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This book is dedicated to the unseen men and women of law enforcement. They put their lives at risk on a daily basis. I hope this book helps anyone considering doing undercover assignments within your departments.

IN LOVING MEMORY

OF THESE FALLEN HEROES

Police Officer Edward R. Byrne

NYPD

103rd Precinct

Sergeant John F. McCormick

NYPD

Bronx Narcotics Unit

Police Officer Joseph Galapo

NYPD

Brooklyn South Narcotics

Police Officer Christopher G. Hoban

NYPD

Manhattan North Narcotics Unit

Detective Luis R. Lopez

NYPD

Manhattan South Narcotics Unit

“...ye tho I walk through the valley of death I shall fear no evil...” Psalms 23:4

This is a work of fiction based on a true story. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

For my wonderful daughter

Jatarah I. Grimball

May all your dreams come true!
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THIS BOOK IS ABOUT how America and New York City was caught off guard during the crack epidemic of the early 80s. It illustrates how it impacted crime statistics, social services, and the minority community. It further shows how politicians, law enforcement, and the City of New York clashed on finding a solution to the problem that was eating at the heart of the city.  It was only after a white politician’s family member was detained for purchasing crack in a black community, that something had to be done to stem this drug from spreading into white communities. The State of New York petitioned the federal government for funds to help bring its overtaxed Narcotics Division new life and a new weapon against this evil.  

That weapon was UC 630.
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1 bonds of steel
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T

here is a great difference in the level of loyalty between cops and undercovers (UCs). Cops will run into burning buildings, jump in front of a bullet, and risk a head-on collision with a distracted civilian motorist to save a fellow officer. He will mortgage his house to help that officer with financial issues and take care of his family should he or she be killed in the line of duty. That sometimes includes banging the grieving wife or husband.

The undercover will not only do all of the above but risk going to jail for the rest of his life for another UC.

The blood oath we take is not by cutting our fingers, or a mob-style kiss on the cheek or placing the hand on a bible in the Police Academy. It is consummated when he or she decides to enter this world of madness. This union is stronger than those of the Police Officer and the wise guys because, as absurd as it may seem, the UC separates himself from the Police and the criminals when he or she dons their assumed identity. When you think of it, at the moment the UC purchases drugs, he becomes a party to both worlds and yet an enemy to both.  However, he or she is exonerated via the State Justification laws at that very moment. This is the first duality.

Another reason why the UC views the Police Officer as the antithesis of who they are is that, if the UC is on a buy op and he recognizes another Police Officer at the location, he or she now becomes a potential combatant. I always had a policy that if shit ever hit the fan during a buy op, and a police officer was in the room, his ass would be the first to go. I would take my chances with the other mutts knowing they were not as well trained in small arms combat as we were. 

I suspect that it was because of this policy why the Department instituted a policy requiring bosses to make sure a targeted location was not part of an ongoing op before sending in their UC. I would love to see the stats on how many UCs shot other law enforcement officers during ops by accident or accidentally on purpose.  Can you imagine the flood of lawsuits on the steps of City Hall?

I may have a very pessimistic attitude about my colleagues but not for lack of good reason. I will concede that the majority of cops are honest and law abiding. It is that one percent that has me concerned. And where do you think the likelihood of finding them are? Correctomundo. In the narcotics world!

Think of the narcotics world as a bank vault left open guarded by a minimum wage guard and no working cameras. In a regular bank, the underpaid bank teller doesn’t think of taking a penny because there are too many safeguards in place. You have the supervisor, the branch manager, and the security cameras. Then when the bank is closed, you have the count where your tray must balance out. If it doesn't, you’re out.  I know a couple of friends who used to take my bank deposits, who are now taking my burger and fries, order because their drawer was a few dollars short.

There are safeguards in the narcotics division also, but they are predicated on a platform of integrity. It is assumed that the supervisor will hand the money to the UC, who will then hand the money to the criminal. The criminal will then in turn hand the narcotics to the UC, who will then turn them over to the supervisor. This is done, of course, after the criminal, marked money, and narcotics are recovered by the team.  The drugs and money are vouchered, and the criminal is processed. The narcotics vault is then closed.

Now, let me show you a different scenario. The UC goes into an apartment and purchases from a Columbian drug dealer. The team goes in and recovers the marked money and the dealer. There are also 100 kilos of cocaine and $628,000 in cash in a closet. The dealer is in the country illegally and doesn’t speak any English. How fortunate the team had a Spanish speaking member with them. Once it is established that the dealer would get on the next rowboat to Columbia the recovery is now 10 kilos and $3000 in cash. 

