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By Nick Knardirell  

Dedicated to my children, you two have my 

endless and unconditional love! 

Thank you for hanging in there with me 

through all that  we have endured. 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 



 

 

  

 Writing a realistic crime novel was not on my list of things to do. 

Although I have always been a lover of crime movies, 

documentaries and crime figures; writing as the voice of one proved 

to be a taxing task. More recently, I have developed an interest in 

female crime figures, and I found that it is not as abnormal a scenario 

as I thought. This is traditionally a world ruled by men; however, 

women have and can rule it.  

     After researching crime figures, it was an obvious observation of 

mine that when they are incarcerated, someone has to carry on with 

the Business. I found that some of the men have wives who have 

held things together in their stead. I also found that these women 

have altogether held things in order.  

     Contrary to my initial thought of possible turf tension, these  

women have been respected. Women have proven to be more 

vicious than the men. They don’t take no for an answer. They realize 

that Business must be handled. There is a lot weighing on their 

shoulders. The lavish lifestyle that they have grown accustomed to 

is at stake! When they go to visit with their men in prison, I can only 

imagine how that would go should there be an upset in taking care 

of things.   

     It is my opinion that women are able to fare well because of the 

expectation from society that they will fail due to emotions. Well, I 

can’t blame society for this mindset. Women are supposed to be the 

fragile beings that will cave for any reason dear to them.  



 

 

     Some of us actually thrive better when we are expected to fail. 

Call it reverse psychology or any other name and I will agree. If you 

really want to see me pass with flying colors, tell me that I can’t do 

something. Tell me that the odds are stacked against me. Tell me that 

it’s never been done before. Tell me how crazy I will look while 

trying to reach my goals. Tell me that I will run out of money and 

there will not be any resources available to me. Tell me that I will be 

standing alone. Tell me that it will require so much work that I will 

end up hating myself. And, guess what? I will try harder. I will lose 

sleep. I will go without eating. I will rearrange my finances, just so 

that I can accomplish the thing that I set out to do. It goes past being 

persistent and persevering. I, like most women, am innately resilient.  

     Like Fuada Busticnam, I am sure that you have been handed some 

sort of responsibility. Some things are just that way. We don’t ask for 

them; they beg of us. Journey with me through her life and see things 

through her eyes.   

     It is the aim of this book for you to think twice about anyone’s 

face value. In my opinion, this world would not run properly without 

women and all the things we contribute to it. I learned a valuable 

lesson in my early twenties, and I will pass it on to you: anyone is 

capable of anything at any time.  

 

 

~Phoenetics~  

Fuada: fyü-ay-duh  

Busticnam: byü-stēk-num  

Tata: tä-tä  

MaMa: mä-mä  

Jossa: jä-sə   

Jebar: ju-bär  

Luiz: lü-ē  
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     Two things I never thought possible have now happened. I wound 

up in prison, and America is about to elect its first African American 

President. Prison has a way of bringing reality to you. One of the 

reasons that a person goes to prison is to repay one or more debts to 

society. Not me, I don’t owe anyone anything! It serves as a place to 

help one become rehabilitated and supposedly gives them time to 

think about what they have done so that they won’t make the same 

choices once they are freed. As reassuring as this may sound, the 

number of repeat offenders is astounding. Some rehabilitation system 

we have operating here!  

     It is impossible that I would end up pregnant, unmarried, alone and 

in prison. Prison has never been in my most daring thoughts, at least 

not as far as me being the one behind bars was concerned. I have 

always stood head and shoulders above the rest. So, why is not the 

question one should ask. One should ask how? How did Fuada 

Busticnam allow the intentional actions of others to clearly illustrate 

and formulate a path that without question would lead straight to her? 

This is the question that I beg of myself. You see, had I been 

immature, trusting and even the slightest afraid I would understand, 

but I was none of the above. Is it because of the trust that I 

unquestionably had in Tata, my father, that landed me here? No way; 

I should never have let that thought enter my mind!  
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       If I had been your average Don, there would be no question as to 

the events leading up to my demise, but I wasn’t; I am not! I am God. 

You see, the world that I lived in was one I created. All details of my 

Business doings were always calculated years before they were 

carried out, so how did this happen to me? Yes, even the best of us 

can slip up from time to time but not me! My world has changed in 

such a manner that I have been reduced to this: wearing the same old 

gray suit with a number on it day in and day out. A far cry from my 

usual tailor-made and designer suits. I have to shower when they say, 

eat when they say, watch television when they say, go outside for 

recreation when they say, and use the telephone when they say.   

