
There’s an old saying that the only way to leave the Mafia is in a coffin. 
Members are pledged to a lifetime of secrecy, and to quit would be to 
arouse suspicion that you are cooperating with the police or federal 
agents. Such breaches of faith the mob punishes with death. Michael 
Franzese says he’s willing to take that risk. He will not betray his former 
crime associates and then disappear into the federal Witness Protection 
Program....If he holds to what he has promised...it will mark the first 
time that a high-ranking member of the Mafia will publicly walk away 
from his past.

—Edward Barnes and William Shebar 
Life magazine 

December 1987

Investigative correspondent Brian Ross and producer Ira Silverman 
have been tracking the mob ever since they first hooked up as a team 
here at NBC fifteen years ago. They’ve met a variety of characters in 
their travels, but none as slick as the one they introduce to us tonight...a 
handsome and high-living young man as rich as royalty, and royalty he 
is—a prince—of the Mafia.

—Tom Brokaw 
NBC’s Expose 
January 1991

Within a decade, Franzese had become...one of the biggest earners the 
mob had seen since Capone, and the youngest individual in Fortune 
magazine’s survey of “The 50 Biggest Mafia Bosses.”

—Fredric Dannen 
Vanity Fair 

February 1991



Michael Franzese has a lot to pray for. Before he was born again, he was 
a family man. The family was the Colombo crime family. And Michael 
Franzese was a captain, one of the richest and most powerful men in the 
mob.

—Bernard Goldberg 
48 Hours 

May 1991

I wouldn’t want to be in Michael Franzese’s shoes. I don’t think his life 
expectancy is very substantial.

—Edward McDonald 
Former attorney-in-charge, Organized Crime Strike Force 

Eastern District of New York

He will get whacked.
—Bernie Welsh 

Retired FBI organized crime expert and legendary mob hunter

He’s a fascinating person. What he did was intriguing. It took a lot of 
time and energy to dissect what he did.

—Jerry Bernstein 
Former special attorney, U.S. Department of Justice 

Special agent, Organized Crime Strike Force 
Eastern District of New York

I pray for Michael every night.
—Tina Franzese 

Michael’s mother
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Dedication

In loving memory of my dear mother-in-law,  
Irma Garcia.
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Note to the Reader

Dear Reader, 

Please allow me to tell my story in the language of the street. Bear 
with me as I speak of “made men” and of being “straightened out,” and 
as I talk about “cops” and “feds” and of someone “rolling over” on his 
friends. This is how I experienced it, and I speak here in the way of my 
former life because I want you, the reader, to experience it with me.

—Michael Franzese
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Foreword by D ary Matera

What lies ahead for Michael Franzese? A successful career pro-
ducing movies and dealing in real estate? Personal appearances 
witnessing and giving his testimony as a born-again Christian? 
A seduction back into the mob? A bullet? Depending upon 
whom one speaks to, all are possibilities.  
 —From the epilogue of Quitting the Mob

When I tapped out those words in 1991 to begin the epilogue of 
Michael Franzese’s first autobiography, Quitting the Mob, I never 

would have imagined that I would be writing the foreword to an updated 
version of that book a dozen years later. Actually, I counted myself 
among those who wouldn’t have taken the fat end of a hundred-to-one 
bet that he would still be breathing.

But a funny thing happened on the road to Michael Franzese’s appar-
ently inevitable funeral: he never died.

To the contrary, most of the other possibilities for his life that I 
put forth in the epilogue of Quitting the Mob have come true. There 
have been movie projects, concert promotions, CD releases, real estate 
deals, and speaking engagements. How has Franzese pulled it off? Most 
mob-busting district attorneys and FBI agents whom I’ve spoken with in 
the last decade insist that it’s been “business” as usual because Michael 
never really quit the mob.  
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But I’ve seen no evidence to support that theory. Quite the opposite, 
actually. What I have noticed above all is that Michael’s Christian testi-
mony has come to dominate his life, especially in recent years.

