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ONE
These are powerful pieces of advice that Henry seems to live by. To present them clearly, here’s a refined breakdown of these four traits and their business wisdom:

These four traits embody Henry’s approach to both life and business—values that seem simple but take practice and discipline to truly embrace. If we can internalize these traits, success becomes less about luck and more about making thoughtful decisions, consistent growth, and solid relationships.

1. Choose Friends and Partners Wisely

Business Wisdom: Trust and loyalty are just as important as skills and qualifications. When hiring or building a team, don’t just focus on what people can do. Look for those who are trustworthy, dependable, and share values that align with your own. It’s essential to admire something in them—not just for what they do, but for who they are and the story they carry with them. A trusted colleague or business partner can make all the difference.

Henry’s Take: It’s not just about surrounding yourself with competent people; it’s about surrounding yourself with people you admire, who have integrity and who can be trusted to have your back in both business and life.


2. Learn Something Every Day

Business Wisdom: Consistent growth, even if small, can compound over time. Whether it’s through reading, listening, or practical experiences, make it a point to walk away from each day having gained something new. Learning doesn’t always have to be formal—it can happen in conversations, through experiences, or by absorbing new perspectives.

TWO


Henry’s Take: Every day should be a learning opportunity. At the end of the day, Henry would ensure that he’s a little smarter than when he started. Knowledge accumulates, and even seemingly random ideas often link up to form bigger insights later on.


3. Invest in Yourself

Business Wisdom: Financial decisions aren’t just about what’s in the market—they’re about what’s in you. Henry knew early on that paying off his house and bills early wasn’t just smart—it gave him the freedom to reinvest in his business. Putting money into your growth, whether through education, your business, or your health, often yields far greater returns than any external investment.

Henry’s Take: The best investments he ever made were the ones that came back to him directly—investing in himself, his skills, and his business. He wasn’t afraid to put his money where his vision was, knowing that it would pay off far better than any stock or bond.

4. Master the Art of Saying No

Business Wisdom: Time is your most limited resource. You can always make more money, but you can’t make more time. The key to success is focusing on what’s important and learning to say no when something isn’t worth your time, energy, or resources. It’s about setting boundaries and knowing when to walk away from opportunities, deals, or people that don’t align with your goals.

Henry’s Take: Saying no is hard, especially when there’s pressure to say yes. But mastering the art of rejection isn’t just about turning down offers; it’s about knowing when to prioritize what truly matters. Henry understood that staying focused on the right things was essential for success.




The Early Years of Henry Shaw’s Entrepreneurial Journey
The Early Years of Henry Shaw’s Entrepreneurial Journey

Henry Shaw’s early years were a dynamic mix of hard work, discovery, and some early lessons in business. From his high school days, he was already forging connections and learning about the world around him through a variety of jobs. One of his first significant experiences came when he worked at a health food store in the iconic 666 building. There, Henry discovered one of the best shampoos he’d ever used—though the brand name eluded him. It was a simple experience, but it sparked his curiosity about the small details that can make or break a product.

His next stint was at a deli, where he observed the power of good customer service. The deli wasn’t just a place to grab a quick bite; it was an oasis in a fast-paced city, where people craved both efficiency and a bit of personal connection. He saw how building rapport with customers wasn’t just about making sales—it was about creating an experience. The hustle and bustle of New York City didn’t detract from that. In fact, it made it even more important.

Another summer, Henry worked for a construction company, carrying bags of sand, working in the heat, and later operating an elevator. It was a physically demanding job, but Henry learned invaluable lessons about the toughness of the workforce and the deep pride people took in their work, despite it not always being glamorous. He spent hours playing cards with the other guys, realizing how different their worlds were from his own. For Henry, it was about spending money. For them, it was about providing for families, kids, and loved ones. But despite these differences, he learned a key lesson about hard work and resilience.

After high school, Henry joined his family’s business, working alongside his father and his friend Richie at a warehouse on Hudson Street. Richie, always the magnetic figure, drew attention and even some eccentric characters, one of whom was a guy who’d show up in cut-off shorts, cycling around the loading dock. It was a quirky yet telling glimpse into the world of business—a world where personalities were just as influential as products.

However, Henry was always looking for his own path. And so, the story of his entrepreneurial journey began in earnest—what Henry later referred to as a series of “successful failures.” These ventures were varied but always enlightening. He tried selling light bulbs, learning early on that success isn’t guaranteed, but every misstep brought invaluable insights. Alongside Richie and Jimmy, he threw himself into different projects, each one shaping his business savvy in its own way. He even found himself dabbling in something unconventional, like scalping tickets for the Knicks playoff games. With his hustle, he and his friends quickly learned the market—how to secure tickets, how to sell them, and how to make a profit from the chaos of demand and supply.

Henry also worked for Marc Jacobs, Buddy Fritz’s brother, and other figures in the fashion world, developing a sharp sense of what it took to make a brand successful. It was during these years that he realized the power of people’s desires—how to anticipate what they wanted and deliver it before they even knew they wanted it. But despite his growing business savvy, Henry’s younger years were also marked by a certain carelessness, especially with money. He wasn’t afraid to spend, often “pissing it away,” as he put it. He was motivated by the freedom that money provided but wasn’t yet wise in how to use it wisely.

One of his most notable lessons in money came from an experience at the track. Henry won $900 betting on horses and decided to use that windfall to buy basketball sneakers for his friends and a ball. It was an early lesson in using money to create moments and experiences for others—not just to accumulate wealth for himself.

Despite his generosity, Henry didn’t always make the best financial decisions. But over time, his reckless spending shifted. Instead of buying things for himself, he began to spend money on causes and experiences that brought people together. He found joy in seeing others have fun—whether it was a group gathering or a chance to give back. But even as he began investing in others, he still held onto his habit of “pissing away” money—only now, it was in a way that made a difference for those around him.

Henry’s approach to money and business wasn’t about being the smartest guy in the room—it was about taking risks, learning from mistakes, and understanding people. One of his most formative moments came when he heard a conversation between his accountants. They were discussing how to find deductions, loopholes, and tax strategies. Henry interrupted, saying, “I’m going to do what I’m going to do, no matter what. You figure out if I can get a deduction for it. My job is to do what I want with the money. Your job is to figure out the rest.”

This mindset would become one of Henry’s core principles: take action and let the details, like taxes and finances, follow. This willingness to give, to take risks, and to have fun with his business ventures laid the foundation for his future successes. It wasn’t about doing things “by the book.” It was about following his instincts, learning from the failures, and making sure that every step forward brought something valuable.
We sat down at the Seville, a place known for its unmatched seafood and the wine that Joey always made sure to share with us. Joey greeted us with a hug, the staff buzzing around happily at the sight of Henry. Being with him, I instantly got props from everyone in the room—it was like a key to the kingdom. The Seville wasn’t just a restaurant; it was a place where business deals and personal ties converged, with the smell of garlic shrimp filling the air.

