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			For two remarkable Elizabeths:

			Rogers and Lorris Ritter—my New York homegirls.

			And for Teresa Elizabeth Williams.

		

	
		
			
				Ryan: Who runs things?

				Hammett: The same people who run things everywhere.

				Ryan: The cops, the crooks and the big rich, huh?

				Hammett: Who else?…

				—Hammett, dir. Wim Wenders, 1982

			

		

	
		
			
				Prologue: 
A Glittering Hoard

				New York, July 22, 1884

				
				They were detectives, accustomed to plunder, but they’d never seen anything like this.

				It had taken some doing to open the safe. After bursting into the modest haberdashery shop on Manhattan’s Lower East Side, they’d demanded the keys from the shopkeeper, Fredericka Mandelbaum. But Mrs. Mandelbaum, a towering woman of fifty-nine, tastefully attired in diamond cluster earrings and a lace-trimmed gown of dotted blue, held firm. “No,” she declared, in her heavy Germanic English. “Just to think of such a thing!”

				Her refusal forced the detectives, employees of the storied Pinkerton Agency, to become safecrackers themselves. They summoned a blacksmith, who arrived at the shop with hammer and chisel. He attacked the safe; amid the din, a pretty teenage girl ran in from the next room—Mrs. Mandelbaum’s daughter Annie.

				“Stop!” Annie cried. She handed over the keys and the safe was unlocked. An Aladdin’s Cave spilled out.

				There were gems and jewelry of every description: rings, chains, scarf pins, bracelets, glittering cufflinks and collar buttons—“almost every ornament you could mention,” one detective recalled. Beside them were “heaps of gold watches” and, wrapped carefully in tissue paper, watch movements and cases. There was a clutch of fine silverware. There were loose diamonds the size of peas.

				Elsewhere in the shop’s clandestine back rooms—protected by a metal grille and linked to the outdoors by a set of secret passages—the detectives came upon priceless antique furniture, a trunk brimming with shawls of the finest cashmere and curtains of exquisite lace, and bolts of silk worth thousands of dollars alone. Concealed under newspapers were bars of gold, fashioned from melted-down jewelry. Upstairs, in Mrs. Mandelbaum’s gracious bedroom, they found melting pots and scales for weighing gold and diamonds. She and an employee were promptly arrested.

				With that, the Pinkerton detectives, who had staged the raid at the behest of the city’s district attorney, accomplished in a single outing what New York’s police force[*1] had not managed to do in more than twenty years. “You are caught this time, and the best thing that you can do is to make a clean breast of it,” one of the Pinkertons, Gustave Frank, advised Mrs. Mandelbaum as she was led away.

				In reply, Fredericka Mandelbaum—upright widow, philanthropic synagogue-goer, doting mother of four and boss of the country’s most notorious crime syndicate—whirled and punched him in the face.

				

				—

				For twenty-five years, Fredericka Mandelbaum reigned as one of the most infamous underworld figures in America. Working from her humble Manhattan storefront, she presided over a multi-million-dollar criminal operation that centered on stolen luxury goods and later diversified into bank robbery. Conceived in the mid-1800s—long before the accepted starting date for organized crime in the United States—her empire extended across the country and beyond. In 1884, the New-York Times called her “the nucleus and centre of the whole organization of crime in New-York.”[*2]
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						Montage depicting Mrs. Mandelbaum’s ill-gotten gains, the raid on her shop and the courtroom drama that followed, from an 1884 issue of the National Police Gazette, a nineteenth- and early-twentieth-century scandal sheet

					
				
				Revered in some quarters, reviled in others, Marm Mandelbaum, as she was known, towered over the city as an earthy, expansive, diamond-encrusted presence: self-made entrepreneur, generous philanthropist, thieves’ mentor and gracious society hostess who plied her illicit trade largely in the open. A swath of the public admired her. Many criminals adored her. Over the course of her long, lucrative career, she would spend scarcely a day behind bars. “Without question,” a twentieth-century criminologist has written, “the fullest attribution of energy, presence, and personal magnetism in the literature of criminology belongs to ‘Ma’ Mandelbaum.”

				For Mrs. Mandelbaum, trafficking in other people’s property was staggeringly good business: Her network of thieves and resale agents was reported to extend throughout the United States, into Mexico and, it was said, as far away as Europe. At her death, in 1894, she had amassed a personal fortune of at least half a million dollars (in some accounts as much as a million), the equivalent of more than $14 million to $28 million today.[*3] As the New York police chief George Washington Walling,[*4] who knew her well, recalled, “The ramifications of her business net were so widespread, her ingenuity as an assistant to criminals so nearly approached genius, that if a silk robbery occurred in St. Louis, and the criminals were known as ‘belonging to “Marm Baum,” ’ she always had the first choice of the ‘swag.’ ”

				In her heyday and for some years afterward, Marm was a storied figure, the subject of news articles, editorial cartoons and more than one stage play.[*5] The world press covered her criminal prowess with a kind of grudging admiration; it covered her downfall with post-hoc smugness.[*6] But despite her renown in her own time, she is far less well known today, an all-too-common fate for history’s women. Though there are passing references to Mrs. Mandelbaum in a spate of books on New York City history, there are few in-depth studies of her life and work.

				Marm kept no written records: No fool, she clearly knew it would have been professional suicide to do so. As Chief Walling observed: “She was shrewd, careful, methodical in character and to the point in speech…. Wary in the extreme.” But her career turns out to have been amply chronicled, not only in the news accounts of her day, but also in the reminiscences of her contemporaries on both sides of the law. As a result, she can be conjured whole from the glittering nineteenth-century city in which she operated—the redoubtable star of an urban picaresque awash in pickpockets and sneak thieves, bank burglars and high-toned shysters. And from her glittering presence it is possible in turn to conjure the city: a wide-open town careering its way through “the Flash Age,” a time when the mantra of one suspiciously well-heeled pol, “I seen my opportunities and I took ’em,” was a guiding principle for many New Yorkers.

