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Author’s Note

Except as otherwise noted, the facts recounted in this book, as well as the names of individuals and the places depicted, are real. The government’s three-year investigation into the criminal activities of the Mongols Motorcycle Club led to a number of firsts in the efforts of federal law enforcement to curb a growing problem of organized violence in the United States. Criminal acts described in this book are reflected in thousands of hours of covertly recorded conversations as well as thousands of documents generated by law enforcement agencies, along with the United States attorney’s office and district attorney offices in numerous jurisdictions.

To the extent that my recounting is less detailed in certain sections of the book than in others, the reader will understand that I have been purposely vague in places where I have felt the need to protect myself and others who may be at risk of retaliation from members of the Mongols Motorcycle Club. Although years have passed since the investigation was concluded, threats continue to surface, making me acutely aware that I will always be looking over my shoulder.
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By the winter of 2000, as I was nearing the two-year mark with the Mongols, I found myself spending more time at Tony’s Hofbrau in East L.A. It was ironic, given the nightmarish impression I’d had the first night I’d ventured down there, how ominous the figures in black had appeared, how much courage I had to muster just to back my straight pipes to the curb.

But now Tony’s Hofbrau was a kind of oasis within the Mongol Nation. The situation in the San Fernando Valley was too volatile; the brawling and stabbings and drug use in The Place were overwhelming me. For the most part the guys in the SFV Chapter were in their twenties and thirties, and with the constant snorting of crank and coke, they had the stamina to stay up partying and brawling all night for weeks straight.

But the brothers down at Tony’s Hofbrau were more laid-back than the typical Mongols. There were several graybeards, guys closer to my own age, some who’d also been in the service during the Vietnam War. The L.A. brothers even listened to better music—soul gems like Marvin Gaye, the Temptations, and classic fifties doo-wop—rather than the heavy-metal shit that was in constant rotation on the jukebox at The Place and that had started to feel like an incessant jackhammering inside my skull. Unlike the SFV Mongols, with these older and mellower L.A. dudes, I didn’t have anyone ragging on me for not staying out all night.

I throttled down on Valley Boulevard, and as I rolled up in front of Tony’s Hofbrau, a half dozen Mongols from the L.A. Chapter stood outside, watching me back my Harley to the curb. I shut the motor down, took my helmet off, and turned to them with a smile.

“Heya, Billy!”

“It’s a black-and-white world, brother!”

As I walked through the doors of Tony’s Hofbrau, I felt like a true Mongol and not an ATF special agent. By this time, I felt more welcome in the company of these 1 percenters than I did among my fellow law-enforcement officers. I wanted to be at Tony’s on this warm night, wanted to have a beer with the L.A. members, and the thought of prosecuting any of them was not in my mind. I sat at the bar and ordered my usual beef sandwich and Bud.

I was especially glad to see Bronson, named for his uncanny resemblance to Charles Bronson and his silent tough-guy bearing. He was an older Mongol who owned and ran a paint shop in L.A. with his dad. I never saw Bronson fighting or doing drugs, but like most of us, he liked his beer.

I had a couple of Buds, talked with Bronson about getting a new paint job for my Softail Springer, and was just getting ready to head home when a new wave of Mongols showed up. Among them I saw Mike Munz, president of the San Diego Chapter. He and I greeted each other with the traditional handshake and hug. Munz was probably the most feared man in the entire Mongol Nation, and for months the San Diego Sheriff’s Department had been pushing me to get close to him.

The Southern California area has a good number of cops and investigators working the OMG scene full-time. We call them biker chasers. Billy Guinn from the San Diego Sheriff’s Department was the OMG expert down there, and he wanted a piece of Mike Munz bad. They were looking at Munz for the unsolved murders of two Hells Angels, but they were having a hell of a time coming up with witnesses to testify against him. Munz was a scary guy, heavily into extortion—nothing subtle, just pure fear tactics—and the Mongols had muscled their way into a number of different legitimate bars and strip clubs in the San Diego area. The San Diego Mongols were also suspected of owning an arsenal of high-powered weapons.

Billy Guinn happened to be a friend of John Ciccone’s, and they put in a request that I set up an operation down in San Diego. They wanted me to get next to Munz for intel-gathering purposes—any evidence I could find about the open homicides, the extortion, the guns and drugs, which they could then roll into their own prosecution.

         

Going down to San Diego was a risky proposition. Even hard-core Mongols were terrified of Mike Munz. He was six foot two, better than 250 pounds, rock-solid and evil-eyed. Mongols used to sit around talking about how Munz had done his prison time; whatever joint they sent him to, he would instantly ask the inmates who was in charge of the cell block. And if anyone spoke up, Munz beat his ass to prove that he was now in charge.

