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			For Mitzi

		

	
		
			The worst man has the right to live the same as the best, and no one may attack another because his general reputation is bad.

			—People v. Rodawald, 
New York Court of Appeals, 1904

			Paul Kersey: Nothing to do but cut and run, huh? What else? What about the old American social custom of self-defense? If the police don’t defend us, maybe we ought to do it ourselves.

			Jack Toby: We’re not pioneers anymore, Dad.

			Paul Kersey: What are we, Jack?

			Jack Toby: What do you mean?

			Paul Kersey: I mean, if we’re not pioneers, what have we become? What do you call people who, when they’re faced with a condition or fear, do nothing about it. They just run and hide?

			Jack Toby: Civilized?

			Paul Kersey: No.

			—Death Wish, 1974

		

	
		
			Preface

			Anyone who rides the New York City subway will, at some point, encounter a roving performer or panhandler. There are the breakdancers, mariachi bands, beatboxers, doo-wop singers, Peruvian flautists, garbage can drummers, and classical string quartets, to name just a few, and even—as I saw on the No. 2 train once in 1999—an old, wizened woman in a ratty fur coat smoking a cigarette with two inches of ash dangling from it slowly walking the aisle and railing in a British accent against “Mayor Ghouliani. And yes, you heard me right. I called him Ghooooul-iani.”

			Nothing connects New York City—its geography, its businesses, its people—like its subway system. Its 248 miles of tracks make it one of the largest and most comprehensive in the world. Even after massive drop-offs during the Covid-19 pandemic, the system still sees upward of a billion riders a year. As America’s densest city is also home to some of the country’s worst traffic, paying the $2.90 for a speedy ride underground is almost always the most efficient way to go.

			Its tight quarters and centrality to city life make it one of American society’s few true levelers. Like an emergency room or department of motor vehicles, the New York City subway is a rare space in which human necessity blurs almost all social division. And so for twenty-four hours a day, the subway displays the city’s vibrant diversity: wealthy white finance bro crammed in next to struggling Asian hip-hop brutha; immigrant from the Dominican Republic brushing knees with priest from the Dominican Order. Mere miles of track connect Queens, which produced Donald Trump and Archie Bunker, with Brooklyn, which produced Shirley Chisholm and Clair Huxtable. It is a beautiful urban mess, with no other environment on the planet like it.

			Jordan Neely, a regular presence on the subway, was an autistic thirty-year-old whose mental state had been further impaired by the murder of his mother when he was about fourteen. At around age four, his father introduced him to the music of the Jackson 5, and as he got older he developed a killer Michael Jackson impersonation. He dropped out of high school and ended up on the streets, unable to find steady work. When scraping for money, he would work the subway dressed as the Thriller-era King of Pop—red vinyl jacket, Jheri curl, rhinestone-studded socks, and a single glove—moonwalking down the aisles to “Billie Jean.” Still, whatever joy he brought the world through his craft, his behavior was erratic. According to his father, he would regularly stop taking the medications that had been prescribed for his suite of serious psychological concerns.

			On May 1, 2023, in the midst of an apparent psychiatric episode, Neely boarded an uptown F train and immediately began screaming. He removed his jacket and threw it to the ground, shouting, “I don’t have food, I don’t have a drink, I’m fed up. I don’t mind going to jail and getting life in prison. I’m ready to die.” There is little dispute that multiple, if not most, passengers in the car were frightened by his behavior. Several got up to move away. One said that she was “scared shitless” and that Neely had “scared the living daylights out of everybody.”

			Daniel Penny, a college student and former Marine who was seated close by, got up and took Neely down from behind in a tight chokehold. A four-minute cellphone video from a fellow passenger shows Neely’s arms flailing and his legs kicking as he struggled to free himself, before two other passengers held down his hands while Penny maintained the chokehold. A few other passengers can be heard on the video, one saying that they should ensure that Neely not defecate on himself, and that “[y]ou don’t want to catch a murder charge. You got a hell of a chokehold, man.” The three men then rolled a motionless Neely onto his side. A passenger can be heard on the video saying, “He’s all right. He ain’t gonna die.”

			The passenger was wrong. Neely was pronounced dead shortly thereafter, with his death ruled a homicide from compression of the neck. Penny went on trial for the incident the following year and was acquitted of criminally negligent homicide.

			The central legal question in the trial for the murder of Jordan Neely was the “reasonableness” of Penny’s use of deadly force. That question came down to two factors: whether his fear of Neely was justifiable, and whether his actions aligned with how society would expect an ordinary person to act under the same circumstances. That formulation—a confusing jumble of both the subjective appropriateness of a man’s thoughts and the objective social acceptability of his actions—was forever etched into law and American consciousness four decades earlier in the case of Bernhard Goetz.

			

			

			On a sleepy Saturday afternoon just before Christmas in 1984, Bernhard Goetz boarded a dingy subway car in Manhattan’s West Village and encountered four black teenagers from the Bronx. Barry Allen, Darrell Cabey, Troy Canty, and James Ramseur were rowdy: raising their voices, hanging on the bars, doing pull-ups, pounding on the seats, shadowboxing, and approaching other riders for matches. While their fellow passengers later reported being alarmed, if not frightened, by the behavior, none of the four teenagers attacked or harmed anyone. Canty then took an action that would prove to be a key moment in a decades-long saga about race, crime, vigilantism, self-defense, and a host of other very fraught, and very abstract, nouns: he asked Goetz for five dollars.

			Goetz argues that the four saw him as easy bait and were planning to mug him violently. In contrast, the four teenagers say that Canty was simply panhandling. Either way, Goetz slowly rose and, in a fury, emptied his silver Smith & Wesson revolver into their bodies, leaving all four bloodied and strewn throughout the subway car within seconds. Goetz then jumped off the train and vanished, setting off a frenzied nine-day manhunt. By the time he turned himself in, much of the media had turned him into a sort of hero—an armed avenger who (finally) struck back against the forces of decay responsible for a historic crime wave. He eventually went to trial and, in a polarizing decision, was acquitted of all violent crime charges, and convicted of only a minor gun-possession offense.

			In some respects, Goetz’s and Neely’s cases are strikingly similar: city on edge; black rider frightens other passengers; white rider perceives threat; homicide (or at least an attempted one); ensuing national debate about heroism in the face of threat. Both men became causes célèbres, particularly on the political right. Campaigns were quickly set up to fund the defendants’ legal defenses, as politicians from across the country with no connection to New York tripped over themselves to heap praise on both men’s actions. The racial dynamics of the cases were unmistakable; the public would never have embraced either Goetz or Penny with the same glee if either was a black man who, in plain view, left white carcasses lying in a subway car.

