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Peter Daly: Dedicated to my family, Rita, Shane, Finola, Conor and Evan and my silent partner, Detective Joseph Novoa.

James Durney: Dedicated to my father, Jim Durney, from whom I inherited a passion for the printed word.


AUTHOR’S NOTE

I first made contact with Peter Daly in early 2005 while interviewing Korean War veterans for my book The Far Side of the World: Irish servicemen in the Korean War 1950–53. Peter had served in Korea just after the signing of the armistice and despite the fact that both North and South Korea were on high alert, Peter’s tour of duty was an uneventful one.

During our interview, Peter confided that he had a better story to tell.

As a New York detective, he had made one of the biggest narcotics seizures in police history – bigger than the celebrated French Connection haul. He duly sent me a newspaper clipping and photograph of his Special Investigating Unit (SIU) team posing with the drugs cache. Having written about American organised crime for years, I was intrigued. Peter Daly was a man who had been on the street and knew many of the big players. As he was on first name terms with Jimmy ‘The Gent’ Burke and Henry Hill, I interviewed Peter for a revised and updated version of my first book The Mob: The history of Irish gangsters in America.

Peter’s story, however, merited more than just a couple of pages in another book – he had been mentioned in several publications about the NYPD, most notably the bestselling Prince of the City by Robert Daley. I had read the book and seen the movie years before I knew Peter, and it had made a big impact on me. Peter had known Bob Leuci and had been a partner of Detective Carl Aguiluz, who Leuci had turned. I pressed Peter for more information. In reply, he said he had written it all down to clear his head when he’d come back to Ireland in the mid-1980s – it had been a sort of therapy for him. We developed a good friendship over the years and, eventually, Peter agreed to co-operate on a book based on his life story.

We began working together in March 2009, when Peter handed over much of his written material. Peter had written much of this story in the late 1980s, when he changed names to protect those still alive. This book, however, is a true story, a work of non-fiction, based entirely on factual material and Peter’s written reminiscences.

Some of the names of the characters have been changed – not to protect the person, but to protect their innocent families. Several characters asked not to be mentioned or asked for their names to be altered. Peter insisted that no one should be harmed by these writings, especially an innocent family member. After all, that was the reason he became ‘the Quiet Man’, so as not to send anyone to prison.

As an outsider looking in – on the workings of the NYPD and organised crime – I have tried to maintain impartiality in the presentation of Peter’s story. However, no memoir can be entirely accurate, it is just not possible. This is Peter’s story told from his view of how events occurred.

 

[image: image]

Precinct Map of Manhattan


CONTENTS

About the Author

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Author’s Note

Prologue: Bad day at Liverpool

PART I: RISE



	1.
	I, citizen



	2.
	Land of the morning calm



	3.
	NYPD Blue



	4.
	The streets of New York



	5.
	Grease



	6.
	Mad Dog and Red



	7.
	Gold shield



	8.
	Narc



	9.
	Blackie and the Jap



	10.
	Scarface meets Dick Tracy



	11.
	A prince of the city



	12.
	Busting Brothers



	13.
	The Hotel Taft bust



	14.
	The 105 Kilo Case



	15.
	Redux: The 100 Kilo Case



	16.
	Harlem hit



	17.
	Homicide in Spanish Harlem



	18.
	The robbery of the Hotel St Pierre



	19.
	The Goodbar Girl



	20.
	Almost the end



	21.
	A canary in a pear tree




PART II: FALL



	1.
	Guest of the Queen



	2.
	The West Street Zoo



	3.
	Trial



	4.
	Sentence and appeal



	5.
	The new guy



	6.
	Hail, hail, the gang’s all here



	7.
	Button man for the mob



	8.
	Safe in prison?



	9.
	The Quiet Man



	10.
	Freedom is never free




PART III: REBORN



	1.
	On the outside



	2.
	Home



	3.
	The 1751 Club




Afterword

Bibliography

Acknowledgements


PROLOGUE
Bad day at Liverpool

My troubles, and I had a lot of them, really began in Liverpool in England, in December 1974. I was sitting down for breakfast looking out the window when two cars pulled up at the kerbside. Two plain-clothes cops jumped out of the first car, quickly followed by two uniforms. My bowels began to tighten and I could feel a shiver running down my spine. I knew what this was. After twelve years on the streets of New York, I’d seen it all. I knew when shit was going down and I knew my luck had run out.

