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  Note


  The story you are about to read is true. The characters

  depicted all existed, and the incidents described actually took

  place. Some names have been altered to protect the identities

  of victims, as well as the confidential informants whose

  identities I promised never to reveal.


  CHAPTER ONE


  This Ain’t Russia, Baby


  The sunlight was slowly fading and with it the heat of the day began to dissipate. Some of the residents were preparing to trade their daylight masks of civility for ones that mirrored their darker side. A side that would turn them into roving marauders, preying on their neighbors.


  They were basically a moral people but as the darkness drew them out into the streets they lost their individual identities and became one with the mob. Four thousand strong they were and as dusk approached they readied themselves for a night of violence. Nobody planned it but the looting was inevitable.


  First came the yelling, then the screaming out at social injustices, and just as the mob was gathering a feeling of invincibility a low almost imperceptible sound was heard. Not a random street sound but one with a purpose. A word repeated over and over like some barbaric chant. As the mob strained to hear, the sound grew louder; it was getting closer. But as realization spread that the sound was being chanted by only forty cops there was a collective sigh of relief. After all, what could so few do against the awesome might of four thousand angry, oppressed citizens? The relief was short-lived, however, as the cops lined up into an inverted “V” flying-wedge formation brandishing axe handles and chanting their mantra. With every step the flying wedge took it uttered the word as each cop reassuringly slapped an axe handle into the palm of his hand. The mob stood its ground, waiting to see what the cops hoped to do against such a formidable foe.


  They didn’t have long to wait.


  The word grew louder and clearer, and as the first of the mob lost consciousness from the blow of an axe handle the word was finally understood. It seemed to echo off the tenement walls and all at once the four thousand heard it. At first the crowd froze in disbelief; after all, this was not Russia, this was good old Brooklyn, U.S.A., and it was 1964. “KILL . . . KILL . . . KILL . . . KILL.”


  The chant’s effect was twofold, emboldening the cops and injecting fear into the mob. Now the forty felt like four hundred as axe handles separated teeth from jaws, broke noses, shut eyes, and bashed heads. The mob had just been introduced to the NYPD’s Shock Troops—the Elite Tactical Patrol Force.


  This was NYPD riot suppression 1964-style and my first taste of an escalating disregard for the law that ushered in some of the department’s most violent years.


  CHAPTER TWO


  To the Academy


  Today New York City is the safest big city in the country, largely due to the New York Police Department’s (NYPD) proficient use of modern information technology, statistics, and forensic sciences. But it wasn’t always that way.


  When I joined the force as Patrolman James O’Neil in 1963 the crime rate was at an all-time high. Criminals roamed the streets of certain neighborhoods, almost at will, as violence continued to escalate. Back then it was bare-knuckle law enforcement with cops getting as down and dirty as the criminals. There were no computers, forensic science was in its infancy, cell phones hadn’t been invented, and walkie-talkies were a luxury.


  My two-decade journey beginning in 1963 was carved out of the NYPD’s extremely violent and corrupt years. During that time, the Department transformed into one of the most honest forces in one of the safest large cities in the country, as my career morphed from patrolman, to detective, to sergeant, to Internal Affairs investigator, to boss of the Homicide Task Force, and finally to head of the Senior Citizens Robbery Squad. This book is as much a testimony to cops who serve New York City today as it is to those who came before them. It is my fondest desire that you read on and enjoy, and when you finish the words put down here you will have a newfound admiration for those who are sworn to protect and serve.


  It was July 4, 1936, and fireworks filled the sky as people reveled in the streets. That was the day I was born into the O’Neil family. I was so disappointed on my fourth birthday when I found out it wasn’t my birth being celebrated but that of our nation. That day I became just another kid growing up in Ridgewood, New York.


  Ridgewood was a hodgepodge of one- and two-family homes interspersed with some light industry and made up of poor to middle class working people. Being a New York City fireman put my father near the top of the neighborhood’s social strata.


  The area was predominately German so it was no surprise that the remaining Irish and Italian populace gravitated toward each other, both socially and for protection from ethnic strife.


  Life was simple back then with almost no crime. Families left their doors unlocked and spent time together. I fondly remember nights gathered around the radio, which was twice as tall as I was, listening to Fibber McGee and Molly. The Great Gildersleeve, and occasionally, Gangbusters. Afternoon radio shows such as Superman and Jack Armstrong—The All American Boy left me indelibly infused with the idea that, in the end, good always triumphed over evil.


  Throughout the neighborhood, a bevy of vendors hawked their wares from horse-drawn carts. My favorite was the milkman. I loved his horse, Anna. She knew the route and would stop at each house while her master went door to door exchanging empty bottles for full ones. And Anna loved me, probably because I used to steal sugar cubes from home and feed them to her.


  World War II came and went leaving very little imprinted on my young mind. No surprise there, since I was embroiled in my own war. Being a skinny, laid-back kid with a stuttering problem made me the target of bullies, but when I was twelve that suddenly stopped.


  My biggest nemesis was Frannie Sommers, who lived a block away from me. One day, shortly after my twelfth birthday, he began pushing me around to the point where I had to fight or run for the safety of my home. I chose to fight and we stood toe to toe for ten minutes trading punches. I remember Frannie’s mother leaning out the window yelling, “Kick his ass, Frannie.” That was right before I landed a good one that caught him square on the nose and drew blood. He let out a scream and ran home. My life suddenly improved as the bullies sought easier targets.


  The cop on the beat, Big George, knew every kid in my school by name, and when report cards came out he insisted on seeing them. He’d praise those who did well, and encourage the rest by saying, “I want you to get those grades up or you could turn out like me.”