			Freud would say that sometimes subway violence isn’t just subway violence. The cases, playing out in the same underground forum, both tapped into the same vexing issues that extend far beyond the borders of 1980s New York: race, crime, fear, safety, self-defense, political polarization, and the media’s ability to skew reality. By many metrics, America is healthier, happier, and safer than it was in 1984. Nevertheless, a close look at Goetz’s case reminds us that we are still afraid, still haunted by America’s racist past (and present and future), and still very quick to kill strangers.

			

			

			The tour this book takes through Goetz’s story is based on the rich public record of the case and extended interviews with many key figures: police in New York and New Hampshire who investigated and ultimately apprehended Goetz more than forty years ago; the judge and lawyers at the center of a decade of high-stakes legal drama; an eyewitness in the subway car who feared that he, too, could have been shot that day; one of the jurors who heard the case; reporters who covered the story; activists who protested aspects of the case; a former top official at the National Rifle Association; the courtroom sketch artists who spent years silently capturing the essences of every key figure in the case; and even one lawyer who had nothing to do with the shooting but who had to deal with the pain in the ass of having the Trial of the Century take place in the courthouse on a day when she was just trying to get to work.

			Writing about a decades-old event—particularly one with death as a regular backdrop—provided constant reminders about the ruthlessness of time and the fragility of human existence. I am grateful to have interviewed Mark Baker, one of Goetz’s attorneys, multiple times and relied on him as a resource over email throughout much of the reporting of this book. He died a few months before it was released.

			Some well-known names were gracious with their time: Al Sharpton, the civil rights activist turned MSNBC host, and Curtis Sliwa, the founder of the patrol group the Guardian Angels, sat for lengthy interviews. Others did not. The media mogul and New York Post owner Rupert Murdoch declined a request for an interview; former New York City mayor Rudy Giuliani, through staff, did not respond to multiple requests.

			I made dozens of attempts to interview the teenagers—now men approaching old age—whom Goetz shot. They, or their families, were either unreachable or declined to be interviewed. Much of the public record that still exists about them relates to their criminal history, and, sadly, that is much of the way we will get to know them in this book. Still, I tried to reconstruct as much of the rest of their lives as I could from other sources.

			I did, however, speak with Bernhard Goetz.

			

			

			“Those guys needed shooting, for starters, just for starters. That’s not why I shot them, but they absolutely needed shooting.”

			I spoke with Mr. Goetz on March 1, 2024, and in perhaps the most striking moment in a telephone call full of them, he shared a ruthless moral judgment about where his five bullets ended up. No amount of prissy postmodern handwringing is going to tell him he didn’t commit an act of community service. According to Goetz, it was his fortune, good or bad, to mete out the justice that four young men had brought upon their own damned selves.

			He’s also a bigot. Much has been made over the years regarding his use of vile racist slurs in public on at least one occasion. He, and those who support him, has worked overtime to explain away the comments. He may well possess a worldly tolerance “in his heart,” as his supporters claim. That said, he had no hesitation in saying minutes after he got onto the phone with a black man he had never met, “I don’t care if you like hearing this or not, but there was a bad problem in a lot of the blacks back then about fucking with people in general, fucking with rioting, fucking with themselves.” His comments on race all seemed to be the quiet part out loud—the kinds of comments that many perhaps might say in private but which are too déclassé to share in mixed company. Perhaps it was his forthrightness, not the comments themselves, that was the most jarring. He seemed to think of himself as a modern-day Cassandra, blessed with the ability to state obvious truths to a woke public that just doesn’t get it, or refuses to. He has had support. Scores of lawyers, witnesses, jurors, members of the public, newspaper columnists, and many others over decades have done all they could to deny any racial backdrop to every aspect of Goetz’s case or crime in the city overall. But take it from Bernhard Goetz’s own unambiguous words: it was, at least partly, about black people.

			

			

			I was born to Jamaican parents in a section of Flatbush, Brooklyn, which was ethnically mixed in a way few places in America are today. Like so many immigrant families in 1970s New York, we eventually fled to the comfort and perceived safety of the New Jersey suburbs. My dad worked two jobs in New York for most of my childhood, and my grandparents and several of my uncles and aunts remained there. Given the city’s museums, parks, zoos, shopping, and our beloved (ahem, twenty-seven-time world champion) New York Yankees, we were there for one thing or another at least once a week. Most relevant to the events in this book, though, we lived squarely in New York’s media market.

			It’s fascinating what memories linger in the backs of our minds across decades. My oldest memory of Goetz was from—as I now have pieced together—early 1985, right around when I was turning nine. The memory is fleeting: probably only ten or fifteen seconds. But I recall that it was a segment on the local nightly news, covering not the specifics of the story, but how the “Subway Vigilante”—the nickname with which the media had knighted Goetz—had become the subject of rap songs. I realize now how that moment was a perfect window into the obsession the country had with the case. This “Subway Vigilante” became almost a cartoon character, an avatar for a public that felt unsafe and finally fought back. He was, to many, more than the central figure in a true crime story. He was a hero.

			During those years, New York was fiscally mismanaged, facing allegations of rampant police brutality and corruption. Foremost, however: its people were terrified. Pop culture fueled the sentiment. The mid-to-late 1970s bred an entire genre of extremely successful dystopian films about the city: Death Wish, Taxi Driver, The Warriors, Escape from New York, and even Saturday Night Fever all depicted a hellscape that, though it might have had good pizza, would probably leave you dead. Goetz represented a solution to many New Yorkers (and to others as well, those watching from afar, either concerned about their own hometown or fantasizing about how bad someone else’s was). Somehow, in the rush to turn Goetz into a national sensation, the public overlooked, or chose to disregard, that the case was rife with complexity. His victims may not have posed the threat to him that he believed them to, and his background turned out to be not as angelic as the public dreamed. He also was odd.

			None of that ultimately mattered. Fear and anger sell newspapers (and today, generate clicks on social media). The media pounced to pump out daily articles that fed into the hysteria: their success at the newsstand led to more articles, and in turn led to more fear. (One can debate which came first: chicken or egg; ominous headline or paranoid public.) And finally, public voices on all sides of the case, figures no less prominent than Giuliani, Sharpton, and Murdoch, kept the story in the news as it became a critical part of their own origin stories. The story of a loner who shot up four forgotten members of society on a Saturday afternoon could easily have never made it past the police blotter. Something else gave it life.