Henry and I were a bit like an old-school dynamic duo. He’d never let me forget how lucky I was to be associated with him in the business world. And yet, his success didn’t come from shortcuts. It was years of doing the hard work—packing boxes, shipping out goods, coordinating traffic at the Great New York Belt Company on the west side of Manhattan. That’s where he met Denise, a smart, ambitious woman working in the office. Henry had this quiet charm; he wasn’t the type to draw attention to himself, but people around him—like Denise—noticed.

They became friends, with Denise and another coworker joining Henry after work for drinks. Together, they were like something out of The Mod Squad, laughing and sharing stories late into the night. I remember how they’d take the subway back—Henry escorting Denise to her stop at Kings Highway, then dragging himself back onto the D train to Queens, sometimes passing out on the ride. The routine seemed exhausting, but somehow it worked for him.

Eventually, Denise started driving him home. From there, things got serious. They’d go out for a few years before deciding to live together in Queens, right behind the old Alexander’s. It wasn’t long before they married, and the arrival of their daughter Alexis turned their little world upside down—in the best way.

But even in the midst of family life, Henry didn’t stop hustling. He ventured into sports handicapping, something he learned through Mark Jacobson, a fellow employee at the belt company. It wasn’t illegal—he was simply advising people on games, offering insights into which teams had the best chances of winning, without ever taking a bet himself. It’s not something that ever made headlines, but it sure was a business that paid the bills.

I remember the first time we got involved in the world of ticket scalping. The Knicks were making their playoff run in ‘69, and Mark Jacobson hired us to stand in line for tickets. Instead of selling them, we got a little cash and a free breakfast. It wasn’t about the money—it was the fun of it, the camaraderie. We could’ve done it ourselves, but instead, we let Mark take the lead. It felt good, especially when he’d share his leftovers with us.

Henry was always the sponge, soaking up everything around him. He worked at a health food store for a while, never getting sick despite all the weird shakes and health concoctions they sold. He made goat’s milk ice cream, carrot juice, protein smoothies—you name it. It was all free, so he’d drink it all, never thinking it would have any impact on his health. But he stayed healthy, and soon, he realized that the people running the shop were ahead of their time.

But none of this prepared him for the real breakthrough in his career: working for Mark Freund. Sports handicapping turned out to be the hardest job he’d ever had, but it also became the most profitable. Every single day, there were games to analyze. There were no off-days, except maybe around the All-Star break. Henry and his crew—Jimmy and Richie—would read every newspaper, check stock tickers, go to Western Union to collect payments. The grind was relentless, but it paid off.

Henry learned a lot from those early years. He was always working—sometimes standing in lines at the Garder for tickets, sometimes working through the night at Charles & Co. on Park Avenue. The work never seemed like a job; it was just part of the process. By the time they were running the sports betting advice business, Henry had absorbed everything he could. He’d learned how to turn hard work into results, how to navigate the intricacies of a business where success often relied on the smallest details, and how to stay sharp when the pressure was on.

And the money? Well, that was always part of the equation for Henry. It wasn’t that he was obsessed with it; it was just that money, for him, represented possibility—the ability to keep pushing forward, building the next venture, and ensuring he could provide for his growing family.




	THREE
These are powerful pieces of advice that Henry seems to live by. To present them clearly, here’s a refined breakdown of these four traits and their business wisdom:

These four traits embody Henry’s approach to both life and business—values that seem simple but take practice and discipline to truly embrace. If we can internalize these traits, success becomes less about luck and more about making thoughtful decisions, consistent growth, and solid relationships.

1. Choose Friends and Partners Wisely

Business Wisdom: Trust and loyalty are just as important as skills and qualifications. When hiring or building a team, don’t just focus on what people can do. Look for those who are trustworthy, dependable, and share values that align with your own. It’s essential to admire something in them—not just for what they do, but for who they are and the story they carry with them. A trusted colleague or business partner can make all the difference.

Henry’s Take: It’s not just about surrounding yourself with competent people; it’s about surrounding yourself with people you admire, who have integrity and who can be trusted to have your back in both business and life.


2. Learn Something Every Day

Business Wisdom: Consistent growth, even if small, can compound over time. Whether it’s through reading, listening, or practical experiences, make it a point to walk away from each day having gained something new. Learning doesn’t always have to be formal—it can happen in conversations, through experiences, or by absorbing new perspectives.

Henry’s Take: Every day should be a learning opportunity. At the end of the day, Henry would ensure that he’s a little smarter than when he started. Knowledge accumulates, and even seemingly random ideas often link up to form bigger insights later on.


3. Invest in Yourself

Business Wisdom: Financial decisions aren’t just about what’s in the market—they’re about what’s in you. Henry knew early on that paying off his house and bills early wasn’t just smart—it gave him the freedom to reinvest in his business. Putting money into your growth, whether through education, your business, or your health, often yields far greater returns than any external investment.

Henry’s Take: The best investments he ever made were the ones that came back to him directly—investing in himself, his skills, and his business. He wasn’t afraid to put his money where his vision was, knowing that it would pay off far better than any stock or bond.

4. Master the Art of Saying No

Business Wisdom: Time is your most limited resource. You can always make more money, but you can’t make more time. The key to success is focusing on what’s important and learning to say no when something isn’t worth your time, energy, or resources. It’s about setting boundaries and knowing when to walk away from opportunities, deals, or people that don’t align with your goals.

Henry’s Take: Saying no is hard, especially when there’s pressure to say yes. But mastering the art of rejection isn’t just about turning down offers; it’s about knowing when to prioritize what truly matters. Henry understood that staying focused on the right things was essential for success.




FOUR

The Shaw method V2.  
The Shaw Method V2

One Man’s Journey in Pursuit of Everything

If Henry had a work habit—a single habit that defined him—it would be to keep moving. But movement, in his world, was never just about speed. It was about adaptability. About recognizing when the play had changed and adjusting accordingly. So maybe that’s two habits. Or maybe it’s one habit in constant evolution.

And the ability to keep moving, to keep adapting, only comes with a willingness to make mistakes.

The Unique Path to Success

Every success story has its own DNA. Hard work? Timing? Sure. Those are constants. But the true differences lie in what you do with your talent, your vision, your beliefs. That’s where things get interesting. That’s where Henry’s story begins.

As a teenager, Henry tried alcohol. He liked the way it felt. Maybe a little too much. He liked being around people, the energy of a good time. But even then, there was something deeper—he liked what people could create together.

Henry has always been a teammate. A coach. A trainer. A manager. A leader. Not for the money, not even just for the love of the game, but for the players.

At his first baseball fantasy camp, he was so sore he had to have the umpire throw the ball back to the pitcher. That kind of moment would have made some guys hang up their cleats. Not Henry. He laughed. He kept going.

Why People Gravitate Toward Henry

It’s easy to say someone is “genuine.” But if you want proof, just look at the hundreds of people who naturally gravitate toward Henry. Not because he wants something from them, but because he wants to do something with them.

