


BY SHELLI FEDULLO

(Swarthmore) Bill offered no direct advice 
on how to write about (Chancellor) Bill, but 
with well-honed Socratic methodology posed 
an illuminating question: “How do you know 
if someone is the right person for the next 40 
years of your life?”

The intense chemical reaction that makes 
two people, in our case, college kids, fall in 
love will become the stuff of memory, fond 
or not, unless trust, respect and admiration are 
included in the relationship formula – that’s 
how you know. My husband’s generosity 
of spirit, his empathy, his unshakeable 
dedication to learning the right thing to do 
and then working tirelessly to get it done, his 
sharp analytical mind and sound judgment 
combined with his kindness, charm, warmth 
and extraordinary sense of humor are among 
the reasons he continues to make my 61-year-
old heart sing. These are also among the 
reasons Bill has earned the trust, admiration, 
respect and, very often, the affection, of 
colleagues who have come to know him. 

William P. Fedullo was born in Philadelphia 
on September 18, 1949, the first of three 
children of the handsome William B. Fedullo 
and the beautiful Carmela J. (Burgio) Fedullo. 
When Bill was in second grade, the family, 
which now included two adorable little sisters, 
Debbie and Julie, moved from their home on 
lively South Broad Street to the seashore town 
of Brigantine, N.J. where they lived through 
Bill’s first year of high school. 
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A fter law school, my husband 
and I thought we were done 
with the Socratic method 

forever, but almost as soon as our 
son could form a complete sentence, 
the questioning resumed. As I began 
writing about Bill Fedullo, the 2014 
Chancellor of the Philadelphia Bar 
Association and my beloved husband 
of almost 40 years, I commented to 
our son, (also) Bill, a 20-year-old 
sophomore at Swarthmore College, 
it was harder than expected. How 
do I condense over 42 years of close 
observation into a few pages? 
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The population of Brigantine in 1960, when Bill was 11, 
was about 4,200, spread over an island larger than Atlantic 
City. It was a quiet place, especially in winter. The family 
kept connected to Philadelphia with frequent visits. Holidays 
were special, happy events spent in Philadelphia with Bill’s 
“immediate” family that included grandparents, aunts, uncles 
and cousins. 

Bill was a talented athlete and sports were a big part of his 
Brigantine years. His early career plan was to play centerfield 
for the Phillies. He was a star Little League player, regularly 
hitting balls out of the park, the first time at age 11. He played 
basketball in a CYO league and football in his freshman year 
of high school at Holy Spirit in Atlantic City.  

Bill entered the workforce early with a paper route when 
he was nine years old.  A few years later he worked at a food 
concession at Steeplechase Pier in Atlantic City. When he was 
old enough, he got a job as a Brigantine lifeguard. 

After Bill’s family moved back to 
South Philadelphia, he attended Bishop 
Neumann High School where he played 
football and baseball, and was a regular 
at the legendary “Neumann Dance.” He 
worked as a cashier at Pantry Pride and 
did voice impressions to entertain the 
customers who were his regulars.

Bill went on to Temple University 
where he majored in Political Science. 
He worked at playgrounds in both 
North and South Philadelphia coaching 
and mentoring kids. A badly injured 
knee caused by a fall while playing 
basketball required surgery twice and 
cost Bill two missed semesters.

We met in February 1971 when Bill 
was a 21-year-old junior and I was an 
18-year-old Temple freshman. Like 
all true stories it has its variations, 
depending on who tells it. I was at 
Chances Are, a nightspot near Broad 
and Lombard, with a friend. A really tall 
guy said hello and that he recognized 
me from campus. He was “cute,” 
seemed nice, but was in a very big 
hurry. I would have given him my phone number if he had 
asked, but he didn’t. Instead, he said something like, “See you 
on campus.” I thought that was odd, but couldn’t dwell on it 
for long because when my friend and I left, we discovered 
that her (mother’s) car had been towed. I was in the college 
bookstore a few weeks later when the same really tall guy 
stopped me, said he had been looking for me, and asked for 
my phone number. I gave it to him wondering why he hadn’t 
just asked for it in the first place. He called for a few weeks 
asking for a date, but I already had plans.  After multiple calls, 
he said, in a perfectly reasonable way, if I wasn’t interested 
to tell him and he would stop calling. This was effective. We 
made a date for the next weekend.

Bill tells it this way. He spotted me on campus walking with 
another girl and announced to his friend he intended to date 
one of us.  A $5 wager was placed on whether he would.   Bill 

had a date with a girl who lived near Chances Are and they 
arranged to meet there, but she was late. He saw me and tried 
to make the most of his limited time. He invited me to lunch 
and we made a date to meet on campus at the bell tower.  He 
reported this to his friend who joined him to authenticate the 
date – money was on the line. Bill claims I showed up, but 
was with another guy.  Bill also claims I flashed him the peace 
sign, then left with the other guy.  He expected me to get rid of 
the guy and come back, so he waited, but I didn’t.  Bill’s friend 
said he was very impressed and took his $5. 