			

			

			Goetz himself, when speaking with police after turning himself in, touched on perhaps the biggest theme in his story, noting that “it’s important to be afraid.” Fear, one of the most basic human emotions, protects us from that which can do us harm. It stops us as children from climbing a jungle gym we are not ready for, or from touching a stove that has burned us before. It also can go too far, paralyzing us with terror about monsters that are not, in fact, hiding under the bed. While Goetz was afraid of something on the train, the question of what exactly he was afraid of is a complicated one. Was it the city’s high crime rate? The possibility of being mugged? Was it that the four teenagers on the train with him were in a group? Was it black people? Was it the fact that even if he were a victim, the city wouldn’t do anything about it? Was it the blow to his pride if he were to be smacked around like a plaything in public? It seems that, to some extent, each played a role in his split-second decision to pull the trigger—and then again, and again, and again, and again.

			Goetz’s fear was legitimate. The city was unsafe (or, at a minimum, was facing violent crime rates that are incomprehensible today). He had been victimized before, in a prior incident that had caused him great embarrassment and left him injured. I speak from experience in acknowledging that the subway then was scary, even if everyone relied on it. Goetz’s opponents have, through the years, strained to defend his victims, overlooking plenty of evidence that even if the four did not mug Goetz, they clearly caused alarm to him and others.

			This said, legitimate fears can lead people to do illegitimate things. Though the public has regarded him and his actions with increasing skepticism over the decades, his story invites us to think about entitlement and empowerment: What exactly can someone get away with when he is scared? When it comes to conferring such authority, the law and public opinion do not necessarily work together. Many people through history have gotten away with behavior that swaths of the public found disgusting. Many others have found themselves in jail for actions the public supported. What seems to matter most to how people’s actions are judged is who has the biggest microphone at a given time, and whether society is willing to listen to them at that moment.

			

			

			The nickname “Subway Vigilante” romanticizes Goetz. Notice that he was never called the “Subway Terror,” the “Subway Assassin,” or anything else less ambiguous. Segments of America love the idea of a vigilante, a noble (most likely white) warrior who acted out not because he wanted to, but because he felt he had to. In recent years, many such men have been rewarded handsomely. Mere days after being acquitted following Jordan Neely’s death, Daniel Penny joined then President-elect Donald Trump as an invited guest in his suite at the annual Army-Navy football game. Less than two months later, he had a job offer from Andreessen Horowitz, the top venture capital firm in Silicon Valley, if not the world. Similarly, in 2020, Kyle Rittenhouse left his home in Illinois to help protect local businesses during Black Lives Matter protests in Kenosha, Wisconsin. Armed with an AR-15-style rifle, he fatally shot two men and wounded another. A segment of the public lionized Rittenhouse, and he was lauded with offers of congressional internships, legislation named in his honor, and a speaking tour through conservative media outlets. From a state a thousand miles away, Florida governor Ron DeSantis praised Rittenhouse’s actions, saying that he did “what we should want citizens to do in such a situation: step forward to defend the community against mob violence.” Rittenhouse was acquitted partly on the basis that he had acted in self-defense (the shots were fired during a violent altercation). But his self-defense argument launders the fact that he crossed state lines to a jurisdiction in which he did not live, to keep the peace at a riot he had no business in. How seriously can you take his complaint that society has broken down, after he himself decided to test its legal boundaries, if not violate them?

			For many, Goetz, like Rittenhouse and Penny, was more idea than man. Each tapped into fantasies about how best to keep the public safe, and who the real threats were. But there is something perverse in America’s rush, both then and now, to create heroes out of limited, or skewed, information. A New York Times column from a week after the 1984 shooting captured the point: “When people begin to feel so unsafe and so fed up on the subways that they will adopt as their vicarious champion a man with a gun who sets up his own criminal justice system and takes private vengeance, then a kind of madness has started creeping into the social system.”

			

			

			This book, beyond being the story of a man, four teenagers, and the struggling city around them, is about human nature. People are violent. Yes, people are loving, empathetic, creative, collaborative, nurturing, and a host of other beautiful things. We also kill each other a lot, often with firearms. Societies have long tried to impose order on themselves, in the form of governments and the social contract, all in an attempt to stem the state of lawlessness Thomas Hobbes once called “the war of all against all.” Still, our noble nation has violence baked into its DNA. We are one of a handful of places to have won our independence by force and kept it—only to remain a nation after a vicious civil war. Our laws recognize an inherent right to bear arms yet provide ambiguous standards on when the use of deadly force is acceptable. As historian and president emerita of Harvard Drew Gilpin Faust has written, “The rule of law seems historically and inextricably enmeshed in the tolerance—even the encouragement—of violence.” What if violence is just part of who we are as Americans? It might explain a lot.

			Bernhard Goetz was in equal parts a reviled figure and a cultural icon. No other person in American history has had pop, hip-hop, and punk songs written about him; run for mayor of New York; given rise to the modern gun rights movement; partly been the inspiration for the lead character in an Academy Award–winning film (2019’s Joker); sparked a generation of discussions about crime in cities; been the answer to a Trivial Pursuit question; and been a Rorschach test about race in the criminal justice system—all after nearly being convicted of a quadruple attempted homicide. There is much to be said about Bernhard Goetz. But perhaps we can learn more about what his two minutes on a dirty subway car in 1984 say about the rest of us.

		

	
		
			
				
					Part I

				

				Live Free or Die

			
		

	
		
			
				Chapter One

				The Powder Keg

			
			
				July 13, 1977 
New York City

			

			The city went dark.

			Violent thunderstorms rolled across the region on a sweltering, humid evening. Lightning strikes clapped down on the earth below, with perhaps the most consequential one in New York history striking a substation about an hour north up the Hudson River in Westchester County at around 8:30 p.m.. The crash tripped two circuit breakers, sending a surge that cut off power from the massive Indian Point No. 3 plant, which served much of the region. Soon after, a second strike cut off power from another nearby plant. As surges knocked out substations one by one, demand increased on other parts of the region’s power grid. As a result, a series of catastrophic power failures quickly crept southward, finally nestling in America’s largest city.