A month earlier, I had travelled over to London to see my sister, Maeve. While I was living in New York, Maeve had had a big falling out with the family and had run off to London. I had been away for twenty years but, now that I was home, I took on the responsibility of healing the rift and getting the family back together again. I flew to Cardiff airport and took the train to Bristol, calling on my old school friend Fr Herbie Bromley. Many people from Ballyshannon would call to see Fr Bromley. It was what you did: you had a cup of tea and a chat with the local priest then went on about your business. Little did I know that Fr Bromley was also having a chat – with the British Special Branch.

That was my first trip over, and when I called to see my childhood friend on this, my second trip, he told the Special Branch that I would be returning to Ireland by way of Liverpool. I have often asked myself why he did what he did but, in all these years, I’ve yet to figure it out. My brother was a prominent Irish republican and maybe he thought I was involved too. I happened to be travelling with my cousin, Danny, who was a sales representative for a dynamite company. He was completely legit, but sometimes two and three make four and not five.

I had picked the worst time to travel to England. In February 1974, nine soldiers and three civilians had been killed in a coach bomb on the M62; then the Guildford pub bombings in October had four soldiers and a civilian dead; while the worst atrocity had occurred in November when two Birmingham pubs had been bombed, killing twenty-one people and injuring 182. Public revulsion at this slaughter and the continuing violence in Northern Ireland had led the IRA to declare a truce on 21 December, but the IRA had ordered a number of active members to travel to England in case the ceasefire broke down, and Bristol was a regular entry point for bombing teams travelling to Britain.

My mind raced back over the previous few days. We had booked into a small hotel, but immediately noticed a lot of strange activity around us. That evening a detective stopped us on the stairway and asked for our passports. He checked them out, handed them back and said nothing. Alarm bells started ringing in my head, and I was glad to be leaving England. Or so I thought.

The cops came straight up to our table and told us we were being arrested under the Prevention of Terrorism Act. We were taken to the local police station, at Huyton outside Liverpool. Danny was released without charge and brought the news of my arrest home to Ireland. It was obvious that it was only me they were looking for. Years later, when I was in Lewisburg Penitentiary, I received an unclassified US Embassy document that said that Fr Bromley had contacted the Special Branch and offered full co-operation in my arrest.

The British Special Branch was responsible for matters of national security, so this was no ordinary arrest. Detective Inspector Michael Atkins and Detective Constable John Bennie visited me at Huyton Police Station. Atkins asked if I was Peter Daly, to which I said I was, and then he told me he was in possession of a warrant issued on behalf of the US authorities in connection with the theft of illegal drugs in New York. He then read the warrant and cautioned me that I was not obliged to say anything unless I wished to do so, but what I said might be used in evidence against me. I read the warrant and said I had nothing to say. Atkins and Bennie left, but returned the next morning, took me from my cell and brought me to Liverpool Railway Station where we boarded a train to London. To say I was in deep trouble was an understatement.


PART I

RISE

Honour can be construed in many ways. Part of being honourable is the capacity to fall, without taking others with you, and get up again to face the world head on. Part of being honourable is the ability to see and hear, and not repeat things that may be damaging to others.

Sam Badillo, former NYPD detective


CHAPTER 1

I, citizen

My story starts where it finishes, in County Donegal on the northwest coast of Ireland. I was born in the little town of Ballyshannon on 22 August 1933. My father was Patrick J. Daly, the local doctor, and, as part of his duties, he was the medical surgeon to the American armed forces stationed near Enniskillen in County Fermanagh, during the Second World War. After each visit there, he would return with many gifts, such as chewing gum and canned beer, unheard-of items at that time in Ireland. My mother, Sarah, was the daughter of an ex-Royal Irish Constabulary man from Clare Island, and she had family connections to Grace O’Malley, the famed pirate queen. I was the first-born of five children, and had one brother, Anthony, and three sisters, Maeve, Fidelma and Grainne.

I had a happy childhood with all the freedom that living in a small town brings. Plus we were reasonably well-off because of my father’s position. However, both my parents drank a lot, and there were plenty of house parties with people staggering around. I took a dislike to alcohol and what it did to people – or, rather, what it brought out in people – so I never drank. At the age of fifteen, after a convent and Christian Brothers education, I spent a year at the Franciscan College in Multyfarnham, County Westmeath. But I had no interest in furthering my education, or staying in Ireland. I had set my sights on England or America. Travelling and seafaring was in my blood and I wanted to see the world.