  I was a mediocre student in high school, spending more time holding a stickball bat than a pencil, and even Big George couldn’t change that. His encouragement fell on deaf seventeen-year-old ears, and I left during my senior year to enlist in the Navy.


  That’s where I met my first drinking buddy, Gino Barraca. We were both eighteen and on shore leave in Havana when, one night, Gino got ossified. I still had plenty of party left in me, so I put him in a cab and sent him back to the ship. When Gino got in the back seat of the cab he discovered that someone had left a half-finished pint of whisky there, which he quickly stashed under his belt. When he reached the ship he staggered up the gangplank and managed a salute to the Officer of the Deck (OD) who asked, “What’s that bulge under there, Barraca?”


  Gino swayed as he answered, “Nothing sir.”


  “Lift up the jumper now, sailor.”


  Gino complied and the OD saw the pint. He was one of the few decent officers on board and he gave Gino a chance. “I’m going to turn my back Barraca and I better hear a splash.”


  There was a splash and Gino was told, “Come aboard, sailor.”


  He got fifteen feet before the OD realized Gino was only wearing one shoe and that the splash wasn’t made by a bottle. Gino got ten days in the brig for that and had to pay for a new pair of shoes.


  We were inseparable right up to the night we had a head-on collision with a drunk driver. Gino suffered a broken wrist. The six skull fractures, six jaw fractures, smashed cheekbones, pulverized nose, and handful of broken teeth that I sustained almost killed me. And on the front page of the Norfolk Virginian my death was greatly exaggerated. The bone between my eyes, which I was told is the hardest bone in the human body, was broken into an inverted “V” shape and had punctured my brain sac, causing spinal fluid to leak out my nose. I almost died several other times during my ninety-six-day stay at Portsmouth Naval Hospital. I lost much of my sense of smell, which would turn out to be a real asset in my future career.


  I returned to active sea duty and finished my hitch. The Navy and I parted company four days before my twenty-first birthday.


  I knocked around in retail management for the next five years until a buddy of mine asked me to go with him to take the police department’s entrance exam. I hesitated until he accused me of being afraid that I would score lower than he would. The gauntlet had been thrown down and a bet was made.


  Five months later, on February 15, 1963, I was standing at attention inside the old police academy with 144 strangers. I got called, my buddy didn’t, and I won the bet. For a brief second a little voice inside was saying, “This is a mistake.”


  Thank God I didn’t listen.


  The training was demanding with all classroom work being done at PS 2, a four-story abandoned public school on Manhattan’s lower West Side built in the mid-1800s, reclaimed by the city, and pressed into doing duty as the police academy.


  Physical training was conducted at the Brooklyn Armory, an evil-looking building made of solid stone, with fort-like parapets, boasting large, tall windows on all sides.


  Sessions at the outdoor firing range at Rodmans Neck in the Bronx were a weekly obligation. I can still hear Sergeant Dylan O’Day’s booming voice shouting instructions and cautioning us, “Become proficient in the use of your weapon for someday you may be called upon to make a split-second decision whether or not to fire that weapon.” Pointing his trigger finger at us and mimicking the firing of a gun, he’d say, “Just remember once you pull the trigger only the hand of God can take that bullet back.”


  Then he would give us the unofficial department policy, “Never shoot to wound, always shoot to kill.” Then the statistic, “A nationwide FBI study found that the average distance between a cop and an adversary during a gunfight was twenty-one feet.” A dramatic pause and O’Day continued, “So why aren’t there more dead cops? Proficiency lads, proficiency.” Eyes squinting, and again pointing that lethal finger at us, O’Day would pose the question, “And whose job is it to make you proficient in the use of your weapon?” He’d pause, scan the lot of us, and answer, “It’s your job.”


  I took his words seriously and practiced every night for at least an hour developing a smooth trigger squeeze. I’d place a dime on the flat portion of my empty .38’s gun barrel and practice dry firing it. The idea was to squeeze the trigger so smoothly that the dime stayed on the barrel. Sometimes I would get up to twenty dry firings before the dime fell. I became extremely proficient in the use of my weapon, but experience would teach me that being proficient wasn’t always good enough.


  Experience taught me best and my first arrest, while still at the academy, opened my eyes to the way things really worked. At the end of April 1963, Danny Mazza, a friend of mine and a fellow rookie cop, said he had some information on a guy selling tons of illegal fireworks near the Cross Island Parkway in Rosedale, Queens. When we found the guy he was selling out of a station wagon loaded with fireworks from floor to ceiling. We bought some, and as soon as money went from our pockets to his hands, we cuffed him. I called the local precinct, told them that two off-duty rookie cops had an arrest for a large amount of fireworks, and requested a car with a couple of uniformed cops be sent to our location.


  In less than a minute we began hearing sirens wailing from all directions. I couldn’t believe the response. With roof lights flashing and sirens at full pitch, police cars careened the wrong way down one-way streets, driving over lawns, and dangerously cutting across the median of the adjoining Cross Island Parkway. More than a dozen cars screeched to a halt within feet of the criminal’s station wagon. The uniformed cops leapt from their vehicles and took charge as they informed us of the serious danger of an explosion with so many fireworks packed into one vehicle. They broke the contraband down into smaller quantities, and each of the cars took an equal amount to transport back safely to the precinct house. Danny and I were so proud of ourselves for making an arrest while still attending the academy. Brimming with pride we got into one of the cars with our prisoner and headed off to book him and start on what we figured would be hours of paperwork vouchering the enormous amount of illegal fireworks as evidence. Boy, what schmucks we were. Imagine our surprise when we arrived at the station house to find that most of the evidence had mysteriously disappeared. There were only two small boxes of cherry bombs left to be vouchered. It was a cold shower of reality that the job was not on the level, and the first of many lessons to be learned in the years to come about what was and wasn’t acceptable behavior for “The Good Guys.” Welcome to the NYPD of 1963.