			By 9:30 p.m., New York City’s five boroughs and most of Westchester County were literally, and figuratively, powerless. Tunnels leading into and out of the city had to be closed due to lack of ventilation. Thousands were evacuated from pitch-black subway cars that were becoming unbearably hot. Screaming riders got stranded in darkness atop Coney Island’s Wonder Wheel, a rickety fifty-seven-year-old Ferris wheel. Reporters in the New York Post’s newsroom had heard over police radio monitors that blackouts were cascading south from the Bronx through Manhattan. Mindful of the city’s geography, they did not panic when, a moment later, their lights went out too. Frank Sinatra, cozy on the thirty-eighth floor of the posh Waldorf-Astoria Hotel, passed the time by consuming the “rapidly thawing contents of the refrigerator.” A pilot landing a cargo plane of strawberries at JFK Airport watched in shock as its runways vanished into the miles of blackness around them. As the plane circled above, he asked the control tower in exasperation, “Where is Kennedy Airport?” and “What am I supposed to do with the berries?” The control tower, dealing with problems of its own, responded simply, “Eat them.” Both JFK and LaGuardia Airports would soon stop all arrivals and departures for the next eight hours, gumming up air travel across the planet.

			For a time, the only three lights that remained on New York’s silhouetted skyline sat atop symbols of the city’s greatest areas of pride—its financial dominance and historic embrace of diversity. Somehow, only the blinking airplane beacons on the World Trade Center and the Citibank Building, and the torch being lifted by the Statue of Liberty, punctuated the shadows. In retrospect, the metaphor was almost too on-the-nose to be real.

			Perhaps the blackout of 1977 should not have been anything remarkable; every region with an electrical grid loses power at some point. Indeed, the region had confronted a massive fifteen-hour blackout just twelve years earlier. In 1965, even as 25 million lost power, the public reacted with romance and cheer. People got out of their cars at clogged intersections and directed traffic. Others handed out candles to passersby. Some weary travelers, knowing they could be stuck in Grand Central Terminal for a while, settled in for a night of sleep, unconcerned (or unaware) of any risk. Citywide, police made only ninety-six arrests, mostly for minor offenses. Within days, advertising executives published a book of cartoons titled Where Were You When the Lights Went Out? The experience, almost instantly, became a thing of amusement and nostalgia that unified a resilient city.

			The 1977 darkness brought its own moments of magic also. Restaurants on the chic Upper West Side of Manhattan moved their tables outside for al fresco dining. A motorist who spotted an elderly woman struggling to feel her way home was seen spinning his car around so that his lights could help usher her inside. As the lights went out during a performance at the Metropolitan Opera, the orchestra’s harpist broke into an impromptu solo of “Dancing in the Dark.”

			Oh, but 1965 this was not. For the next twenty-four hours, arson, looting, and violent crimes tore through the entire city. The predominantly black and Hispanic neighborhoods of the South Bronx, East Harlem in Manhattan, and Bedford-Stuyvesant and Bushwick in Brooklyn were among the most devastated. Some 1,037 fires, 50 of them serious, were the most seen in a single day in New York history.

			Rioters smashed through the steel door and windows at a Pontiac showroom in the Bronx, speeding off with fifty new cars, valued at $250,000. On Broadway in Brooklyn, the night air was filled with the sounds of iron store gates being forced up and windows smashed open, exposing troves of electronics, furniture, and clothing to be looted. Near Columbia University in northern Manhattan, people were reported to have hooked cars up to the doors of electronics shops in order to tear them off, making way for others to clear the shelves. Even the Brooks Brothers on tony Madison Avenue in Manhattan saw its shelves emptied. A lucky bride-to-be made off with a lace gown from a shop in the Fordham section of the Bronx. All told, 473 shops in the Bronx and 700 in Brooklyn were attacked, and the rioting led to a billion dollars of damage. Time’s next cover story, echoing the words of Mayor Abraham Beame, dubbed the event a “night of terror.”

			Police, themselves dodging snipers and flying rocks and bottles, made 3,776 arrests—more in a single sweep than ever before in the city and some eight times more than were made during massive riots following Martin Luther King Jr.’s assassination in 1968. Before long, every cell in the city’s seventy-three police precincts was full. Some in the NYPD turned instead to just cracking heads, in an egregious exercise of force from a department confronting years of allegations of widespread police brutality. Violence broke out in a jail in the Bronx, while several prisoners escaped in the darkness from Rikers Island, a 413-acre prison island and the city’s largest jail. Across the city in lockups, the absence of working lights or air-conditioning was the least of the inmates’ problems. Facilities were packed far beyond their capacity; one 29´ x 25´ holding pen was reported to have held thirty-six men. Sweaty bodies pocked with welts from nightsticks and open cuts from glass, all in need of immediate medical attention, were crammed together. Forget debating the wisdom of the city’s criminal justice practices; the city had a brewing public health crisis.

			Even before the first light bulb went out, though, the city was already on edge. A mysterious serial killer, who came to be known as the “Son of Sam,” had been terrorizing the city throughout 1976 and 1977. In April 1977, Jimmy Breslin, a prominent columnist for the New York Daily News, received a handwritten note from the Son of Sam mocking the police and warning the public not to forget one of the shooter’s early victims, continuing that “[s]he was a very sweet girl but Sam’s a thirsty lad and he won’t let me stop killing until he gets his fill of blood.” Though David Berkowitz, the Son of Sam, killed or wounded only eight of New York’s seven-million-plus people, his unpredictability and the police’s inability to catch him bred fear that a menace could emerge anytime, anyplace, anywhere.

			With a serial killer on the loose, the teenager running down the street with a looted television wasn’t your biggest problem. The desperate mayor called NYPD leadership, pushing for them to do more. Ed Koch, then the congressman who represented the Village, was more direct and at one point called District Attorney Robert Morgenthau, screaming. “The city’s verging on chaos,” he railed. “If the cops can’t do anything, can’t you?”

			

			

			While the blackout and threat posed by the Son of Sam would soon pass,[*] they remained vivid symbols of two unassailable facts: many New Yorkers did not feel safe, and New York in the late 1970s could not manage itself. Nothing captured the city’s woes better than a line in a film review from The New York Times in 1974: “New York City is a mess…. It’s run by fools. Its citizens are at the mercy of its criminals who, as often as not, are protected by an unholy alliance of civil libertarians and crooked cops. The air is foul. The traffic is impossible. Services are diminishing and the morale is such that ordering a cup of coffee in a diner can turn into a request for a fat lip.”