In addition to being intimidating, Munz suffered from bipolar disorder and needed lithium just to remain a semifunctional thug. When I first met him, we were all partying at a hotel and I watched him popping lithium from a prescription bottle. He told me that without it, he’d be completely out of control.

After our first few casual encounters, I arranged to meet Munz at a topless club called Pure Platinum near the San Diego airport. Billy Guinn informed me that Pure Platinum was one of the clubs that the Mongols had “taken over.” The manager was so afraid of them that he didn’t call the police even after a San Diego prospect named Rick Slayton knocked him unconscious in front of a dozen witnesses in his own nightclub.

I rolled into Pure Platinum at around six-thirty on a Wednesday evening. I saw Munz’s hog sitting in the parking lot, but no other bikes were there. I threw my colors on and walked to the front door. A bouncer was waiting to collect the cover charge, but when he saw my colors, he stepped aside. “Welcome. Mike’s over at the bar.”

Pure Platinum was more upscale than any of the topless joints I was used to going to in L.A.—bigger, cleaner, with a classier clientele. Across the room, Munz gestured for me to come on over. We did the Mongol handshake, and he introduced me to his two stripper girlfriends, sitting on either side of him.

Pure Platinum didn’t serve food, so Munz told one of the girls to go out to get me something to eat. Munz then ordered a beer for me and I pulled my money from my pocket. He told me to put my fucking money away. “We don’t pay for nothin’ here.” He called over to the manager, a clean-cut guy in a nice suit and tie.

“This is Billy, my brother from L.A.,” Munz said.

“Welcome to Pure Platinum.”

“You got a great place here,” I said.

“Can I get you guys a bottle of something?”

I could tell the poor guy was completely intimidated but couldn’t do a thing about the constant shakedowns from madman Munz and the San Diego crew.

Now Rick Slayton walked in with his girlfriend. A menacing-looking man who rippled with muscles, he had a shaved head, an array of tattoos, and a reputation for loving fights more than he loved riding bikes. He even ended up fighting professionally on the controversial Ultimate Fighting circuit.*9 

Next to arrive was Jimmy, a Mongol who’d killed a man before I began my undercover role and had managed to convince the court-appointed psychiatrists that he was insane so that he’d done his time in a mental institution.

Everyone continued to drink on the house, and the conversation was progressing smoothly until Munz made an impulsive suggestion—that we all go down to Tijuana, Mexico, that very night.

I didn’t mind pushing the envelope on occasion, but a Mexico run would be out of the question. For a United States federal agent, slipping into Mexico unannounced on an undercover deal would be a career-ending mistake. Mexican authorities would go ballistic. Cross-border operations have to be cleared well in advance by both governments. Besides, I’d received intelligence that at least three Mongols in the Mexico Chapter were police officers, one a federale.

I made up my mind. This Mexico run wasn’t going to happen. But the trouble was, Mike Munz was used to everybody going along with his suggestions. As a chapter president, he outranked me, and turning him down would be a delicate business.

“Come on, Billy. I know this great whorehouse, got the most beautiful chicks in Mexico. For twenty bucks, you can get laid all night long.”

“Let’s go,” Jimmy said, and he even started to get up. I had to come up with something fast.

“Look,” I said. “I just picked up more than thirty thousand dollars’ worth of avionics equipment that I gotta get to Van Nuys by seven in the morning. There ain’t no way I’m taking that stuff into Mexico.”

“You could leave it at my place,” Jimmy said.

“I appreciate the offer, Jimmy, but I came down here tonight just to hook up with you guys. I would love to go to Mexico and get laid, but I just can’t do it. I can’t risk losing my job. The next time I come down here, I’ll be ready for Tijuana, okay?”

Munz stared at me, suddenly intrigued by my job. He asked just what it was that I did for a living. I told him that my company bought and sold the high-tech instruments used in aircraft. He wanted to know if I could get him a job with my company. I told him I’d talk with the owner, though to read Munz’s body language it was pretty clear he viewed the word job as just another opportunity for a long-term shakedown. “No problem, Billy,” he said finally. “We’ll do Mexico the next time you make it down here.”

Before leaving Pure Platinum, I managed to engage Munz in a conversation about some guns that the SVF Chapter had for sale. I hoped that it would bring a response about the San Diego Chapter’s own arsenal. I found out that all their guns were being housed at Jimmy’s place. I could hardly keep from smiling when Munz said it. A murderer and an asylum alumnus had been put in charge of the munitions.