Likeability isn’t magic. It’s a combination of comfort and confidence—being at ease in your own skin. People like Henry because he’s curious about them. He listens. He asks great questions. He pays attention even when you don’t realize he’s listening.

And then there’s the voice.

The Voice That Pulls You In

Barry White. Marvin Gaye. Some voices are meant to be trusted, to be heard. Writers work tirelessly to perfect their narrative voice, to make the reader feel safe in their hands. Henry? He was born with it.

That voice makes people want to do business with him, to partner with him, to hear him tell another story. It’s a voice of integrity. A voice that says, I’m here. I’m listening. Let’s figure this out.

Success isn’t just about what happens to you. It’s about how you respond to it. Henry’s talent? He responds better than most. He absorbs failure, learns from it, and moves forward.

A Lifetime of Good Timing, Good Cheer, and Good Intentions

In the summer of 2019, two events marked a turning point in Henry’s life.

First, Denise—his rock, his partner, the woman who had been by his side through it all— HA WOMAN WHO EMBODIES BROOKLYN, SPIRTIN OF THE BROOKLY SWAGGER, AND LATER A GRAND WAS NEMAED BROOKLYN IN HER HONOR…. was in and out of hospitals. Decades of heart issues had taken their toll. She needed a heart and lung transplant, but her body wasn’t strong enough for the surgery. She fought. She took one step forward, then two steps back. Henry barely left her side. But by the end of the summer, she was gone.

And then, the Charlotte Hornets went up for sale.

Michael Jordan was selling his majority stake to a group of New York investors. Henry wasn’t sure what to do. Denise would have wanted him to sell. Enjoy the money. Take the win. His friend Fred told him it was the right time. NBA teams don’t just go up for sale every day.

So he sold.

How Henry Became an NBA Owner

The story of how Henry became a part-owner of the Charlotte Hornets says everything about the way he moves through life.

It all started at Mets Fantasy Baseball Camp.

Different guys went at different times—Henry, Jimmy, Vinny. One year, Henry hit it off with a guy from Charlotte named Georgie. They became friends. When Georgie had to sell his shares of the Hornets, nobody was bidding. Henry figured someone—maybe Michael Jordan himself—would step in. No one did.

So Henry put in a bid.

Next thing he knew, he owned 1.267% of an NBA team.

It wasn’t about being a die-hard Hornets fan. Henry had Madison Club box seats at the Garden. Knicks, Rangers—he was a New York sports guy. But life had other plans.

At his first board meeting, people stared at him.

“Do I have something on my face?” he wondered.

Then someone told him: he was wearing an Under Armour shirt.

A Nike-only meeting. Michael Jordan’s team. And here was Henry, strolling in with the competition’s logo. Classic Henry.

Beyond Business: A Legacy of Giving

After Denise passed, Henry didn’t just keep the money and move on. He started a foundation in her name to promote organ donor awareness.

Because that’s who Henry is.

Over the years, he helped countless people start their own businesses. His deal? Simple. He teaches you the business, helps you get started, and in return, you split the profits 50/50. After a couple of years, he steps back, and you run things on your own.

But there was one rule: Don’t get greedy.

Denise called it “the greedy clause.” If you thought you were going to outsmart Henry, you were done.

Most people honored the deal. But one guy—a childhood friend—tried to keep his books hidden. He let greed take over. Henry walked away. And that guy failed without him.

Radical Kindness

Henry isn’t just nice. He has radical kindness—the kind that transforms businesses, communities, lives.

Hospitality, in its truest form, is a moral code. A way of life. You welcome people in. You help where you can. You don’t leave people behind.

That’s the story of Henry.

No Ivy League legacy. No family name opening doors. Just hard work, trust, good instincts, and the belief that success is better when shared.

And maybe, just maybe, a little bit of luck.


Chapter: The Journey and the Shaw Way

In the summer of 2019, two events marked a new chapter in Henry Shaw’s life, signaling the time to write this book. It was time to reflect on everything—the successes, the failures, the people, and the lessons learned along the way.

Back in the Spring of 1985, Henry was in the shower of his one-bedroom apartment in Rego Park, Queens, thinking about his next business venture. His wife, Denise, and their newborn daughter, Alexis, were asleep in the other room. With the steady sound of water running, Henry brainstormed names for his third business. This time, he was certain. Despite his previous ventures not succeeding as planned, he had learned valuable lessons—lessons that were too precious not to apply.

This business would be different.

The name that came to him, combining parts of his family’s names—“Denelex”—was the beginning of a legacy. He wasn’t just trying to build a company; he was trying to build something meaningful, something that would carry his values forward. His persistence, even after setbacks, is what defines the Shaw Way: a relentless desire to win, but not just for the sake of winning. Winning with honor, winning with friends, and doing it all while having fun.

Henry’s success wasn’t about following a perfect plan. It was about taking action and adapting. He surrounded himself with loyal people—people who passed what he called the “handshake test.” He understood that trust and loyalty mattered far more than skills alone. Whether it was starting a business in electronics or buying shares of the Charlotte Hornets, Henry always stayed true to his belief that business should be as much about the journey as it is about the destination.

Through the ups and downs of entrepreneurship, Henry maintained a core belief that success was built on relationships, generosity, and a bit of luck. Even in the darkest times—whether dealing with a failed business or managing a team through hardship—he found a way to bounce back, always with a sense of humor and a commitment to his people.

Henry’s business journey was not without its struggles. From failed ventures to tough decisions, including the sale of Denelex to CPN/Denelex Group for nearly $40 million, he faced challenges head-on. But he never lost sight of the bigger picture: helping others, making good choices, and staying generous along the way.

As Henry reflects on his business career and his personal life, he’s more than just a businessman. He’s a father, a friend, and a mentor who continues to leave a lasting impact on the people around him. And the legacy he’s building? It’s not just about the financial success, but about the lessons learned, the lives touched, and the fun had along the way.
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1
NO EXCUSES

SW – Farka, Shaw, Warman

The Business of Information, Betting, and the Price of Winning
“We weren’t bookies.”

That’s the first thing Henry would tell you.

“What we did was give advice. People wanted to bet, and we got paid to gather information and give them the best possible advice. What they did with it? That was up to them. We didn’t place bets. We didn’t take bets. Nothing illegal about it.”

This was the pre-internet era, when information was harder to come by, and those who had it had an edge. Henry and his crew—Frankie Tinelli, Sal Marino, Wes Davis, Richie, and Jimmy—made it their job to know everything.

And they were damn good at it.
The Crew

Each guy in the operation had a role. Some were natural analysts, some were salesmen, and some were enforcers in their own way.

Henry Shaw – The Closer

Henry was the voice. The guy on the phone. He had a way of talking that could turn panic into confidence, a loss into a “long game” strategy. He didn’t just sell picks—he sold belief.

“He knew when to push and when to hold back,” Richie said. “Some of these guys were on the edge. You don’t scream at a guy who just lost twenty grand. You guide him back in.”