				

				—

				When twenty-first-century Americans hear the phrase “organized crime,” it almost always evokes the Prohibition-era, “guns-and-garlic” gangsterism of Scarface and The Untouchables.[*7] But the term was first attested in the United States in the 1890s, and, as Mrs. Mandelbaum’s career makes plain, the practice was a going concern here well before that—in Europe, earlier still.[*8]

				Unlike the organized crime of the tommy-gun age, Fredericka Mandelbaum’s profession entailed little violence. She was, from the first, a specialist in property crime, buying, camouflaging and reselling a welter of stolen luxury items. Beginning her ascent in the late 1850s, she quickly established her reputation as a criminal receiver—a “fence,” in popular parlance. There had been legions of fences before Marm Mandelbaum, and there have been legions after. But what she accomplished had by all accounts not been done before in America on so broad a scale, in so sustained and methodical a fashion: Fredericka Mandelbaum transformed herself, almost singlehandedly, into “a mogul of illegitimate capitalism,” running her operation as a well-oiled, for-profit corporate machine. Strikingly, she did so more than half a century before the Prohibition-era syndicates celebrated in popular culture, a milieu in which women, if they featured at all, were little more than gangsters’ molls.

				“Crime cannot be carried on by individuals,” a longtime member of the Mandelbaum syndicate wrote in 1913. “It requires an elaborate permanent organization. While the individual operators, from pickpockets to bank burglars, come and go, working from coast to coast, they must be affiliated with some permanent substantial person…. Such a permanent head was ‘Mother’ Mandelbaum.”

				Late-nineteenth-century newspapers reveled in Marm’s doings, and liked to say she could “unload” anything, including, in one account, a flock of stolen sheep. But it is beyond doubt that by the mid-1880s as much as $10 million[*9] had passed through her little haberdashery shop on the Lower East Side. The full story of her rise to underworld stardom as “the undisputed financier, guide, counsellor, and friend of crime in New York”—and her ultimate fall at the hands of the city’s increasingly powerful bourgeois elite—is a window onto a little-explored side of Gilded Age America: the world of Herbert Asbury’s Gangs of New York from the perspective of a sharp-witted, fiercely determined woman.[*10]

				Some modern observers have called Mrs. Mandelbaum a proto-feminist. Perhaps she was, though she appeared as committed to wifely and maternal duties as any woman of her era. What can be said with certainty is that she was among the first—quite possibly the very first—to systematize the formerly scattershot enterprise of property crime, working out logistics, organizing chains of supply and demand, and constructing the entire venture first and foremost as a business. And in so doing, she simultaneously embodied and upended the cherished rags-to-riches narrative of Victorian America, starring, on entirely her own terms, in a Horatio Alger story of a very different kind.

				

				—

				Arriving in New York in 1850 with little more than the clothes on her back, Fredericka Mandelbaum began her working life as a peddler on the streets of Lower Manhattan. Professional advancement, to say nothing of great wealth, seemed beyond contemplation for someone who, like her, was marginalized three times over: immigrant, woman and Jew. (Organized crime, as a twentieth-century writer has sagely noted, “is not an equal-opportunity employer.”) Yet before the decade was out, she had established herself as one of the city’s premier receivers of stolen goods; by the end of the 1860s she had become, in the words of a modern-day headline, “New York’s First Female Crime Boss.”

				Though she stole little to nothing herself, Mrs. Mandelbaum trained a cadre of acolytes to help themselves—and thereby help her—to the choicest spoils that Gilded Age America had to offer. She orchestrated decades’ worth of high-end thefts, selecting the foremost men and women for each job, underwriting their expenses and advising them on “best practices” peculiar to their trade: why it’s especially prudent for a thief to specialize in diamonds and silk; why, when entering an establishment like Tiffany & Company, it is supremely helpful to be chewing a piece of gum; how to dress for success—success, that is, in pilfering luxury goods from department stores; and, ultimately, how to relieve a bank of its contents.

				“What plannings of great robberies took place there, in Madame Mandelbaum’s store!” one old-time crook recalled fondly. “She would buy any kind of stolen property, from an ostrich feather to hundreds and thousands of dollars’ worth of gems. The common shop-lifter and the great cracksman[*11] alike did business at this famous place.”

				Mrs. Mandelbaum bailed out her disciples whenever they were arrested, wined and dined them at her groaning table, supplied fistfuls of cash when they were down and out, and furnished getaway horses and carriages as the need arose. For her maternal devotion to her handpicked phalanx of foot soldiers—her “chicks,” she called them—criminals and the press alike referred to her as “Marm,” “Mother,” “Ma” or “Mother Baum.”

				“There is still standing, I believe, a little…house at the corner of Clinton and Rivington Streets, which was for many years the headquarters of some of the greatest criminals in the country and in which many of the most daring robberies of the period were planned,” an American newspaperman wrote in 1921:

				
					The front part of the ground floor was devoted to the sale of cheap dry-goods but the parlor in the rear contained many articles of furniture and silver of a sort seldom seen in that quarter of town. It was in this room that “Mother Mandelbaum,” as she was affectionately termed by more than one generation of crooks, transacted business….

					Her place of business [was] a market in which jewelry, rolls of silk, silverware and other spoils could be disposed of for about half their real value, the old lady assuming all the risks of the transaction…. She looked as if she might have stepped out of the pages of a Viennese comic paper, yet she was a sort of female Moriarty who could plan a robbery, furnish the necessary funds for carrying it out and even choose the man best fitted to accomplish it.

				

				If that isn’t the textbook definition of an organized-crime boss, then I don’t know what is.

				

				—

				In any era, Mother Mandelbaum would have cut an imposing figure, but in her own time she fairly loomed over New York. About six feet tall and of Falstaffian girth (she was said to have weighed between 250 and 300 pounds), pouchy-faced, apple-cheeked and beetle-browed, she resembled the product of a congenial liaison between a dumpling and a mountain. She dressed soberly but expensively in vast gowns of black, brown or dark blue silk, topped by a sealskin cape, with a plumed fascinator or bonnet. She dripped diamonds—earrings, necklaces, brooches, bracelets, rings—but then, in her line of work, diamonds were as easy to come by as the ostrich feathers that waved gaily from her hats. “Her attire was at once gorgeous and vulgar,” the Cincinnati Enquirer observed in 1894. “She often wore $40,000[*12] worth of jewels at once.”
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						Fredericka Mandelbaum, characteristically hatted, in a period illustration

					
				
				Mrs. Mandelbaum lived above the shop, but the ground floor of her clapboard building, with its unremarkable public salesroom, did little to hint at the New World Versailles above. A look in on one of her famous dinner parties—sought-after affairs as opulent as anything Mrs. Astor might give uptown—starts to convey the full effect:

				Inside Mrs. Mandelbaum’s apartment, her guests, attended by her large staff of servants, are dining on lamb, accompanied by fine wines from her extensive cellars. Here, at the head of the mahogany dining table, Marm, swathed in silk and weighted down with diamonds, sits on a wide embroidered ottoman, making animated conversation. Down one side of the table, in full evening dress, are some of the most distinguished members of uptown society, leading lights of New York commerce and industry. Down the other, also in evening dress, are the crème de la crème of criminality: Adam Worth, a master thief who learned his craft at Mrs. Mandelbaum’s side; the bank-burgling virtuoso George Leonidas Leslie; pretty, light-fingered Sophie Lyons, a shoplifter who under Marm’s tutelage became “perhaps the most notorious confidence woman America has ever produced”; and Sophie’s husband, the bank burglar Ned Lyons, who was said to have fallen in love with Sophie at one of Marm’s parties, after she presented him with a gold watch and handsome stickpin she’d just lifted from another guest. In a corner, playing Beethoven on Marm’s white baby grand, is “Piano Charley” Bullard, a trained musician who regularly turned his nimble fingers to safecracking.
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						Sophie and Ned Lyons, from a nineteenth-century rogues’ gallery

					
				
				Marm’s table, adorned along its length with gold candelabra, is laid with the finest china and crystal, and set with silver that “would have been rated as ‘A+ swag’ had a ‘client’ of the old woman called on her to dispose of it,” a knowledgeable visitor recalled. The windows are hung with rich silk draperies; the furniture is of ornate Victorian mahogany that “would have attracted the cupidity of an antiquarian”; the floors are cushioned with thick carpets of red and gold; the walls are a profusion of rare old paintings; and the coffered ceiling is hung with crystal chandeliers. “Scattered about the room,” a newspaper recounted, are “many pieces of bronze and bric-a-brac, the retail price of which is beyond the reach of ordinary mortals.” If some of Marm’s furnishings look remarkably like items once owned by her blue-blood uptown guests…well, in an age of mass production, who can truly be certain?[*13] In any case, as one guest recalled, the entire evening would have been “conducted with as much attention to the proprieties of society as though Mrs. Mandelbaum’s establishment was in Fifth Avenue instead of in a suspicious corner of the East Side.”
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						Mrs. Mandelbaum, at far right, with fan, presides over one of her famous dinner parties. The woman in the foreground, second from left, is almost certainly Marm’s protégée Sophie Lyons.

					
				
				The most remarkable thing about Marm’s calling was that she pursued it for decades with almost complete impunity: Until her downfall, in 1884, she hadn’t spent so much as a day in jail. “The police of New York were never able to catch Mother Mandelbaum,” the Brooklyn Daily Eagle reported that year. “Any citizen could go to her place and see her in the act of carrying on her trade, and yet 2,500 policemen, the expensive detective bureau and the vast machinery of the force was utterly unable to arrest her.”

				There were two primary reasons she was able to skirt the law for so long. The first was that she kept on permanent retainer two of the most satisfyingly crooked lawyers American jurisprudence has ever known. The second, even more vital, can be gleaned from a renewed look round her table. Here, seated in Marm’s carved mahogany chairs, wining, dining and laughing alongside the tycoons, the swindlers and the shoplifters, are—

				But, no. We are getting ahead of ourselves.

			

			
				Skip Notes

				
					*1 The force, which bore various names over time, would not be known as the New York City Police Department until 1898, when the five boroughs that constitute present-day New York were consolidated into a single city.

				

				
					*2 Until the late nineteenth century, “New-York” was often hyphenated, in the manner of compound adjectives. The New-York Times was among several of the city’s newspapers to employ this form; then, on December 1, 1896, “without a word of explanation to readers,” the Times jettisoned the hyphen forever.

				

				
					*3 Here and throughout, contemporary dollar figures reflect the historical inflation rate of late 2023, when this book went into production.

				

				
					*4 Walling (1823–91) served as superintendent of police, as the chief’s post was then known, from 1874 to 1885.

				

				
					*5 The plays include The Two Orphans (Les Deux Orphelines), an 1874 French melodrama featuring the nefarious matriarch of an underworld family, produced in New York in English translation that year, and The Great Diamond Robbery, an American melodrama by Edward M. Alfriend and A. C. Wheeler, which premiered on Broadway in 1895, the year after Mrs. Mandelbaum’s death. That production starred the Prague-born actress Fanny Janauschek as “Mother Rosenbaum,” a successful receiver of stolen goods indisputably modeled on Marm.

				

				
					*6 Mrs. Mandelbaum’s death, for instance, was reported in newspapers throughout the United States and as far away as London.

				

				
					*7 In keeping with common usage, this book employs the phrases “organized crime” and “syndicated crime” interchangeably.

				

				
					*8 These days, one analyst notes, “organized crime” is “a fuzzy and contested umbrella concept”: It has been applied variously—at times promiscuously—to entities as distinct as the Sicilian Mafia, the Yakuza of Japan and the drug cartels of Colombia and Mexico. In short, about the only thing on which scholars of the field can agree is that when it comes to a precise definition, there is no agreement. It seems fitting, somehow, that the term is slippery and elusive.

				

				
					*9 Equivalent to nearly $300 million today.

				

				
					*10 Mrs. Mandelbaum makes several cameo appearances in Asbury’s book.

				

				
					*11 A housebreaker or bank burglar.

				

				
					*12 About $1.3 million today.

				

				
					*13 As a member of Marm’s organization would write, “Servants of wealthy New York families learned that ‘Mother’ Mandelbaum paid well for tips and plans of houses.”

				

			

		

	
		
			Book One

			 

			Ascent

			 

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			“The Mere Privilege of Breath”

			She came here with nothing.

			One of seven children of Samuel Abraham Weisner and the former Rahel Lea Solling, Fredericka Henriette Auguste Weisner was born on March 28, 1825, in Kassel, in what is now central Germany.[*1] Her family, which appears to have included itinerant peddlers, had been part of the region’s Jewish community—numbering fourteen to fifteen thousand in a population of just over half a million—for several generations.

			Jewish life there was far from easy. Restrictive laws in many German states of the period governed what trades Jews could ply and where they could live, which by extension restricted whom they could marry. Physical violence against Jews by their Gentile neighbors was not unknown: Jews sometimes paid protection money to keep themselves and their families safe.