When I was sixteen, I found some money hidden in the house and took a train to Belfast where I signed up to the Royal Air Force, but when they found out I was underage, I was returned home to my parents. They were furious that I had taken family money. Some years later my brother Anthony did something similar, only he was successful and ended up serving in Cyprus and other places with the RAF.

In 1951 my uncle, John Daly, arrived home from New York for a holiday, and I begged my father to allow me to return with him to America. I was only eighteen and my father refused but I bided my time until I was nineteen when my uncle claimed me out – at that time, you had to have a sponsor to go to America – and on 5 September 1952, fourteen days into my nineteenth year, my mother accompanied me – my father was too busy – on the bus to Sligo town, from where I would take the train to Cork and a bus to the port of Cobh. My father was reluctant for me to go, as was my mother, but she wanted to make sure I got on the train. She was quiet until it was time for me to board, then she broke down. It was emotional for me, too, as our family did not usually express our feelings. All my siblings emigrated and seemed destined not to stay at home.

At Cobh I boarded the liner the MV Georgic bound for New York. It was full of young Irish emigrants heading to America for a new life – 1952 was a big year for emigration. It seemed everyone was leaving and the mode of transport then was the ship. I spent my first night sleeping outdoors on the foredeck of the ocean liner, gazing at the stars. As I sailed across the Atlantic, I threw a silver dollar overboard and uttered an old Irish toast: ‘May you live as long as you want, and never want as long as you live.’

[image: image]

The ship arrived in New York eight days later, gliding past the Statue of Liberty and the array of towering skyscrapers, dominated by the triumphant spire of the Empire State Building. It was a breathtaking sight. To me, there was no greater metropolis than New York City. My uncle picked me up and I went to live with him and his wife, Bridie, in their cramped apartment on University Avenue in the Bronx. It was an area known as Mott Haven and was an all-Irish community then.

My uncle worked as an electrician on the West Side docks and immediately found me work at the Atlantic and Pacific Tea Company stores. They called me if needed – unloading delivery trucks and putting goods in the storage area below the supermarket, and then stacking shelves in the shop. But I soon tired of this and my next job was at a Bronx housing complex called Fordham Hill, where I was employed as a porter, earning $48 for a seven-day week. This allowed me to move out of my uncle’s home to an apartment, which I shared with fellow Donegal natives the McNelis brothers.

After a few months, a union representative came in and reduced the working week to six days and I got paid extra for the seventh day. I received $300 in back pay and felt secure enough to quit that job and go to work for Grimbles furniture warehouse on Long Island. The work there was brutish and intense, so I went to work as an elevator operator at the Bank of Manhattan Company at 40 Wall Street. It was a dull job, but it was a total change in terms of environment and workload.

In my free time, I began playing Gaelic football for New York’s Donegal Football Club at Gaelic Park in the Bronx. My favourite pastimes were football and dancing. I don’t drink alcohol but enjoyed dancing at the old Madison Avenue Tuxedo Ballroom, the Roseland and the Yaeger House on 86th Street.

I loved being in New York – there was so much freedom compared to back home. For the first time in my life, I was meeting people of different races, even of different sexual persuasion. I remember the first time I met a transvestite, when I was on the beat – he was one of the best-looking women I’d ever seen!

The food in America was also very different and colourful. In Ireland, food was just bland. The first time I saw a pizza, I thought someone had got sick on a plate! But it became one of my favourite foods. The only thing I never got used to was coffee, and I remained a tea drinker. With my new friends and money in my pocket, I really enjoyed everything this wonderful place had to offer – movies, dancing and American sports, like baseball and football. I loved the Americans and everything about this great country. Americans were so open and welcoming, which was so refreshing after the repressiveness of Irish society – they would tell you their problems at the drop of a hat and wanted to hear yours, too. And the women were so colourful – all of them looked like movie stars to me.

When I arrived in America, all emigrants had to sign the Selective Services Act, and faced the very real possibility of service in the armed forces. Many of my friends and acquaintances from Ireland had been drafted into the US army, which, at the time, was engaged in the Korean War, which had started in 1950. Several Irish emigrants were killed in the war and at one point, eight Irish-flag-draped coffins were pictured in a warehouse at Idlewild airport on their way home to Ireland, as they were not citizens of the United States. Irish-American politicians were outraged by this and a new law, the Dunne Act, named after Martin Dunne, an Irishman wounded in Korea, was enacted for the remaining period of the Korean War. It stated that any foreign national who served in the American armed forces was entitled to apply for citizenship after ninety days of basic training. Ultimately, this legislation would have a huge bearing on the rest of my life.