			A fiscal and political crisis in the mid-1970s had left the city broke and unable to borrow money from banks, credit markets, or Washington. Unable to make payroll and with the city almost bankrupt, Beame called for the first layoffs of city workers since the Great Depression, and at midnight on June 30, 1975, the city dismissed some nineteen thousand civil servants. More would follow, and in time the city would lay off approximately sixteen thousand teachers (four thousand from elementary schools), four thousand hospital staff, and thousands of others. All told, the city would slough off a quarter of its municipal workforce between 1975 and 1980. Those who managed to hold on to their jobs often threatened to strike, as wages stagnated under the weight of the crisis.

			With a total collapse of the city’s—and by extension the state’s—economy a real possibility, the city sought a bailout from the federal government. On October 29, 1975, in a speech to the National Press Club, President Gerald R. Ford said he was “prepared to veto any bill that has as its purpose a federal bailout of New York City,” leading to one of the most famous headlines in history: “FORD TO CITY: DROP DEAD.” Ford eventually relented and committed $2.3 billion in federal assistance to the city, but not before sniping with New York state and city leadership.

			As local and national politicians bickered, law enforcement agencies were hit by cutbacks, and this became a matter of triage for the city. The city’s transit police force was cut by 25 percent between 1975 and 1980. The city focused its energy on major crimes, turning its focus away from policing the more common but less serious crimes that made daily life difficult: the snatches-and-grabs, the petty thefts, the burglaries. Said Robert J. McGuire, the city’s police commissioner, “I think it’s intolerable for the police to walk away from any crime, but the system is so overcrowded with other stuff, it’s a matter of priorities.”

			

			

			Unfortunately, the city’s management failures and extreme belt-tightening came just as it was confronting a historic spike in crime. Three hundred and ninety people were murdered in New York in 1960. That number ballooned to 1,117 in 1970, and 1,787 in 1980—a massive increase in a period in which the city’s population had declined by close to one million. By 1979 the city led the nation in violent crimes and muggings. By 1984 a crime was reported in the city, on average, once every eighteen seconds. So many burglaries were reported in 1980—a year the NYPD reported to be the worst year for crime in city history to date—that police would simply shrug and direct callers to notify insurance and grease the windows of their apartments.

			Many police officers didn’t like the situation any more than the public did. Plainclothes members of the police union would greet new visitors arriving at LaGuardia Airport with flyers reading “WELCOME TO FEAR CITY,” featuring an eerie silhouette of the Grim Reaper providing advice such as “Do not walk” and “You should never ride the subway for any reason whatsoever.” It was quite a way to start a vacation in the Big Apple.

			
				
				[image: Poster titled 'WELCOME TO FEAR CITY' with a bold silhouette of a hooded figure and the subtitle 'A Survival Guide for Visitors to the City of New York.' The design is stark, with black text and imagery on a white background.]
			

			Even if authorities managed to make arrests, odds were that they were all but powerless to do anything with them. The Manhattan district attorney’s office was horribly under-resourced in the late 1970s, with many of its prosecutors having no telephones. In 1978, at the Manhattan Criminal Court, an average of seventeen judges tackled 85,512 misdemeanor cases. That year, the court held only 164 trials. Adjusting for the fact that most criminal cases do not end up going to trial, the figure is astonishing. By 1980 criminal court judges handled up to 120 cases a day. Morgenthau was furious at the situation and complained that the city’s criminal court “had ceased to function as a court.”

			

			

			Meanwhile, the city was hemorrhaging its white residents, thereby losing their incomes (and support to the city’s tax base). Between 1950 and 1976, the city’s white population plummeted from 90.2 percent to 76.6 percent. The Bronx, in particular, saw its complexion change. The white ethnic stronghold of the 1950s became far more diverse in the decades to come, with its white population dropping nearly 50 percent in the 1970s, from 1.08 million to 554,000.

			While the city has long thought of itself as a progressive multiracial haven, rapid demographic change has an ugly conjoined twin—racial resentment. Nothing is more American than mom, apple pie, and suspicion of people from different backgrounds (particularly when they don’t stay on their side of the street). As a result, the city that is guarded by the welcoming two-monument flotilla of the Statue of Liberty and Ellis Island incubated a stunning number of searing, high-profile racial incidents in the 1970s and 1980s. Their constant but invisible stress characterized the era more than perhaps any other aspect of city life.

			For instance, in 1981, Willie Turks, a thirty-four-year-old transit worker, was dragged from an automobile and savagely beaten to death by a group of fifteen to twenty men shouting, “Nigger, get out of here,” when his car stalled in the Gravesend section of Brooklyn.

			In 1984, Eleanor Bumpurs, a sixty-seven-year-old mentally disturbed grandmother was shotgunned to death by New York City Police as she stood naked in the kitchen of her own home resisting an eviction.

			In 1986, Michael Griffith, a Trinidadian immigrant, was traveling with friends from Brooklyn to Queens to pick up his paycheck when their car stalled. He and two others walked approximately three miles to the Howard Beach neighborhood where they were accosted by a group of white residents brandishing tire irons, baseball bats, and tree limbs, yelling racial slurs and screaming at the three to get out of the neighborhood. Griffith was severely beaten and, while trying to flee, was struck and killed by a vehicle as he tried to run across a highway.

			In 1989 Yusuf Hawkins was shot to death by a baseball bat–wielding mob of ten to thirty white men in the Bensonhurst section of Brooklyn. The group had been lying in wait for black youths who were believed to be attending a party at the home of a teenage girl. Hawkins hadn’t even known the girl in question; he had come to the neighborhood with friends to look at a used Pontiac.

			In 1991 two children of Guyanese immigrants were hit by a car in a prominent Orthodox rabbi’s motorcade, which had run a red light in the Crown Heights section of Brooklyn. One child, Gavin Cato, died, and the other was seriously injured, triggering widespread rioting and looting of stores and Jewish homes.

			They never felt like isolated incidents. As the city calmed from one, another would hit the news. They would play out, Al Sharpton (still a local activist beginning his path to national stardom) would show up at a protest, the mayor would issue a statement calling for calm, and it would blow over, a city’s rage pushed back under the surface until next time. And for each incident that became national news, there may well have been countless others that were narrowly avoided, did not end in violent tragedy, or did not get picked up by newspapers or activists. None happened in a vacuum, as New York, like America, has never been the melting pot it thinks it is. Rodney King, years later, would be terribly naive; we could not, in fact, just get along.

			

			

			Today, in many New York neighborhoods, one is far more likely to trip over a purebred labradoodle than a crack pipe. Given that reality, it is almost impossible to comprehend the mythic level of unrest that characterized life in New York just a few decades ago. “It was not an easy place to be,” said a woman who was in her twenties in the city at the time. “It wasn’t an easy place to be female. It wasn’t an easy place to be white. It wasn’t an easy place to be black. It wasn’t an easy place to be anybody.”