			“Jews occupied a distinct and inferior status,” a twentieth-century history has noted. “Except for a tiny, wealthy elite who had gained the special favor of Christian rulers or aristocrats, the Jewish people of Central Europe remained what their ancestors had been for centuries past: traditional, pious, generally poor Dorfjuden—village Jews…. With agriculture, most guild-based crafts, and other more secure and lucrative occupations traditionally forbidden to them, Central European Jews overwhelmingly earned their often meagre livelihoods as minor traders, small-scale moneylenders, or petty artisans in such crafts as tailoring.”

			As a girl, Fredericka would have had a basic education in reading, writing and arithmetic, taught either at home or at a local Jewish elementary school. She would also have received training, standard for Jewish girls of the day, in childcare and domestic arts, which typically included sewing, spinning, knitting, lacemaking, laundering and cooking. “Whatever the precise circumstances,” the historian Rona L. Holub has written, “she developed a keen intellect, a strong work ethic, and confidence in her own abilities.”

			In 1848, Fredericka married Wolf Israel Mandelbaum, an itinerant peddler a few years her senior. Wolf, possibly with Fredericka helping him, spent days on the road each week, peddling in the countryside before returning home in time for the start of the Sabbath on Friday nights. Whether gained from direct experience or simply from knowledge of her husband’s trade, Mrs. Mandelbaum’s understanding of the mechanics of salesmanship would greatly abet her career in the criminal underworld.

			The birth, in 1849, of the Mandelbaums’ first child, Breine (also known as Bertha or Bessy), would have further strained their precarious finances: The region was in the midst of an economic depression and was affected by a potato blight. In 1850, the Mandelbaums joined the thousands of European Jews who had emigrated to America in search of economic opportunity:[*2] “Das Dollarland,” some Germans called the United States. Wolf left first, traveling overland to Amsterdam, where he embarked on the Baltimore, arriving in New York in July 1850. After traveling to Bremen with baby Bertha, Fredericka boarded the bark Erie.

			

			—

			The Atlantic crossing, a voyage of six weeks or longer under sail, was rigorous enough for the first-class passengers, who paid roughly $140 U.S.[*3] for cabin accommodations. Mrs. Mandelbaum traveled in steerage, paying twenty dollars[*4] to live below deck, crammed together in a low-ceilinged, badly ventilated space with scores of other immigrants, an arrangement that made spectacularly good business for owners of the shipping lines. Steerage passengers would have been supplied with only meager food and narrow wooden bunks in which to sleep—structures that Herman Melville, writing in 1849, described as comprising “three tiers, one above another…rapidly knocked together with coarse planks.” He added: “They looked more like dog-kennels than any thing else.”

			In September 1850, Fredericka disembarked in the Port of New York. At the time, “New York City” denoted a far more modest entity than it would even half a century later: It comprised only Manhattan, with a population of just over half a million.[*5] The city, which had been expanding slowly northward since colonial times, had by 1850 advanced only about three miles from Manhattan’s southern tip. Most of the population lived below Fourteenth Street; above, the island remained partly pastoral.

			From Fourteenth Street down to the Battery, the city teemed. The sidewalks teemed with pedestrians; the streets teemed with pushcarts and a tangle of horse-drawn vehicles—wagons, carriages, streetcars, omnibuses, hearses—the harbor teemed with ships and barges. On the Lower East Side, where the Mandelbaums settled, congestion was especially fierce, with slum tenements crammed alongside industrial buildings like factories, foundries and slaughterhouses. And while few immigrants, if any, believed the folk saying that New World streets were paved with gold, they were almost certainly unprepared for streets filled with ordure: garbage and manure lying uncollected, snapped at by bands of roaming pigs; sewage overflowing; horses, dead of overwork, lying where they fell, their rotting carcasses swarming with flies. As Charles Dickens observed dryly after an 1842 visit to America, New York was “by no means so clean a city as Boston.”

			Let Dickens recount his tour of Five Points,[*6] the Lower East Side quarter that a modern history calls “the world’s most notorious slum.” Touring the neighborhood (an excursion he felt it necessary to make in the company of two policemen), he recoiled in bourgeois Victorian horror. In modern parlance, he was slumming, his visit of a piece with the voyeuristic tours of the district that well-off New Yorkers had begun making in the 1830s, and which became even more popular after Dickens’s account of his outing appeared in print. But while Dickens was clearly discomforted by the neighborhood’s myriad houses of prostitution—and by the lively social mixing of its white and African American residents—the poverty he described was real enough:

			
				This is the place: these narrow ways, diverging to the right and left, and reeking everywhere with dirt and filth…. Debauchery has made the very houses prematurely old. See how the rotten beams are tumbling down, and how the patched and broken windows seem to scowl dimly, like eyes that have been hurt in drunken frays….

				What place is this, to which the squalid street conducts us? A kind of square of leprous houses, some of which are attainable only by crazy wooden stairs without. What lies beyond this tottering flight of steps, that creak beneath our tread?—a miserable room, lighted by one dim candle, and destitute of all comfort, save that which may be hidden in a wretched bed….

				Here too are lanes and alleys, paved with mud knee-deep, underground chambers, where they dance and game…ruined houses, open to the street, whence, through wide gaps in the walls, other ruins loom upon the eye, as though the world of vice and misery had nothing else to show: hideous tenements which take their name from robbery and murder: all that is loathsome, drooping, and decayed is here.

			

			The Mandelbaums found lodgings in Kleindeutschland (“Little Germany”), an immigrant enclave on the Lower East Side covering about a square mile and eventually spanning the city’s Tenth, Eleventh, Thirteenth and Seventeenth wards.[*7] The couple lived at various addresses during their first decade and a half in the city—including 383 East Eighth Street, on a tenement block between Avenues C and D in the Eleventh Ward, and 141 East Sixth Street, near the Bowery in the Seventeenth[*8]—before settling permanently in the Thirteenth Ward in the mid-1860s.

			In the tenements—dark, flimsy, badly ventilated structures—twenty families or more might occupy a single small apartment house. There was no running water: Residents hauled water up the stairs from pumps in the streets and relieved themselves in shabby, back-alley wooden privies. “The most modern and sophisticated” of the city’s plumbing facilities, a historian explains, “connected the outdoor toilets directly to sewer lines, flushing sewage directly and immediately away from the tenement yard. But…in 1857, only one-quarter of the city had sewer lines…. Raw sewage thus often sat festering in the backyards of the tenements for weeks or months at a time.”
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			Amid the crowded, unsanitary conditions, diseases like consumption, typhoid, dysentery, diphtheria and scarlet fever were rampant. Among immigrant families, infant and childhood mortality rates were especially high.[*9] And indeed, in haunting absence, little Bertha Mandelbaum’s name is missing from census records of the period: It is likely that she succumbed to one such disease.[*10]

			

			—

			For all its privations, Kleindeutschland—the first of the country’s large foreign-language settlements—offered much succor. “German New York was the third capital of the German-speaking world,” a historian has written. “Only Vienna and Berlin had larger German populations than New York City between 1855 and 1880. When the German Empire was created in 1871, the single New York city neighborhood of Kleindeutschland…would have been the empire’s fifth-largest city.”