I have to admit, I was skeptical about his conversion for a long time. 
His first few years as a Christian were rough, and he had some nota-
ble stumbles when it came to living out his faith. Very few Christians 
I know have had Los Angeles Police Department SWAT teams burst 
into their homes with guns drawn, ordering everybody, including small 
children, to hit the deck. The “backward thinking” detailed in Quitting 
the Mob—wrong was right, gangsters were the good guys, and cops and 
prosecutors were the bad guys in Michael’s world—appeared to be too 
ingrained in him to ever change. I was particularly dismayed that he 
hadn’t cleaned up his Sopranos-like gangster street language. It wasn’t 
uncommon to hear him talk about the love of Jesus one minute and then 
drop a string of obscenities the next.

When I expressed these misgivings to his longsuffering wife 
Cammy—the beautiful dancer who helped bring Michael to God and 
inspired him to give up his criminal empire—she would just smile and 
say, “Give him time, Dary. Rome wasn’t built in a day.” Cammy’s unwav-
ering belief in Michael made me recall what she wrote in her part of 
the Quitting the Mob epilogue: “I know I changed his life, but it wasn’t 
me in the flesh....God said that through this woman I’ll save Michael 
Franzese. God wanted to save him. God could see into Michael’s heart.”

Little by little, the seed Cammy planted in Michael’s heart in 1985 
has sprouted and grown into a sturdy tree, proving yet again that God 
is infinitely patient and has His own timetable. Michael’s heavy-handed 
old ways and his paralyzing backward thought process have slowly 
receded. Along with them, the tough-guy street language also faded 
away. 

And that was just the beginning. Eventually, Michael’s all-consuming 
passion to make enormous amounts of money began to take a backseat. 
Replacing it was an intensified desire not only to walk the walk of a 
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Christian but also to take an active part in spreading the Good News of 
God’s abounding love and the gift of redemption through Jesus Christ. 
What prompted this was the courageous battle his mother-in-law, Irma, 
waged against an ultimately fatal illness that she came to accept as God’s 
will. The firsthand experience of being with a cheerful, upbeat Christian 
preparing to “go home” moved Michael deeply. 

Michael’s charitable music and entertainment company, Breaking 
Out, was originally designed as an operation geared to help disad-
vantaged young men and women get a foothold in the music, motion 
picture, and sports industries. Today, it’s been transformed into a full-
fledged ministry that uses the Internet and personal appearances to get 
the message out. 

In late 2002, I turned on the television one evening and was flabber-
gasted to see my old mob pal Michael giving his testimony on Paul and 
Jan Crouch’s popular cable television show Praise the Lord. Seeing him 
sitting and chatting comfortably with guest host Dwight Thompson 
compelled me to circle back to the same nagging question that millions 
of others must have been thinking at that very same moment: how come 
this guy’s still alive? 

How indeed, especially considering that he’s lived a very public life 
since quitting the mob. He never went into the Witness Protection 
Program, and he kicked off his public speaking career in 1995 after 
being released from prison. He traveled to the training camps of profes-
sional football, baseball, basketball, and hockey teams to warn wealthy 
young athletes about the dangers of gambling. The high-profile effort 
eventually moved to the collegiate level as well. I remember driving to 
Arizona State University one sunny afternoon in the late 1990s to watch 
him pace back and forth on the stage as big as life, telling the wide-eyed 
audience to stay away from people like he used to be.

“If the mob wants to waste this guy, he’s sure giving them enough 
chances,” I thought to myself at the time.
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But as he bowed his head to pray on Praise the Lord that night, the 
mystery of his survival was revealed in an enlightening rush. Michael 
Franzese has been untouchable all these years because he’s under the 
protection of Father God. God has plans for Michael, big plans, that are 
only now being brought to fruition.