When I left Pure Platinum and did the debrief with Ciccone and Guinn, I told them what I’d learned about the San Diego Chapter’s firearms, valuable information we needed to prepare the affidavit in order to get search warrants. But I told them I thought it was going to be nearly impossible for me to gather any intel on the homicides of those two Hells Angels in which Munz was the prime suspect. I could feel it in my gut, the undercover instinct telling me to steer clear of this one. Mike Munz was just too violent and unpredictable a character for me to push my luck any further.

         

I had made the big decision: The Laughlin River Run in April 2000 was going to be the last significant event I would participate in as a Mongol. I’d been riding with the gang for two years and two months, and I’d taken the case further than I’d ever dreamed. I’d patched in and had been performing the duties of secretary-treasurer of the SFV Chapter, and in February I’d been elected chapter vice president. But I had also gone well beyond my personal limit for abuse. My body was breaking down. I was constantly feeling sick, and the years of riding Harleys and hanging out in ear-splitting Mongol bars had caused permanent hearing loss.

My personal life was a disaster. I’d lost touch with my own sons. My relationship with my girlfriend was over. I was isolated from my colleagues at ATF, and I knew the administrators in the L.A. Division were wholly indifferent to the sacrifices I’d been making.

As far as the investigation went, I felt like a gambler who’d been letting all his chips ride on the next roll of the dice. At some point the law of averages was going to catch up to me. At some point I would definitely crap out. What I feared most was making a slip, doing something stupid to give myself away. And giving myself away would no doubt cost me my life.

As Laughlin approached, a new wrinkle emerged, stressing me further. We heard that the Hells Angels were spreading a rumor in the biker world that the Mongols had been infiltrated by an undercover cop. Ciccone and I didn’t think the rumor referred to me; it was likely just the result of some Angels trying to stir up problems in the Mongols.

But given the suspicion and animosity I’d long been feeling from guys like Red Dog and The Kid, and given their penchant for crank-induced paranoia, the news wasn’t helping me sleep better at night. For several months, I nodded as Mongols discussed the rumor in Church, repeatedly saying that they would murder the undercover if they ever found out who he was.

I had come to dread the moment when I put on my helmet, fired up the Harley, and had to ride in again. I felt like a massive stone wall was about to come crashing down on me at any minute.

Looking for a way to make the trip to Laughlin less onerous, I had been talking with Mongols from the Mother Chapter about riding into Laughlin with them instead of my own fuckup of a chapter. Mother was leaving at a more reasonable hour, and I knew that it would be less of a hassle to ride with a group whose bikes wouldn’t be breaking down every twenty miles.

But the more I thought about the run, the less I wanted to make the trip at all. I called Ciccone and told him that I just wasn’t up to another six-hour ride with the Mongols, whether it was the Mother Chapter or SFV. Ciccone was frayed to the limit, too, and wasn’t thrilled about having to tail us.

So we devised a plan that made our lives easier. We decided to put my bike in the back of a U-Haul trailer and drive it to Needles, California, a small desert community just fifteen minutes from Laughlin proper. Once there, we’d offload my Softail Springer and I’d cross the border into Nevada and on into town. I’d lay some story on the Mongols about having to stop on the way to take care of some business and needing to ride to Laughlin solo. The story wouldn’t be a problem. I’d been in long enough now that I could tell them anything.

The day before the run, I went to the U-Haul office in Upland and rented a truck under my Billy St. John name. I drove it home and loaded up my Harley. I noticed that the license tag on the truck was a temporary paper one out of Florida. The tag numbers had been handwritten in with a Magic Marker. The idea that this would be a big problem down the line never crossed my mind.

I had gotten to the point of giving myself a pep talk before every meeting with the Mongols: Okay, Queen, this is the last time you’re gonna have to do this. Nothing’s gonna go wrong. It’ll be a smooth operation. You can do this, brother.

To my amazement, Ciccone showed up precisely at ten, as we’d arranged. It was completely unlike him; lack of punctuality was the one thing he had in common with the SFV Chapter. It was great to see him instead of a bunch of Mongols.

We trucked it to Needles without incident. I hunkered down low in the passenger seat to make sure that no Mongols spotted me on the road along the way. After gassing up in Needles we found an out-of-the-way location to offload the bike. Everything went exactly as planned. I threw on my patch, along with my other Mongol regalia, and fired
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42 ARRESTED IN MOTORCYCLE GANG RAIDS

BY MITCHELL LANDSBERG, LOS ANGELES TIMES


Hundreds of federal agents and Los Angeles County sheriff’s deputies fanned out over three states Friday to drop an investigative net over the Mongols motorcycle club, arresting at least 42 people in Southern California and seizing dozens of illegal guns, cocaine and stolen motorcycles, they said.