			There, the Mandelbaums could work, shop and socialize alongside their countrymen—Jews and Gentiles alike—attending German-language theater performances, watching traditional German folk parades, singing and dancing at the neighborhood’s beer gardens. They could pass their days speaking nothing but German, though Fredericka, at least, did master English.[*11] “Unser Haus” (“Our house”), one resident called Kleindeutschland. The neighborhood would be Fredericka Mandelbaum’s home for the rest of her life in America. She forsook it only three decades later, with deep reluctance, when fallout from her criminal career gave her no alternative.
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			For immigrants in nineteenth-century New York, employment opportunities were severely limited, with the available work often menial, exploitative, irregular and dangerous. A man might be hired to dig ditches, haul bricks and mortar on his shoulders, or load and unload masses of cargo on the city’s waterfront docks. Safety was anything but assured: Workers might fall from construction sites or be crushed by wayward cargo. They were paid hourly, or by the day, and when cold or wet weather precluded work, there was no pay.

			Some German men continued the trades they had practiced in the old country, working as butchers, bakers, brewers, grocers, cobblers, tailors and cigarmakers. But even for those with steady work, there were abundant rags and few riches, with many tradesmen forced to operate out of dank, unsanitary tenement basements. In 1845, for instance, as part of a series on labor conditions in the city, the New-York Daily Tribune reported on the lives of immigrant shoemakers:

			
				There is no class of mechanics in New York who average so great an amount of work for so little money as the Journeymen Shoe-Makers. The number of Journeymen out of employment is also large, and out of all just proportion. There are hundreds of them in the City constantly wandering from shop to shop in search of work, while many of them have families in a state of absolute want. One by one the articles of their furniture have been sold to supply bread which the disheartened workman could not earn, and at last the family are turned out of their miserable garret or cellar because they cannot pay their rent. Even those who work fare badly enough, and many of them live in such a way as to deprive life of everything save the mere privilege of breath….

				We have been in more than fifty cellars in different parts of the City, each inhabited by a Shoe-Maker and his family. This floor is made of rough plank laid loosely down, the ceiling is not quite so high as a tall man. The walls are dark and damp…. There is no outlet [in] back and of course no yard privileges [i.e., outhouses] of any kind…. In this apartment often live the man with his workbench, his wife and five or six children of all ages and perhaps a palsied grandfather or grandmother and often both. In one corner is a squalid bed, and the room elsewhere is occupied by the workbench, a cradle made from a dry-goods box, two or three broken and seatless chairs, a stewpan and a kettle.

			

			In New York, Wolf Mandelbaum resumed his work as a peddler, a trade plied by many of the city’s German Jews. German Jewish women, whose work in the Old Country had let them contribute meaningfully to the family economy, expected to do likewise in America, but they quickly discovered that women’s job prospects were even more circumscribed than the men’s.[*12] Some German women found employment as household servants, a profession entailing backbreaking labor of up to sixteen hours a day for little more than room, board and a dollar a week.[*13] Others worked as laundresses, took in boarders or did hand sewing at home, where hour after hour they sat hunched over their work, making thousands of tiny stitches by candlelight.
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					“The Sewing-Girl’s Home,” from a Victorian account of New York’s demimonde

				
			
			For these “tailoresses,” whose profession stamped itself indelibly on their bodies in the form of stooped posture and impaired eyesight, the average yearly income in the mid-1800s was just ninety-one dollars.[*14] A historian relates the fate of two of them, contemporaries of Fredericka Mandelbaum:

			
				The condition of women who depended on sewing for a living was…very precarious. The extreme poverty of these women is exemplified by two German sisters who migrated to New York in 1852. Cecelia and Wanda Stein were both unmarried when they arrived in Kleindeutschland with Wanda’s young illegitimate child. The two women took up embroidery for a living, but it wasn’t much of a living. Even with the two sisters putting in long hours at their craft, life was very hard and they sometimes had to borrow money from friends to survive. After two years in New York, they confided to a friend that “if things grew much worse,” they would send the boy to his father and take poison. In the fall of 1855 things grew worse. Their employer went out of business and the two sisters were unable to find work. Soon the rent was due and the larder was empty. They had already borrowed all that they could, their money was almost gone, and they were unwilling to become prostitutes. On September 4 they reached the end of their rope. They got their landlady to give them another day to pay the rent and used their last few pennies to buy some flowers. Setting out the flowers to cheer up the bare room, they got into their one bed with six-year-old Edward. Settled in bed, each of the three took a drink from a bottle of prussic acid—and their troubles were soon over.

			

			With so many routes to economic advancement closed, what options remained? Some immigrants turned to criminal activity—the so-called “crooked ladder”—as a means of upward mobility. For men of the period, these activities might include illegal gambling operations, numbers running, protection rackets, muscle for hire, criminal fencing and New York City ward politics in the avaricious heyday of Tammany Hall. But for women, there were even fewer career options in the underworld than there were in the “upper world”—the realm of legal enterprise. Throughout the nineteenth century, shoplifting and prostitution were very nearly the only callings open to the woman who, whether in bold economic self-determination or desperate last resort, sought a criminal livelihood.

			Among immigrant German women, prostitution was the commonest form of criminality. It was dangerous work, in harsh conditions: An 1858 study found that roughly a quarter of the thousands of prostitutes in the city died each year. For a young woman entering the trade, the average life expectancy was about four years.