  Graduation was less than two months away when we were asked if anyone was interested in applying for possible assignment to the Tactical Patrol Force (TPF) upon graduation. The TPF was a roving band of police squads that were rotated into any precinct where the crime rate was accelerating. Their job was to reduce crime in that precinct dramatically and quickly. They did their job very well and earned the nickname “Ass-Kicking Squad.”


  To be considered for the TPF you had to be over six feet tall, in great physical condition, have above average intelligence, and be highly motivated. There were a few exceptions due to unwritten “contracts.” A contract is police jargon for you scratch my back and I’ll scratch yours. If you do something for someone and then you need a favor at a later date you call in the contract and collect your favor.


  No one was going to put in a contract for me but I did meet the elite TPF criteria, so I volunteered and two weeks later I was interviewed by the commanding officer of the TPF, Inspector Michael J. Codd. The man’s bearing impressed me. He was well over six feet, slender but broad at the shoulders, with a full head of neatly combed gray hair, and blue eyes that cut the air like cold sharpened steel.


  I didn’t know it then but he was one of the finest cops ever to wear the uniform. The interview lasted fifteen minutes and in that short time I knew I wanted to work for this man. He stood up and shook my hand, saying, “Officer O’Neil, it was a pleasure meeting you. I wish you luck in all your endeavors.”


  I thanked him and remembered thinking, “Shit, I didn’t make it.”


  On June 28, 1963, as they announced names followed by assignments I heard, “Police Officer James O’Neil assigned to the TPF—12th Squad.” Outwardly I showed no emotion but inside I was doing cartwheels. I was going to be part of an elite, ass-kicking, crime-fighting, gut-busting squad and I couldn’t wait to get started.


  CHAPTER THREE


  Feathers


  Two days after graduation I reported to the 4th Precinct on Erickson Place over on Manhattan’s lower West Side. It was an old four-story cement building built in the early 1900s. Large wooden double-hung windows adorned the first three stories with smaller metal-framed windows on the top floor. Large black letters painted on the frosted glass semicircle above the massive entrance doors proclaimed this building to be the 4th Precinct and underneath it in small but proud gold letters, were the words, “Home of the TPF.”


  My arrival into the 12thSquad brought their strength up to fourteen men. I was partnered up with a twenty-three-year-old, six-foot-five, two-hundred-ten-pound wild man by the name of Jimmy Crean. A good partner but someone I considered unorthodox even for those times. My gut feeling was that sooner or later he would come under the scrutiny of the bosses and get thrown off the job. When Jimmy retired he was the captain of a Bronx detective district and today he’s a very successful lawyer. Go figure.


  As we were assigned to the highest crime areas in the city, we always walked our post with a partner. A post could be two to four blocks long. Back then we didn’t have walkie-talkies, there were no cell phones, and you couldn’t count on being near a call box when trouble erupted. If you needed help you would take your nightstick and bang it hard on the sidewalk several times. It made a very distinctive sound and would easily carry to the next post. Every TPF cop who heard it would come running to your location—primitive but very effective.


  If you made an arrest one partner would take the prisoner to the station house and the other would stay on the street.


  The first time I was left alone on post it was in Harlem on a warm summer night. I was standing on the corner of West 129th Street and Lenox Avenue across the street from a bar that had no air conditioning, so the front door was wide open and I was able to hear a disturbance coming from inside. I began crossing the street to see what was causing the ruckus, but before I made it to the other side a dirty gray 1959 Chevy pulled up in front of the bar. Three huge black cops in uniform slowly emerged from the vehicle. Between them there must have been at least a thousand pounds of cop on the hoof. As the last cop exited the car I reached the corner and noticed that the volume of the disturbance had increased. Some guy was standing at the end of the bar, with his back to the door, yelling obscenities at the bartender. One of the monster cops slowly walked into the bar and came up behind the screamer, balled his hand into an enormous fist, and brought it down on top of the guy’s head in a pile driver-like motion. The guy’s knees buckled and he crashed to the floor unconscious.


  The cop waved to the bartender and exited the bar. As he passed me he nodded and said, “If you want him, kid, take him, he’s your collar.” The three of them got back in the car and drove off. I got the hell out of there myself, not wanting to get involved in what was sure to be a lengthy write-up about a questionable police action. Later when I saw my sergeant I told him what I had seen, stressing the size of the cops. He laughed, “You were just introduced to The King Cole Trio. There isn’t a person in Harlem who doesn’t know them. They’re famous up here and probably do more to keep the peace than all the other cops in the precinct combined.” Somewhere in the back of my mind an admiration for the kind of instant justice meted out by The King Cole Trio began to take hold.


  Two months later on an autumn afternoon Jimmy made an arrest and again I was alone, this time on a foot post near 82nd and Broadway. Across the street was the Ansonia, a luxury residential hotel that once was home to the likes of Enrico Caruso and Babe Ruth. It was there the Chicago White Sox conspired to throw the 1919 World Series. But the migration of thousands of poor Hispanic immigrants during the mid-1900s had changed the neighborhood into what were now the tough, gang-ridden streets portrayed in West Side Story. With her luster gone and her grandeur forgotten this once proud structure had become just another old fleabag. Seventeen stories high and made of masonry, she had been collecting dirt on her facade since 1904. The small windows that dotted each floor were so filthy you couldn’t see through them; that was probably a good thing.


