
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			[image: ]

			MICHAEL STONE

			GANGBUSTERS

			Michael Stone is a veteran journalist who covered the New York scene for New York magazine for more than a decade. He has over a dozen cover stories to his credit, including newsbreaking features on John Gotti, Robert Chambers, and the Central Park Jogger. He lives in New York City.

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			For Missy, who taught me how to love

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			THIS BOOK could not be written without the cooperation of the Manhattan District Attorney’s office. My thanks to Robert Morgenthau, who allowed me full access to the Homicide Investigation Unit and never tried to influence what I wrote, and to Barbara Jones, whose counsel and trust were integral to the conception of this project.

			I’m also indebted to the members, past and present, of the Homicide Investigation Unit and to the many men and women who played a part in the Wild Cowboys case. Virtually all of them spoke to me without hesitation, and were unstinting with their time and their efforts to remember details, some of which were extremely painful. They include, but are not limited to: Jessica DeGrazia, William Hoyt, Ed Stancyzk, Walter Arsenault, Ellen Corcella, the Hon. Fernando Camacho, Dan Brownell, the Hon. Gregory Carro, Deborah Hickey, Luke Rettler, Steve Fitzgerald, Terry Quinn, Steve Michard, Jose Flores, Angel Garcia, Robert Tarwacki, Nixon Fredrick, Garry Dugan, Mark Tebbens, Pat Lafferty, Andrew Rosenzweig, Joe Pernice, Gerry Dimuro, Charles Rorke, Eddie Benitez, Kevin Bryant, Barry Kluger, Ed Freedenthal, Don Hill, Linda Nelson, Lori Grifa, the Hon. Leslie Crocker Snyder, Alex Calabrese, Teresa Matushaj, Rocco DeSantis, the Cruz–Morales family, and the Cargill family, whose wisdom and candor are nearly as great as the loss they suffered at the hands of the Cowboys.

			I am further indebted to Ron Goldstock, Paul Schectman, Warren Murray, Charles Blakey, Arthur Eisenberg, Richard Emery, Gerald Lefcourt, Richard Esposito, William Bratton, John Maple, John Miller, Mike Giulian, and John Timoney for their valuable insight into the legal system and New York’s law enforcement community.

			On a personal note, my thanks to the many friends, family, and colleagues whose generous advice and support over the years led to the writing of this book, among them: Judith Daniels, Clay Felker, Richard Babcock, Peter Foges and Gully Wells, Anna, John Heilperin, Charles Bennett, Virginia White, Irik and Anne Marie Sevin, and the women in my life; my mother and daughters, Billie, Fiona, Sabrina, and Natasha Stone; my wife and love Pamela Balfour; and Elaine Kaufman, Dora Flowers and Alberta Brown.

			Finally, my special thanks to my agent, Mark Reiter, without whose drive this book would still be an idea; to Linda Steinman, who worked tirelessly on the legal aspects of the manuscript; and to my editor, Roger Scholl, whose extraordinary craft and dedication are responsible for whatever good is contained in these pages.

			—Michael Stone
       New York, 2000

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			  1 Death on the Highway

			  2 The Homicide Investigation Unit

			  3 The Wild Cowboys

			  4 The Search for Platano

			  5 Joining Forces

			  6 War

			  7 Catching a Break

			  8 Bumps in the Road

			  9 Lenny

			10 Point, Counterpoint

			11 Losing Ground

			12 The Informer

			13 Collared

			14 Dissension

			15 The Blowup

			16 Takedown

			17 Back on Track

			18 Breakthrough

			19 The Trial Begins

			20 The Turning Point

			21 Verdict

			     Epilogue

		

	
		
			LIST OF CHARACTERS

			Robert Morgenthau—the District Attorney of New York County (Manhattan).

			Barbara Jones—the Manhattan DA’s First Assistant, she served as Morgenthau’s Chief of Staff.

			Nancy Ryan—the Chief of Trial Division under Morgenthau, she founded the Asian Gang unit and supervised HIU

			Walter Arsenault—Chief of HIU.

			Dan Rather—an Assistant District Attorney in HIU, he was the prosecutor in charge of the Wild Cowboy investigation.

			Dan Brownell—an Assistant District Attorney in HIU, he was the lead prosecutor in the Wild Cowboy trial.