He had thick skin and the ability to stay cool under pressure. But even Henry had his moments.

One time, a client lost big—really big. The guy was unraveling, swearing, threatening, claiming Henry had ruined his life. It wasn’t an uncommon call, but this one was different.

“You ever try holding a fork with no fingers?” the guy said.

Henry froze.

“That one got to me,” he admitted later. But the next day, the guy paid.

Henry always knew how to bring them back. He had a way of making people believe the next bet would be the one.
Frankie Tinelli – The Hustler

Frankie was the guy who could sell water to a drowning man. A true New Yorker, raised in Queens, with a sharp suit and a sharper mouth. He had a story for everything and a way of making every client feel like they were on the inside of something big.

“He could talk his way into a comped meal at any steakhouse in the city,” Henry said.

Frankie’s job was to bring in new clients. Cold calls, personal connections, chance encounters in a cigar lounge—he’d turn them into paying customers.

“Frankie was the best at making guys want to spend money,” Richie said. “He didn’t sell them a pick. He sold them the dream.”

One time, a guy hesitated. “I don’t know, Frankie. Five hundred a month is a lot.”

Frankie didn’t miss a beat.

“You know what’s a lot? Losing five grand because you didn’t have the right information.”

The guy signed up on the spot.
Sal Marino – The Numbers Guy

Sal was the guy in the back, crunching numbers, running calculations, and spotting trends before they happened.

“You could give Sal a team’s last twenty games, and he’d tell you exactly what their next five would look like,” Henry said.

He lived for stats. While other guys in the crew were out making calls and collecting payments, Sal was buried in newspapers, stat sheets, and old-school filing cabinets full of historical data.

One time, a major client was ready to drop their service after a bad streak. Sal went to work. He dug up a trend, predicting an underdog upset. It wasn’t an obvious call—most experts were going the other way.

Sal convinced Henry to push it hard. The client took the bet. The underdog won. The client made $30,000.

And they stayed on for another year.
Richie – The Collector

Richie wasn’t much for words. He wasn’t charming like Frankie or analytical like Sal. But he had a job, and he did it well.

When money was owed, Richie was the guy who made sure they got it.

“I wasn’t threatening people,” Richie said. “But I was showing up.”

If a client didn’t pay, Richie would make a call. If that didn’t work, he’d visit in person.

“I wasn’t big on violence. But sometimes, just having a guy stand in your doorway at 7 AM with a cup of coffee, looking disappointed… that’s enough.”

He had a system. He never got angry, never raised his voice. He just made it clear that unpaid debts weren’t an option.

“The trick is patience,” he said. “You let them know you’re not going away.”

And he never did.
Jimmy – The Runner

Jimmy was the youngest of the crew, the guy who ran errands, fetched newspapers, and handled logistics. He spent half his time on the subway, picking up newspapers from every city he could get his hands on.

Back then, if a player got hurt in San Diego, you wouldn’t hear about it in New York unless you read the San Diego Tribune. Jimmy made sure they did.

“The sportswriters were our Google before Google existed,” Henry said.

Jimmy worked his way up from errand boy to full-fledged analyst, eventually applying the same principles to stocks and insurance.
T he Business Model

Clients paid:
• $125 per week for daily advice
• $500 per month for premium access
• 20% of winnings

“All payments were handled through Western Union,” Henry said. “We had skin in the game. The better they did, the better we did.”

One big winner meant a big payday. If a guy won $22,000, FSW took $4,400. And they had plenty of winners.

But they also had plenty of losers.
The Cost of the Game

Winning weeks meant celebrations. Losing weeks? Those were different.

“I had guys crying on the phone,” Henry said. “Full-grown men, completely broken.”

Every week, it was the same cycle. They’d win big, feel unstoppable, then take a bad beat and panic. Henry’s job was to keep them in the game.

“You have to get on the phone and explain why they lost money. Try telling a guy who just lost $10,000 that he needs to stay in the game.”

And sometimes, it got dark.

Henry once had a guy threaten to end it all. A losing streak had wiped him out. He wasn’t joking.

“I stayed on the phone with him for two hours,” Henry said. “By the end, he wasn’t talking about money anymore. He was talking about his wife, his kids. I just listened.”

The guy never bet again. And Henry didn’t blame him.
The End of the Line

Eventually, FSW shut down.

“Why’d we stop? Simple: It was the most expensive thing I ever did.”

It was grueling. Even when they were winning, the constant pressure to keep clients betting—and paying—took its toll.

The crew went their separate ways:
• Jimmy went into stocks and insurance.
• Richie disappeared into research and trading.
• Frankie kept hustling in different industries.
• Sal did consulting on analytics and data.
• Henry tried different ventures—some worked, some didn’t.

But they all took lessons from FSW—the grind, the analysis, the constant recalibration—and carried them forward.

Because if FSW taught them anything, it was that information is power—if you know how to use it., 
OF COIURSE, THE SECOND PART, THAT’S WHERE THE GENUIUS COMES IN
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FSW
FSW – Farka, Shaw, Warman

The Business of Information, Betting, and the Price of Winning

“We weren’t bookies.”

That’s the first thing Henry would tell you.

“What we did was give advice. People wanted to bet, and we got paid to gather information and give them the best possible advice. What they did with it? That was up to them. We didn’t place bets. We didn’t take bets. Nothing illegal about it.”

This was the pre-internet era, when information was harder to come by, and those who had it had an edge. Henry and his crew—Frankie Tinelli, Sal Marino, Wes Davis—made it their job to know everything.

Their office sat on Continental Blvd near Queens Blvd, right by the subway, next to a great newsstand. Every morning, Jimmy would hop on the express train to Manhattan, buying every out-of-town newspaper he could find. Back then, the local sportswriters were gold—they knew their teams, their players, the hidden injuries, the behind-the-scenes drama. “They were our Google before Google existed,” Henry liked to say.

They didn’t just read the papers. They analyzed them, ran the stats, cross-checked injury reports, factored in travel schedules, weather, even team psychology. They built daily advice sheets, and every morning, they had to start all over again.

If a player got injured in San Diego, you wouldn’t know in New York unless you got your hands on a San Diego Tribune. Henry’s team did.

The Business Model

Their clients paid:
• $125 per week for daily advice
• $500 per month for premium access
• 20% of their winnings

“We had skin in the game. The better they did, the better we did. That was the business model.”

All payments were handled through Western Union.

“When someone won $22,000, we’d get $4,400. We’d get the call for a pickup, and Richie would run down to Western Union, collect the cash, and bring it back.”

There were no days off. The only quiet days were the two-day break around the MLB All-Star Game. Every other day of the year had a game to bet on.

But the highs were high, and the lows? Brutal.

The Cost of the Game

Winning weeks meant celebrations. Losing weeks? Those were different.

“You have to get on the phone and explain why they lost money. Try telling a guy who just lost $10,000 that he needs to stay in the game.”

They’d get desperate calls.

“I had one guy tell me, ‘Ever try holding a fork with no fingers?’ The next day, he paid.”

