, which drew us
closer. My father’s body may have succumbed to irreparable illness, but we were all divinely
affected by his benevolent gravitational pull. Dad made us a family again for the first time in a
very long time.
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Last of the Gladiators Book Club Discussion Questions
1. Throughout the memoir, James continuously refers to his father as his true north. Do you
have a true north? Are you someone else’s true north?
2. Jimmy is a lawyer for Mobsters. What is his relationship with the Mob? Does it affect
his personal life and, if so, how?
3. When Jimmy was sick, his son completely put his own life on hold to bring his father to
California, where he could take close care of him. Is there anyone who you would do that
for? Who would do that for you?
4. Jimmy said, “Kid, when I’m dead, I’m fucking dead.” What does he mean by this? Is that
a good mind-set or philosophy to have?
5. Being Italian-American, food mattered a lot to Jimmy. So much so, that he could tell if a
sauce was made traditionally or not. Are there any foods where you can tell the same
thing?
6. Both Jimmy and the author seem to have flippant attitudes toward women. Have you ever
met anyone with that attitude? What did you do in response?
7. Last of the Gladiators is a story about the author and his father. Does the author’s
relationship with his father affect his relationship with his mother and, if so, how? For the
better? For the worse? Do you have a similar relationship with your parent(s)?
8. As a child, the author seemed to be a daredevil, willing to do all sorts of things, such as
drive his drunk father to the airport in a snowstorm and wreck the car, or try to pick up
French fries while driving, which caused him to destroy another car and sent him to the
hospital. Does that recklessness appear to carry over into his adult life? In what ways?
9. The author meets several celebrities during the book, all of whom interact with him in
some different way. During each amazing interaction, he seems quite nonchalant. Have
you ever met any celebrities? What did you do or say to them?
10. Did being a renowned lawyer’s son affect the author in any way? If you were him, how
do you think you would be affected?
11. In the book, Jimmy wants to go to Rome, so they very quickly plan a trip to Rome. Have
you ever gone on a very last-minute trip? Where?
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12. The author mentions his tattoos and the story behind them. Do you have any tattoos that
have stories behind them? What is the story?
13. There are several pages in the book with actual exchanges in trials that Jimmy handled,
most of which he wins. Have you ever been in an argument where you’ve said something
that makes you instantly win the argument? What did you say?
14. At the start of each chapter, there is a quote that relates to the book. If you were to choose
a quote that would be the start of the chapter of a book on your life, what would that
quote be?
15. The book shows that there are always two sides to people. For Jimmy, there was his
serious lawyer self, as well as his goofy self. Can you relate to that? Do you have two
sides? Do you think it is important to have two sides?
16. Throughout the book, a theme of mental illness appears, in the context of the author’s
mother and the author himself, both of whom seem to struggle immensely. Has there ever
been a time where you have had a struggle like that? What was it like?
17. On multiple occasions, the author writes about how he is immensely proud of the
meatballs he makes, and how nothing compares to them. Do you have anything that you
feel proud of like that?
18. In the book, the author uses many descriptive words such as “big, beefy wannabe
gangster” and “smallish brown-eyed beauty with a cone-shaped head.” If you were to
meet the author, how do you think he would describe you?
19. To the author, it seems that family is one of the most important things. For you, is family
equally as important? Is there anything else that is more important to you?
20. The author writes how The Old Man and the Sea (Ernest Hemingway) became his
favorite novel during the five years with his father. Is there a novel that you read “with
great regularity”? What is it? Why does it speak to you each time you read it?
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NOTABLE EXCERPTS
DADDY GOT HIS GUN
Send lawyers guns and money,
The shit has hit the fan.
—Warren Zevon
Your life may depend on being able to size up people in the blink of an eye.
The truth is, you’ll never know more about a nation’s people, in ANY country, ANYWHERE
than you will by looking at the type of guns they make.
You want to know about the Swiss? Look at the vintage Sig. 9mm. Clever, understated,
expensive, easily concealed—like the Swiss themselves.
The Germans and their shepherd-nose Luger: intimidating, purposeful, functional.
The English H&R: simple and understated outside—complex and finicky within.