The crackdown was the culmination of a perilous, 21/2-year investigation in which an undercover federal agent joined the club and rose into its executive ranks, an official of the U.S. Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms said.

Authorities described the Mongols as among the most violent of outlaw motorcycle gangs, and said its members were suspected in a wide variety of crimes that included murder, extortion, arson, weapons violations and illegal drug dealing….

The undercover ATF agent, who was not identified, joined the Mongols’ San Fernando Valley branch and rose through the ranks to become club treasurer…. Before joining, the agent was subjected to a background check by a private investigator working for the Mongols.

How a veteran federal agent managed to pass that check and remain undetected for two years in a reputedly ruthless motorcycle gang was among the tantalizing questions left unanswered by the federal officials, who declined to discuss the operation in any detail….

“Our undercover agent put himself at great and prolonged peril to develop evidence of murder, weapons and narcotics violations, and other serious crimes,” Donald Kincaid, the Los Angeles division director of the ATF, said in a written statement. He said the crackdown had “shaken the gang to its core.”


It was a harrowing final month, between the last run to Laughlin in April and preparations for the end of my undercover role. Leaving the role meant vanishing at the last possible moment. Adding to my stress level, in the weeks before I was to disappear I had to hang out daily with the gang, while at the same time Ciccone was taking the investigation before a federal grand jury. For hours each day he was laying out the details of our undercover operation for seventeen civilians. We had no idea who some of these men and women might have connections to. Seventeen people who were not in law enforcement now knew of the investigation and could tell their friends and family about a federal undercover agent infiltrating the Mongols.

It took several weeks to complete the operation plan for the final raids. I spent my remaining time with the gang gathering intelligence for Ciccone and the U.S. Attorney’s Office for search warrants. I would feed them information about known weapons and narcotics locations for them to write up in the warrants.

On the day of the takedown, May 19, 2000, I vanished forever from my role as Billy St. John. I was relocated to a safe house in downtown Los Angeles. Weeks earlier, my ex-wife and my sons had been moved far from Los Angeles for their safety. Until the investigation was almost over, we’d had no idea they were going to have to move. Although we protested the distant destination chosen by ATF, it was to no avail. We were all very upset.

One week in advance, ATF personnel from bureau headquarters in Washington and from around the United States began to converge on Los Angeles; every ATF Special Response Team from around the country was ordered to participate in the operation. More than 300 ATF agents and 375 Los Angeles County Sheriff’s deputies and detectives raided scores of locations, mostly in Southern California but also as far away as Oklahoma, Colorado, and Georgia. The raids netted some seventy illegal firearms, including handguns, machine guns, and assault rifles, as well as explosives; seventeen stolen motorcycles; two kilograms of cocaine; significant quantities of marijuana and methamphetamine; and tens of thousands of dollars in cash. It also led to fifty-four indictments, which, in turn, yielded fifty-three convictions.

(Raids on some of the Mongols’ homes turned up frighteningly powerful arsenals. At the residence of Lonnie “Slick” Gallegos, secretary-treasurer of the El Sereno Chapter, Los Angeles County Sheriff’s officers and ATF agents found the following: a Beretta shotgun, a Mossberg 12-gauge shotgun, a Glenfield .22 semiautomatic rifle, a Maverick 12-gauge shotgun, a Norinco 84-S assault weapon, a Norinco Mak-90 assault rifle, an Intratec 9mm assault weapon, a Smith & Wesson 9mm pistol, a Jennings .22 semiautomatic pistol, a Charter Arms .44 Special revolver, a .357 Magnum blue-steel revolver, a bulletproof vest, nine plastic bags of marijuana, military and firearms training manuals, $1,400 in cash, and a set of brass knuckles. Though much of the contraband was in plain view, Gallegos’s Mongol colors, his most prized possession, were found locked inside a Sentry safe in the garage.)

Throughout the raids, representatives from the United States Attorney’s Office, U.S. Customs Service, U.S. Marshals Service, U.S. Immigration and Naturalization Service, the Los Angeles County Sheriff’s Department, and the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms manned a crisis center in downtown L.A.

The crisis center was a buzzing hive of law-enforcement activity. In these cases, no matter how carefully the logistics have been laid out, the facts on the ground invariably change throughout the raids. Some of the gang members can’t be easily identified; some lie about their given names and don’t have legitimate identification on their persons. I was constantly on the phone helping other agents ID suspects. There were also numerous instances when we had to get “rollback” warrants. In these instances, agents and deputies executing search warrants at dozens of residences and places of business would discover that a location not covered by the original warrant—for example, a detached garage—was actually suspected of housing a stash of firearms or drugs. They would call us at the crisis center, and we’d handle the paperwork of getting a judge to issue a rollback warrant so that we could legally complete the search.