If a guy refused to pay, it got worse.

“You’re on the phone at 4 AM telling him, ‘Either you pay, or I wake your wife up. Maybe she’ll be more reasonable.’ And you better believe they paid the next day.”

Henry and his crew never ran into serious trouble, though.

“We weren’t taking people’s gambling away. We were encouraging them to gamble more. The New York guys, the Italian guys—they didn’t have a problem with us.”

But stress was another thing.

You’d hear guys breaking down.
You’d hear grown men crying.
Some guys lost their entire bankrolls in a bad week.

And you had to talk them off the ledge and get them to bet again.

“The only way to get it back is to play next week.”

It was a terrible business in that way. But it worked.

The End of the Line

Eventually, Henry and the crew got out.

“Why’d we stop? Simple: It was the most expensive thing I ever did.”

It was grueling, and even when they were winning, the constant pressure to keep clients betting—and paying—took its toll.

After FSW, everyone split in different directions.
• Jimmy transitioned from betting into stocks and insurance, applying the same principles.
• Richie buried himself in research, shifting from sports to trading on his own.
• Henry? Tried different things—some worked, some didn’t.

But they all took lessons from the FSW days—the grind, the analysis, the constant recalibration—and carried them forward.

Because if FSW taught them anything, it was that information is power—if you know how to use it.
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A WEEKEND IN JUNE 

The Shaw Method

One Man’s Journey in Pursuit of Everything

In June of 2019, I met up with Henry in New York, and we headed out to Long Island to spend the weekend with Denise. That night, we cooked together—Denise, ever the expert, guided us while I played assistant in the kitchen. Henry fried fish, Denise worked her magic with side dishes, and we binge-watched a thriller series, six episodes deep before we even realized how late it was. It was one of those simple, perfect nights—good food, good company, no sense of time passing.

The next morning, Denise hadn’t stopped moving. Despite everything she was dealing with, she had errands to run. We went to see her doctor, and afterward, she dropped me off at the train. I headed back to New York City, just in time for the Pride Parade weekend. It was a warm, sunny day, and I wandered the city, soaking in the energy before catching a late bus back to Massachusetts.

But Denise’s health was becoming more fragile. She had a heart condition she had managed for decades, but that summer, things took a turn. What was supposed to be a routine surgery revealed bigger complications—her heart was failing, and it had begun to affect her lungs. She was placed on the transplant list for both a new heart and lungs, but the wait was long, and the battle was uphill. There were moments of hope—one step forward, two steps back—but her body had endured too much.

Henry barely left her side, sleeping in the hospital in the Bronx, the family taking turns staying with her. He went back and forth, juggling hope and exhaustion, until finally, in late summer, Denise passed away.
Selling the Hornets

Not long after, another chapter in Henry’s life came to an end: the Charlotte Hornets were up for sale. Michael Jordan was selling a majority stake to a pair of New York investment fund guys—venture capitalists. Henry wasn’t sure if he wanted to sell. He had built something, something that felt personal.

But in the end, Denise’s voice was in his head. He knew what she’d say:

“Take the money. Enjoy life.”

His friend Fred Whitfield echoed the same advice. “It’s an NBA team, Henry. They’re not up for sale every day. The timing is right.”

And so Henry sold.

The return was massive—a tenfold profit—but it wasn’t just about the money. He wanted to do something meaningful with it. He used a portion of the windfall to start the Denise Shaw Foundation, focused on organ donor awareness. If anything could come from his loss, it would be a push to help others facing what Denise had gone through.
How Henry Became an NBA Owner (Almost by Accident)

The way Henry ended up as a part-owner of the Hornets says everything about how and why he became successful.

It wasn’t calculated. It wasn’t part of some long-term business strategy. It was just Henry being Henry—putting himself in the right place, helping people, and staying open to opportunity.

It all started when Henry and his business partner, Vinny, started going to Mets Fantasy Baseball Camp. They were die-hard Mets fans, and the camp was a chance to live out childhood dreams. I was invited along one year, but Henry kept going back.

By the fourth camp, Henry was the team’s catcher, and something interesting happened. A conversation. A connection. A door opened.

One thing led to another, and suddenly Henry found himself in a position to put in a bid for a stake in the Hornets. He wasn’t looking to own a piece of an NBA team. But the timing was right, the opportunity was there, and he took the shot.

It was a combination of timing, luck, helping others, and just having fun—all things that defined Henry’s approach to life and business.
t he Secret to Success Isn’t a List—It’s a Mindset

Most stories of success follow the same broad strokes—hard work, timing, persistence. But the details? Those are always unique. The details make the story worth telling.

Tolstoy wrote that all happy families are alike, but each unhappy family is unhappy in its own way. In business, it’s the opposite—all failures look the same, but every success story is different.

If Henry had one habit that defined him, it was to keep moving.

And to keep moving, you have to be adaptable.
And to be adaptable, you have to be willing to make mistakes.

That’s the real secret—not a rigid set of “success habits,” but a fluid mindset that allows you to pivot, take risks, and embrace change.
People Follow People Who Know Who They Are

People are drawn to confidence—not arrogance, but the kind that comes from being comfortable in your own skin.

Henry isn’t successful because he tries to impress people. He’s successful because he’s interested in things that move him forward. That makes him interesting. And interesting people attract other people.

A conversation with Henry isn’t just him talking—it’s him asking great questions. He understands that you don’t get great answers unless you know how to ask the right questions.

And he listens.

Really listens.

Sometimes, you don’t even realize he’s paying attention. He sits back, takes it all in, and waits until he actually has something worth saying.
The Purpose of This Book

This book isn’t just about money, business, or success. It’s about the journey of a man who kept moving, kept adapting, and kept finding meaning in unexpected places.

And in that spirit, half of the book’s profits will go to the Denise Shaw Foundation for organ donor awareness and transplant advocacy.

Because some stories are bigger than business.
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The road to Charlotte

The Road to Charlotte

Sitting courtside at a Charlotte Hornets game with Denise, Henry almost got hit by a famous boxer. It was one of those surreal moments—one second, they were enjoying the game, and the next, chaos erupted near them.

That night was just one of many wild experiences Henry had after becoming part of the Hornets’ ownership. Another story took place at a small diner near a Long Island train station, where he first met Mitch Kupchak over breakfast. It was an unassuming spot—nothing fancy, just the kind of place where big decisions sometimes happen over eggs and coffee. That meeting would lead to an unexpected journey.

Then there was the time at Madison Square Garden when Henry was introduced over the loudspeaker—except they got his name wrong. The moment was almost symbolic: a New Yorker who had climbed the sports world but wasn’t quite in the right place yet.

Christmas in Charlotte

During the holiday season in Charlotte, Henry found himself surrounded by a new kind of sports culture. Fred Whitfield and his wife, Mary, had just returned from back-to-back Christmas parties in D.C. and Atlanta, and now it was time for some hometown fun.