			

			—

			For a proper married woman like Fredericka Mandelbaum, prostitution was clearly out of the question. But it’s also clear that she was not content to remain in poverty. Crucially, she recognized very early that the jobs open to immigrant women would never offer the security, or the chance of upward mobility, that entrepreneurship could. “While lower-class women have always worked, their occupations generally hewed much more closely to the domestic sphere as maids, nurses, laundresses, seamstresses or boardinghouse landladies,” a historian remarked to me recently. “Mandelbaum grasped the difference between wage work and the accrual of capital as the means of becoming wealthy well before Marx published his magnum opus.”[*15]

			During her first years in New York, Fredericka, too, worked as a peddler, selling lace door to door in streets already massed with men, women and children proffering their wares. From pushcarts, baskets and buckets, they hawked cheap jewelry, combs and secondhand clothing; buttons and ribbon and thread and straw; suspenders, shoelaces and gloves; detachable collars and cuffs; matches and kindling; pots and pans; brooms, newspapers and fiddle strings; fruit and vegetables; oysters and clams; gingerbread and roast peanuts; hot corn, baked potatoes and baked beans; buttermilk, ice cream and apple pie. Knife sharpeners, tinkers, and chimney sweeps; bootblacks, glaziers, ragpickers and umbrella menders further swelled the throng.[*16]

			The streets were a polyphonic chorus: “Rags—rags—any rags?”…“Fresh sha-a-d!”…“Oysters, here’s your brave, good oysters!”…“Pots and pans. Mend your pots and pans.”…“Here’s clams, here’s clams, here’s clams today / They late came from Rockaway; / They’re good to roast, they’re good to fry, / They’re good to make a clam pot pie.”…“Glass put’een! Glass put’een!”…“Hot corn! Hot corn! / Here’s your lily white corn. / All you that’s got money / Poor me that’s got none / Come buy my lily white corn / And let me go home.”…“Sweepho! Sweepho!”…“Strawberries, any straw be-e-erees!”…“Umbrellas to mend!”

			But Mrs. Mandelbaum soon saw that there was little future in peddling.[*17] Sometime during the 1850s, she appears to have become a protégée of “General Abe” Greenthal, a master fence. Greenthal, as the New-York Times would observe in 1889, was “one of the oldest and shrewdest criminals in this country,” the head of a band of Jewish criminals known—even, proudly, among themselves—as the Sheeny Mob.[*18] (The mob, as the Times genteelly put it, was “a gang of clever pickpockets and shoplifters,” and Greenthal, “when he was not actually engaged in thefts…was instrumental in disposing of plunder.”) Under his tutelage, and that of Mose Ehrich, also a noted fence, Mrs. Mandelbaum became expert in appraising the value of the lace, silk, cashmere, sealskin and other luxury goods that passed, fleetingly, through their hands. The skills she acquired laid the foundation for her criminal career.

			
				
					[image: ]
				

				
					“General Abe” Greenthal, a noted New York fence of the mid-nineteenth century. Under his tutelage, Marm Mandelbaum learned the business.

				
			
			By all accounts, Wolf Mandelbaum was largely uninvolved in his wife’s early foray into fencing, just as he would be largely uninvolved in the long, lucrative criminal enterprise that followed. As the police chief George Washington Walling would recall: “The woman took the lead in these nefarious transactions…. She was a thorough business woman; her husband was a nonentity.”

			With her intelligence and drive, Fredericka would not have wanted to spend her life as a peddler, subordinate to a series of bosses. She could maximize her income, she knew, by striking out on her own and diversifying the range of merchandise she handled. But without capital, how could she acquire that merchandise in the first place? For the answer, she looked to the streets.

		

		
			Skip Notes

			
				*1 A unified German Empire did not come into being until 1871, with the establishment of the Second Reich under the Kaiser. Before then, as a modern history notes, “a variety of local rulers, nobles, and town councils ruled a patchwork of duchies, counties, principalities, free cities, and other small entities. Residents of these states and statelets lived under the laws established and enforced by their particular lords or legislators.”

			

			
				*2 As the historian Hasia R. Diner and the journalist Beryl Lieff Benderly write: “In 1820 the Jewish population of the United States stood at two to three thousand. Sixty years later, it numbered more than 250,000. During those six decades, at least 150,000 Jewish men, women, and children left their homes, journeyed to a European port, booked passage to an American destination, and endured a dangerous and uncomfortable voyage.”

			

			
				*3 The equivalent of more than $5,000 in today’s money.

			

			
				*4 More than $700 today.

			

			
				*5 Portions of what is now the Bronx were annexed by the city in 1874 and 1895. The five boroughs that constitute present-day New York City were not consolidated into a single political entity until January 1, 1898.

			

			
				*6 So named because the neighborhood, in the city’s Sixth Ward, encompassed five streets—Mulberry, Anthony, Cross, Orange and Little Water—that together formed the sides of an irregular pentagon. The area is now part of Manhattan’s Chinatown: Anthony Street is now Worth Street; Cross Street is now Mosco Street; Orange Street is now Baxter Street; Mulberry Street is status quo; Little Water Street no longer exists.

			

			
				*7 The ward was for more than 250 years the smallest official administrative unit of New York City. Typically comprising a slice of a neighborhood, it was a seat of local political power and was responsible for electing certain municipal officials, which over the years included aldermen, tax collectors and constables. The city’s ward system was established in 1686 with six wards; by 1898, when the five boroughs were consolidated, Manhattan boasted twenty-two wards, and Brooklyn, which before consolidation had been a separate city, had thirty-two. The ward system was formally abandoned citywide only in 1938.

			

			
				*8 In present-day Manhattan, the Eighth and Sixth Street addresses are part of the East Village.

			

			
				*9 In New York City in 1865, sixty-five children of immigrants died for every eight native-born white children.

			

			
				*10 It is even possible, the historian Rona L. Holub writes, that Bertha died on the voyage to America: In the cramped, unhygienic conditions of steerage, communicable diseases were also rampant.

			

			
				*11 The Jews of Eastern Europe, whose large-scale emigration to the United States did not begin until the 1880s, spoke Yiddish, a language closely related to German. As the historian Hasia R. Diner points out, it is likely that Fredericka, like many village Jews of her era from German-speaking regions, grew up speaking a dialect “that has been denoted as Western Yiddish—more German than East European Yiddish but still with Hebrew words, and [like Eastern Yiddish] written in Hebrew characters.” The mid-1800s, when Fredericka came to America, was “a moment in time when Jews in the German-speaking lands were becoming German speakers,” Diner explains. “A few memoirs of Jews who came to America in those years remarked that they…learned real German once [they were] in America and living in German neighborhoods like Kleindeutschland.”

			

			
				*12 So, too, was a woman’s ability to obtain credit from lending institutions.

			

			
				*13 A dollar in 1850 is equivalent to about thirty-seven dollars today.