I realised that I would most likely be conscripted, so I contacted the draft board offices, who said I could volunteer for the usual two-year draft and pick my time to go. So, on 27 October 1953, a little over a year after arriving in America, I was inducted into the US army at Whitehall Street in Manhattan. The army was a fast-track to American citizenship, and the re-employment rights at the time assured any draftee that their job would be available to them when they were discharged.

I received a full medical examination, including a variety of injections, and was bussed to Fort Dix, New Jersey, to begin basic training. My fellow recruits called me ‘Pete’, or simply ‘Irish’. Basic training was tough, but it bonded us – rich and poor and from different backgrounds – together. Much of everything we did was teamwork. There were a few other Irishmen there, and one Irish family living on the base invited me to their home for dinner on several occasions. There were also a lot of Hispanics in the army, immigrants like myself. I tried to get back to New York as much as possible, where I was still playing football with Donegal, Cavan and Tyrone teams.

Basic training lasted about ten weeks. Then I took an aptitude test, qualified for radio repair school and was transferred to the US Signal Corps Training School in Fort Manmouth, which was also in New Jersey, for instruction on radio repair on used field equipment. After that, I did another course in microwave radio equipment. This took about six months. Finally, I was sent on to Fort Lewis, in Washington state, for a two-week course in survival behind enemy lines. We were shown how to eat the farmers’ food when on the run – not to pull the vegetable out of the ground but to dig a small hole and take out the vegetable itself, leaving the top greenery in place. The farmer would see nothing wrong; some days later the greenery would turn brown, by which time we would be well away.
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Corporal Peter Daly, US Army, 1955
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Patrolman Peter Daly, 1962.


CHAPTER 2

Land of the morning calm

When my training was complete, I was assigned to Headquarters Company, 2nd Battalion, 35th Regiment. They were known as the Cacti regiment and were part of the 25th Tropic Lightning Division. My next stop was Korea.

In February 1954 our troopship left San Francisco for a two-week journey to Asia. Troopships were not designed for comfort. Canvas bunks were one above the other, four and five high. We had to lie flat on our backs or stomachs. Space was so tight that if we rolled on our sides, we would hit the bunk above; between the tiers of bunks, the space was so narrow that we had to walk sideways, over crammed aisles of sea bags and packs. Lighting and ventilation was poor, so we spent as much time as possible on deck. We read books and newspapers, played cards, told stories and sang songs, but most sat listlessly, whiling away the hours until it was time to go back below deck again. The more energetic, like myself, ran around the deck in a frantic effort to keep fit.

After fourteen days, I came on deck to see land looming over the horizon. The troopship was approaching the American naval base in Sasebo, Japan. We spent two days in Sasebo, which had an utterly American feel to it with hamburger joints and stateside-style bars, then the transport sailed on to Korea, anchoring in Pusan, Korea’s main port. The town was a sprawling slum with flimsy and filthy wooden shacks everywhere. I could see dozens of Koreans, mainly women, squatting and sitting along the walls of the dock sheds. They were dressed in sacks and their faces were downcast and sorrowful.

Although an armistice had recently been signed, tensions were still high and we landed in full gear with rifles at the ready. It was monsoon season and the tent where our food was served had bullet holes in it and we were soaked through despite our ponchos. We joked that it was the only place you could eat and take a shower at the same time. The tin plate I ate from was covered by a mound of rice, topped with a thick slice of bread with margarine, and plenty of ketchup, salt and pepper. Before our meal we had to take several pills – the army made us sign our consent, which was witnessed by an officer – that were a safeguard against all sorts of diseases because in Korea the rice and other crops were planted in human fertiliser.

Outside the tent, I could see up to the United Nations graveyard. The area was covered with thousands of small white crosses in long rows, up and down and across. It was a sight that I couldn’t help but dwell on, like all newcomers to Korea.