That night, we were on our way to a Carolina Panthers game, using the Charlotte Hornets’ suite. The Panthers were having a rough season and had just fired their coach, Ron Rivera, a move that wasn’t exactly popular with fans.

To keep spirits high, the group decided on a drinking game: taking a shot every time the Panthers scored. Given their struggles, this didn’t seem like much of a risk. But Henry, never one to let a party slow down, tried upping the ante—maybe a shot for every positive offensive play? Or better yet, a shot every time they gave up a score? Anything to keep things lively.

After the game, the night wasn’t over. We were heading to Topgolf for the Hornets’ annual holiday party. Driving through Charlotte in Fred’s car, jazz played through the speakers—Fred was a huge fan. It was a business casual affair, though sneakers were acceptable.

The Hornets Holiday Party

At Topgolf, Tina—the event coordinator—was running the show. She never revealed details in advance, always striving for the perfect surprise. According to Fred, she nailed it every year. The event was about thanking the staff, bringing the team together, and making sure everything was easy, accessible, and plentiful.

By the end of the night, the security team was discreetly helping people get where they needed to go, ensuring everyone sobered up before heading out. No incidents, just careful attention to looking after their people.

As for the new team owners? Maybe they were there, maybe not. They had been invited. Earlier that evening, Henry had been set to meet them, but he never quite made it—getting sidetracked at the bar with some of the players and their friends. It was becoming a trend: hedge fund guys buying teams, not just as investments, but as status symbols. Sports franchises had become the ultimate billionaire hobby, with owners outbidding each other left and right.

A day or two later, another sports bombshell dropped—MLS was moving a team to Charlotte. The city’s sports scene was changing rapidly.

At the Panthers game, Fred had been the most popular guy in the stadium. As we made our way through security, parking attendants, stadium staff, and even the personnel scanning cars for threats all greeted him warmly. It was something I had never experienced before: we were practically waved into the stadium without anyone checking our tickets.

That’s the kind of respect Fred commanded in Charlotte. Walking through the tunnels, he asked nearly everyone we passed, “You good? How’s the family?” in his signature Carolina drawl. And it was clear—they all loved him for it.
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Back to Queens

About ten days after Denise’s funeral, a group of us gathered in Forest Hills, where we had first met—some in elementary school, others in high school. We had stayed close, a core group bound by time and loyalty.

Our friend Jeffrey Winwood had called for an Emergency Boys Gathering after missing the funeral due to flight cancellations in Florida. To make it up to Henry, Jeff bought us tickets to see Jethro Tull at Forest Hills Tennis Stadium—the same stadium where, as kids, we had parked cars and watched Lieutenant Arthur Ashe battle in the U.S. Open.

We stayed at Ritchie Warman’s house, the same house he was born in. Ritchie was Henry’s daughter’s godfather, and his father, Morris Warman, had been an American Master photographer for the New York Herald and other publications. Over the years, Morris had snapped countless photos of our crew in that house. This was fertile ground for memories.

That morning, Henry and I took a walk through the old neighborhood. I hadn’t been back to Queens in nearly a decade.

We strolled along Yellowstone Boulevard, past Jim Farkas’ house on Clyde, and over to Queens Boulevard, then back toward 67th Avenue and the Little League fields that the Mets and Mrs. Shea had once saved from development. As Henry took a call from Fred Whitfield, I wandered the fields alone, taking in the changes.

These fields had been the halfway point between Henry’s apartment and my childhood home. We crossed them and headed uphill to Henry’s old apartment building, where he had shared a modest three-bedroom with his parents and two sisters.

From there, we crossed the small bridge over the LIRR tracks, past Freddy’s old apartment, and down the hill to Russell Sage Junior High School.

That schoolyard was sacred ground. It was where we played basketball, football, and softball, where we experimented with drugs, where we tested the waters with girls. It was where our friendships solidified.
Time, Loss, and Reflection

Returning to the places of our youth brings a reckoning—a taking stock of where we’ve been, where we are, and how we got here. Denise’s death forced that reckoning upon Henry.

She wasn’t the first loss in our group. We had lost Freddy to an overdose—though I wasn’t in New York at the time. We lost Sam to pancreatic cancer. There were others, too, if we widened the net.

Henry joked that we were all on deck now—except he wasn’t joking.

Sure, every group has their losses, but these were ours.
The Story That Needed Telling

My father built something greater than financial success. He came to the U.S. after World War II for polio treatment, his third country, third language. When he was released from the hospital, people urged him to take a job for the disabled, but he refused. Instead, he found work with the Israeli government. Later, when I was in junior high, he quit his job and started a freight forwarding business.

Henry worked for my father’s company several times, and my father always took him back. Henry had a knack for learning from every job he had. He also learned to navigate highly aggressive Israeli clients.

My father had longtime employees—people who stayed because he treated them well. When I pointed that out, he replied,
“I treat them well because they make me a lot of money.”

But I knew better. Henry did too.

When he sold Denelex, he looked out for his employees in the sale, just like my father would have.

That walk through Queens made something crystal clear to me:

I wanted to write Henry’s story.

I had missed my chance to document my father’s. I had suggested to Ritchie that we sit down with his father to preserve the stories behind his legendary portraits—but we never did.

Standing on the basketball courts of Russell Sage, I thought about how Henry had traveled from these courts to courtside seats at the Charlotte arena. His journey—his rise from our neighborhood to a life of financial and personal success—was a story that needed telling.

People sought Henry’s advice on starting businesses all the time. He had learned lessons that weren’t taught in MBA programs but were just as valuable. And his story wasn’t just about money.

So, in December 2019, I committed myself to shadowing Henry, following him, seeing his life up close.

We traveled together for several months—until the unexpected happened in March 2020.

COVID-19 delayed this project.

But it did not deter it.
w
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The Road to Charlotte

Sitting courtside at a Charlotte Hornets game with Denise, Henry almost got hit by a famous boxer. It was one of those surreal moments—one second, they were enjoying the game, and the next, chaos erupted near them.

That night was just one of many wild experiences Henry had after becoming part of the Hornets’ ownership. Another story took place at a small diner near a Long Island train station, where he first met Mitch Kupchak over breakfast. It was an unassuming spot—nothing fancy, just the kind of place where big decisions sometimes happen over eggs and coffee. That meeting would lead to an unexpected journey.

Then there was the time at Madison Square Garden when Henry was introduced over the loudspeaker—except they got his name wrong. The moment was almost symbolic: a New Yorker who had climbed the sports world but wasn’t quite in the right place yet.

Christmas in Charlotte

During the holiday season in Charlotte, Henry found himself surrounded by a new kind of sports culture. Fred Whitfield and his wife, Mary, had just returned from back-to-back Christmas parties in D.C. and Atlanta, and now it was time for some hometown fun.

That night, we were on our way to a Carolina Panthers game, using the Charlotte Hornets’ suite. The Panthers were having a rough season and had just fired their coach, Ron Rivera, a move that wasn’t exactly popular with fans.