  There were storefronts on either side of her entrance. One of the stores was a Kent Cleaners and standing in front of it was this skinny black woman in her late sixties, apparently drunk, waving her cane in the air and yelling at the manager, “You motherfucking bastard, who do you think you’re fucking with?”


  The manager, Tommy Rice, a small black man in his forties, pointed his finger at her and yelled back, “Get away from my store you crazy old witch. Get out of here before I call the cops.”


  I started walking toward the two of them and as soon as she saw me coming she smashed the head of her cane through the cleaner’s plate glass window, shattering it into a thousand pieces. When the manager saw me, he started shouting, “Officer, officer arrest her, arrest her. I want her arrested.”


  Waving her weapon of glass destruction menacingly in the air, she screamed, “Call the cops on me will ya, you little shit nigger motherfucking bastard. I’ll bring you more trouble than a barrelful of motherfuckers.”


  I grabbed her as she started to lunge at Tommy. “You’re under arrest. I’m taking you in.”


  I front-cuffed her and she made no effort to resist, still too busy laying down a barrage of obscenities at Tommy. I summoned a radio car and rode with her in the back seat to the 20th Precinct. Leaning on her cane, she hobbled up the six steps to the entrance of the station house; an old dilapidated three-story wooden structure. I escorted her through the entrance, across the dirty wood floor, past the desk, and into the muster room where I handcuffed her to a cast-iron radiator.


  I left her there while I went to the one twenty-four room, so named because section 124 in the patrol guide stated that there must be a room in every station house adjacent to the desk for the purpose of administration, record keeping, and providing all forms necessary for processing arrest reports. After getting the necessary paperwork, I started back to my prisoner when I heard off to my left, “Whose prisoner is that handcuffed in the muster room?”


  I turned and recognized a captain in the TPF who was a real ball-buster and hated by everyone. I continued walking, and said, “She’s mine, captain.”


  He shot a stern look my way, “Oh she is, well, she shouldn’t be left unattended like that.”


  We were standing next to the old lady and he was still busting my balls when the little darling took her cane and slipped the handle around the back of the captain’s ankle and gave it a tug, sending him ass over teakettle. He hit the floor with a loud thud, turned beet red, and said, “Fuck her, leave her there until you finish your report.” He turned abruptly and stormed out of the room. Without even looking back he shouted, “And have maintenance turn that fucking heat way up.”


  I must admit that I felt a warm glow for this seemingly helpless old woman who had managed to take this arrogant captain down a peg and remember thinking, “I’m going to like this job.” I left her handcuffed while I went to the deli next door. I came back with an ice-cold bottle of beer and handed it to the old lady, “Here, sweetheart,” I said to her. “You did good.”


  About two weeks later Jimmy and I were assigned the Columbus Avenue post again. We were doing car stops when we got a hit on a stolen plate. It was Jimmy’s turn at bat so he took the collar and I was left alone on post.


  Shortly after he left I became an assault victim. I had just reached the corner of West Eighty-second Street and was standing under this very large maple tree. I was unaware of the perp’s presence until I felt something hit me across the visor of my hat, the left side of my uniform coat, and pants. My lightning fast reflexes took over and I caught sight of the perp as he flew away. Covered in pigeon shit I let go a shower of profanity. I hate pigeons—fucking winged rats. I walked across the street to Kent Cleaners, saw Tommy Rice, and said, “Tommy, I need a favor.”


  He took one look at me and broke out laughing.


  “Not funny, Tommy.”


  “I know but it’s ironic.”


  “Ironic?”


  “That old lady you arrested two weeks ago for breaking my window, know what they call her?”


  “No.”


  “The bird lady.”


  When Jimmy returned he found me in the back room of Kent Cleaners wearing nothing but my underwear and gun belt. I swore him to secrecy. When my uniform was cleaned I went to join him on post. I saw this heavyset old lady on a stoop next to the cleaners laughing hysterically and I asked her, “What the hell are you laughing at?”


  Her answer inspired me to write a poem for an English composition course I was taking at New York Tech. I called it:


  “The Blue and White Suit”


  As I a rookie proud and neat

  Diligently patrolled my beat

  An old woman on a stoop nearby

  Beckoned to me—It caught my eye

  I approached and asked what could I do

  She said, I’d just like to talk to you

  I’m old and lonely—my friends all gone

  So we talked—It went on and on

  During this time unbeknown to me

  A pigeon landed in a tree

  The branch was directly overhead

  You get the picture—enough said

  Why oh why did that tiny bird

  Hit me with that liquid turd

  He must have shit with all his might

  It changed my uniform from blue to white

  The old lady laughed, I started to curse

  With what she said I’ll end this verse

  She said, Sonny, calm down don’t curse or cry

  Just be grateful that elephants don’t fly

  P.S. what the hell

  It made her laugh brought out her wit

  And that wasn’t the first time I’d been full of shit.


  My professor gave me an “A” so something good did come from the incident. And after a month the police artist sketches of the offending pigeon stopped turning up on my desk, in my locker, and on the windshield of my car.


  Summer bled into fall, and winter kicked up its snowy heels while Jimmy and I continued suppressing crime. As spring was approaching I recall being alone on post and becoming privy to the birth of an expression that cops still use to this day.