Only the Italians could engineer the fanciful design and explosive power of the Benelli.
The soft silver engraving of the Spanish AYA looks almost too precious to use, but packs a
merciless wallop few in her sights will forget.
And, then, of course—THE AMERICANS: the brash Ruger and sleek Springfield for Uncle Bob
and the dead-on-arrival Colt for Sister Sue.
BUT IF YOU WANT TO STOP SOMEONE DEAD IN THEIR TRACKS without having to
even pull the trigger, point a Smith & Wesson L-Frame 357 Magnum between their eyes and
watch their expression as the fat rounds quiver in the chamber.
IF PEOPLE WERE GUNS, TRIAL LAWYER Jimmy LaRossa would be that 357.
They say in New York City, there are only two types of people: the quick and the
dead. Jimmy wrote the book on being quick.
A gentleman to the end, he’d shake your hand, smile, turn to the jury—and you
were as good as done. He may as well have taken your face in his two meaty
hands and given you the KISS OF DEATH—right on the lips.

!23

SELECT THEMES
Family/Loyalty
“For almost five years, my father refused to die so that he could enjoy the dinners I would make
for him. While we ate, we retold the stories of our lives. That was the way we hung on to one
another, day in and day out.”
“I can’t help being the lucky one. I was the namesake of a man blessed by the universe. Still,
looking back, I don’t know how I skipped through it all without ending up like the hapless Sacco
and Vanzetti.”
“Friends and family have thanked me for ‘saving’ my father and ‘giving’ him those last five
years. The fact is, I didn’t save him—he saved me. I became a better man and father thanks to
him—a more joyous, grateful, and grounded soul.”
“For more than fifty years, we were the dynamic duo—Batman and Robin, Don Quixote and
Sancho Panza, Santiago and Manolin, the Green Hornet and Kato, Thelma and Louise. I was a
sentence ahead of most people, and he was four ahead of me.”
“Things just happened out of the blue with great regularity. Between Dad’s at-home antics and
his frenetic day job—the lawyers, guns, and money part of the equation—our lives were like a
circus act without a net.”
“I’ve never loved anyone as much and wanted to strangle anyone as much as I did my Dad. If I
could clone Bob Hope with Darth Vader, I’d have my beloved father back!”
“I was the son of a man blessed by the universe, and some of his luck rubbed off on me...I knew,
somehow, at an early age, that I was living a unique life in my father’s wake. To this day, I often
find myself saying out loud what I have often thought: I just can’t help it if I’m lucky.”
“My upbringing suggested that the Ten Commandments existed as a kind of celestial test—to see
if you could outwit them without being caught.”
New Yorkers
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“When a born and bred New Yorker leaves New York City permanently, they spend a good
chunk of the rest of their lives asking themselves why they ever left. And so it was with Jimmy
and me.”
“No matter where Jimmy and I went, when we defined ourselves as born and bred New Yorkers,
that definition was met with universal admiration and envy. The lyric ‘If you can make it here,
you can make it anywhere’ is part of the fabric and myth of the City. No one would deny that
Dad had certainly ‘made it.’”
“When I left New York City for good, it was difficult to encapsulate in words the loss I felt. How
could I live somewhere else after all the neighborhood connections I had made? The Greeks who
owned the local diner knew to tip me off when the split pea soup was just right. The guys who
worked in the old Jefferson Market for a generation would run forgotten ingredients to my
apartment and proudly refuse a gratuity. Where would I find another hardware store owner who
could tolerate my ineptness?

“When I first moved to New York’s West Village as a twenty-something, I would food shop in
the very early mornings for a date that night. I didn’t have the money to eat out, so I cooked in
the hopes of impressing my guest.
“On New York days marked by ambivalence, calamity, homelessness, deep differences in
economic status, and bouts of weather that make one feel more rhinoceros than human, all of us
have thought about quitting the Big Apple. Invariably, though, that ‘magic’ day would arrive
when your car is waiting for you at the parking garage just as you stroll up, and you chase the
deep, beautiful rivulets of early sun that crease through the buildings from the east as you fly
uptown. The bank manager greets you by name and facilitates your deposits, and pretty girls in
swingy dresses bounce with life and limitless expectations on the way to the subway. FedEx has
already delivered the checks you had been awaiting, and your freshly ironed shirts are hanging in
the closet when you arrive home. Everything in the world is going your way, and you ask
yourself rhetorically, ‘Where else on Earth could I feel like this?’”