The gangster turned baby Christian has matured rapidly. He has 
a powerful story to share, one about God’s love and forgiveness. It’s a 
story about even the most treacherous and violent of people being lifted 
out of darkness and into the light. If Michael Franzese can turn his life 
around, not only in words but also in deeds and a refocused dedication 
to what’s really important, then anybody can. If Michael Franzese can 
reverse fifty years of backward thinking and finally get that good versus 
bad thing down, then no one is beyond hope.

Michael’s is a story of a life pulled from the gloomiest pit and glori-
ously resurrected. Praise the Lord indeed!

Dary Matera 
Chandler, Arizona
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I ntroduction

There’s an old saying that the only way to leave the Mafia is 
in a coffin. Members are pledged to a lifetime of secrecy and to 
quit would be to arouse suspicion that you are cooperating with 
the police or federal agents. Such breaches of faith are punished 
with death.

Michael Franzese says he’s willing to take that risk. He will 
not betray his former crime associates and then disappear into 
the federal Witness Protection Program.... If he holds to what 
he has promised...it will mark the first time that a high-ranking 
member of the Mafia will publicly walk away from his past.

—Life magazine, 1987

It’s been sixteen years since Life magazine published the story that 
included the above excerpt. I had granted Life an interview while 

serving time at the federal correctional institution at Terminal Island, 
California. But the article took even me by surprise.

“Quitting the Mafia!” the headline screamed, and there I was in living 
color, sprawled across two large pages. That was definitely not cool, con-
sidering that I had to share the prison yard with fifteen other fellow 
mob guys. As soon as the warden got wind of the article and the uproar 
it was causing, he called me into his office and asked me if I had a death 
wish. I had a very hard time convincing him not to lock me up in solitary 
for my own protection. In the end, he made me sign a waiver absolving 



18  Blood Covenant

the prison of any liability in the event that I met an untimely demise 
during my stay in his establishment.

It all began with an innocent enough statement I had made to the 
reporter who wrote the story. I was tired of a lifetime of battling law 
enforcement, I said. I had five prior indictments and five trials (albeit 
five victories). The last trial had been a six-month battle with Rudy 
Giuliani’s cracker-jack organized crime lieutenants. And while all of 
this had been going on in one arena, I had also been battling to free my 
father from a fifty-year prison sentence he was serving because the feds 
had hit him with a bad rap in 1967. He had been a big catch, a superstar 
in organized crime. 

With all of this, there had been endless investigations, grand juries, 
subpoenas, undercover operations, surveillance tapes, wiretaps, elec-
tronic bugs, and informants. At least the lawyers did well. The legal bills 
seemed to never cease. And it all gets to you after a while and wears you 
down—even if you are in the business of organized crime. 

Just a year earlier, I had taken a plea to a ninety-nine-count federal 
racketeering indictment. I was fortunate to be able to wrap up in that 
one plea agreement all pending charges against me. In exchange, I would 
do a ten-year prison sentence and pay fines and restitution of $15 mil-
lion. It was a pretty good deal, considering that the Justice Department 
had put in motion an unprecedented crackdown against the New York 
mob. 

For the most part, the feds liked the deal, too. They were anxious to 
rack up some kind of conviction against me. 

I had it all figured out. I could do five years in a place close to my new 
home in Los Angeles. There, my wife Cammy could visit me regularly. 
She would have enough money to last her until I got home. She had our 
baby daughter to keep her occupied, as well as another on the way. Five 
years away from her newlywed husband would not be a walk in the park, 
but she could survive it. 
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True, she was only twenty-one years old and drop-dead gorgeous. 
But she was very special, not like so many other young girls. She would 
make it because she loved me. 

Cammy’s mom was in my corner, too. What a great lady! She would 
help keep Cammy strong. Then there was my real ace in the hole...but 
I’ll get to that.

And as for this “quitting the mob” nonsense, I wasn’t concerned about 
that. The guys back in New York knew I wasn’t quitting anything. It simply 
wasn’t permitted. It didn’t matter what I had said publicly. A few of the old 
hard-liners might get their feathers ruffled, but I could handle that. 