A few hours after arriving in-country we were given an official reception by UN personnel followed by a performance from a US army band, then we marched to a siding near the railway station where a train was waiting to take us northward to Camp Casey. The engine pulled six long carriages. Progress was torturous at times and the train laboured up even the slightest of slopes – it was so slow, you could exercise by getting out and walking alongside. The seats inside were wooden and the carriages were crowded to capacity. The smell of wet bodies and clothes drying en masse added to the glorious scent of the human fertiliser in the passing paddy fields. Fear, cold and discomfort brought everyone together – people from all walks of life.

Young barefooted kids ran along the razor-sharp stones and railway track to catch up with the slow-moving train and climb onboard. During the journey, we heated and ate the pre-cooked C rations and these kids offered, and gave, sexual favours to some for the canned food. There are always the few who take advantage of someone else’s misery and I remember little girls, mere children, disappearing with men into the dark recesses of the train. Then the kids would bite the cans open with their teeth.

It took sixteen hours for the train to get to its destination, a journey that would have taken three to four hours on an American railroad. When we disembarked, we had to walk two miles through pitch darkness to meet the canvas-covered trucks, lined up to take us the rest of the way. Assignments and names were read out from the lighted cab of a truck. When the first group was ready, they moved out, with half-lights on. Then the next group of names were called out and onto the next truck, until the full battalion was mobile.

The trucks brought us to Camp Casey – a sprawling mass of tents – the end of our journey. We jumped out to the cacophony of shouting platoon sergeants. This was where I was to spend the next few months. It was a miserable country. For the rest of my life, no matter how many problems I seemed to have, I could always counter them by saying to myself, ‘Remember Korea! Remember the thousands who died, the smell of the paddy fields and the starving young kids.’ Anything was bearable in comparison.

[image: image]

The smell of shit in Korea was up before you every morning, especially the hot mornings. The smell was in your tea, in your clothes and, when you slept, it was one of the last things you noticed before you nodded off.

I learned a lot about human nature in Korea and witnessed the good and bad of my fellow human beings. My religious beliefs did not go unchallenged. I saw contraceptives and hypodermic needles in the cigarette-butt cans outside the church entrance and outside the command post. Some of my fellow soldiers indulged in regular intercourse with local women and girls, while others injected easily available heroin. Coming from a strict Catholic background, I steered clear of the prostitutes and drugs, and instead played soccer with the Korean kids who worked around the camp.

The Koreans took our dirty clothes, which were usually left on the floor near the stretcher-type beds, down to the river to wash them. They beat the dirt out of the clothes on the stones in the middle of the river, dried and folded the clothes and placed them neatly on each man’s bunk. The clothes always came back very clean, and I was surprised given the conditions they had to work in. For this service, which was such a help to me, the Koreans were paid a pittance, but for them it was the difference between eating or going hungry.

The division had been in Korea since July 1950 and from that time there were rumours of a withdrawal home to its original base in Schofield Barracks in Hawaii. The rumours had, apparently, been going around for years and little credence was given to them, but it was nice to think about it, and it also helped keep morale up, but the day came when the rumours finally came true. I had been in Korea for about eight months and now it was nice to be leaving. Many of the old hands spoke about the beauties of Hawaii, so I was looking forward to my next posting. We were kitted out in combat gear and steel helmets for what was known in military jargon as a ‘strategic withdrawal’. Landing craft took us out to the ship troop carriers, where we were packed in so tight that some men passed out, but they were left where they were until it was time to climb up the rope ladders to the larger ship.

The return voyage to the United States took sixteen days. Because of the bad weather, there was no hot food for several days, only cold sandwiches. As we were sailing through hurricanes and stormy seas, ropes were tied the length and breadth of the transport for the men to hold on to, as they moved back and forth through the driving rain. Some of the men were found almost frozen to death, lying on deck with their hands solid in a folded position across their chest.

When we finally reached our destination – Oahu, Hawaii – every man dressed in his parade uniform as if we were returning heroes. As each of us stepped off the gangplank onto Hawaiian soil, we were greeted by a ‘hula-hula girl’ who put a ‘lai’ of colourful flowers around our necks, then gave us a kiss on the lips.

We boarded open-topped trucks and travelled to Schofield Barracks to the waves and cheers of the locals. There were no rice paddies, only pineapple fields as far as the eye could see. The movie From Here to Eternity was filmed at Schofield and the barracks was just as I remembered it from on the big screen. The wooden buildings were a welcome sight after the tents in Korea – and there were spacious mess halls and dry beds. We were given three weeks on R&R and I went to all the tourist sights. I went out to Waikiki Beach as often as possible and saw Hollywood stars like Red Skelton, Bud Abbott and Lou Costello sunning themselves on the golden sand. Later, the division spent some months near the town of Hilo, and we did military exercises high up on the volcanic mountains.