			Even with crime rates having ticked back upward in recent years, the same city is almost unrecognizable today. The same holds true across America. Fear may have crept back into American consciousness, but the city and country are safer places to live than they were four decades ago.

			The New York Daily News ran a devastating opinion piece on July 22, 1980, titled “There’s No Help on the Way,” all but saying that New York was beyond control. It even quoted a senior Legal Aid attorney—hardly a role typically held by rugged police-loving authoritarians—as saying “[w]e have a social problem that transcends anything a cop with a stick or a judge with a gavel can do.” The piece ended with an ominous line: “New Yorkers are going to have to do a lot to save themselves.”

			One prominent criminologist of the era wrote of the prevalence of the concept of “inevitable victimization”: the notion that people had largely given up and accepted that, at some point, they, too, would be mugged—or worse. Still, most New Yorkers chose not to take crime fighting into their own hands. But the combination of a rough public safety climate, an impotent government, ongoing racial tension, and America’s ready access to personal firearms provided just the right climate for the right person—who was most likely a white man—to be embraced for stepping outside the law.

			Enter Bernhard Goetz, who moved to Manhattan in 1975, and four teenagers who had grown up in the Bronx: Barry Allen, Darrell Cabey, Troy Canty, and James Ramseur.

			
				Skip Notes

				
					* Two years later, an even more ominous threat would emerge, with the kidnapping of six-year-old Etan Patz on his way to school one morning in Lower Manhattan. His body was never found. Far more terrifying than any riot or serial killer was the specter that not even innocent children were safe. It became yet another gripping national public safety story inextricably tied to New York.
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				Claremont Village

			
			
				1984 
The South Bronx

			

			In 1978, Taito, a Japanese electronics company, debuted a creation that would forever change entertainment and commerce: Space Invaders.

			The films Star Wars and Close Encounters of the Third Kind had captivated the universe a year before, and engineers at Taito, inspired by their successes, designed a coin-operated arcade game that would also transport people to outer space. Game play of Space Invaders is at best quaint by today’s standards. The player blasts rows of aliens as they descend from the top of the screen. There is very little to it; the game uses only two colors—white and a fluorescent green—on a black background. The aliens look no more menacing than crude, pixelated shellfish.

			However simple it was, Space Invaders was revolutionary. It was a pioneering “no limit” game: it had no time clock to cut off game play and no way to win. So the better someone got, the longer they could play. In addition, the game popularized the “high score” concept, in which a machine would track and display the highest scores achieved on it. A player now had several incentives to continue playing, thereby shoveling quarter after quarter into the machine’s coin slot. An urban legend held that Space Invaders was so popular in Japan that the hysteria around the game led to a shortage of the 100-yen coins used to play it at the time.[*1]

			The game’s success led to explosive growth in the industry, ushering in a period often called the “golden age” of arcade games. Pop culture–defining games like PAC-MAN, Frogger, Centipede, and Donkey Kong—each of which built on Space Invaders’ innovations—soon followed. It all meant big business; the number of arcades in North America doubled between 1980 and 1982 to a peak of about ten thousand. Coin-operated arcade machines would soon be ubiquitous across New York City, in restaurants, liquor stores, bodegas, and other cash-based businesses.

			There was a problem, though. The overnight video game boom presented a huge challenge for urban businesses: the new infusion of cash into video game machines turned each one into a giant piggy bank that could hold thousands of dollars at a time. Breaking into an early 1980s arcade game was almost too easy; a quick payday awaited anyone with a little ingenuity and a long screwdriver. Thefts became so common that arcades started hiring bouncers to hover by the machines.

			A cold calculus went into someone’s decision to steal from video games or engage in the sister petty crime of using their mouth to suck subway tokens out of turnstiles.[*2] It was lucrative; it wasn’t hard for a thief, often a teenager, to make off with several hundred dollars a day doing it. Getting caught might mean at most thirty days in Rikers, rather than the far more severe sentence that might come from mugging someone or burglarizing a home, probably for the same payout. And more importantly, a youngster would need to be caught red-handed to even stand a chance of getting punished. Cops were probably not going to spend precious resources hunting down a kid who had run off with a bunch of quarters from a PAC-MAN machine. And getting caught wasn’t all that likely in many parts of the city. As one Bronx teenager said at the time, “It’s bad to bust machines around here or, say, up in Harlem, because the owners go after you. Downtown they just call the cops.” In short, petty theft carried all of the reward and little of the risk.

			Stealing from video machines was largely how Barry Allen, Darrell Cabey, Troy Canty, and James Ramseur, then four teenagers in the Bronx, made money. Canty and Allen had probably known each other the longest, but the four were all familiar with one another. (Though they had broken into machines together before, Canty and Ramseur first met because of a fistfight Ramseur had had with a friend of Canty’s. As a result, the two weren’t all that close.)

			Odds were not good for most young people in the hood in the 1980s, a group once described by The New York Times as “average teenagers with less-than-average opportunities.” Regardless of any conclusions that can be drawn from the four teenagers’ personal backgrounds, each of their life stories says as much about society’s failures as it does about their own. For many, the American Dream is a mirage that can’t be brought to life through just pluck and gumption, and an unforgiving world can quickly extinguish glimmers of a better or even different life. Society is quick to let the four teens’ copious rap sheets, which in places include some heinous crimes, drown out talk of whatever humanity might also be there.

			Barry Allen, a slightly built nineteen-year-old Bronx native, was the eldest of the five children of Mary Allen, a switchboard operator. Allen never knew his father, who left when he was a little boy. He dropped out of school in ninth grade, and eventually enrolled in a graduate equivalency degree program in the Bronx. He was already a father of a son, Jason, who was likely born when Allen was seventeen. (Jason lived with his mother, Allen’s former girlfriend. It is unclear what role, if any, Allen had in Jason’s life.) Crack had not yet made it to the Bronx for much of Allen’s early years, but cocaine was everywhere. Though a self-professed addict, he said that he wanted to enter rehab to “go right, to get a job, to step down from all this crime.” Still, years later he described his younger self as a “go-getter” (which, in practice, probably meant being more brazen about committing petty crimes). “If it’s a dollar involved, let’s get it,” he said of his approach. “Let’s go.” He had already gone to prison for assaulting a man with a BB rifle, and racked up time and probation for thefts. In 1984 Allen was facing jail time in state prison for prior probation violations. Allen’s mother, who said she had seen Allen and his friends around the neighborhood but had no reason to believe they weren’t decent, went on to say about her son—whether ominously or with resignation—“I can’t say what he is capable of and not capable of.” The statement was pregnant with meaning, recognizing that even if her son didn’t have many choices, he owned the ones he made.