In the old days, you could deny the very existence of the mob, but 
that was before wiretaps and bugging devices, and all you had was the 
uncorroborated word of mob turncoats. So you couldn’t prove that this 
secret organization even existed. Not even J. Edgar Hoover believed it. 
Or so he said. But new surveillance and eavesdropping technology had 
changed all that. With their news toys in tow, the feds were definitely 
armed and dangerous, and soon the secrets of the Mafia were being 
brought to light. 

Our own people were caught on tape, talking about most every-
thing—the business, the sit-downs, the killings. Nothing was sacred. 
The feds even came up with a recording of our ultra-secret induction 
ritual. So, as far as I was concerned, admitting to my membership in the 
mob was a given. That was no big revelation, certainly not one worthy of 
a major headline. Besides, I had a plan. 

I still had some cash left, even after the feds had taken their chunk, 
and the sunshine and beaches of the Golden State had become a lot 
more appealing to me than the coffee shops of Brooklyn. Plus, Cammy 
was there. 

But after fifteen years in the mob, I knew what it was all about. Like 
it or not, I had taken an oath, and I would stand by that oath—even if 
I had my doubts.
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So I would do my five years in the pen and then do five more on parole 
in L.A., a world away from the guys in Brooklyn. Everyone knew the 
feds were all over wise guy parolees. You associate with other “made” 
guys, and you’re back in the joint. The judge had slapped another five 
years probation onto my own sentence with the same deal—no contact 
with the boys while under supervision. 

So maybe we sneak a few meetings here and there, and I send in some 
cash when I make a score, but that’s it. So I figured I had maybe fifteen 
years during which I would have to lay low, away from the bosses. I had 
gotten an excused leave of absence courtesy of the feds. At the end of it 
all, maybe they’d forget about me. You know, out of sight, out of mind. 

The feds were slamming the bosses with huge indictments, and guys 
were turning informant left and right. Who would even be left at the 
end? I had a new life in L.A. and could live happily ever after with 
Cammy and the kids.

Yeah, I had it all figured out. What a plan! Everything seemed right. 

But somehow it all felt wrong, and within days of the Life article, my 
well-thought-out “brilliant” plan began to unravel. Looking back now, I 
realize that nothing went according to my plan. That goes to show how 
smart I was. I could never have imagined the incredible turn of events 
that would shape the course of my life over the next fifteen years, events 
that would have nearly everyone in law enforcement who knew my story 
predicting that I would soon be another victim of a classic mob hit. 

And why not? It happened to us “made” guys all the time. It was a 
part of the life I had come to know, the life I had sworn never to betray. 
Many of my former associates had met with that fate. At least three of 
my “brothers,” those who took the oath with me that Halloween night 
in 1975, are no longer with us. This is serious business. It’s a matter of 
life and death.

I’m not talking about the Sopranos here. There’s no semi-dysfunc-
tional mob boss calling the shots in this case. This is the real thing. 
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When the boss says you’re dead, you’d better be in hiding or in the 
Witness Protection Program, or you are dead. You violate the oath, you 
betray the family, and you’re dead. That’s all there is to it.

I never underestimate the power or ability of my former associates. 
We didn’t control the underworld in this country since the turn of the 
century for nothing. In the real mob world, Tony Soprano would have 
been found dead in the trunk of a car soon after he spilled his guts to 
that cagey therapist. We can’t take anything away from these men. They 
know their business, and they’re good at what they do. No one knows 
that better than I do.

So why am I still alive? Why am I not in hiding?

After all, I violated the oath. I no longer live within the confines of 
the secret organization we call La Cosa Nostra (which means “this thing 
of ours”). What happened? Did I buy the right to live by paying the 
family $10 million from the stolen gasoline-tax money? Ed McDonald, 
the former strike force chief in Brooklyn, thinks so. 