  We were required to write a certain number of traffic tickets per month. This was never referred to as a quota, which was and still is illegal. No quotas allowed but guidelines were certainly permissible. I needed to issue one more summons to make my guideline for the month. It was around seven in the evening, the light was fading, the sky was cloudless, a radio somewhere nearby was playing “Love Me Tender” by Elvis, and a gray 1961 Ford van was coming toward me going the wrong way on a one way street.


  I motioned the driver to stop and said, “Pull over to the curb sir and let me see your driver’s license and vehicle registration.”


  The driver obeyed and as he jolted to a stop I could hear what sounded like the cackling of a few chickens. His first name was Moishe and he had a full, round face with puffy red cheeks. Flaming red hair in cascading curls sprouted from under a black fur hat and his long unkempt beard was the same color as his hair; very unusual for a Hasidic Jew. “Officer, is something wrong?” he asked. “Did I do something wrong? I’m a law-abiding citizen. Officer, I wouldn’t break a law.”


  “You’re driving the wrong way on a one-way street. Didn’t you see the arrows?”


  “Officer, I didn’t even see the Indians. Only kidding, just making a joke, no disrespect meant.”


  I managed not to laugh and just as I was about to let him go with a warning I heard from behind me, “Hey Jim, what’s up?”


  It was Barry Stein, another TPF cop who was working the foot post next to mine. Barry was six-one and heavily muscled. “Just a traffic stop, nothing heavy.” Lowering my voice I whispered to Barry, “I was just going to let him go, seeing as the street was just changed to a one-way last week.”


  Shaking his head Barry asked, “He’s a landsman of mine, okay if I take this one?”


  I gave Barry the license and registration and he walked back to Moishe. “Sir, please step out of the van.”


  Moishe did as he was told. “Oh my God, officer, what’s wrong?”


  Barry flipped open his ticket book and with pen at the ready he said, “You’re getting a ticket for driving the wrong way on a one-way street.”


  Visibly sweating now, Moishe pleaded, “Officer, please don’t give me a ticket, I’m just a poor chicken purveyor working hard to support my family. Just give me a good scare, you know, scare me good, but no ticket.” Then Moishe said it, and a new way of describing an offered bribe was added to the police vocabulary: “Don’t be a schmuck . . . Take a chicken.” Moishe reiterated, “take the chicken” as he put his hand on Barry’s shoulder and pushed. Big mistake.


  Barry grabbed him, forcibly spun him around, cuffed him, and literally threw him into the back of the van. I drove, and as we headed off with Moishe and the chickens to the station house Barry yelled, “And now you’re under arrest.”


  I glanced to my right and said in a low voice, “I got a bad feeling about this, Barry.”


  We parked in front of the 94th Precinct, which happened to be right next door to a Hasidic school. As we walked Moishe up the precinct steps we heard people yelling out the windows of the school, “They got Moishe, hey look, they got him handcuffed.”


  An angry crowd of about thirty people from next door filled the precinct lobby shouting, “What are you doing arresting Moishe, he’s a good man, a law-abiding man. So you’re anti-Jewish, is that it?”


  Barry turned, faced the crowd, reached inside his shirt, and pulled out the Star of David he wore on a chain, saying, “See that, I’m Jewish.”


  Unsatisfied with Barry’s gesture someone in the crowd screamed, “Yeah you’re Jewish, but you don’t like the beards.”


  We booked Moishe for assaulting an officer, the crowd was dispersed, and that night a captain came in and voided the arrest.


  Up to now my career had been interesting, even amusing, inasmuch as I was getting a flavor for those citizens I had been tasked with protecting. I was learning the job in a relatively safe environment but that was soon to change—thank God.


  CHAPTER FOUR


  Super Jew and Me


  In May of 1964, Jimmy was ordered to show the ropes to a kid fresh out of the academy. I said my good-byes and went in search of a new partner. I knew Davy “Super Jew” Katz had just lost his partner so I asked him if he would like to hook up with me. Davy was six-two, well built with thinning hair, and when his gout acted up he walked with a slight limp that worsened in direct proportion to the amount of beer he consumed. It wasn’t his appearance that earned him his nickname but the Superman t-shirt he wore under his uniform. To the chagrin of many a handcuffed perp Davy would unbutton his shirt and fling it open to reveal the large “S,” saying, “See that, you street scum? Tell your kids you weren’t fucking with any run of the mill cop. Oh no, you had the misfortune to tangle with Super Jew.”


  Before he agreed to become my partner he imposed a condition. “All I want out of this job is to become a detective,” he told me. “Are you up for that Jim?”


  “Hell yes, partner.”


  Davy was a great partner and over the next two years we made more arrests than the twelve other cops in our squad combined. We worked our asses off, frequently pulling twelve-hour shifts for eight hours pay. Back then there was no such thing as paid overtime or time given back. If you wanted to spend extra time on a case it was on you, unlike the contracted set-in-stone rules governing today’s police force with respect to compensation.


  Sometimes catching criminals, especially junkies, was like shooting fish in a barrel. The barrel was two old, rundown, six-story, red brick buildings at East Third Street and Avenue C on Manhattan’s Lower East Side. The buildings were attached and stood alone on the corner surrounded by vacant lots.


  The first time we were assigned to that foot post we observed a lot of people carrying bottles of water going into one of the buildings. That was the tip-off that they were going to be shooting up heroin. They would take a bobby pin and wrap it around the outside of the bottle cap and then mix the heroin and the water together in the cap. Using the bobby pin as a handle, they would hold the cap over an ignited book of matches to heat up the heroin. Placing a cotton ball in the cap they would use a needle to draw the heroin through the saturated cotton. The idea was to use the crude filter to prevent any uncooked lumps of heroin from being drawn into the needle and clogging it up. In drug lingo the crude filter was known as “satch cotton,” short for saturated cotton.