For safety reasons, I could never return to my undercover apartment, and the place was shut down by other ATF agents. I was housed in a downtown Los Angeles hotel and had a Special Response Team assigned to me around the clock for protection. The day of the raids, I reported to the crisis center at four in the morning and began working the phones. It was a surreal feeling: The undercover role was over for me, but what did the future hold? I knew I would be called upon to testify against numerous Mongols and their associates, perhaps for years to come. As I walked around the buzzing crisis center, law-enforcement officers I didn’t know kept pointing at me. It made me feel like some kind of sideshow attraction. Other officers were slapping my shoulder, shaking my hand, congratulating me.

After a few hours I felt numb, and deeply conflicted, as I monitored the progress of the raids. I worried about the safety of the agents and officers going into those seventy locations—Mongol residences, clubhouses, and places of business. Hard-core gangsters would be going to jail today, but for years I’d been calling these gangsters my brothers. I was both proud of my work as an undercover agent and sad about the ramifications my work would have for some of the men I’d grown close to.

The case was among the most ambitious and logistically complex undercover operations ever undertaken against an outlaw biker organization. In the following months ATF made thirteen more arrests and I began the grueling task of preparing to testify against many of my former Mongol brothers in various federal and state trials. Supplementing my eyewitness testimony were hundreds of hours of tape recordings I’d made—in my wired Mustang, in my undercover apartment, and using covert ATF digital recorders secreted on my person. I’d gathered evidence of major drug dealing, motorcycle theft, extortion, assault, and rape; I’d helped solve the November 1999 homicide of Daniel Herrera.

Of the fifty-four people we indicted in the operation, fifty-three were convicted. Most of them opted for guilty pleas when they saw the overwhelming evidence against them. The lone acquittal was the result of one Mongol, Rancid, taking full credit for a firearms violation and exonerating his brother outlaw on the witness stand.

         

The day after the takedown, I was on my way out of Los Angeles with my Special Response Team escort when I received a call on my cell phone. It was Top Hat, a Mongol who lived just outside Daytona Beach, Florida. Top Hat had a legitimate job driving a truck long-distance, and throughout the years of the investigation he’d often been out in California. I first met him at Domingo’s house during a get-together, and we hit it off immediately. He was an older biker, around my age, and we used to sit around and shoot the shit. During one of these conversations I learned that, prior to patching in with the Mongols, Top Hat had ridden with the Warlocks Motorcycle Club when my ATF buddy Steve Martin went undercover with them. Top Hat rattled off the names of 1 percenters, who ended up going to prison because of Martin’s undercover work. “No shit, Top?” I said. “Boy, you just never know.”

In the frenzy of the previous day’s raids, no one in the club was exactly sure what had happened: Had the Mongol leadership been infiltrated by a federal agent or a cop? Had one of the patches been cooperating? Had the gang simply been targeted in a conventional surveillance and wiretap case?

From the backseat of the SRT’s Chevrolet Suburban, I gestured for all the other agents to keep silent. Top Hat had just gotten word of the California raids and wanted to make sure I was okay.

“Yeah, Top. I’m okay. Can you believe this shit?”

“I been through this before, Billy. I can’t believe it’s happening again.” He got quiet for a second, then said: “Look, we know who rolled on us.”

I prepared for him to unload on me, but what he said next threw me completely off-guard. “It’s that big fat fucker in the South Bay Chapter.” I knew who he was referring to—a new patch we called Preacher. I knew that many of the Mongols had never trusted Preacher, partly because he had “patched over” from another outlaw club, partly because his attitude was far too laid-back for most of the boys.

But Preacher was going to be dealt with very shortly, Top Hat assured me. The Mongols had dispatched four guys to his home to kill him today. “They’re on their way now,” he said.

“They sure it’s him, Top? ’Cause I don’t think so.”

“Yeah, Billy, they know it’s him. That fucker’s gonna be dead in short order.”

I made the kind of snap decision that had become second nature to me during my years of undercover life: I was going to tell Top Hat who I really was, let the entire Mongol Nation know the truth about Billy St. John. I had no other choice; as a law-enforcement officer, my first sworn duty was to protect an innocent life. And if the hit team was already in motion, then it was only about an hour before they’d be at Preacher’s place. There was no way I could stall and bullshit Top Hat, dilly-dally with excuses, try to get Ciccone on the phone and put together an ATF operation to stop the murder. The only guy who could save Preacher now was Billy St. John.