Food and Laughter
“Then some Mob captain started piping off about how he and only he made the best meatballs.
He quoted all this mumbo jumbo ‘proof’ like how he used a special wine and probably some bald
eagle sperm to bind it all together in a freshly slaughtered rhino horn. Then, they all started to
argue about who made the best meatballs and sausages, as Mobsters often do.”
“This was the start of what would become my arch nemesis. Imagine, if you can, a man dubbed
the ‘Bionic Mouth of White Collar Crime,’ whose obituary characterized him as the ‘last of the
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gladiators’...still sharp as ever but physically imMobilized in a California beach house, with
unfettered access to the bane of my existence: THE FOOD CHANNEL!”
“For Thanksgiving, I’d make two perfect wild turkeys with all the trimmings. Every year, after
we bid our guests goodbye, Dad and I would enjoy the silence over a last glass of wine and talk
about the meal. Invariably, he’d say, ‘You really outdid yourself this time, kid.’ Then same time
the next year, we would begin the identical torture all over again. He’d go crazy with the thought
of not having the makings for his signature Caesar salad, or that the cheese, God forbid, was still
in the refrigerator, until I reminded him that it was 8 a.m. and guests were due at 4 p.m. So
‘unless you want French rounds of expensive soupy cheese, pipe down, capo, or I’ll lock the
chair and leave you up here.’ He’d pout for a while until it was showtime. I’d place him at the
head of the table and he would hold court as if he was forty-five again.”

Crime/The Mafia
“If John Gotti had been a prescient man about the events that would follow December 16, 1985,
he would have dug another grave for himself.”
“Dad could bring a Mob boss to tears on the witness stand. That same Mobster, at the defense
table, would shudder at Jimmy’s toughness and guile. As was said more than once about my
father, ‘He’s a mean motherfucker, but he’s MY MOTHERFUCKER.’”
“For the next twenty-five years, Jimmy would try to outwit some of the most complex RICO
trials the Feds would ever attempt. The timing could not have been better. Jimmy was at the
height of his skills, in the right place, at the right time. He was ready.”
“Almost eighty years later, the Scotto and LaRossa families were well matched to fight side by
side. Not even they could have known, however, that as the jury was seated in The United States
v. Scotto case in September 1979, that the future of RICO—and the survival of organized crime
at the end of the twentieth century—was on the line.”
“As a trial lawyer, Jimmy couldn’t care less if his clients were assassins or saints. The courtroom
was his pitching mound. Like a good baseball pitcher, he didn’t focus on the batter, but kept his
eye on the target he would have to hit in order to throw the perfect pitch to send the batter back
to the dugout.”
“The sensational front-page killing of Paul Castellano shook me in a way I had not felt before. I
could only kid myself for so long about the dangerous worlds that Dad traversed.”
“On the morning of December 16, 1985, my father was in the car with Neil at the wheel heading
south to his office. Dad was in good spirits. Park Avenue was decked out in Christmas lights. He
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was close to summing up to the jury in U.S. v. Castellano and was feeling like he had another
win on his hands.”
“The reign of the Gambinos was over. The life of organized crime would be over for all of them
sooner than they could have imagined. The Commission Trial was the nail in the coffin of the
American Mafia.”
“When it came to Jimmy, I left nothing to chance. I kept hidden in my room a loaded, powerful
twelve-gauge breach shotgun and a 9mm pistol with two loaded clips.”
“When it came to Mobsters, though, the two scariest men I had ever met, bar none, were Joe
‘The German’ Watts from the Gambino Family and William ‘Wild Bill’ Cutolo, who was a major
player in the Columbo Family.”