  A firehouse made that foot post even more desirable. A cop could go to any firehouse in the city around dinnertime and get a great meal. With the price of a complete meal as little as eighty cents, but never more than two dollars, the cost of the dinner was split evenly among everyone at the table.


  One time I made an arrest on my way to the firehouse and, not wanting to miss dinner, I took the perp with me; it was steak night. I handcuffed him to the pole the fireman slid down when hurrying to answer an alarm. I went upstairs, had my meal, then gathered up my prisoner and took him into the precinct for processing. Good thing for him there were no fire alarms during dinner.


  The roll call officer assigned foot posts randomly every month. Not wanting to leave our foot post assignment to chance, Davy and I gave, as was the unofficial custom, half a hat to the roll call officer at the beginning of each month.


  The expression “a hat” was around long before I came on the job. It seems to have started when illegal gamblers, wanting to show their gratitude, would walk up to a detective, stuff a twenty in his shirt pocket, and say, “Why don’t you take this and buy yourself a hat.” It was more of a thank you than a bribe.


  With the East Third Street and Avenue C foot post ours, the games began. We staked out the building for two days to familiarize ourselves with the junkies’ comings and goings. It wasn’t long before Davy and I figured out that the never ending procession of dirty, emaciated men and women were shooting up on the sixth floor roof landing. The plan we came up with was Machiavellian in nature, but simple in execution.


  “Okay, Jim, how do you want to handle this?”


  “I’ll sneak up the stairs hugging the wall until I reach the fifth floor. Once there I’ll move away from the wall so I can be seen, and I’ll start shouting ‘Police, you’re all under arrest!’ That’ll roust them.”


  A smile slowly crept its way across Davy’s face, “And I’ll come up through the adjacent building, cross over, and be waiting outside the door to the roof, trapping them between us. Just like shooting fish in a barrel.”


  In the next year we made over two hundred arrests in that building and not one of the junkies ever caught on to how we were doing it. People would ask me all the time, “Jim how do manage to catch so many bad guys? What’s your secret?” I would tell them, “It’s no secret. These assholes are stupid.”


  From time to time we would be sent to the 23rd Precinct in Spanish Harlem. It was a real tough area with a high crime rate and wall-to-wall drugs, mostly heroin and cocaine; designer drugs were yet to come into vogue. East 100th Street was considered the most dangerous in the city. On a 6 PM to 2 AM tour they would assign four TPF cops just to that block. When an arrest was made, which often was the case, another cop would be reassigned from a different post to cover for the arresting officer who had to process the bad guy.


  One day Davy and I worked a 10 AM to 6 pm, covering a parade. The parade ended early and we were sent to theTwenty-third to finish out our tour. We ended up on East 100th Street at three in the afternoon where we found a beat cop patrolling by himself. He was a vertically-challenged Greek who probably just made the minimum height requirement for the job. But what he lacked in height he made up for with one of the biggest pair of balls on the job; this was one tough son of a bitch. We were at the opposite end of the block when we saw him get into a confrontation with a big Hispanic male at least six inches taller than himself. We walked over to him in case he needed assistance. We should have saved our energy because by the time we got there he had backed the guy up against a brick wall, with the tip of his nightstick under the guy’s nose. Whenever he wanted to emphasize his words he would push up hard with the nightstick. This would make the guy’s head bang against the wall. “I told you to stay the fuck off my street, asshole,” the little cop snarled.


  “This is a free country, why do I gotta stay off this street?”


  A push and a bang.


  “Hey, that hurt.”


  A push and a bang.


  “I know my rights and you can’t do this.”


  “Listen, fuckbag, you don’t know shit. This is my street and when I tell you to stay the fuck off it you do what I say.”


  A push and a bang.


  “And you know why you’re gonna do what I say?” A push and a bang. “I’ll tell you why. Because I’m the gorilla and you’re the monkey.”


  We smiled and went back to the other end of the block. God I loved the job back then, when a cop could be a cop without fear of being accused of police brutality.


  Most of the time it was pretty routine, walking a post, busting junkies, making arrests for an assortment of crimes, and breaking up fights. I remember one we broke up in the Irish Harp, one of the many Irish bars sprinkled throughout Washington Heights. We were two doors down when we heard yelling and the sounds of a fight in progress. I turned to Davy and said, “Here we go again.”


  We took out our axe handles, which were longer, heavier, and better in a fight than our nightsticks—hey only dumb animals don’t use tools. Fairness was not in our creed but winning on the street was. Instilling fear in the bad guys was what kept you and other cops alive and by extension the good citizens in your charge


  Officially we only carried department-issued nightsticks but unofficially, when it came to choice of weapons, the department always looked the other way for the TPF. Of course this was pre-civilian review board, when a cop didn’t have to worry about being brought up on charges for exerting a little necessary force. We rushed inside the Irish Harp and it took a few seconds for our eyes to adjust to the smoke-filled, sunlight-deprived room. On our left the barstools were empty--all the patrons were clustered around the pool table at the back of the bar. There were two large, sweaty Irishmen on the pool table pummeling each other. As soon as they noticed us standing there in our blues they stopped kicking the shit out of each other and turned their attention toward us.


  “Which one do you want, Super Jew?”


  “Ladies’ choice, Jim, why don’t we let them pick.”