			Troy Canty was a wiry five-seven nineteen-year-old. With a slow and methodical personal manner, he was described as a “thinker” by his friends. He lived at home with his mother and older brother and had had repeated psychiatric and behavioral issues in school, the most severe being a suspension in middle school for beating up a teacher. Like Allen, he had also dropped out of high school in ninth grade and quickly started running into trouble with the system. Canty was first arrested at sixteen for stealing toys and tape recorders for needy children. He was arrested three months later for stealing shirts from Bloomingdale’s in Manhattan. Two weeks later, he was caught stealing $130 of merchandise from Macy’s, and then a year later from a poker machine from a bar in the Bronx, and then six months later from a video game machine in Penn Station. He had picked up another larceny charge for breaking open a video game machine at a bowling alley just three weeks before the Goetz incident.

			Drugs had also been a constant in Canty’s life. He first smoked pot at about age thirteen or fourteen, and started snorting cocaine two years later. Like too many in the South Bronx in the 1980s, he eventually became a regular crack smoker, starting at around seventeen or eighteen, at times spending fifty dollars or more a day on the drug. According to his brother, he was high on the morning of December 22, 1984.

			Little exists in the public record about eighteen-year-old James Ramseur. Though his parents, James and Bessie, moved at some point to New York City from North Carolina, it is unclear where James or his four brothers and sisters were born. Beyond that, Ramseur, like too many of his generation, can easily be reduced to being little more than a criminal record with a name. He had been arrested multiple times for burglary, larceny, and robbery, and had four pending warrants issued for not appearing in court.

			The last in the group, nineteen-year-old Darrell Cabey, was born in Queens and had five siblings. His mother, Shirley Cabey, was a food service worker for the state. She was fiercely protective of her six children, encouraging them to entertain themselves at home, never allowing them to have friends come over to the apartment. She feared that her children’s young playmates would use the time to case the joint and eventually come back to rob it. Though Darrell enjoyed dressing up and looking good, his mother avoided buying him or his siblings fancy jackets or bicycles, believing that having flashy things could make them targets for crime themselves. Perhaps more than anything, she wanted him to finish school. “I tried to talk to him,” she said. “I told him, ‘You have two strikes against you, you’re black and you’re poor, so you better get back to studying.’ I told him there’s more to life than hanging out in the streets. If only he had used a little common sense.” At the end of 1984, he was awaiting trial for armed robbery charges.

			Shirley was the only parent at home, as Darrell’s father, a taxi driver, had been crushed to death in 1973 by his taxi in Queens while trying to fight off a carjacker. Shirley, a religious woman, prayed that Darrell would escape the neighborhood. Maybe one day he could make it north to the kind of leafy Hudson Valley town that was the final destination for the trains that they would watch zipping by their neighborhood without stopping.

			Darrell’s friends described him as “laid back” and a “follower,” perhaps the kind of kid who would even be more prone than the others to go along with easy trouble as it presented itself. “He was staying outside a lot and I didn’t know what he was doing,” Cabey’s mother told The New York Times. “Knowing the situation out there and the area around here, I just should’ve known.”

			

			

			The “area around here” Ms. Cabey spoke about was the South Bronx. The Bronx, which on its own would be America’s eighth-largest city, is home to twelve colleges and universities, the largest urban zoo in America, the largest botanical garden in New York State, and thousands of acres of rolling hills. A quarter of the borough’s land area is given over to parkland. Despite its green space, it was also home to incomprehensible blight, even when compared with struggling cities nationwide.

			A number of plausible theories might explain what turned the South Bronx’s condition from challenging to catastrophic. Perhaps it was the construction of the Cross Bronx Expressway, a pet project of urban planner Robert Moses that cut a gash across the borough, all but imprisoning its southern residents into an eternal Land of the Have-Nots. It might have been the flight of one in four manufacturing jobs from the borough. It could have been the redlining by banks that refused to grant mortgages to black people. Perhaps the borough was hit hardest by the city’s refusing services deliberately in order to depopulate the area prior to rebuilding it (a concept known as “planned shrinkage”). Whatever the reason, parts of the South Bronx, by the 1980s, matched the Hartford Courant’s description of “the nation’s most publicized urban wasteland.”

			More than any other factor in the decimation of the Bronx that sealed the borough’s fate was the widespread arson that occurred over an extended period. Property values in the area had plummeted, and many owners could not pay to maintain their buildings. At one point in the 1970s, one in three walkups and one in five elevator buildings had defaulted on taxes. Many owners simply gave up and determined that it was far more cost-effective to set their buildings on fire and collect the insurance.

			The result was an epidemic of urban destruction, from which it took decades for the South Bronx to recover. One hundred thousand housing units were lost to fires from the early 1960s to the early 1980s. At the height of the tragedy, there were an average of ten fires a day, with seven thousand in two years. In their wake was a vast terrain of unsalvageable building skeletons. Some two thousand square blocks of the South Bronx were leveled. Windows not blackened by fire were nailed shut or cemented over.

			Welcoming bluish-green shutters and flowers in windows were often an illusion; the city had glued vinyl decals to some window frames to try to enhance the buildings’ curb—rather, rubble—appeal, as funds weren’t available to make actual repairs. After the state legislature passed a law that disincentivized setting one’s own property on fire, landlords merely abandoned buildings and left the city holding the bag. By 1981 at least half of twenty-nine hundred vacant buildings still standing in the South Bronx were destroyed beyond repair and simply had to be demolished.

			Even the most famous residents of the South Bronx were not immune. As the New York Yankees played Game 2 of the 1977 World Series, an inferno swallowing an abandoned apartment building could be seen off in the distance from the stadium. Network television would cut back repeatedly to air images of the fire throughout the game. The Yankees went on to win that championship. However, in what should have been a moment of joy, New York’s greatest shame was exposed on national television, narrated as a Howard Cosell play-by-play.