I took a deep breath and glanced out the tinted window of the SUV as the freeway flew past. “Top, that South Bay Mongol didn’t roll,” I said.

“Yeah, he did, Billy. Now it’s just a matter of taking him out.”

“Listen to me carefully, Top. He didn’t roll. You know how I know he didn’t roll? ’Cause it was me, Top Hat. I’m an agent for ATF. You hear me? So you need to call whoever’s in charge of that murder detail and tell ’em the truth. Billy St. John rolled. If they kill that dude, they’ll be killing the wrong guy, and I’ll make sure they spend a long fuckin’ time in prison for it.”

Top Hat didn’t say another word. I heard his breathing for a few seconds, then he hung up.

I called Ciccone to tell him that the Mongols now knew the truth about me. He immediately dispatched ATF agents to make certain that Preacher wasn’t harmed.

As we drove out of Los Angeles, I didn’t know just how to feel. My world seemed to be crashing down on me.

         

My testimony against the Mongols stretched on for two more years, through more than two dozen hearings and trials in different jurisdictions. Long before my first court appearance, I was permanently relocated to a safe house in Plano, Texas. As I was driven to my new temporary home by a Special Response Team, the reality hit me: I was leaving my whole life behind. My ex-wife and my sons had been moved to Florida, set up under new legal names. It was now going to be nearly impossible for me to spend any regular time with my children. The nighttimes in Texas were the worst. I missed my kids, missed Southern California, missed my friends. I had thousands of hours of undercover taped conversations to be transcribed, and although I was assigned to the Dallas Field Division, I had little to no contact with them. The only people I saw on occasion were members of the Dallas ATF SRT charged with my security.

The first time I flew back to L.A. to testify was in the prosecution of Junior, who’d been the national president of the Mongols before Little Dave. When I had left California, I was still in Billy St. John mode, with my stringy hair hanging down my back, my beard long and straggly and turning white. Everyone in ATF had gotten used to that version of me.

When I landed at LAX for Junior’s trial, I was clean-cut, clean-shaven, and looked like any other cop. I could see Special Agent John Jacques, in the company of several heavily armed Special Response Team agents, waiting to meet me as I got off the plane. Jacques and I had gone through several ATF medic schools together and even administered IVs to each other in training. I waved to him, but he just stared past me. “Hey!” I yelled. “Are you guys looking for me, or are you here to pick up somebody else?”

Jacques let out a huge laugh when he finally recognized me. “Jesus,” he said. “I was looking for Billy the Biker.”

I shook hands with Jacques and the members of my protection detail, and they hustled me out of LAX to a clandestine hotel in the Covina area. I had worked on a lot of ATF protection details throughout my career, guarding the president of the United States and various dignitaries from around the world. I knew the procedures, but it was odd to be the one protected.

I knew there was good reason for the protection. If the Mongols could get away with it, I knew they would try to kill me. I’d heard them talk about it in Church; I’d heard proven murderers talking matter-of-factly about cop killing. I remembered the night when Domingo had told me that he’d like to go out in a blaze of glory, killing a bunch of cops. He’d go down in Mongol legend as a great hero, the biggest murderer in a club filled with murderers. I thought about the gang members who had military backgrounds and the possibility of a sniper shot outside the courthouse.

I tried to calm myself down as we rode to the courthouse in the San Fernando Valley. I had ATF agents in front of me and behind me. Deputies from the Los Angeles County Sheriff’s Department, charged with security at all Los Angeles courthouses, had a massive presence there that day. If the Mongols wanted to take a shot at me, they would have their work cut out for them. We pulled into the back of the courthouse near a loading dock. ATF agents checked and double-checked the area for suspicious vehicles and people. Several deputies waited at the back door as I was escorted up the loading ramp. The hallways were carefully cleared and secured as I entered them. I was quickly rushed to a secure room where I waited to be escorted by agents into the courtroom.

Early on in my undercover role, Junior had been convicted of assault with a deadly weapon and sentenced to sixteen years in state prison. But his attorneys managed to get his conviction overturned on a technicality and win him a new trial. I was being called as an expert witness to demonstrate that the Mongols had been engaged in the crime of witness tampering. I had been privy to a number of conversations with Domingo and Red Dog that involved the gang’s intimidating the witnesses scheduled to testify against Junior as well as trying to find other witnesses willing to falsely testify on his behalf.