  And pick they did. The larger of the two went after Davy, the other one came at me. It didn’t last long and half an hour later we were booking two battered and bloody Irishmen.


  My partner felt bad for the guy he fought with, so the next morning he brought him a bacon and egg on a roll and a large coffee. He limped over to the holding cell (the gout was on him again) and went in. The Irishman was lying down on a cot and


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  EPILOGUE


  To those members of the law enforcement community both active and retired who have read this book I extend my salutations. As many of you know and others will someday realize, you may retire and leave the job but the job will never leave you. You will always look at people and situations differently and more keenly than those not part of your profession. You will always stand tall and proud knowing where you have been and what you have done. You will be thankful for the many opportunities you had to make people’s lives a little better and safer. Thankful for the times you were able to render assistance to those persons who desperately needed help and had no one else to turn to.


  To those of you not involved in law enforcement I extend my greetings and hope you enjoyed reading the book as much as I enjoyed living it. It was a pleasure and a privilege being afforded the opportunity to protect and serve my fellow human beings. While we never got rich monetarily we were abundantly rewarded spiritually. Our reward was found in the knowledge that “Blessed are the peacemakers, for they are the children of God,” and that cops are part of the greatest fraternity in the world.


  The years have gone by and the players in this tome have finished their active service and have gone on to other endeavors.


  Wild Jimmy Crean retired as captain of a Bronx detective district and is now a successful lawyer.


  Davy Katz spends his retired years out West. Peggy and I had the pleasure to spend some time with him recently and he is still the crazy, funny partner I once had. His words to Peggy after kissing her on the cheek were, “Did the church canonize you yet?”


  Eddie Schneider moved to Florida and is owner of that state’s largest trailer and RV park as well as a thriving RV dealership. He was always adept at making lots of money and is now able to uphold the law just for the fun of it, as a part-time deputy sheriff.


  Fred Lambert became the chief of security for a major bank in Manhattan and still resides in New York City.


  Ed Bailey was a security chief at the Board of Education for many years until finally retiring for good. Ed passed away during the writing of this book and the fraternity lost a great brother.


  Cleve Bethea retired on a disability pension after sustaining two gunshot wounds in the line of duty. After many surgeries to repair the shattered bone in his leg he regained his ability to walk unaided. He currently lives in a southern state tending to his chickens and using their egg production to supplement his pension.


  George Roberts went into private investigation and is now deceased.


  John Mattias died of cancer at the young age of forty-four and ended what would have been a brilliant investigative career.


  Tricky Dick Lannon moved to New York’s Catskill Mountains where he lives in a house atop a mountain road overlooking a beautiful valley.


  Chief Charles O. Henry, my boss, my friend, and my mentor retired to Las Vegas where he passed away in February of 2006.


  Time passes, but time can’t dim the shining memories I treasure of a career spent with some of the finest cops and detectives on earth.


  [image: ]


  [image: ]


  [image: ]


  [image: ]

OEBPS/Images/bck_fig_002.png
looks into his life in Dallas before his
infamous Las Vegas days.
s22.00 + Hardeover * 1-56980-321-8

Thief!

William “Slick” Hanner & Cherie Rohn
The true story of “Slick” Hanner
and how he gained insider access to
the Mafia, starting out as a Chicago
street tough and workin his way to
a friendship with Tony Spilotro,
the Outfit’s notorious frontman.
s22.00 + Hardeover * 1-56980-317-X

Gangster City: The History of the
New York Underworld 1900-1935
Patrick Downey

From 1900 to 1935, New York City
hosted more than 600 mob-land kill-
ings. No other book delivers such
extensive detail on the lives, crimes,
and dramatic endings of this ruth-
less cast of characters, including Jack
“Legs” Diamond and the sadistic
Dutch Schultz.

s23.95 + Hardeover + 1-56980-267-X
(coming soon in Paperback, March 2009)

11 Dottore

Ron Felber

By day, he was Dr. Elliot Litner,
respected surgeon at Mount Sinai
Hospital; by night, 11 Dottore, a sex
and gambling addict with ties to New
York’s reigning Mafia Dons. But when
Attorney General Rudolph Guiliani
stepped in, Litner had to decide where
his loyalties lay: with La Cosa Nostra,
or the Hippocratic oath.

s24.95 + Hardcover + 1-56980-278-5

Murder of a Mafia Daughter
Cathy Scott

Not until college did Las Vegas
native Susan Berman learn her father
had been a notorious leader of the
local Mafia. Her life took an even
more bizarre turn when the wife of
her college friend, real estate heir
Robert Durst, disappeared, leav-
ing Durst a murder suspect. When
Berman was found dead, shot
execution-style, investigators won-
dered if she knew more about Durst
than he could afford.

s23.05 + Hardeover + 1-56980-238-6

The Life and Times of

Lepke Buchalter

Paul R. Kavieff

Lepke Buchalter had a stranglehold
on the New York garment industry,
rising from small-scale push-cart
terrorism to leadership of Murder
Inc’s staff of killers-by-assignment,
until an obscure murder ended his
reign as America’s most ruthless labor
racketeer.

s22.00 + Hardeover * 1-56980-291-2

The Purple Gang

Paul R. Kavieff’

“This is the hitherto untold story of the
rise and fall of one of America’s most
notorious criminal groups. The Purple
Gang was a loosely organized confed-
eration of mobsters who dominated the
Detroit underworld and whose ten-
tacles reached across the country.
s15.95 + Paperback + 1-56980-281-5
Hardcover