Historical Events
“The event that day was still a secret to me, but if you haven’t recognized the date yet—August
9, 1974—my father wanted me to watch with my own eyes as Richard Nixon, thirty-seventh
president of the United States, walked to a Marine helicopter on the South Lawn of the White
House, and disappeared into history to end the long national crisis called Watergate. There had
been no coup d’état or revolution—just the majesty of American law working out one of the
worst kinks of the twentieth century.
“Then there was the fight of January 28, 1974. Jimmy and I were sitting ringside at The Garden
while Muhammad Ali and Joe Frazier fought the second bout of their legendary trilogy. We were
so close that when Ali blocked a glancing blow from Frazier with his arm, his sweat popped off
his body with much of it landing on me.”
“The bass of the organ, the crowd, and the haze of smoke that hung in midair ripped through
your body. It was like walking into a carnival...There was Clyde, Earl the Pearl, Willis Reed,
DeBusschere, and Bill Bradley—in the flesh! I was flying with adrenaline and glee, and I think
Dad was too.”
“By that time, the pendulum had swung for good. The Mob was decimated, Tammany Hall was a
quaint reminder of smoke-filled back rooms, and Rudy Giuliani—along with a man known
throughout the City as ‘The Donald,’ who we severely underestimated as a buffoon—were taking
us to a place we could not have remotely predicted when I gave Mr. DeSapio my last English
Oval.”
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“I don’t quite remember how I found myself standing on the wharf trying to catch the eye of a
pretty girl who must have been a production assistant on a film that had the whole town buzzing.
The crew making Jaws was off that day and she stood next to the mechanical shark—
nightmarishly emerging halfway out of the water, its mouth open and snarling like something
prehistoric.”
“I had learned from my father to relish the newspapers every morning before starting the day in
earnest, but it was Watergate and the thousands of conversations that followed—right up until the
last week of his life—that solidified our lifelong standing as fellow political junkies.”
Legal Events
“From the early 1970s, Dad was on trial for the next twenty-five years without as much as a
hiccup. Jimmy was everywhere and nowhere.”
“Born in Flatbush, Brooklyn to a mailman and a housewife, educated by the Jesuits, overlooked
by the big New York law firms because of the ending vowel on his last name, disgusted with the
bullying government he had gladly gone to war for, and who would become the lawyer of last
resort in the most important city in the world, James M. LaRossa Esq.stood to address the high
court.”
“Jimmy’s life was a roller coaster, and his resumé read like a roadmap to the most brash crimes
and ‘eccentric’ clients of a generation.”
“The legendary life and times of Jimmy LaRossa were just that: born at the right moment, in the
right place, with an abundance of talent and guts to seize a generation of the wildest cases and
clients imaginable.”
“It seemed the whole world tuned in to monitor the trial. The New York Times, The Washington
Post, the Daily News, the New York Post, and every local and national TV station covered the
trial every day. The great New York columnist Jimmy Breslin dubbed the Scotto trial ‘the best
show in town.’ RICO was about to be launched to either great fanfare or death by a thousand
objections at the hands of Jimmy for the defense.”
Mental Illness
“In all honesty, I don’t recall when I realized that something was wrong with me. Growing up
and watching my father’s tenacity as he overcame many of life’s obstacles was the example I
took on my journey to overcome these mysterious manic impulses that wound me down every
rabbit hole I crossed.”
“As I went farther down this rabbit hole of ‘self-medication,’ it became harder and harder to
tamp down the beast—to be able to filter my words and deeds and to act ‘normal.’”
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“I stood at the top of the construction site at law school that day contemplating the end of my
life. I knew then that I would never fulfill my birthright, and I wasn’t sure I could live with that.”
“As the mysterious mental illness grew in me like an alien worm throughout my youth and
young adulthood, I might not have survived without my true north, who would have my back no
matter what. As a meridian of longitude, true north is a constant. As a metaphor for my father,
however, it was a state of being unrestricted by direction.”
“At that moment, as I stared him down, I imagined how easily I could rip his bottom jaw from
his face. I seethed with the blood of a thousand years of my ancestors. I let them see my hatred
and my momentary lust for homicide. All of this running through my head in one look.”