			Public figures were quick to capitalize and use the blight as a backdrop to promote themselves. Nonetheless, a press conference outlining a bold vision for the future, no matter how well intentioned, will not fill today’s potholes. For seventy-five minutes in 1977, President Jimmy Carter visited the ashes of a particularly leveled stretch of the Bronx’s Charlotte Street. As he gave remarks promising to “turn it around,” spectators screamed at him, “We want jobs!” and “Give us money!” His future opponent for the presidency, Ronald Reagan, used a separate vacant lot on Charlotte Street to blast Carter for failing to address the decay. He, too, was met with Bronx cheers, heckled with cries of “You ain’t gonna do nothing! Go back to California!” He snapped back, “I can’t do a damn thing for you if I don’t get elected!”[*3] Over the years, Senators Ted Kennedy and Daniel Patrick Moynihan, President Bill Clinton, and Pope John Paul II would participate in high-profile media events on and around Charlotte Street or elsewhere in the South Bronx. When running in the 1984 Democratic presidential primary, the Reverend Jesse Jackson theatrically spent a night in a South Bronx housing project to call attention to the plight of America’s poor. Even Mother Teresa would eventually make a stop at America’s own Calcutta.

			

			

			To the extent that it was possible to find a refuge from the world around them, the Allen, Cabey, Canty, and Ramseur families found theirs in Claremont Village, a sprawling housing project in the Morrisania[*4] section of the borough. Designed in the 1960s, Claremont Village was heralded by the New York City Housing Authority for lumping multiple smaller housing projects into a single behemoth—a concept that had not been seen in a generation. The result was a residential development the size of a university campus, spanning thirty-six acres across multiple city blocks. Though its four thousand units were originally designed to hold seventeen thousand residents, the total number of residents may have been closer to thirty thousand, given multigenerational families and the likely doubling up of friends. More than half of the residents were under the age of twenty-one.

			Poverty and all it carries with it were common in Claremont Village. On cold, heatless days, old women would bundle up in lobbies, their eyes fixed out the window as they waited to snatch up their Social Security checks before someone else could run away with them. Still, from the late 1960s to the late 1980s, developments in the New York City Housing Authority (also known and pronounced as NYCHA) were safer than the city as a whole. As neighborhoods got rougher, the projects provided a safe space. In 1981 tenants in New York’s housing projects were less likely to be victims of murder, assault, robbery, and rape than those who lived elsewhere.

			The peace was not eternal. One new tenant would soon catapult an unmanageable wave of crime from the streets into the halls of the projects: crack cocaine. Crack hit New York around 1985, and soon the only thing it sent higher than people who smoked it was the crime rate in subsidized-housing facilities. In 1985 NYCHA’s crime rate spiked 21 percent. Then, for the rest of the 1980s, the rate of violent crime within public housing projects grew much faster than it did elsewhere in the city (which itself was skyrocketing). Crack singlehandedly robbed the residents of the projects of the notion that their home could be protection from the harsh world around them.

			

			

			It was overcast, foggy, and lightly drizzling on December 22, 1984, an unseasonably warm day that signaled there probably wouldn’t be a white Christmas that year. Barry Allen and Troy Canty met up in Claremont Village with plans to go “get some money” by heading down toward Pace University in Lower Manhattan to break into video machines. The two bumped into James Ramseur; he had previously acted for them as a “blocker”—pretending to play the game as a diversion while others broke into it[*5]—and it made sense for him to join. Darrell Cabey came along as well. Between them, they were carrying three screwdrivers for the job. Canty was careful not to have one on him. He knew that if caught, having a screwdriver on him brought an extra charge of possession of burglar’s tools. So he quietly ensured that the screwdrivers were with the others.

			At 169th Street and 3rd Avenue, they snuck through the back door of the bus without paying. They got off twenty blocks later, at 149th Street, the stop for the downtown No. 2 express Interborough Rapid Transit line (the IRT), and jumped the turnstiles. Within minutes, a train jangled its way to the platform, its seventh car pulling to a stop in front of them. Once its middle doors opened, the four walked through and started roughhousing. The other passengers would later remember that the four were loud, but they disagreed as to how much of a nuisance, or even threat, the young men were. For example, a woman noted that while she didn’t see the youths threaten anyone, their behavior made her feel “concerned” and “afraid,” to the point of her considering moving to another car. Another person said that the young men were “talking loud” and “saying dirty words.” One rider described their behavior as “harassing” but also referred to them as little more than “teenagers” and “average kids.” Another woman testified that she kept her eyes on them at all times, concerned about what they might try. On the other hand, one male regular rider had said that he had seen groups of riders acting in a similar manner before and found nothing alarming about it. Most passengers reacted as just about anyone else would: by putting their antennae up, by moving seats, or by clutching their purse a little tighter. These were young men having a good time, however annoying (or scary) the scenario might have seemed.

			As the train creaked along the tracks, the four settled in for their ride, excited about whatever payday might be awaiting them downtown.

			
				Skip Notes

				
					*1 The 100-yen-coin myth has widely been debunked. See Charles Paradis, “Insert Coin to Play: Space Invaders and the 100-Yen Myth,” The Numismatist 29 (March 2014): 46–48.

				

				
					*2 Token theft might have been the ickiest form of petty theft in human history. To do it, one would jam a coin slot with cardboard or chewing gum so coins could not fully fall in. Not knowing the machine was obstructed, an unsuspecting rider would drop in a token that could not fall all the way in to activate the turnstile, realize they were stuck, and end up having to go elsewhere in frustration. The teen watching nearby would then approach, put his or her mouth over the coin slot, and powerfully suck the coin out. In 1984 each token had a face value of 90 cents and could easily be resold. One could make fifty to a hundred dollars a day sucking and then reselling tokens. See, e.g., Ari Goldman, “Youths Stealing Subway Tokens by Sucking on Turnstile Slots,” New York Times, February 7, 1983, B1; and Randy Kennedy, “TUNNEL VISION; The Kiss of Desperation: A Disgusting Practice Vanishes with the Token,” New York Times, April 8, 2003, D3.

				

				
					*3 As president, Reagan would cut federal housing programs nationwide.

				

				
					*4 The neighborhood got its name from Gouverneur Morris, the author of the Preamble to the United States Constitution. At the time, he had sought to have the town be the capital of the United States—a decision that would have changed the Bronx’s entire trajectory in immeasurable ways.

				

				
					*5 After a successful theft, the people who did the physical work of breaking open the machine would always keep a bigger payout than the others who “blocked” it, or acted as the lookout. See Trial transcript page 5329, Box 7, Folder 5, Bernhard Goetz Closed Case Files, New York City Municipal Archives, New York, New York.
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