The psychological ordeal of looking a Mongol in the eye for the first time since I emerged from the undercover role was tempered by the fact that I hardly knew Junior. I had only met him once during my first Laughlin River Run with the gang, so there weren’t many personal feelings between us. Junior was a very violent man and a lifelong criminal, and I knew that he needed to be in prison.

Mongols who wanted to be in the courtroom while I gave my testimony were being strip-searched. There were several in attendance. But the Los Angeles County Sheriff’s Department was taking no chances, and they weren’t going to let any intimidation tactics by Mongols go unchallenged.

Over the years, testifying against my former Mongol brothers became a kind of personal purgatory. I came to dread those court dates almost as much as I dreaded my time as a Mongol prospect. Red Dog, much to my relief, pleaded guilty to a federal firearms violation, and was sentenced to three years in prison without my having to give eyewitness testimony against him in open court.

I hated the anticipation of making eye contact with the Mongols I had come to know well in my years undercover. My mind would play tricks on me as I sat in my Texas house, playing with Winchester, my golden retriever, and reviewing my tape transcripts before each court date. I was their friend. I was their brother. I drank with them. I partied with them. I rode with them and fought for them. I knew their kids’ names and they told me they loved me. Jesus, I had no doubt that guys like Domingo, Rocky, and Evel would have died for me.

I knew that going eyeball to eyeball with Evel in court was going to be painful. (Domingo had pled guilty, so I never had to testify against him.) In February 2001 I was subpoenaed to testify against Evel. Once again, on a bright Monday morning I found myself staring anxiously out the window of a Boeing 777 on my way to Los Angeles. My protection detail was there to meet me, and the trip from LAX to a hideout hotel went smoothly. I had a few days in which to sit down with the prosecuting attorney whittling out a strategy. It was no big deal, as far as trials go, except that I really did not want to see Evel get hammered again. He had already taken a couple of hits—convicted in separate assault and theft cases—and now he was looking at spending more years in the penitentiary.

He was on trial for his role in the Mongols’ stolen-motorcycle ring, but I just didn’t see the benefit of adding another dozen years to Evel’s prison time. But it wasn’t my call to make. I was just a small cog in a much larger machine. Besides, I said to myself, Evel had no one to blame but himself. I kept telling myself that I was on the right side here, that I was doing what needed to be done.

But I’d been in the law-enforcement business for a long time, and I’d seen the outrageous occur in court. I’d seen the most vicious criminals, murderers who should be doing life in prison, walk away scot-free. I had to tell myself over and over that it wasn’t me that Evel loved; it wasn’t me that Evel would have given his life for. Evel loved my persona; he loved a shadow I’d created in his mind: Billy St. John, the hard-core Mongol outlaw. Evel wouldn’t have hesitated to kill Special Agent William Queen.

Wednesday rolled around, and I found myself sitting outside the courtroom in that horrible limbo, waiting to testify, to face Evel. Ciccone was already inside the courtroom sitting next to the assistant United States attorney.

I was trying to calm my nerves by making small talk with Zack from the Los Angeles County Sheriff’s Department, who was a friend as well as a member of my protection detail. I kept drifting back and forth between the present and the past. I could see myself laughing and drinking beer with Evel up in my undercover apartment as we broke down that stolen Softail Springer. I could see myself doing better than 130 miles per hour on the 210 freeway as Evel blew past me with plenty of throttle to spare. Then I remembered the awful scene in his house when he’d split his wife’s face wide open and I’d done my damnedest to stitch her back up.

God, I wished I could be a regular cop like Zack. It was all black and white to him. There were no personal issues; it was simply a matter of right or wrong.

But things weren’t so clear-cut to me. The cop in me knew that the Mongols were serious bad guys who needed to be prosecuted and put away. But there was another factor that cops like Zack and Ciccone could never understand. I’d not only witnessed it and lived it—I had felt it.

When my mom died and no one from ATF had so much as offered their condolences, but the whole of the Mongol Nation embraced me, and guys like Evel had hugged me and told me, “I love you, Billy,” I felt and understood the bond holding together these outlaw motorcycle gangs.

We could take down their gun-trafficking networks, bust their drug-dealing operations, prosecute them for extortion and armed robbery and rape and homicide. The thing we could never attack was the love these guys felt for their brothers; in many cases it was a love stronger than for their blood relations. It was stronger than the most addictive narcotic.

The door swung open suddenly. It was Ciccone, and his expression was resolute. “Billy, you’re up,” he said.

I walked into the courtroom and caught a quick glimpse of Evel as I made my way to the witness stand, stopping short to be sworn in by the clerk.

“Do you solemnly swear that the testimony you are about to give will be the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help you God?”

