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Jennifer Mascia had a wild childhood. At 5 years old, her father was
arrested by the FBI. By 28, both of
her parents — her criminal dad and
his protective wife, her loyal mother
— had succumbed to vicious, fatal
bouts of cancer. All that happens in
between — the family’s crisscrossing
the country; their ferocious fights and
bitter, latent secrets; their ultimately
unbreakable bond — is what makes
Jennifer’s memoir, “Never Tell Our
Business to Strangers,” a humane,
moving monument to the life and
death of a most unusual family.
Chronicling the turbulent life she
lived, unknowingly, on the lam, the
author speaks raw truth to experiences that others with less nerve
might not have the courage to relive,
much less retell. Her father, whose
arrests for murder and drug dealing
injected equal parts fear and thrill
into their transient lives, remains a
beyond-all-odds beloved antihero, a
tragic, romantic character whose love
for his family, though tested by
deception and division, is ever present in Jennifer’s life. Though his
choices — right and wrong — forever
alter the course of the lives of those
he holds most dear, his love for his
family is what sustains them, and
their story.
Drawing on her experience as a professional journalist and news assistant at The New York Times, Jennifer
untangles the intricate knots of her
family’s shadowy history with both
frankness and what must be sheer
willpower. Her tale, though often
unwieldy and at times disconnected,
is revealing, a portrait of and confrontation with the vilest of truths
with clarity, grace and a daughter’s
forgiveness.
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Bobby Goldman, one of the world’s
great players and a member of the
Dallas Aces that challenged and then
overcame the vaunted Italian Blue
Team in the early ’70s, died more than
a decade ago at the age of 60. He had
just been elected to the Bridge Hall of
Fame.
Goldman was a moving force in
keeping alive many of the Aces’
numerous bridge enterprises long
after the team had disbanded. He was
also a leading theorist and promulgator of new conventions that have since
passed into common usage.
The day after Goldman’s death, my
cousin, Bob Becker, a top-flight play-

er in his own right, called to give me a
hand Goldman had played at
Philadelphia’s Cavendish Club when
he was just 19 years old. As the deal
shows, even at that tender age Goldman had a full grasp of the subtleties
of the game.
Goldman was South, and West led
the queen of diamonds to dummy’s
ace. Goldman then cashed the A-K of
trumps, learning that he had a trump
loser when West discarded a diamond.
His only chance for the slam was to
get rid of his diamond loser on dummy’s fourth club. Most players would
no doubt have played the Q-K-A of
clubs, hoping East had started with
three or more clubs. This would have
failed as the cards lie. But Goldman
saw a way to improve on his chances
by giving East a chance to make a
mistake.
So he cashed the A-K of clubs and
led a club toward his hand as if he
were trying to ruff out the queen.
From East’s perspective, South might
have had [S] AQJx [H] AKxxx [D] xx
[C] xx, in which case Goldman would
be correct in attempting to fell the
club queen before trying to get rid of
dummy’s remaining diamond on his
fourth spade.
Ultimately, East discarded a spade,
whereupon Goldman produced the
queen, led a spade to the king and
threw his diamond on the club jack. If
East had ruffed the third club, the
slam would have gone down.
“After that,” said my cousin, “we all
knew Bobby was headed for stardom.”
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