			

			
				*14 About $3,400 today.

			

			
				*15 Karl Marx’s masterwork, Das Kapital: A Critique of Political Economy, was published in three volumes, beginning in 1867 and continuing, posthumously, in 1885 and 1894.

			

			
				*16 The particular goods and services a vendor hawked often cleaved along demographic lines. African American New Yorkers, for instance, tended to sell the straw and buttermilk. The Irish sold seafood. Jews often dealt in old clothing. Young Black boys worked as itinerant chimney sweeps. And a ragged cohort of small girls, many of them Irish American and among the most perennially destitute of the city’s street peddlers, sold hot corn.

			

			
				*17 Street peddling, in the words of a modern observer, was “the bottom level of business activity.”

			

			
				*18 Then as now, “sheeny” (a word of obscure origin, sometimes spelled “sheeney”) was a deeply offensive anti-Semitic slur. In the nineteenth century, however, some Jewish underworld figures embraced the term as a badge of honor.

			

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			No Questions Asked

			It is an enduring tenet of thievery that a scrounger bearing coal or copper or cotton—to say nothing of a burglar laden with silk or silver or sapphires—must be in want of a fence. If theft has existed since the advent of personal property, then criminal receiving has existed since very nearly the advent of theft, because the thief rarely has the patience, the contacts or the finesse to unload the goods himself for worthwhile profit. That is where the fence comes in.

			In Britain, fencing has been attested for more than half a millennium. In his magnum opus, A History of Crime in England, the Victorian barrister Luke Owen Pike describes cases of criminal receiving as far back as the fourteenth century. “The Common Receiver is by no means a creation of our great modern cities,” he writes, “but has descended to us from the days when Europe was in a state of brigandage…. Men and women are thus described in numerous cases recorded in the rolls, and were the fitting associates of the classes described as…common thieves or robbers.”

			Though fences take great pains to outmaneuver the police, few consider themselves criminals: They are businesspeople pure and simple, serving as the vital Point B’s in a supply chain designed to usher goods efficiently from Point A (the thief) to Point C (the consumer). As the middleman, the receiver serves as a double layer of insulation, first between thief and police, then between consumer and thief.[*1] It is an occupational irritant—at times a hazard—that the brand of commercial logistics at which the fence is so adept happens to be against the law.

			Part of the insulation the fence provides takes the form of a “front”—a quasi-legitimate business like a pawnshop, junk shop…or haberdashery shop—through which ill-gotten goods can be sold publicly. Yet fencing and pawnbroking are two very different things. A client who takes a diamond brooch to a pawnbroker, and collects a ticket for it, has (at least in principle) the expectation of getting it back. A thief taking the same brooch to a criminal receiver has no such expectation, and that is precisely the point: Once the item is in the fence’s possession, the thief can exit the equation altogether, in relative safety.

			

			—

			By the time Mrs. Mandelbaum arrived in the New World, several factors had converged to made reselling stolen goods an attractive business proposition. Among them were America’s continuing shift from its agrarian past to an economy propelled by commerce and industry, the corresponding growth of its cities, and the rise of New York as a world center of manufacturing and trade. In addition, the ill-defined status of criminal receiving in American law of the day, combined with the disorganized character of New York City’s fledgling police force, made the successful prosecution of fences rare. Throughout her first decade in America, Fredericka learned to capitalize on all of these things.

			During this period, New York was subject to cycles of unchecked economic activity followed by financial panics that swept over the city like flash floods.[*2] Fredericka recognized that both ends of the cycle could be exploited for profit. “Her success, in part, depended on what happened during economic downturns,” Rona Holub explained. “When businesses failed, banks closed, and tens of thousands of people lost their jobs, poor and working class people took to the streets.”

			Boom periods ensured that more and more fungible goods poured into the city, including the luxury items that the emerging middle class was being taught to crave. Bust times meant that the city teemed with scavengers—the destitute, the dispossessed, the abruptly unemployed—who snagged whatever they could from streets, waterfront docks, delivery wagons and warehouses.

			Many of these scavengers were women, and Mrs. Mandelbaum would have encountered them daily in and around Kleindeutschland: Had she not been shrewd enough to parlay the city’s downturns into cash, she could easily have been one of them. While some of their haul—bits of coal and wood, spilled flour, sugar and coffee—was for home use, the rest, including rags, rope and scrap metal, was destined for resale to junk dealers, tradesmen and fences in the underground economic system then flourishing among New York’s poor.[*3]

			Throughout Marm’s years as a New York peddler, at least some of her wares came from scavengers, as well as from pickpockets and small-time thieves. It was a beneficial arrangement for all concerned: The scavenger was spared the onus of finding a buyer; Mrs. Mandelbaum was spared the onus of overhead. Proceeds from the resale would be split between Marm and the scavenger, with Marm getting the lion’s share. By the end of the 1850s, she had amassed enough capital to forsake peddling entirely and go to work as a solo entrepreneur—continuing to receive goods of dubious provenance from scavengers and petty thieves, asking no questions, and selling the swag onward at a profit. Fredericka Mandelbaum had become a fence.

			But as she knew, rags and rope would scarcely bring her riches. Uptown, far better quarry beguiled.

			

			—

			At the time Marm was setting up shop, the era that would soon be called America’s Gilded Age[*4]—a period of rapacious greed, unregulated speculation, rampant corruption and a widening chasm of income inequality—was just beginning. Not coincidentally, those years also heralded the start of what has been called the country’s first Golden Age of robbery, which would reach full flower after the Civil War. By midcentury, the opportunities for picking pockets were already so numerous and varied that New York’s “dips,” as pickpockets were colloquially known, had begun to specialize. A corresponding vocabulary identified their “beats”—the particular arenas in which they might snag “leather” (a pocketbook) or a “roll” (paper money). “Carbuzzers” worked streetcars and horse-drawn omnibuses. “Kirkbuzzers” put the “touch” on church congregants. “Reader merchants” targeted bank customers.[*5] “Groaners” sat through charity sermons in order to bag some charity of their own. “Mollbuzzers” focused on women. “Files” used small knives to slice open pockets and discreetly “nick” their contents.