On paper, Bill and I should never have worked. He was a 
former altar boy. I was a former B’nai B’rith girl. He was an 
athlete and an avid sports fan. I was regarded with dread when 
a team got stuck with me in gym class and an avid fan of the 
metaphysical poets. On our first date Bill took me to dinner 
at a restaurant that had celebrity pictures including many of 
Frank Sinatra on the walls. Bill told me he liked Frank Sinatra, 

which, as we said back then, “blew 
my mind.” I sent my food back to the 
kitchen because it wasn’t prepared the 
way I liked it, which in turn blew Bill’s 
mind. The thing was, Bill was really 
smart, very funny, charming, interesting 
and more like an adult than a college 
kid. We soon became a couple, strolling 
around campus holding hands.

We married in June 1974 when Bill 
was in his second year of law school 
as an evening student at then Delaware 
Law School (now Widener). Bill was a 
substitute teacher and later managed a 
car wash. I taught high school English 
and worked part time in a clothing 
boutique.  

Bill’s first law job was clerking 
for Judge Charles P. Mirarchi Jr., a 
wonderful judge, man and mentor. 
Judge Mirarchi allowed his clerks to 
develop their own practices provided 
they fulfilled their clerking duties. Bill 
handled criminal appointments and 
everything else he could get into the 
door. The “door” led to an office shared 

with five other similarly situated lawyers.
From the very start of his career, Bill recognized the 

importance of contributing to the profession and building 
relationships through active involvement in the Philadelphia 
Bar Association and other organizations including the 
Justinian Society which he also went on to lead as Chancellor. 
It was through their involvement with the Justinians that Bill 
met his dear friend and mentor Nick Lisi, of blessed memory, 
who is always in Bill’s heart.

Bill joined the lawyers’ softball league, first playing on the 
law clerk team. He eventually became the player/manager of 
Et Al., winner of seven league championships in 13 seasons. 
Bill finally retired from Et Al. when he was 50, but still has 
many lasting friendships from the softball days. A former 
teammate, Judge Legrome Davis, shared these thoughts: “Bill 
is a dear friend since the early 1980s when we were both a bit 
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younger.  Bill approaches everything 
with passion, integrity and commitment 
to attaining goals. Whether on the 
softball field or as a personal friend he 
strives for excellence.” 

In 1979 with Bill’s support and 
encouragement, I became an evening 
division student at Temple University 
Law School.  Bill drove me to work 
at 7 a.m., worked a 12-hour day, then 
picked me up at Temple at 9 p.m. I 
left my teaching job and became Bill’s 
law clerk during my last year of law 
school. Bill now had an office of his 
own. My office was the client chair 
a few feet from his desk, giving me 
a close-up view of Bill at work. Bill 
taught me, by example, that being a 
collegial professional and a strong, 
effective advocate are complementary, 
not mutually exclusive. He was cordial 
and respectful to other lawyers, was 
persuasive by being reasonable. I 
also saw firsthand the depth of Bill’s 
dedication to and empathy with his 
clients, and how strongly he was 
motivated by his desire to help others.  

Bill’s practice is primarily focused 
on representation of plaintiffs in 
medical malpractice, product liability 

and other serious personal injury 
matters.  His broad range of experience 
also includes commercial, insurance 
and estate litigation, and, early in his 
career, criminal matters ranging from 
homicide to white-collar crime. This 
list is far from complete. Bill has also 
been retained to represent the defense 
in personal injury litigation. 

Bill has been counsel to the firm of 
Rosen, Schafer & DiMeo, LLP since 
2008, and feels very fortunate to be 
associated with excellent lawyers who 
are also wonderful people. Bill and 
former Chancellor John Savoth were 
previously in practice together.  John has 
these thoughts about his former partner 
and longtime friend: “I very sparingly 
use the term brother but every once in 
a while I refer to someone other than 
my natural brothers as my brother. Bill 
is one of those people. He is one of the 
most honest of people – when dealing 
with facts and emotions, he is true. He 
is always the voice of reason no matter 
how difficult the issue we grapple with 
as bar leaders. He always brings calm 
deliberation to what we do. He is truly 
passionate for the disenfranchised and 
sticks up for the little guy.”

Bill has never met a baby he didn’t 
like, or who didn’t like him, and was 
made to be a father.  Our son William 
Hollender Fedullo (Billy, now Bill) was 
born in July 1993, less than a year after 
Bill’s dad passed away. When Billy 
was eight days old, he joined us for the 
first of many dinners out together. We 
had heard of babysitters, but we liked 
having him with us and still do. We are 
a very close, loving family. Bill’s friend 
for many years, Bernard Smalley, 
believes that, “Anyone who knows Bill 
Fedullo or spends any time with him 
knows that his life begins and resides 
with his wife and son. He will bring the 
same passion he has for his family to 
the bar association, making it a better 
place.”