Of course, the dealer is listed as a lost buy subject. That means he was not on the scene when the team arrived. In ten minutes, the team of five made $125,600. Not to mention what will be made on the uncut coke. The UC made three hours of OT or $80. What the fuck?!

Is this a common occurrence? Of course not. The reason why this happens so infrequently now, post-Knapp Commission era, is because of a little group of party poopers called Internal Affairs. They have undercovers also who pose as drug dealers in apartments. The only difference is they’re allocated a larger budget to catch crooked cops than we are to catch crooks. That makes sense, doesn’t it? 

I recall a team who went into an apartment in Brooklyn after the UC had made her buy. As was their routine, they made a deal with the two black drug dealers to let them go with the understanding that they would be making weekly pickups. While they were stuffing their pockets, there was a knock on the door. One team member said he was going to collar (arrest) the customer knocking on the door for the OT. When he opened the door, a Captain, two Sergeants and six burly detectives from Internal Affairs were standing outside. I heard he lost his breakfast and the ability to stand at that moment.

I could never bring myself to steal anything. I don’t know if it was my Catholic school upbringing, my mother’s strong moral values, or my hatred for thieves that kept me from doing it. Now I was no saint, but you have to understand I had a different perception of what stealing was. 

To me, stealing was robbing a liquor store, burglarizing a house, or snatching a purse. I didn’t see taking six hours, on overtime to do a function I could have done in one hour as stealing. I felt it was my way of adjusting the cost of living in my bi-weekly paycheck that the City Comptroller failed to do. My cost of living was so high because I had to support my drinking and nocturnal habits. Hotel rooms for a four-hour stay added up when I found myself frequenting them every night.

When I was a uniform cop, I didn’t consider it stealing when I walked into a bodega and walked out with a six-pack of beer, cartons of cigarettes and snacks without paying. I felt the few minutes I was in there prevented the owner from being robbed or killed until my next visit. The criminal elements would know that Carlos’ store was not to be messed with because the cops were always in and out of it on all three shifts.  

Carlos, of course, was happy to have us in there. He would even keep a couple of bottles of scotch in the back room for us. If Carlos were any kind of mathematician, he would have realized it would have been more profitable for him to be robbed by the mutts than the daily contributions he was making to us. Then one night, Carlos was robbed, and the freebies stopped. That is until he saw in the papers that the guy who robbed him was thrown off a roof by persons unknown. The next day it was business as usual.

*_*_*_*

When Gwen was released from the hospital, we threw a party for her in the back office.  None of the teams went out that day except Sgt Mallory’s team. This didn’t surprise us as he cared more about a dollar than a UC. Gwen came over and gave me a huge kiss and a hug. Her large breasts pressing against my chest gave me a woody. I always thought of her as a sister, but at that moment, I would have boned the shit out of her if we were alone. 

“Thank you, Jamal,” she whispered in my ear.  

That bond that I told you about earlier was now consummated between her and me.  She knew I had something to do with the unfortunate accident that befell her abusive boyfriend, who by the way, had now returned to “beating a bitch is legal in Tennessee.” They say he now has a noticeable speech impediment and his Fred Astaire days are over.  

“You’re welcome,” I said, getting one more hug to feel those wonderful jugs pressed against my chest.

A week later, Internal Affairs was in the office going over our movement logs. Captain Peterson was in his office with a Lieutenant from IAD. They came on the job together, and I suspect that was the reason for the cordial atmosphere.  

“Jesse, the brother of Teddy Simms, claims that Gwen said something to Jamal before he left the hospital the night her ex was assaulted,” the Lieutenant said.  

“Brad, do you have any witnesses that place Jamal at Teddy’s place of residence at the time of the incident,” Captain Peterson asked?  “I can’t tell you how many accusations have been leveled about this kid from cruelty to animals to the Kennedy assassination. And in the end, the result is always the same result. Unfounded! There are never any witnesses. If there are any witnesses, they can never pick him out of a lineup. “

“With all due respect, Jesse,” he said, “all those lineups were a photo lineup of a picture showing a clean cut, black police officer in a police uniform.  You know Jamal cannot be recognized out of his street appearance. We have a description of several people entering the building at that time, but the only clear description we have is that of a female hooker with huge tits and a seven foot tall Puerto Rican.” 

Captain Peterson peered over his glasses and said, “Well that seems a long way from describing that short, 120 lb kid in the back office. Don’t you think Brad? And there’s no such thing as a seven-foot Puerto Rican.” 