     The telephone is something I rarely used at home anyway. I always 

viewed it as a trap and indeed, it could be. However, I now see its 

value. It is a luxury item, but who am I going to call besides Jebar? 

With nothing but time on my hands, I can’t help but think back to my 

childhood and search for answers to questions that I may have 

overlooked along the way.  

      Sitting here, it’s all starting to make sense to me now. Who I am 

and how I became that person. It all happened so quickly that I never 

thought about it along the way. Truth of the matter, I didn’t have time 

to stop and examine what things were and what they could end up 

being. This lifestyle doesn’t always afford you such indulgence.  

There are countless stories, tales or fables; choose whichever word 

you wish, that has been told before mine. Some are similar; others are 

not. Mine is unique simply because of the events and its players. But 

in order for me to help you understand me, I must start from the 

beginning.  

      I’m not surprised in the least bit by anything. This is what has set 

me apart from my brother from day one. He is the oldest; therefore, 

he is supposed to be wiser. But, the Universe couldn’t have created a 

dumber creature than he. Even my Tata knew it, which is why he 

ultimately chose to groom me, not him.  
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      It is a disgrace in The Family that the eldest son not take over the 

Business when the time calls. We were the exception. Even as a 

toddler, MaMa said that I was very cautious and responsible.   

       I could play with others or not, either way satisfied me. I actually 

preferred to not play with others. I looked the other way when others 

approached me to offer friendship. I have always been a loner. The 

company of myself is what I prefer.  

      I was born with my father’s nature and instincts. The way that 

they skipped over Busticnam completely and fell into my being was 

a complete endowment of love from the Universe that I could never 

repay. Tata and MaMa would try to scare me by screaming out    

“Boo!”, and I wouldn’t even flinch. Busticnam, on the other hand, 

would nearly mess his pants.   

     Being that I was born into a privileged lifestyle, I was afforded 

luxuries that have sustained me until this very day. I never saw Tata 

sweat from work, nor did I hear him complain. My work ethic and 

outlook on life stem from watching how he handled things.  

     MaMa didn’t work per se. She did things around the house, and 

when she really needed things done, she informed Tata and he would 

have the soldiers (men working for The Family) to do it for her. From 

cooking full course meals every day to changing the linens that 

matched the seasons, she never grew tired. She taught me to sew, 

cook and clean. She would always tell me that “a good wife sees to 

it that the house is in impeccable order; husbands love a woman who 

can do it all.” I knew from the time I was old enough to remember 

that that would not be the type of woman that I would be.  

     As a crime boss, it is imperative that you not get so jaded by all 

of the perks of your position. Without that position, you would be 

just your average person scrambling to make ends meet.   

     Tata was very humble but rigid. He laughed without even smiling. 

I felt his love, though he hardly ever said it. The soldiers would kiss 

his ring and somehow he kept a straight face. I dare say that he was 

a proud man. When the others would pay their dues to him, he’d 
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count the money in front of them and shoo them away. Thousands 

of dollars it was and yet it didn’t seem to move him.  

     MaMa had every type of fur in every color from stoles to floor 

length. She kept up her appearance by having her hair styled every 

three days. She had thick dark brown hair that hung at her shoulders. 

Money was no object, ever. MaMa was the eager house wife. I found 

no pleasure in being so dependent on a man, even if it was Tata. I 

depended on him, but not like MaMa. She hopelessly depended on 

him for everything.  

     MaMa adored my brother, Busticnam, while she pretended to 

love me. She would stroke his hair, rub him on the back, and hug 

him every chance she got. Not me. If I looked like I was coming her 

way for a hug, she would immediately turn and walk the other way. 

So, I learned early on to overlook her. I learned to pretend to care for 

her, as she did for me.   

     I was a Tata’s girl from the womb. I was always trying to be with 

him. I hugged and kissed him as many times as I could. He would 

allow me to be around him unless he was having a private gathering 

(a gathering was what we called meetings to discuss Business) with 

his soldiers, or if he had to hold court. He would pacify me with 

jewels, candy, and money. I knew that there wasn’t anything that I 

couldn’t get from him, but I also knew not to test any boundaries that 

he might have had.  