“Something snapped in me when my mother began her rapid slide into major depression. Jimmy
was too busy lawyering to be my appellate sounding board, so I used my mother’s suicide
attempt to my advantage.”
California
“There’s little doubt that my day of reckoning is coming soon enough. In our years in Southern
California, I not only indulged Dad beyond all reason, but I was responsible for keeping him
alive against all odds.”
“How I wound up in the perfect place at the most opportune time of my life in order to save my
father from certain death is still a mystery that borders on the divine.”
“The truth is, prior to my son and then my father joining me in Southern California, I was lost—
adrift in the hedonistic lifestyle that seems to perfectly contour the Southern California landscape
as effortlessly as the miles of bougainvillaea dot Southern Italy’s Amalfi Coast.”

“Nothing could prepare me, though, for the intense spiritual pull of the Pacific. One glance at the
Pacific Ocean from the hills of Manhattan Beach warmed my very soul—as if I was an infant
and she was my mother, warm and sensuous.”
Travel
“Jimmy is dressed in colorful PJ bottoms, an Arrogant Bastard beer long tee, and a tan cap. No
one would ever guess that the famed trial lawyer is the man under that cap.”
“We streak over the Mediterranean at sunrise and hit the tarmac at Fiumicino hard. Immediately,
the plane’s brakes fully engage and we come to a screeching halt, surrounded by ambulances,
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police vehicles, and fire trucks. Emergency personnel start coming onto the plane through an
emergency door.”
“Suffice it to say that one hour later, Jimmy is sipping an espresso at a cafe on the Pantheon,
happy as a clam, without a care. I’m downing beer and shots of grappa as fast as humanly
possible to calm my shattered nerves.”
“That moment—like so many others when it came to my father—is frozen in time for me. When
Dad and I were together, it was as if anything was possible. He was invincible and he made me
feel the same. Whenever he left, which was often, a tinge of sadness crept up my spine. Then I
would remember something like the way he laughed when he ruffled my hair after Ali’s sweat
covered me at the fights, and I’d watch the seaplane in the distance, hoping for a speedy return.”
Politics
“By the latter part of the 1970s, my father was already a household name in legal circles, had
won awards from esteemed groups, had been declared one of the “100 Smartest New Yorkers”
by a national magazine, lived in a twelve-room Park Avenue floor-through, owned a French
Tudor home in Greenwich, Connecticut, and was as close as a son to the streetwise Democratic
Leader of New York, Meade Esposito.”
“From the time I first laid eyes on the great Tammany Hall leader as a little boy, Carmine
DeSapio wore rose-colored glasses and seemed as old as Father Time.”
“It may not be altogether fair to blame the end of any collegiality between the defense and
prosecution on Giuliani alone, but his rise as U.S. attorney in the Southern District marked an era
when lawyers became targets along with their clients.”
“Mom wasn’t feeling well one night, so Dad took me with him to a party at Mortimer’s. As
usual, I was the only ‘kid’ there. I was standing in the middle of the room, chowing down with
both hands, when someone nudged me in the ribs and presented a freshly lit joint. I ignored the
invitation, not daring to look up at my dad. But the person was insistent, nudging me harder and
harder. Finally, I switched both plates to my left hand, grabbed the joint, and took a long pull.
When I turned to return the joint and thank the person, I was staring into the rummied blue eyes
of the sitting New York governor, Hugh Carey. The room broke into laughter. Even Dad laughed.
It was a complete setup.”
“‘Thank you, Mr. Governor,’ I said, coughing and turning a bright shade of red. “You certainly
have my vote.’”
Celebrities/Notable People
“Mom was a bit of a troublemaker herself. In the winter of 1976, Dad took her to see Frank
Sinatra perform at the Westchester Premier Theater, which was owned by Gambino Family
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associate Greg DePalma. It was an all-hands-on-deck night for the Gambinos. Both Carlo
Gambino and his heir apparent, Paul Castellano, were in attendance. After the show, everyone
was invited back stage to take pictures with Sinatra. Dad did not want to be photographed and
asked Mom to stay put too, but she went anyway. CLICK. The picture of Sinatra and the
Gambino clan became one of the most famous and widely circulated photos of all time. What
few people know is that my mother was in the original photo, last on the right. Jimmy appeared
before a federal magistrate a week later and had Gayle ‘officially’ removed from the negative,
though not before I saw the original.”