In September 1955 I returned by ship to the US mainland, to San Francisco. I had been overseas one year, six months and twenty days. From the west coast I travelled across the US in a twin-propeller engine plane with wooden seats and no safety belts. One engine caught fire and the interior lights went out, and when anyone lit a match to have a cigarette, everyone was afraid that it was the other engine going on fire. Landing at Salt Lake City airport, we were sent to a local hotel where we showered, ate the best food on offer and slept on soft mattresses with white cotton sheets. The next day, we resuméd our flight to Dover military airport in New Jersey and, from there, to Fort Dix and back to military life again – barrack living, drilling, weapons training, etc.

I was looking forward to leaving the army even though I was not sure what my next step would be. I am basically a traditional old-fashioned Irish male and was ready to settle down and have a family. The disciplined structure of the army suited me and I thought of joining the police force, but I was really undecided what I would do when the time came.

As my initial time of service reached its close in the autumn of 1955, I was offered a deal to stay in the army – a sergeant’s commission and extra money, plus an assigned area of my choice in the US – but it wasn’t enough to make me re-enlist for another four years. When my time was up, I was processed out of the army at Fort Dix and honourably discharged on 8 October 1955. I received the National Defence Medal, the United Nations Service Medal, the Korean Service Medal and Good Conduct Medal. Much more importantly, I received $300 mustering out pay and was granted American citizenship – three years and three months after I arrived in America.

I went back to my job at the Manhattan Bank, working the four–twelve shift, making the long subway-train trip to my apartment in the Bronx in the early hours. When I asked for a month’s holiday so I could make a trip to Ireland to see my family, the bank refused, so I quit. I had saved plenty of money in the army and was able to return to Ireland for six months. Back in my hometown I played football for Ballyshannon, but we lost the County Donegal Championship final to Dungloe.

In January 1957 I returned to New York only to come back six months later for the wedding of my brother Anthony. At the reception, I saw Rita Moore, my childhood sweetheart. I had known Rita since we were kids and had had a crush on her for as long as I’d known her. Her father was a sergeant in An Garda Síochána, the Irish police force, and had been based in Ballyshannon for some time. Rita and I had gone out together when we were young teenagers. And at my brother’s wedding I asked her to come back to America with me – you could call it a marriage proposal – and so we decided to get married.

On 6 June 1958, we were married in a small, simple ceremony in my local church. We had a small wedding breakfast in my home with a cake provided by Michael Burke, a friend who owned a local bakery. The next day we headed to Rita’s family home in County Laois.

Upon our arrival at Rita’s home, we found her father seated in front of the large open-hearth fireplace, poking at the smouldering turf in the grate. Taking a moment out from his fireplace duties, he raised the long black iron poker into the air as a gesture of welcome to Rita and her ‘friend’. He bellowed a greeting and told his wife, Annie, to make up two beds as Rita’s friend would be staying the night. In a polite voice I replied, ‘Just make up the one bed, we got married yesterday!’

Rita’s mother rushed across and with tear-filled eyes wished us both the very best and embraced her daughter.

Within days I returned to New York, while Rita got her passport in order. I rented a furnished apartment beside Yankee Stadium in the Bronx. It was a cold-water flat and pretty run-down. Rita arrived some two months later. Our life was hard and my career was going nowhere and, it turned out, things would prove too hard for our marriage to survive.

She found it difficult to adjust to life in the big city and we had several marital break-ups. Our first child, Shane, was born on 7 June 1959 and that same year I bought my first car, a 1949 Dodge. Our second child, Evan, was also born in New York, while our twins, Conor and Finola, were born in Mullingar Hospital, in 1961, because Rita had left me and returned to Ireland.

I got two weeks’ leave from the police academy and followed her to Ireland, and was there when the twins were born. Rita’s father was now stationed in Kinnegad in County Westmeath and she had moved back to his house. I returned to New York after the twins were born, but Rita stayed on for about a month while she recovered from the births, and then returned to New York. We had a troubled marriage, which eventually ended in a bitter divorce.

After my discharge from the army, I had undertaken some schooling, paid for by the GI Bill of Rights. I’d gone to a six-month night school course at the New York Institute of Criminology, where I studied investigative techniques, and graduated with honours. I’d had an interest in becoming a private investigator, but decided I’d be better off joining the police force.