To keep spirits high, the group decided on a drinking game: taking a shot every time the Panthers scored. Given their struggles, this didn’t seem like much of a risk. But Henry, never one to let a party slow down, tried upping the ante—maybe a shot for every positive offensive play? Or better yet, a shot every time they gave up a score? Anything to keep things lively.

After the game, the night wasn’t over. We were heading to Topgolf for the Hornets’ annual holiday party. Driving through Charlotte in Fred’s car, jazz played through the speakers—Fred was a huge fan. It was a business casual affair, though sneakers were acceptable.

The Hornets Holiday Party

At Topgolf, Tina—the event coordinator—was running the show. She never revealed details in advance, always striving for the perfect surprise. According to Fred, she nailed it every year. The event was about thanking the staff, bringing the team together, and making sure everything was easy, accessible, and plentiful.

By the end of the night, the security team was discreetly helping people get where they needed to go, ensuring everyone sobered up before heading out. No incidents, just careful attention to looking after their people.

As for the new team owners? Maybe they were there, maybe not. They had been invited. Earlier that evening, Henry had been set to meet them, but he never quite made it—getting sidetracked at the bar with some of the players and their friends. It was becoming a trend: hedge fund guys buying teams, not just as investments, but as status symbols. Sports franchises had become the ultimate billionaire hobby, with owners outbidding each other left and right.

A day or two later, another sports bombshell dropped—MLS was moving a team to Charlotte. The city’s sports scene was changing rapidly.

At the Panthers game, Fred had been the most popular guy in the stadium. As we made our way through security, parking attendants, stadium staff, and even the personnel scanning cars for threats all greeted him warmly. It was something I had never experienced before: we were practically waved into the stadium without anyone checking our tickets.

That’s the kind of respect Fred commanded in Charlotte. Walking through the tunnels, he asked nearly everyone we passed, “You good? How’s the family?” in his signature Carolina drawl. And it was clear—they all loved him for it.
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Back to Queens

About ten days after Denise’s funeral, a group of us gathered in Forest Hills, where we had first met—some in elementary school, others in high school. We had stayed close, a core group bound by time and loyalty.

Our friend Jeffrey Winwood had called for an Emergency Boys Gathering after missing the funeral due to flight cancellations in Florida. To make it up to Henry, Jeff bought us tickets to see Jethro Tull at Forest Hills Tennis Stadium—the same stadium where, as kids, we had parked cars and watched Lieutenant Arthur Ashe battle in the U.S. Open.

We stayed at Ritchie Warman’s house, the same house he was born in. Ritchie was Henry’s daughter’s godfather, and his father, Morris Warman, had been an American Master photographer for the New York Herald and other publications. Over the years, Morris had snapped countless photos of our crew in that house. This was fertile ground for memories.

That morning, Henry and I took a walk through the old neighborhood. I hadn’t been back to Queens in nearly a decade.

We strolled along Yellowstone Boulevard, past Jim Farkas’ house on Clyde, and over to Queens Boulevard, then back toward 67th Avenue and the Little League fields that the Mets and Mrs. Shea had once saved from development. As Henry took a call from Fred Whitfield, I wandered the fields alone, taking in the changes.

These fields had been the halfway point between Henry’s apartment and my childhood home. We crossed them and headed uphill to Henry’s old apartment building, where he had shared a modest three-bedroom with his parents and two sisters.

From there, we crossed the small bridge over the LIRR tracks, past Freddy’s old apartment, and down the hill to Russell Sage Junior High School.

That schoolyard was sacred ground. It was where we played basketball, football, and softball, where we experimented with drugs, where we tested the waters with girls. It was where our friendships solidified.
Time, Loss, and Reflection

Returning to the places of our youth brings a reckoning—a taking stock of where we’ve been, where we are, and how we got here. Denise’s death forced that reckoning upon Henry.

She wasn’t the first loss in our group. We had lost Freddy to an overdose—though I wasn’t in New York at the time. We lost Sam to pancreatic cancer. There were others, too, if we widened the net.

Henry joked that we were all on deck now—except he wasn’t joking.

Sure, every group has their losses, but these were ours.
The Story That Needed Telling

My father built something greater than financial success. He came to the U.S. after World War II for polio treatment, his third country, third language. When he was released from the hospital, people urged him to take a job for the disabled, but he refused. Instead, he found work with the Israeli government. Later, when I was in junior high, he quit his job and started a freight forwarding business.

Henry worked for my father’s company several times, and my father always took him back. Henry had a knack for learning from every job he had. He also learned to navigate highly aggressive Israeli clients.

My father had longtime employees—people who stayed because he treated them well. When I pointed that out, he replied,
“I treat them well because they make me a lot of money.”

But I knew better. Henry did too.

When he sold Denelex, he looked out for his employees in the sale, just like my father would have.

That walk through Queens made something crystal clear to me:

I wanted to write Henry’s story.

I had missed my chance to document my father’s. I had suggested to Ritchie that we sit down with his father to preserve the stories behind his legendary portraits—but we never did.

Standing on the basketball courts of Russell Sage, I thought about how Henry had traveled from these courts to courtside seats at the Charlotte arena. His journey—his rise from our neighborhood to a life of financial and personal success—was a story that needed telling.

People sought Henry’s advice on starting businesses all the time. He had learned lessons that weren’t taught in MBA programs but were just as valuable. And his story wasn’t just about money.

So, in December 2019, I committed myself to shadowing Henry, following him, seeing his life up close.

We traveled together for several months—until the unexpected happened in March 2020.

COVID-19 delayed this project.