The Violent Years

Paul R. Kavieff

A follow-up to KaviefPs best-selling 74e
Purple Gang, this book delves deeper
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COMING SOON!
Gangsters of Miami: True Tales of
Mobsters, Gamblers, Hit Men, Con
Men and Gang Bangers from the
Magic City

Ron Chepesiuk

Chronicling gangs and gangster his-
tory using profiles this book traces the
notorious smugglers of the Prohibition
era, famous mobsters like Al Capone
and Meyer Lansky, the Cuban mafia,
the Colombian cartel, and the cur-
rent street gangs that have come to
plague Miami after the advent of crack
cocaine.

s23.95 * Hardcover * 1-56980-368-4
OCTOBER 2009
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OTHER BOOKS IN OUR
BARRICADE CRIME SERIES

The Jews of Sing-Sing

Ron Arons

Besides famous gangsters like Lepke
Buchalter, thousands of Jews commit-
ted all types of crimes--from incest to
arson to selling air rights over Man-
hattan--and found themselves doing
time in Sing-Sing.

s22.95 + Hardeover + 1-56980-333-1

The Mafia and the Machine

Frank R. Hayde

La Cosa Nostra reaches right into the
heart of America. Nowhere is that more
evident than in the “City of Fountains,”
where the Mafia held sway over the
political machine.

s22.00 * Hardeover * 1-56980-336-6

Black Gangsters of Chicago

Ron Chepesiuk

Chicago’s African American gangsters
were every bit as powerful and intrigu-
ing as the city’s fabled white mob-
sters. For the first time, Ron Chepesiuk
chronicles their fascinating stories.
522,00 + Hardeover * 1-56980-331-5

The Silent Don

Scott Deitche

A follow-up to Deitche’s best-sell-
ing Cigar City Mafia, The Silent Don
exposes the life of one of America’s
most powerful and feared mob bosses,
Santo Trafficante Jr.

s22.00 + Hardeover * 1-56980-322-6
(coming soon in Paperback, December 2008)

Blood & Volume

Dave Copeland

Ron Gonen, together with pals Johnny
Attias and Ron Efraim, ran a multi-
million-dollar drug distribution syndi-
cate in 1980s New York. But when the
FBI caught up, Gonen had to choose
between doing the right thing and
winding up dead.

522,00 + Hardeover + 1-56980~327-7

Gangsters of Harlem

Ron Chepesiuk

Veteran journalist Ron Chep-
esiuk chronicles the life and crimes
of Harlem’s gangsters, including
“Nicky” Barnes, Bumpy Johnson,
and the notorious Frank Lucas.
522.00 + Hardcover + 1-56980-318-8

Cigar City Mafia: A Complete
History of the Tampa Underworld
Scott M. Deitche

Prohibition-era “Little Havana” housed
Tampa’s cigar industry, and with it,
bootleggers, arsonists, and mobsters—
and a network of corrupt police officers
worse than the criminals themselves.
Scott M. Deitche documents the rise
of the infamous Trafficante family,
ruthless competitors in a “violent, shift-
ing place, where loyalties and power
quickly changed.”

s522.95 * Hardeover * 1-56980-266-1

I'll Do My Own Damn Killin’

Gary W. Slecper

A detailed look into the life of notori-
ous casino owner Benny Binion, which
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into the Prohibition-Era gangs of the
Detroit area.

$22.00 * Hardeover * 1-56980-210-6

The Rise and Fall of

the Cleveland Mafia

Rick Porrello

From obscurity, the Cleveland Mafia
rose rapidly to power and position,
taking its place as the third most
powerful operation in the country.
But the city’s crime syndicates nearly
decimated themselves during the
Sugar War—“Big Ange” Lonardo’s
vendetta-driven play to control the
lucrative bootleg liquor production
racket.

s15.00 * Paperback + 1-56980-277-7
Hardcover

Lueky Lueiano

Hickman Powell

‘Written by a top investigative reporter
who covered Luciano’s trial from
beginning to end, Lucky Luciano is
detailed account of Luciano’s intrigu-
ing life.

$23.95 + Hardeover + 1-56980-163-0

Mala Femina

Theresa Dalessio with

Patrick W. Picciarelli

‘Theresa “Terri Dee” Dalessio was a
Mafia daughter, pregnant teenager,
barkeeper, heroin addict, murder wit-
ness, and twice-divorced mother of
three. For a start.
s24.95 + Hardeover + 1-56980-244-0
Jailing the Johnston Gang
Bruce E. Mowday

Pennsylvania’s Johnston Gang, led

by Bruce Sr. and his brothers Nor-
man and David, ran a prolific bur-
glary ring during the 1960 and r970s.
But in 1978, fearing that younger
members of the gang were going to
rat them out, the brothers killed four
teenagers and nearly killed Bruce
Srs own son.

s22.95 + Hardeover + 1-56980-363-3

Human Sacrifice: A Shocking
Exposé of Ritual Killings
Worldwide

Jimmy Lee Shreeve

Human sacrifice still goes on today,
and uncomfortably close to home.
Jimmy Lee Shreeve paints a horrify-
ing picture of ritual killings around
the world.

sis05 + Paperback + 1-56980-346

Balls: The Life of Eddie

Trascher, Gentleman Gangster
Scott M. Deitche with Ken Sanz
For 50 years, Eddie Trascher stole
from mob-owned casinos, scammed
gangsters, and was one of the top
bookies in the country. He capped
his career as an informant for Florida
enforcement to get inside the Traf-
ficante Mafia family.

s24.95 * Hardcover * 1-56980-366-8