			Terry Quinn—HIU’s Investigative Chief.

			Garry Dugan—an NYPD detective assigned to Manhattan North Homicide, he later joined HIU as a senior investigator.

			Mark Tebbens—an NYPD detective assigned to the 40th Precinct squad, he was the primary police investigator on the Double and Quad cases, and was later posted to HIU.

			Luke Rettler—the Chief of Asian Gang unit, he shared offices with HIU.

			Rob Johnson—the District Attorney of Bronx County.

			Barry Kluger—the Bronx DA’s Executive Assistant, he served as Johnson’s Chief of Staff.

			Ed Freedenthal—the Bronx DA’s Chief of Narcotics Investigations, he was Don Hill’s supervisor.

			Don Hill—an Assistant District Attorney in the Bronx’s Narcotics Investigations unit, he was the prosecutor in charge of the Quad case. Later he represented the Bronx in the joint investigation and prosecution of the Wild Cowboys.

			Linda Nelson—a Bronx prosecutor, she assisted Don Hill in the Wild Cowboy case.

			Lori Grifa—a Brooklyn prosecutor assigned to the Michael Cruz attempted murder case, she represented her office on the Wild Cowboy task force.

			Charles Rorke—an NYPD lieutenant, he commanded the No. 3 HIDTA team.

			Eddie Benitez—an NYPD detective assigned to HIDTA, he was the field officer in charge of the Wild Cowboy narcotics investigation.

			Leslie Crocker Snyder—an Acting NYS Supreme Court Justice, she presided over the Wild Cowboy trial.

			Lenin “Lenny” Sepulveda—the leader of the Wild Cowboys.

			Nelson “the Whack” Sepulveda—Lenny’s brother and second-in-command.

			Wilfredo “Platano” De Los Angeles—the Cowboys’ chief enforcer.

			Jose “Pasqualito” Llaca—a high-ranking Cowboy who at various times served as Lenny’s enforcer and partner.

			Daniel “Fat Danny” Rincon—a high-ranking Cowboy, who, along with Pasqualito, managed the gang’s Orange-Top affiliate.

			Victor Mercedes—Fat Danny’s half brother and partner.

			Stanley Tukes—a Cowboy manager/enforcer and a shooter in the Quad.

			Rennie Harris—a Cowboy manager/enforcer and a shooter in the Quad.

			Linwood Collins—a Cowboy manager/enforcer and a shooter in the Quad.

			Daniel “Shorty” Gonzales—a Cowboy manager/enforcer and a shooter in the Quad.

			Rafael “Tezo” Perez—Lenny’s right-hand man.

			Santiago “Yayo” Polanco—the leader of the Coke Is It and Basedballs organizations, he was the first major crack marketer in Washington Heights and Lenny’s mentor.

			Rafael “Rafi” Martinez—the leader of the Gheri Curls, a major wholesale cocaine gang.

			Jose “El Feo” Reyes—a major drug wholesaler and Lenny’s chief ally and supplier.

			Francisco “Freddy Krueger” Medina—El Feo’s chief enforcer.

			Raymond Polanco—a Brooklyn-based gun trafficker, he was Lenny’s ally and a co-conspirator in the Cargill shooting.

			Franklyn “Gus” Cuevas—former head of the Bad, Bad Boys, he became a major drug dealer. At first closely allied with Lenny, he eventually went to war with the Cowboys.

			Manny Garcia—a Cuevas soldier shot and paralyzed by Freddy Krueger and Platano.

			Gilbert Compusano—a Cuevas soldier, thought to have betrayed his boss.

			Manny Guerrero—a Cuevas soldier shot and wounded by Pasqualito.

			Elizabeth Morales—the matriarch of the Cruz–Morales family, and a witness against the Cowboys.

			Michael Cruz—a witness against the Cowboys, shot by Pasqualito and Lenny.

			Iris Cruz—a witness against the Cowboys.

			Joey Morales—a witness against the Cowboys.

			Janice Bruington—a shooting victim in the Quad and a witness against the Cowboys.

			Freddie Sendra—a former Cowboy manager and a witness against the gang.

			Frankie Robles—Pasqualito’s sidekick, he became a cooperator and testified against the Cowboys.

			Louise McBride—a resident of 348 Beekman, she pitched for the Cowboys and let her apartment to them as a stash house. Later she testified against them.