     I noticed our family was different at age five. The first thing was 

that Busticnam and I had two sets of names that we used. One name 

was our name that we would use in public, and the other name was 

our home name. My public name was Janice Hawks. Busticnam’s 

public name was Wayne Savan. My home name was Fuada 

Busticnam. These names were not to be shared with anyone, and 

they were never used in public. Our public names were listed on our 

birth certificates. Tata didn’t have to pay money for that; it was an 

unspoken understanding because of who our Family was. His 

authority preceded him, and it was done without questions or raised 

eyebrows. Those two names were just covers.   
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     Our Family organization was under a different name. This was 

thought out by our ancestors to keep the authorities out of our real 

Business. In turn, we would have a real chance at living without 

prejudice. It was absolute genius was what it was! Tata’s djed’s 

(grandfather) djed thought of this. There hasn’t been a single person 

to survive that can directly point a finger at us and blame us for 

anything. Those who can are so afraid (because they work for us) 

that they pretend to turn blind eyes to our activities.  

     When I was about six years old, we went to dinner one night and 

the restaurant was full. Tugging at Tata’s hand I asked, “Where are 

we going to sit?”  

    “At a good table,” he replied.  

     Within a matter of seconds, a family was being whisked away 

from a very good table so that we could be seated. I guess the sad 

thing about it was that they had just been served their meal. Oh well, 

we needed to sit down too, and we were the Busticnams. I really 

knew that we were a big deal at this time.  

     Tata would often take Busticnam and me to the basement and drill 

us on escape plans if the occasion called for it. The same drills were 

done over and over again until we could show him with our eyes 

closed. Busticnam took the longest to learn this and even then he was 

off by five steps and ten seconds. I wanted to bash his head in with 

one of Tata’s golf clubs! The rule was that we were to be able to 

escape within two minutes no matter what. There was one drill that 

he only went over once, and it would prove to save my life. It was 

only to be used in an extreme emergency.   

     I was never allowed to play at other children’s houses and rarely 

were they invited to ours. People respected us, and they stayed away. 

Even the soldiers and their families only met us at restaurants unless 

they were on duty.   

     We had a driver who took us to school and sporting meets if need 

be. At private school, Busticnam and I received the finest education 

one could obtain. Fencing, swimming, horseback riding and 

jumping, polo, tennis, golf, piano, cello, saxophone, tap dancing and 
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lacrosse, we learned and did it all. Of course, we learned math, 

science, language arts and history; that goes without saying. “It’ll 

make you well rounded and you’ll have something to contribute to 

conversations,” MaMa would say. I always enjoyed learning in 

school; however, mingling with other kids was not something that I 

enjoyed.  

     My Tata arrived in America as a poor immigrant. He and his 

parents traveled by boat from our native land of Croatia. The picture 

of them at Ellis Island still hangs in the dining room. Tata had three 

brats (brothers) and two sestras (sisters). MaMa arrived by boat with 

her family as well. Newcomers in this America, they worked hard to 

carve a place for themselves. So, like other immigrants who lived 

where they could, they settled. They got jobs and adjusted to their 

new world. Somewhere along the way law and order had to be 

established. My djed’s djed stepped up to the plate, and that’s the 

way it has been ever since. Thus, the Busticnam Mafia Family was 

created and the Family moved to Minnesota. Family history legend 

has it that they moved there to operate under low key. He had enough 

sense to have the family go under a different name than the one that 

we would operate, Glenhi. Again, it was wholehearted genius; I 

proudly attest that that was what it was.  

     Because my Family had to establish the law in our piece of the 

world, Tata was able to be groomed by his tata at a very early age. 

If newcomers entered into this land where chaos reigned, there 

would be more chaos. Therefore, it was necessary to create an 

atmosphere of order so that the people felt safe and secure. When 

there was a need for justice, it was served and no one questioned or 

bucked our system. If they did question it, it was done in the confines 

of their own mind. Though the legal system was the law of the land, 

our Family was the real force to be reckoned with.  

      One of the cons to this position is that everyone tries to get close 

to you. To attempt to do this, they bring you all types of insignificant 

pieces of information like the names of the people who illegally run 

numbers, or who is cheating on their spouses. To put an end to this, 
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Tata promoted Sebar to be his right-hand man. This was a tradition 

as Sebar’s tata was my djed’s right-hand man.   

     During Busticnam’s grooming lessons, I only heard because I was 

eavesdropping (I couldn’t help it. I wanted to be next to Tata at all 

times), Tata would tell him about his grooming experience. Tata 

never hesitated to bring up his first time holding court or the first 

time he was paid dues. His grooming was very gruesome because 

his tata pretty much guided him with a non-instructional long 

handled spoon.  
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