And what about my father, the legendary John “Sonny” Franzese? 
He’s lived the life for fifty years now. A stand-up guy, as tough as they 
come, he proposed my membership in the family. So I let him down, 
too. The oath comes before everything in the life. It’s a blood covenant, 
stronger even than the blood that binds a father to his son. Why did my 
own father allow me to live? Did the mob slip up big time?

Make no mistake. I’m alive by design, not by accident. Don’t ever sell 
my former associates short. It could have been over for me a long time 
ago, a just reward for my past involvement in a life that was contrary 
to the laws of God and of man. And it might be over for me tomor-
row. I take nothing for granted. But then again, it might be over for you 
tomorrow, too. Are we guaranteed even another breath? 

For me, it no longer matters. Why?

The answer can be found in the pages of this book. My life has 
taken a dramatic turn. This turn has been described as “amazing,” 
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“unbelievable,” “improbable,” and “miraculous,” but maybe it’s none of 
these. Or maybe it’s all of these. You decide. Whatever the case, it is my 
hope that by the time you reach the end of this book, your life will have 
changed, too. I searched for and found the truth, the truth that sets men 
free, and I found it in a blood covenant.

Michael Franzese 
Los Angeles, California



BOOK 1
The Old Life
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— 1 —
To understand me and the path I took in life, it is necessary to first 

understand my father, mob enforcer John Franzese, better known as 
Sonny. He, more than any other person, influenced the direction of my 
early life. Dad’s friend Phil Steinberg tells a story of my dad’s activities 
in 1964 New York that serves to introduce the flamboyant character 
who is my father.

Steinberg was sitting in his luxurious Manhattan office at 1650 
Broadway one day, feeling on top of the world. The rock and roll record 
company he had started with two Brooklyn buddies had taken off. 
The Shangri-Las, a hot teenage girl-group, had hit No. 5 with a song 
called “Remember (Walkin’ in the Sand).” A second group, the Lovin’ 
Spoonful, was a year away from becoming a monster rock band that 
would release seven top-ten songs in a row. The record company itself, 
Kama Sutra/Buddah Records, was destined to become a giant in the 
industry.

Steinberg was only twenty-three years old at the time, and his part-
ners, Artie Ripp and Hy Mizrahi, were just a few years older. Still, it 
appeared nothing could stop them. That is until Steinberg’s secretary, 
an Ann Margret look-alike named Sandy, knocked on his office door 
one day.

“Phil,” she announced, “you have a visitor. Morris Levy.”

“Send him in,” the boss said.

He smiled as he greeted Levy, a tough-guy record producer who had 
founded Roulette Records and would one day own Strawberries, an 
eighty-store record chain. Levy didn’t return the smile.

“We have a problem, Phil,” he said.

“What’s up?”

“The Shangri-Las,” he said. “Nice kids! Great group! Great song!”
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“Yeah, we got lucky,” Steinberg said. “So what’s the problem?”

“They’re mine.”

“No.”

“They’re mine, and I want my cut.”

Steinberg felt the muscles in his neck tighten. A burly ex-foot-
ball player, he suppressed an urge to toss Levy out of his office. That 
wouldn’t have been a wise option. Steinberg knew the streets: Levy was 
an associate of Gaetano “Tommy the Big Guy” Vastola, a vicious soldier 
in the DeCavalcante Mafia family. He was also the childhood friend of 
Vincent “the Chin” Gigante, a menacing hood on his way to becoming 
the boss of the Genovese family. In short, Levy was big trouble.

“I’ll discuss this with my partners, and we’ll get back to you,” Steinberg 
said, forcing a smile. “I’m sure we can work this out to your satisfaction.”

“Make some calls. Check around,” Levy advised. “I’m confident you’ll 
do the right thing.”