“Earlier that year, after missing my ride, I was hitchhiking home from school in downtown
Greenwich when two golf-attired guys driving a Rolls-Royce sedan gave me an eight-mile ride
right to the corner of my street. They barely paid me any notice, but I noticed them. In the
passenger seat was the snake charmer and rock star Alice Cooper. The guy driving was his
drummer. Cooper had been a well-publicized lush for many years until he gave up the hooch and
replaced it with a serious golf addiction. In fact, he stopped touring to play golf.”
“Sure enough, when I stuck out my thumb on the southbound side of the thruway to get home
after the cops let me go, the twentieth car stopped. ‘Hey, it’s the kid,’ Cooper greeted me, and he
and the drummer talked among themselves until they dropped me off on my corner with a ‘see
ya, don’t wanna be ya.’ They sped off, their clubs clanking in the cavernous trunk.”
“James Beard, the famous chef and author, lived on my block about ten doors west. He too was
an early shopper and would make goo-goo eyes at me in front of the butcher while I tried in vain
to remain expressionless. He was so over the top, though, I had to laugh, and we became passing
acquaintances from then on. He addressed me as ‘Jimbo-Man.’ I, of course, called him ‘Mr.
Beard.’”
“Some years after he died, I was invited to his foundation, located in the same townhouse where
he had lived, and couldn’t help but marvel at how his oversized presence was in such contrast to
the mornings when he and I alone dueled with the Jefferson Market butcher.”

“My favorite club, bar none, was the Mudd Club on White Street in Tribeca. I was dancing with
some friends when a squirrelly, white-haired little dude with an entourage motioned me toward
their couch. Finally, I went over, more than a little wary. There was Andy Warhol in the flesh.
Warhol didn’t speak much and had the affect of a person floating on hallucinogens.”
“Warhol had a box of expensive-looking pastels in his lap. He asked me to take my shirt off. He
wanted to paint a picture on my chest. I let the numbnut go at it and he started to frame this large
pastel across my chest. A crowd grew. When he was done, he invited me to sit. His crew made a
big spot for me. ‘Let me use the bathroom first,’ I begged my new bud and was out the side door
in a shot. When I awoke the next morning, my sheets looked more like a Jackson Pollack than an
Andy Warhol.”
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Cheating Death
“For almost five years we had dared death when it was thick in the room...It wasn’t merely a
shaky hand that delivered the cold beer to his puffy, dry lips. It was sheer, superhuman willpower
—simple as that.”
“In the last years we spent together—when death was often at our door—I never once heard him
pray, or address God in any way. His mother was the single unforgivable heartbreak of his life. It
was the grudge of all grudges, and Jimmy took it to his grave.”
“In my heart of hearts, I knew that Jimmy and I were not done yet, and that fact buoyed me. The
story I had to tell was dicey for many reasons. More than a few people whose lives Jimmy
intersected with were still living; I would have to write with care or face the consequences.”
“As I come to grips with life without Jimmy, I am at peace knowing that my father and I fought
the fight of all fights, laughing rhapsodically as we spread good cheer to everyone who crossed
our paths. We were on borrowed time—so we celebrated our conjoined lives each and every day
as if it was Christmas Eve and Dad and I were the mischievous elves loading the big sleigh.
We’d put a whoopee cushion on Santa’s seat when no one was looking and run for the highest
hill as the sleigh took flight to hear the big fart as Santa plopped down his big, red ass. From the
distant sleigh we’d hear Santa’s exasperated voice saying, ‘Those LaRossa Boys!’ And we’d roll
down the snowy hill to accept our lumps of coal without a care in the world.”
“How did we get through it all, Jimmy and I? The days and nights scrambling for gold and a
place to lay our heads? The illnesses that we hoodwinked into going elsewhere? The people we
loved who were pulled from the abyss? The less fortunate, alas, that we left for dead on the
highway?”
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