The whole truth? I thought. The court was in no way interested in hearing the whole truth. “I do,” I said, then took the witness stand.

At first I tried not to look at Evel, but it was like some invisible force, some gravitational pull, wrenching my eyes toward him. I glanced over to see him staring right at me. He wasn’t mad-dogging me. He wasn’t giving me that Mongol murder glare like we’d given the Angels in Laughlin. If anything, Evel’s eyes looked hurt and plaintive. Billy, what the hell are you doing? Can’t you see it’s me? It’s Evel!

Just then I heard the judge’s voice echoing in the hollow-sounding courtroom. “Would you state your full name for the court, and spell the last name, please?”

It took me a moment to regain my composure. “Yes, Your Honor. It’s William Queen. Q-U-E-E-N. Special agent with the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms.”



Praise for UNDER AND ALONE

“Under and Alone is the dangerous and fascinating true story of an undercover ATF agent and the psychological price he was made to pay for his courageous work.”

—JOSEPH WAMBAUGH, bestselling author of The Onion Field

“This harrowing, turbocharged account of undercover life is reminiscent of Joseph D. Pistone’s Donnie Brasco…. Queen steers clear of melodrama and captures both sides of his double life…. The strength and white-hot intensity of the writing make this read like a movie.”

—Publishers Weekly (starred review)

“Riveting…For two and a half years, undercover federal agent Billy Queen was Billy St. John, a beer-swilling badass biker in the Mongols, an outlaw gang so violent and crazy they make the Hells Angels look like Cub Scouts on Vespas.”

—Maxim (Book of the Month)

“The gripping account of a fed who went undercover to investigate the Mongols—a gang so notorious that even the Hells Angels steer clear.”

—People

“The protagonists of Queen’s memoir…are portrayed as evil incarnate…. The threat to Queen was so huge that the book is both frightening and exhausting on almost every page.”

—The Washington Post

“[A] wild ride, and the reader is there every step of the way…. Queen’s book is dramatic without being hyped, and the style of writing is conversational, as if the reader were sitting at a bar listening to Queen tell his story. Enjoy it, live vicariously, and then go back to your 9-to-5 life.”

—The Oregonian

“More tightly written than most cop memoirs: It rips along like a Harley on the 405 at midnight. The Mongols are…three-dimensionally drawn.”

—Entertainment Weekly

“Remarkable not only for its cliffhanging moments but also for the perceptive observations of gangster culture…The narrative is unstoppable. A word-of-mouth sleeper.”

—Booklist

“Packed with great intensity, as so much hangs in the balance…a dark and twisted world, fully realized.”

—Kirkus Reviews



FOOTNOTES

*1Not her real name.
Return to text.

*2In 1973, Jesse Ventura, later elected governor of Minnesota, came home from Vietnam a decorated Navy SEAL. Assigned to a naval facility outside San Diego, he began riding with the Mongols and became a member of the club. Just like the SEALs, the Mongols had a reputation for being hard-core and, even when badly outnumbered, would never back down from a brawl or gunfight. However, Ventura maintains that the Mongols shielded him from participating in (or even hearing about) any criminal activity, since he would have been subject to a military court-martial as well as civil prosecution.
Return to text.

†3 According to the most recent law-enforcement estimates, there are approximately 3,000 Hells Angels in 27 countries; 3,000 Bandidos in 13 countries; and 1,100 Outlaws in 11 countries.
Return to text.

*4Not their real names.
Return to text.

*5Not their real names.
Return to text.

*6After an investigation, the California Highway Patrol dispatcher, Bruce Paul Boysen, pled guilty to a felony count of unauthorized computer access. On August 10, 2000, he was sentenced to 180 days in jail and placed on three years’ probation.
Return to text.

*7“Special construction” is the official State of California Department of Motor Vehicles registration designation for a customized motorcycle, as opposed to factory-made bikes by established manufacturers such as Harley-Davidson or Indian.
Return to text.

*8The piano was housed as evidence by the LAPD in the Erwin Piper Tech Center in downtown Los Angeles. Vicky Martinez pled guilty to grand larceny and was sentenced to probation.
Return to text.

*9In March 2002, during one of Slayton’s no-holds-barred events at the casino of the Morongo Indian Reservation in Cabazon, California, the Mongols initiated a brawl involving 200 to 300 people, when they rushed the ring after Slayton’s disqualification from a fight. There were numerous injuries and one stabbing, but no prosecution was ever made, as none of the victims or witnesses were willing to cooperate.
Return to text.

*10Defense witness, a Mongol, testified firearm was his. This witness’s testimony resulted in an indictment charging him with this offense.
Return to text.
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