I was a good prospect for the police force: I did not drink alcohol, I played sports regularly and was married with responsibilities. As an ex-serviceman, I was entitled to two points on any exams. I also had a cousin in the NYPD, Inspector John Barry. Both of John’s parents had died in a fire, and my uncle and aunt, John and Bridie Daly, had taken John into their family and cared for him. John Barry was president of the Superior Officers Union of the NYPD, which catered for policemen with the rank of captain and above.

When I took the Civil Service Police Academy examinations in the autumn of 1960, I was relatively confident I’d get in.

At that time, an average of 50,000 people took these annual exams and new appointments had to be made from the long list of successful applicants. I was officially advised that I had passed and was on the civil service list for the New York Police Department, the New York City Transit Police, the Housing Police and the Sanitary Department. At that time New York City had three separate police departments – Housing, for the projects; Transit, for the subways; and the NYPD. But the department could only take so many people at a time. My dream of becoming a police officer in New York was on hold for a time, but in early 1961 I received a letter asking that I present myself at the police academy in Manhattan for a physical examination.


CHAPTER 3

NYPD Blue

On 18 January 1961 I joined the ranks of the NYPD. As an Irish emigrant, it was a position of respect and standing in the Irish-American community, an admirable transition into the American mainstream. My Irishness meant I fitted easily into the NYPD. For more than a hundred years, the Irish had used the NYPD as a sort of patronage system and, by the early 1960s, they still had a dominant presence not only in the police department, but also in the fire department and in street politics. On top of this, the Irish community had just captured the most powerful position in the world – the presidency of the United States of America. The Irish were one of the major and most important ethnic groups in New York and even with minority hiring initiatives, 42 per cent of NYPD officers were Irish-Americans.

Becoming a cop was hard work and it took the best part of a year before I got to wear the NYPD blue. Before starting training, I had to go through the final series of physical exams and psychological tests. I then spent six months in classes, and needed a 72 per cent average in every course. If you failed one of the major exams and did not make it up, you were asked to leave. I attended the classes at the police academy, which was based in a run-down building on Hubert Street, on the Lower East Side. It was a very old, dilapidated warehouse building that the NYPD used for training. Daily classes consisted of police instruction, the law, judo, boxing and self-defence, firearms training, and driving. Gym combined running and callisthenics with self-defence, first aid and CPR. A high level of fitness was required – we ran, did press-ups, jumping jacks, swimming and so on – I’d done all of this in the army and I still played football and ran a bit, so I was quite fit. There were different instructors for each subject and each of them stressed that his subject was the most important part of the job.

For academic classes, I had to fill out biographical forms detailing my education, work and military experience, languages (I should have put down my ability to speak Irish!) and other special skills. The academy had a large swimming pool and we had to be competent for an emergency in the Hudson or East rivers. Many of the recruits were military veterans and were up to the required standard on firearm usage. My time on the pistol range was productive and I came first in my class, scoring 282 out of 300.

Like all graduates I was to make a speech at the end of the course, mainly about why I wanted to be a cop. I started off by saying that, to me, New York was the greatest city in the world and that, at some stage, I was going to be mayor! I wanted to emulate the career of Bill O’Dwyer, who’d been born in the little village of Bohola in County Mayo and had gone from being a labourer and patrolman to be the mayor of New York. This was the man that inspired me. If he could do it, so could I.

I was twenty-seven when I joined the NYPD, slightly older than the other recruits, who were mainly in their early twenties. I was six-foot tall and weighed 180 pounds. Like all new recruits, for my first year I was a probationary patrolman. This was a weeding-out period. If the NYPD put a gun in your hand, they wanted to see how you would use it. They wanted to see whether or not you were serious, how you spent your time off, if you drank and so on. I wore a grey uniform for the first full year until I passed my training, worked only at night while I was attending classes and could use my own car. Probationary cops were not allowed to be on the streets after midnight or to visit places that served liquor.

During that first year, I learned the basics of the streets. How to approach a crime scene without disturbing the evidence, how to make mental observations about entering premises and to take note of people who might have witnessed a crime. I enjoyed the fieldwork, actually observing cops on the job after being in the classroom. A training officer accompanied me on field training and for my last two months I was on the street on different shifts and in different areas to ensure maximum exposure to police work.