			This explosion of thievery was rooted in pure pragmatic calculus: Upper- and middle-class Americans now owned much better personal property, and far more of it, than ever before. Uptown, titans of industry—Vanderbilts, Rockefellers, Astors and their ilk—who had forged empires from railroads and oil and furs, were erecting vast mansions, rococo riots of gold, silk and Old Master paintings. Amid an economic downturn, one branch of the Vanderbilt family erected a seventy-room summer home, staffed with thirty-three servants and thirteen grooms, at a cost of $5 million. Not to be outdone, a rival branch built a home that, while costing a mere $2 million, boasted $9 million worth of interior decoration.

			But for the first time in the country’s history, the chance to amass personal property wasn’t confined to the upper class. By the mid-1800s, an American middle class had begun to emerge, a product of industrialization, urbanization and the growth of professional work. Its members soon began to crave more, and better, things of their own. Once mere purchasers, they were now consumers.

			

			—

			In America’s agricultural past, as in Europe’s, wealth was typically measured in land and livestock. Articles needed for the home were generally made in the home: timber fashioned into furniture, fleece spun into yarn and woven into textiles. A rich man might own a few elegant, artisan pieces—a gold watch, an engraved snuff box, a signet ring—but there was nothing like the tide of mass-produced consumer goods that would start to inundate the West in the wake of the Industrial Revolution. By the mid-nineteenth century, however, the production of goods like furniture, jewelry and textiles had begun to move out of artisans’ workshops and into centralized “manufactories”—i.e., factories—making such items less costly and more widely available. And so, during the second half of that century, America’s newly emerged bourgeois class started clamoring for those things, tangible incarnations of the American Dream.[*6]

			For criminal receivers, it was a halcyon time, as they found themselves at the center of an epidemic of longing—a mass acquisitive drive instilled by newspaper and magazine advertisements, and by the ubiquitous manuals of domestic advice aimed at middle-class women. Inflamed by this rhetoric, the bourgeois American housewife was under pressure to transform her home into a showplace of contemporary material culture. Her parlor, above all, was to be aggressively force-fed: glutted with settees, sofas and end tables; knickknacks and bric-a-brac; mantel clocks, crystal and ornate lamps; fussily framed oils and watercolors; oceans of cushions; pianos draped in piano scarves; flocked wallpaper, decorative screens and vases of artificial flowers; velvets and plush and doilies and fringe; draperies, carpets and chintz. As a Victorian tastemaker would write, without irony, “Provided there is space to move about, without knocking over the furniture, there is hardly likely to be too much in the room.”

			With so much to acquire, the new middle-class woman was eager for discounts. So was the small businessman—the tailor, the dressmaker, the bric-a-brac salesman—who was anxious to stock merchandise or acquire raw materials he could not normally afford. And it was here, at the intersection of thrift, stuff, class and desire, that Fredericka Mandelbaum found her calling. It would center on a singular kind of recycling: availing herself of choice items from one bourgeois home so that they might adorn another, or lifting bolts of silk from large textile concerns for sale to neighborhood tailors. “Everything is elaborately arranged,” a nineteenth-century observer would note of her business model. “Two days after [the stolen goods] are gone, the chances are that the owner is probably rubbing elbows in a [street]car with the girl whose shirtwaist is made of the stolen material.”

			Mrs. Mandelbaum was disinclined to steal things firsthand, an aversion born not of scruple but of self-protection: She had learned from experience that shoplifting was risky business. Reporting one of her rare early arrests, the National Police Gazette,[*7] a popular magazine that makes modern supermarket tabloids look like church circulars, offered a characteristically lurid, unabashedly anti-Semitic account:

			
				Mike Weaver[*8] unquestionably has his hands full; he has more business than he can legitimately attend to in work of a peculiar character. In the first place, he has to see to the interests of his own true “moll” Mary, who was “pinched” with the “sheeny,” Mrs. Mendelbaum [sic], and a “sheeny” apprentice to shoplifting. They were all three caught “dead foul” in a store on Broadway, and by this time they would have had their deserts by “doing” time, had it not been for the interference and interest that the greatest receiver of stolen goods of modern times has taken in them.

				Mose Ehrick [sic], who was bound in honor to see the “sheeny” woman [Mrs. Mandelbaum] get out of the difficulty, rather than there should be a “squeal,” put up $2,000, and got a merchant in Chambers Street to go bail for Mary Hyman. Mose boasts that he has got all the controlling power everywhere, and that this “sheeny” shoplifter will never be tried.[*9]

			

			

			—

			The mid- to late nineteenth century was a time of widespread professionalization, with fields like medicine and law establishing rigorous protocols for education, certification and conduct. The American Medical Association was founded in 1847 to combat the “rampant quackery” embodied by hawkers of patent medicines and other professed miracle cures. The American Bar Association was established in 1878, for analogous reasons: Earlier in the century, an aspiring attorney could simply read for the law, and then attempt to pass the bar exam, without going to law school.[*10] Abraham Lincoln, whose formal education had been threadbare, had done precisely this. So had Mrs. Mandelbaum’s longtime attorneys, William Howe and Abraham Hummel, among the country’s best-known, best-compensated and most breathtakingly corrupt members of the bar. So, too, had William M. Tweed,[*11] the longtime, even more breathtakingly corrupt boss of the Tammany Hall machine. “In the course of the century,” a scholar has noted, “the term ‘amateur’ had for the first time acquired pejorative connotations. A ‘professional,’ by way of contrast, was dependable, skillful and committed.”

			As America’s upper-world professions were becoming streamlined, organized and hierarchical, so was the American underworld. While there had been some professional theft in America from colonial days onward, it was only with the rise of large urban centers—teeming with the propertied classes and offering malefactors a welcome measure of anonymity—that stealing became a viable full-time occupation.

			By the 1840s, the Five Points in Lower Manhattan had begun to seethe with ethnic gangs, chiefly Irish immigrants who had banded together to defend themselves against violence from nativist Anglo-Saxon Americans. Among these early groups were those memorialized by Herbert Asbury in his 1927 book, The Gangs of New York:[*12] the Plug Uglies, the Shirt Tails, the Roach Guards. Barred by their ethnicity from most jobs in polite society, gang members grew skilled at pilfering a vast range of goods from the city’s warehouses and docks.[*13] But their kind of crime, though widespread, remained largely “disorganized”: ad hoc, unprofessional, often violent, not especially remunerative.[*14] (“Eye-gougers and mayhem artists,” Asbury called them.) The gangs also supplied hired muscle to ward heelers eager to get out the vote on Election Day—the vote, that is, for members of the Tammany Hall Democratic machine.[*15]

			In decades that followed, women began to enter gang life
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