Darrell Roberts                                                                                            
Period 1 5/15/07

Mrs. Breaux American Literature
The Rise of Beniamino Crescenzo

My name is Beniamino Crescenzo, everyone calls me Rising Benny, mainly because my last name in Italian means to rise or grow; and in America that’s exactly what I did. This is my story; one of the most truthful of all mafia stories.

It was in the late 1800’s when my parents first moved to America from Italy. My mother pregnant with me at the time, my father, and my two older brothers sailed to The Land of Opportunity and landed themselves in New York. I was born January 18, 1899, in Brooklyn, New York. My family lived in a run down apartment above a bakery that my parents owned. All my mother ever talked about was how amazing it was that we made it to America and how I was going to grow up to become a doctor or something. She was wrong, not about the America being the glorious land it was but my future as a doctor. 

When I was thirteen I met the person who would forever change my life Al Capone. He was only a day older than me and his parents were friends with my parents so immediately we were destined to be best friends. He was definitely the more mischievous of the two of us. He was always thinking of crazy business ideas of how one day we will be rich and run the city of New York.  I looked up to him as a brother and he did the same to me. We both had different characteristics that when they met it was like setting off dynamite, glorious and magical yet also massively destructive. Our personalities were magnetic we always had a lot of friends we often led little kid gangs. Al however had trust problems it was harder to become friends or a member of our gang with him because he didn’t like you until he could trust you, but I never had to worry about that we were always loyal to each other over anyone, sometimes even our families.

I believe we were around 17 to 18 years old when we started getting really serious with our illegal endeavors. We worked for a man named Alfonso Gianpiero, you can tell a lot about an Italian man by his name Alfonso’s name meant “steady rock.” He owned a couple of underground clubs that illegally served alcohol and had gambling during the prohibition. He was a big name in underground New York world; few men were brave enough to stand up against him and those few brave men never made it out of the city alive. Al and I did a lot of Alfonso’s dirty work and were making good money and Alfonso was always joking about how soon we’d have his job since we were such hard workers, but we wanted more. We wanted to own every business in New York City. Al’s childhood dream, of the two of us owning the city, was becoming an achievable goal. The only setbacks were other gangs.


When we were in our early 20’s around 21 to 22 we had risen from measly runner boys to young men who were serious about illegal racketeering, and seriously loyal. We weren’t kids anymore people respected us. Along with our new gained respect, came a bloodier time in the industry. Rival gangs were quick to kill each other over territories of business. The Irish owned most of the businesses to the east like in Suffolk and Nassau, the Jews owned some areas like Queens and Rockland, while we Italians owned most of Westchester, the Bronx, Brooklyn, Richmond, and New York. But there were also rival Italian gangs we dealt with. Most were easily destroyed due to lack of loyalty and few men were dumb enough to stand up to me and Al. 

When I was around 24 years old Al left for Chicago to become the head boss of this guy Torrio’s gang. We had met Torrio a few years earlier and Al had such a lasting impression on him he left everything to Al.  Alfonso Gianpiero had recently been killed by rival gangs and left all of his businesses to me. I became an expert at avoiding the law I new everything there was to know about illegally owning and extorting speakeasies, bookie joints, gambling houses, brothels, horse and race tracks, nightclubs, distilleries and breweries. Nearly $100,000,000 retained from all of the businesses and went to the bettering of my gang or as I prefer to call it my own Formal Illegal Establishment. I don’t think my multi-million dollar business endeavor should be lowered to the standards of being called a gang. Together Al and I owned not only New York and Chicago but anything we wanted. We were above the law because so many law officials were corrupt and we were unstoppable, on top of the world. We did everything under fake names and identities the police could never link us to anything. Our wealth spoke for us no one went against us unless they wanted war or better said wanted to lose a war. We were experts of isolating and killing our enemies. Many feared us because we were able to kill anyone against us however if you were loyal and didn’t try to undermine us we were generous and fair men. 

I am now 47 years old Al got out of Alcatraz and has recently died of pneumonia, many of my friends are dead, and I still own the largest gang in New York yet I choose to have low involvement. I spend most of my time as a family man and all previous charges on me from the law have been dropped. My name is Beniamino Crescenzo I am an opportunist and entrepreneur and I can fortunately say I have lived the American dream and conquered the land of opportunity. 