By the time Billy was born, Bill and 
I had lived in Center City for more than 
a decade, since 1989 in a townhouse 
on a small quiet tree-lined street in 
Washington Square West. Billy played 
baseball in the Fairmount League where 
his dad helped coach and I cheered. 
Before we dropped Billy off at St. 
Peter’s School, the independent school 
at 4th and Lombard Streets he attended 
through eighth grade, we had breakfast 
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Bill Fedullo joins his wife, Shelli, and their son, Bill, at Palm 
Restaurant Philadelphia, one of the family’s favorite restaurants.



at Starbucks at 4th and South. Simple 
pleasures. In high school, our city kid 
became a commuter, attending Friends’ 
Central School in Wynnewood. Bill 
plans on law school after graduation 
from Swarthmore College in 2016 
and looks forward to practicing in 
Philadelphia. He writes about his dad 
in a sidebar to this piece.

Bill loves music and his eclectic 
taste ranges from Sinatra to Smokey 
(Robinson) to Springsteen and many, 
many, more. His sports icons include 
Wilt Chamberlain, Joe Namath and 
Greg Norman. He is an avid golfer and 
got the chance to play golf with Hank 
Aaron (two days in a row) during a 
vacation in St. Thomas. He keeps in 
shape with visits to the gym and once 
was on an exercise bike a few feet away 
from President-Elect Obama. 

Bill is quick-witted and very 
funny. His humor ranges from the 
sophisticated to the silly and his quips 
are sometimes delivered in one of 
his many voice impressions. “Bill’s 
tremendous sense of humor is an asset 
in dealing with difficult situations” is 
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Shelli and Bill Fedullo with their young son, 
Billy, now a student at Swarthmore College.
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another observation from John Savoth.
Bill is down-to-earth, in touch with 

his feelings, practical, kind and loyal.  
Another longtime friend and former 
Chancellor Sayde Ladov describes 
Bill as “smart, well-spoken, solid, 
funny, kind and sensitive.” Sayde adds, 
“What you see is what you get. There 
is no pretense or artifice. Bill is loyal 
and will go to the mat for you. Bill’s 
leadership style is to do his level best 
to form consensus and get people to the 
same place, with respect and sensitivity, 
kindness and humanity. I adore him.”

Kathleen Wilkinson, 2013 
Chancellor as well as my law partner 
and friend, made these comments about 
who she often refers to as “Brother 
Bill.” “Bill is like the brother I never 
had. He has always looked out for me, 
and gives excellent advice. Bill always 
has something positive to say about 
someone else. He has a great sense of 
humor, a great smile, and a great laugh. 
Bill is a great role model and he will be 
a great Chancellor.”

Bill’s friend since high school and law 
school classmate Angelo Scaricamazza 
views him this way – “His heart is as 
big as he is tall. He is sensitive, caring 
and puts others before himself. He 
puts himself in everyone else’s shoes 
and looks at every perspective. He is 
an empathetic person who tries to do 
the right thing. Bill is like a brother 
to me.” Another law school classmate 

and high school friend, Judge Angelo 
Foglietta, regards Bill “like family,” 
and describes him as “a big guy with 
a sensitive, soft side who has always 
been compassionate and concerned 
about people in need, and who cares 
very deeply about the little guy.”

Bill’s mom and touchstone, who we 
lost in May 2013, has been my muse 
in writing about her beloved son. My 
husband’s wonderful qualities reflect 
those of both his parents.  

In looking back at over four decades 
with Bill, and ahead to his leadership in 
2014, I think of how the aphorism “love 

blinds” expresses the very opposite of 
what love really does. Instead, love 
illuminates and allows us to see what 
is true and important about what we 
cherish. As your Chancellor, Bill will 
lead our association guided by a moral 
compass which always points to true 
right, and with vision brightly lit by 
love for our profession and the good we 
can do.

Rochelle M. Fedullo (rochelle.fedullo@
wilsonelser.com) is a partner with 
Wilson Elser.

One thing my father has taught me is that being a great 
lawyer involves more than just taking depositions and 
discovering facts. It’s also about having compassion for 
your clients, forming human connections with them and 
recognizing that they are victims of real troubles and have 
come to you to help remedy them.

One story that I think really demonstrates how seriously 
my father takes this empathetic element of his practice 
involves a client he represented several years ago. This 
client had suffered profound injuries to his brain; his speech 
and sight were severely deteriorated, and his ability to 
accomplish most basic, day-to-day tasks had been eroded. 
In the aftermath of his injury, he found himself increasingly 
isolated from his friends, lethargic and dependent on his 
wife. My father did more than represent this client’s interests 
in litigation; he befriended him, and tried to find ways to help 

him bring meaning and purpose into his radically altered 
life. Noting that the client had had an interest in physical 
fitness before his accident, my father introduced him to a 
friend, a personal trainer, who helped the client find ways 
to stay active in spite of his injuries. Coming up with an 
exercise routine greatly improved the quality of the client’s 
daily existence – it gave him some small measure of control 
over the direction of his life, a way to rise above the general 
lethargy that had taken hold of him. My father did more than 
his professional duty for his client; he went out of his way to 
make his life better. 

This thoughtfulness and generosity of spirit is 
characteristic of my father’s work. As I look forward to 
my own career, I will do my best to follow his example of 
professionalism, compassion and other-oriented thinking.

- William H. Fedullo

A Lesson from My Father - The Empathetic  
Practice of Law
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The Fedullos met while attending 
Temple University in 1971, when Bill 

was a junior and Shelli was a freshman.  