After Levy left, Steinberg called a meeting of his partners and 
explained to them what had just happened, and together they sank into 
a collective despair. Aside from his connections, Levy had legendary 
moxie, a boldness that bordered on insanity. He had once trademarked 
the term “rock and roll” and forced record companies to pay him a roy-
alty to use those magic words. In the end, the government had to step in 
and stop his hustle by declaring the term “rock and roll” to be generic. 
With that kind of audacity and that measure of Mafia weight behind 
him, Levy wasn’t about to back off of his claim on the Shangri-Las and 
Kama Sutra/Buddah.

The upstart record producers were in this state of depression when 
Dad passed by. His presence was not unusual, for he frequently dropped 
by. 

Dad enjoyed popping into the record company as he made his 
Manhattan rounds. A few times, he even took Mom and us kids with 
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him and showed us around the bustling recording studios. He liked 
checking on the progress of Phil and his friends. They were street punks 
from Brooklyn, just like him, and he admired their spunk. They had no 
business trying to crash the record industry, but they’d pushed their way 
in and hit it big. So more power to them, he thought.

“What’s the matter with you guys?” Dad said that day. “You look like 
all your dogs died!”

Steinberg tried to brush it off. He didn’t want his friend to know. 
Sonny might take it as asking for a favor, and Steinberg knew better 
than to ask. You ask for something, and you keep paying it back the rest 
of your life.

“Everything’s okay. We’re just a bit tired,” was his reply.

Dad laughed. “Tired? You guys should be dancin’ in the streets. 
What’s wrong?”

Steinberg shrugged.

Dad grew serious. “Hey Phil, what? Am I your friend?” he said, tap-
ping his chest with both hands. “You can’t tell me your problems?”

Steinberg glanced up, and a smile cut through his rough but hand-
some features. This wasn’t a “favor.” It was a friend offering to help out a 
friend. And that was perfectly all right.

“Sonny,” he confided, “Moe Levy came by today. He said he owns a 
piece of the Shangri-Las, and he wants his cut.”

Dad raised his eyebrows in surprise. “Moe Levy said that? You must 
be kidding.”

“No joke, Sonny.”

Dad’s deep brown eyes panned the room. He took in the worried 
faces of the three young men sitting at the table.
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“You boys worked too hard to have the likes of Moe Levy shake you 
down,” he said to them. “Don’t worry about it.”

And that was the end of the conversation.

Steinberg didn’t see Moe Levy again until a few weeks later, when 
they bumped into each other at a nearby recording studio. Levy was 
all handshakes and smiles, complimenting Steinberg on the Shangri-
Las’ smash follow-up hit, “Leader of the Pack,” along with a third hit 
Kama Sutra had produced, “Come a Little Bit Closer” by Jay and the 
Americans. When Levy made no mention of his cut, Steinberg searched 
his eyes for the slightest sign of indignation, any hint that a message had 
been delivered, but he couldn’t detect a thing.

The Shangri-Las, Jay and the Americans, the Lovin’ Spoonful, Sha 
Na Na, Gladys Knight and the Pips, and scores of other rock per-
formers went on to bring tens of millions of dollars into Kama Sutra/
Buddah’s coffers. By the end of the 1970s, Buddah Records had become 
one of the largest independent record companies in the world. And no 
one ever came by demanding a cut again. Steinberg swore by this story, 
and it does seem typical of my father at work.

— 2 —
Those who knew Dad well in his heyday considered him to be some-

thing of a chameleon. He could change his colors so fast, over such 
a wide range of personalities, that he could have fooled any dozen psy-
chiatrists into thinking he was certifiable. Actually, he was certifiable. 
His Army career was cut short in 1944 when the military shrinks made 
him for a “psychoneurotic with pronounced homicidal tendencies” and 
recommended that he be busted out of the service without delay.

He was.

The Army docs, however, had focused on a sliver of the Franzese 
psyche and failed to spot the seeds of the “other” Sonnys waiting to 
sprout. By limiting him to his baser instincts, they were the first to make 