The fact that I was not Spanish or huge in stature did not allay the Lieutenants suspicion that I was not involved in some way. He told Captain Peterson how he found two previous investigations by FIAU (Field Internal Affairs Unit) when I was stationed at Fort Apache. They involved a drug dealer being tossed off a roof and the alleged discharged of my weapon at my estranged wife. He also told him of an investigation of a death threat on a uniformed police officer for giving my mom a moving ticket.  

Then, of course, there was the rumor of an off duty confrontation with the feds in which an agent lost part of his ear. All of these investigations were closed unfounded, including the death threat to the cop who changed her story. I hear she only dates black men now.

“Well, it seems to me, Brad, that you don’t have anything to go on,” Captain Peterson said visibly annoyed that his valuable time was being wasted on bullshit. “You’ve got some of the best investigators, although some of them are tainted, and you should be able to close your investigation swiftly.”

At that moment, one of the flunky’s from IAD came in and said: “We got something boss.”  

The flunky handed the Lieutenant a movement log and showed where I had signed out for the hospital at 9:15 PM but didn’t sign back in until 12:45 AM. The victim’s brother stated I had left the hospital around 11:30 PM, and his brother was assaulted at around midnight. 

“I guess you’re right, Jesse, about me having some great, although tainted, detectives working in my division,” Brad said, as he skimmed over the log.  

Occasionally he would look up at Captain Peterson with the same smirk and a musical “ah ha.”  Captain Peterson was far from amused.

“We got that son of a bitch now, boss,” the flunky said with a hint of exuberance.  

He took the log from Brad like a good boy and handed it to Captain Peterson, who snatched it from his hand. The flunky looked at him as if he had snatched away his favorite toy. Brad gave the flunky a “stay cool” look.

Captain Peterson looked at the log as if he was going over the accounting books of the Gambino crime family. Occasionally, he would stop and take a sip of his coffee. Brad was visibly getting impatient by his constant twisting in his seat. After removing his glasses, Captain Peterson dismissively tossed the movement log back to the flunky. He leaned back in his chair, looking at Brad with the same smirk. 

“Before you boys break open the champagne, I think you need to look three lines down,” he said.  

What the Lieutenant saw was an entry by Sgt. Peligrini. It showed him and Big Bob leaving at 11:40 PM to meet me because my car had broken down. Captain Peterson estimated it took 30 minutes to get to me and 30 minutes back after jumping my car battery. Which, of course, I was able to produce a receipt for a new battery I purchased the next day from a friend of mine who owned a parts store.  

I wish I could have seen the “You just killed my dog” look on the cocksucker’s faces. Brad got up and ushered his team out of the office.

Brad then closed the door and sat down again.

“Jesse, you and I have been friends for a long time, so I'm going to speak to you as a friend,” Brad said. “This kid is either very smart or very blessed to still be on this job. In my opinion, he’s a ticking time bomb waiting to explode. I wouldn’t want it to happen in my command, especially when I was so close to retirement like you are. My advice to you is to get rid of him before it happens.” 

Captain Peterson stood up and walked around his desk and leaned back against it in front of Brad with his arms crossed in front of him.  

“Cut off the hand that feeds me, Brad?” he asked glaringly. “This is the problem with you guys.  You’re like a dog with a bone. All you see is the Frisbee being tossed at you, not the hole you’re about to fall into once you catch it.”

“I’m sorry, Jesse, but I’m not following you?” Brad said, peering up at Captain Peterson.

Captain Peterson removed his glasses and pinched the bridge of his nose as if he was trying to quell a growing headache.  

“Do you have any idea what this kid has done for this division?” he asked. “No, you wouldn’t because the lowering of crime statistics is not important to you in minority neighborhoods. Only the statistics of how many cops your unit arrest.”

“Now, just a goddam minute!” Brad said, jumping up indignantly. 

“No!” Captain Peterson said, cutting him off. “You wait a goddam minute. I heard you out. Now, you’re going to hear me out. Sit your ass back down, Lieutenant.” 

Captain Peterson might have looked like a priest, but he was four inches taller than Brad and had a good fifty pounds on him. I would have put my money on Captain Peterson for a first round knockout.

“Why do you think we’re getting the number of arrests with Operation Pressure Point?” he asked. “It’s because of this kid’s help. Sure, we have other good undercovers, but this kid can buy and shut down a block of drug dealers before you can order a cup of coffee. Do you know he saved this Department from public humiliation the second day he was assigned here?”

“No, I wasn’t aware of that,” Brad said with a disinterested look on his face.  

I’m sure had it been anyone other than Captain Peterson standing in front of him they would have
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