On 6 January 1962 I graduated as a patrolman at a ceremony held in the old Madison Square Garden. It had been a long year, but now after all the classes and exams this was one of the proudest days of my life. In my new blue uniform, which along with my equipment I had to pay for out of my own pocket, I sat listening to Police Commissioner Michael J. Murphy telling me I had received the best and most intensive police training in the world, that I had studied the law, the science of police work, police tactics, (as well as the criminals’ tactics) and that I was now fully prepared to engage in the war against crime, to put what I had learned into practice on the streets of the city. I would be expected to discharge my obligations fairly, respecting every person equally.

I savoured every word the police commissioner uttered and couldn’t wait to hit the streets. Some newcomers wanted to settle in as quickly as possible, maybe get a steady seat in a sector car with free meals and quiet late tours, but I wanted to get in on the action straight away. I decided that if I was going to rise through the department, I had to get a posting in a tough district. My instructors at the academy had spoken of some precincts in the quieter residential areas of the city, particularly Staten Island and parts of Queens that were ‘country clubs’. They’d also spoken of the ‘action precincts’ like Harlem, Fort Apache and Bed-Stuy. ‘You’ll learn more in an action precinct in three months than you’ll learn in a country club in three years,’ I was told. I got my wish and was assigned to the 7th Precinct on Manhattan’s Lower East Side, a tough area that housed many economically deprived families.

The day after I graduated from the academy, I walked through the doors of the 7th Precinct on Clinton Street. I was carrying a clothes bag and a satchel with gun belt, nightstick, flashlight and extra ammunition. I walked up to the huge desk, which ran almost the length of the wall on the right, and looked up at the uniformed desk sergeant. He sat alone behind his high desk, reading the paper. ‘Patrolman Pete Daly reporting for duty,’ I announced.

The sergeant raised his eyes reluctantly. ‘Down the hall and see the roll call man,’ he said disinterestedly. ‘First door on the left.’

I went to the roll call man, who directed me to the locker room. I put on my uniform and pinned on my badge, number 7347 – I was ready to face my first assignment.

I was assigned to a squad of about eight men and this determined my duty hours. I worked one week on a day tour, from 8 a.m. to 4 p.m., and the next week from 4 p.m. to midnight, and midnight to 8 a.m. There were about 200 men in the precinct divided between cops like the roll call man and desk lieutenant, who hardly ever left the building, patrolmen and radio-car men. My squad – foot patrol was for new recruits – were given their posts, which averaged a five and a half city block, and the radio-car men – there was about six radio cars – their sectors. I was given a map of the precinct, with its various posts and sectors. Because of the high crime rate, patrolmen were required to call into their station house every hour; a late or forgotten call would bring out a search party.

Every new cop was assigned to a veteran cop. Mine was John Furey, an Irish-American from the Bronx, and my first shift on patrol began with him uttering the proverbial words, ‘Forget everything you learned in the academy, kid, this is the real world.’ A tough, fair cop, Furey taught me a lot: to forget the civilians and the bosses, only another cop could be trusted; never express an opinion on religion or politics; never ‘rat’ on another cop; and always rush forward with club swinging to back up another cop who was in trouble, no questions asked. I gained an understanding of the old-time cops who broadcast a message of respect with a stern word, or a nightstick. It was from veterans like John Furey I learned the meaning of trust and loyalty. On patrol he brought me up on the rooftops of tenements and told me to smash any bottles found on the roofs of buildings into small pieces with my nightstick so they could not be dropped on any other cops patrolling below. Rocks and bricks found on rooftops were also thrown down into the alleys behind the buildings. We called into shops and businesses on our beat where Furey introduced me to the owners.

I still remember vividly my first night on the job and my first collar. I was patrolling my post not long after coming to the 7th Precinct, and noticed some movement in a clothes shop through the front window. I quickly jumped back into the shadows where I could see and not be seen. Two men were gathering up clothes and bringing them to a hole in the wall. It later transpired that the two burglars had broken into a disused building adjoining the clothes shop and broken a hole in the wall to gain entrance to the shop, thereby not setting off any alarm. I called the radio car and told them to come with siren off. We got the two burglars in the act, and I got my first collar.

Police work to me held so much promise. I was optimistic, full of myself, but I also discovered a dark side to police work, which was prevalent right from the beginning. This was most definitely not dealt with in training. One of the first things I was told was, ‘Always take care
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