But it did not deter it.
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Memoir of Henry's High School and Early Career Adventures
High School Days and Early Jobs
Henry's high school years were filled with various jobs that shaped his work ethic and character. One of his first jobs was at a health food store in the 666 building, where he discovered an amazing shampoo called "Jean." Despite the bustling environment of New York City, Henry thrived in customer service, enjoying the interactions with hurried customers.
During another summer, Henry worked for a construction company, carrying bags of sand and later operating the elevator. This job not only provided good money but also helped him get into incredible shape. He spent his breaks playing cards with his coworkers, realizing that for many of them, this job was about supporting their families, while for him, it was just a way to earn some spending money.
Post-High School Ventures
After high school, Henry worked for my father along with Richie. The shipping business was located on Hudson Street, and Richie, with his magnetic personality, attracted many suitors. One memorable character would ride around on a bicycle in cut-off shorts, embodying the unique atmosphere of the loading dock.
Henry and Richie embarked on various entrepreneurial ventures, which I like to call "successful failures." They sold light bulbs for a while and worked for Marc Jacobs and Buddy Fritz's brother. Even as kids, we engaged in all sorts of schemes, like staying up all night to buy Knicks playoff tickets, which we later sold for a profit.
The Betting System
I dropped out of college and started working with my father, and so did Henry. By then, he was in Woodside, and we frequented the nearby OTB (Off-Track Betting). We developed a system where we only needed to win one race to come out ahead. Henry once won $900 at the track and generously bought everyone sneakers and a basketball so we could play together.
Generosity and Spending
Henry's approach to money was always generous. Growing up without much, he was motivated to earn and spend it. He often spent money on others, whether it was buying sneakers for friends or donating to causes. His philosophy was simple: he would do what he wanted with his money, and it was up to the accountants to figure out the deductions.
Memorable Jobs and Adventures
Henry's construction job was particularly memorable. It paid well, and he got to work out all day, staying in great shape. He also started small businesses with Richie and Jimmy, always looking for new opportunities.
One amusing incident involved Jeff, Richie, and a grocery store named Balinskis. They found a dead mouse in the basement, and Jeff decided to prank everyone by putting the mouse in a mayonnaise jar. This kind of mischief was typical of our younger days.
The Betting Advice Business
Henry and I also ran a betting advice business. We weren't bookies; we just provided information and got paid for it. We put a lot of research into our advice, reading newspapers and analyzing data. Our clients paid us a commission based on their winnings, and we had some great weeks where we earned significant amounts.
Conclusion
Henry's journey from high school to his early career was filled with diverse experiences and lessons. His generosity, work ethic, and entrepreneurial spirit were evident in everything he did. Whether it was working construction, selling light bulbs, or running a betting advice business, Henry always found a way to make the most of his opportunities and have fun along the way.
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Okay now we are sitting at the Seville going to have some of that great wine Joey gives us a table gives us a hug tells me to take care of this guy they were all crazy about the NYSE Joey the staff happy to see Henry I get props just for being with Henry not to mention some of the best fish you can eat anywhere in the world at the Seville Spanish restaurant in Fort Lauderdale

 Henry met Denise at work at the great New York belt company in Manhattan over by the Old Homestead downtown on the west side around 9th Street she was in the office Denise was in the office and Henry was The Shipping Coordinator traffic coordinator basically a guy who's packing boxes and shipping them out     just a guy packing boxes and shipping them

 basically Henry started hanging out with Denise and another young woman and they go out drinking after work the three of them and nothing they were there   it was Henry Denise and some of the young woman who was the third and at 3 they would like The Mod Squad they hang out after work and get drinking and get drunk together and then take the subway back home          Denise lived in Brooklyn and you still have to get off at Kings Highway and Avenue D the Henry take her to her house get back onto the D train  and then we can get back late at night and I will drop her off at her house and then I go back and get on the D train to go home

which he had to do then go to the D train back to 6th Avenue and then I need to have to take the d train back to 6th Avenue where he would change for the year the app to get to the F train to go back to Queens and of course he passed out on the train and end up buying a I need to end up at Yankee Stadium


 then you get back on the train the other way at Yankee Stadium pass out and Skip 6th Avenue and up back on Kings Highway had to go back and forth never getting off the D train

 call Denise. Figuring that out and it turned out that she ended up driving Henry home instead of him taking her home because of that

 they went out for a few years and then they start living together in Queens behind the old Alexander's then they decide to get married they was still there when Alexis was born

 with Henry's Hometown he loved the area still loves the area Denise is like the area

 there was a sport service business it was not book making was professional sports handicapping not illegal because you were never taking bets simply advising people but they did not know what they did with the information they just knew they wanted the information whatever you did with it was up to you if you want to take a bet you might want to know this information

 it's professional sports handicapping and it's not illegal because you're not taking that

 you're advising people we don't we never knew what they were doing with the information but if they were to bet he is a few suggestions what you might bet on or what what what the handicap is

 and we learn this by Mark Jacobson he's while he was at the Bell company with Denise he started working for Marc Jacobs and Freddy's brother 

we all gave the tickets in 1969 money in 1969 the Knicks made the playoffs and Freddie Jacobson hired us to stand in line and buy tickets they paid us a little bit of money and took us to breakfast and instead we could have went to see the next but he scalped them and we got breakfast it was a fun night we did it for the fun we probably would have done it for ourselves that's the thing but he drove us and robbers home 

Nice and garlicky shrimp comes our way

Health food store
	12 lb sandwich  

I worked in a health food store for two years and never got sick. I was jsut here for the money so i could go drinking later - but i made myself goat milk ice cream shakes, protein smoothies. And carrot juice and everything they had cause it was free but i never got sick once in the two years i worked there. 

Charles and Co on park ave / deli pn park ave

That was another job --- standing up all night on line at the garder .. but he was good, if he didn’t sell them he gave them to us. 

But we didn’t know what we were doing back then so he knw wat to do with them.   

For us it was the group hanging out together 

By 4 am theyh opened up the windows because the line was so long -- and when we got to the front , hed tell us to go bck to the end of the lne to do it again.  We could have do it for ouseleves but we 

He’d pay us and take us all out to breakfast.

And if he had leftover tix hed give them to us

That was a job by itself

 in high school, I worked at the health food store I know it's like a sponge I just want to absorb everything

 oh my god of a beverage with Miss how much I gave you guys gave away you guys sandwiches or Jimmy over at Baskin-Robbins I make about a 12 lb sandwich put on the counter say next 

Delivering newspapers, Chinese food

The Mark Fruen, the real breakthrough 

Sports  service was hardes job 
Sports every day of the year except the days before and after the allstar game


This is too wierd … but i need to hear if from you...


If i do tht

I have t
In high school I worked at the health food store top of the sixes
 on the way down to the subway I tried to absorb everything I could

 now you fire somebody for what we did back then working in stores

 I hate to admit how much how many sandwiches I gave away to you guys

 wrap up a sandwich put on a counter say next
 a 12 lb sandwich

 Charles & Company sandwich shop on Park Avenue that was where I found orgy in the shampoo best shampoo ever

 I was just a sponge or just trying to absorb everything from everybody says Henry

 I never believed in I never believed in all that stuff but when I got there I realized it after a couple years I never got sick once working there I drink their shakes I ate the cheese
But the only thing I realized is that I never got sick working there I made goats make milkshakes carrot juice celery juice fresh apple juice they were way ahead of their times it was one of the Premier health food stores in Manhattan and I was just there for the money 

Goat's milk ice cream floats 
great location but I was just there for the money

 I never minded working Bowl I was enamored by money for some stupid reason

 it's different for you because you work for other people I work for my father I never went to camp

All of us worked somewhere most of the time

 the real breakthrough was for working for Mark freund

The hardest job we're just finished the hardest job ever which was the betting advice with me Jimmy and Richie 

 we have finished up maybe the hardest of all the jobs if sports betting advice no reason we should have been doing that somehow me and Richie and Jimmy found a way to make a living doing that the trouble was it was every day of the week Sports every day except for before and after the All-Star Game in the summer that was it. Otherwise there was every day  football hockey basketball baseball there are no days off ever that was just what became a real grind I was exhausted reading a newspaper in the city go to Western Union for the money we have to read every newspaper from every city we have to read the ticker tape stock market we have to go into the city to get every newspaper from every city in the country in Manhattan 


10 minutes in