		

	
		
			[image: ]

		

	
		[image: ]

		DEATH ON THE HIGHWAY

		MAY 1991

		NINETEEN-YEAR-OLD David Cargill’s spirits were high in the early morning hours of May 19. Just back from his sophomore year at aeronautical college in Florida, the blond six-footer had gone to a party with several of his Tarrytown friends in nearby Elmsford, a small, blue-collar town thirty minutes north of New York City. Around midnight he called his mother—he always phoned his mother when he was going to be home late—and told her he was going to a club across the river in Nyack. Instead, he went to a bar in Tarrytown, and at about 2 A.M., along with former high school hockey teammates John Raguzzi and Kevin Kryzeminski, drove his Nissan pickup truck into Manhattan to cruise around. Cargill had installed a large new amplifier in the cab that afternoon, and he was eager to try it out on the open road.

		Although Cargill had four older sisters—all working or in college, all married and having children or about to be—David was the star of the family. “I called him my sunshine boy,” his sister Mary Anne would say of him. “He had these beautiful green eyes and he was just this beautiful kid—tall and muscular. He looked like he could have walked off the pages of GQ.” But David’s charm went beyond his looks. A bright, captivating child, he had grown into a strapping teenager, the captain of his hockey team, the most popular among his crowd. He was always having friends over, and they injected a note of mischief and wildness into the frilly precincts of the Cargill household.

		But David was no angel. A gifted student in his early years—he scored a 96 on his math Regents—he had coasted through high school, devoting his energies to sports, socializing, and flying small planes on weekends with his father. More troubling was his taste for daredeviltry. David drove too fast; he drank and roughhoused with his buddies; and he bucked his parents’ efforts to restrain him. A few years back, he nearly traded punches with his father during an argument over a pair of tattered jeans. “He was a tough teenager,” his father, Innes Cargill, would say of him. “He pushed everything to the limit.”

		But during his junior year in high school David seemed to find himself. He became serious about his flying, began to focus on his schoolwork, and that spring got into all the colleges he applied to. He continued to err on the side of adventure—he would always be high-spirited and impulsive—but he wasn’t reckless. He didn’t drink and drive, he didn’t use drugs. And even at his most rebellious stage, he had been good-hearted, respectful to older people, and surprisingly solicitous toward his two-year-old niece. He certainly didn’t deserve to die.

		The amp in the car was still blasting a couple of hours later as Cargill and his friends began the drive back to Tarrytown, a leafy river town about twenty-five miles north, on the West Side Highway. It was a cold, clear night, there was hardly any traffic on the road, and Cargill had his foot down hard against the accelerator. So Raguzzi, perched on the speaker in the back of the cab, was surprised when he saw the headlights gaining on them in the rearview mirror. At first he thought it was the police. But moments later he looked over at the passing lane and saw a beat-up burgundy sedan pull alongside, its passenger window wide open. He sensed something bad about to happen.

		Suddenly he heard popping noises and felt his eyes fill up with liquid—Cargill’s blood, as it turned out. “I went down for about fifteen seconds,” he recalls. “I thought they’d thrown firecrackers at us.” The truck began fishtailing across the road and he heard Kryzeminski say, “Dave, stop fucking around.” He got his eyes cleared and saw Cargill slumped against Kryzeminski’s shoulder, and Kryzeminski trying to get at the brake with his hand. Raguzzi grabbed the wheel and together the boys managed to pull the truck onto the off-ramp at 158th Street. Then, while Kryzeminski ran for help, Raguzzi tried to lift Cargill out of the driver’s seat.

		Raguzzi hadn’t noticed the shattered windows, or the fact that there was blood and flesh smeared on almost every surface of the car. He had seen only the small hole where a bullet had entered the left side of David’s neck. But when he reached behind his friend’s head and felt the gaping exit wound, he realized what had happened. “I’d never seen anyone dead,” he would say later. “But I knew when I flipped him over, that was it.”

		GARRY DUGAN was the kind of detective other detectives would want on the job if a friend or family member were the victim of a crime. Methodical, meticulous, relentless, the twenty-three-year NYPD veteran didn’t solve cases so much as he exhausted them—running down obscure leads, keeping copious files, exhuming old crimes, and sparking new inquiries. At times his deliberate style rankled his bosses, who were charged with clearing cases quickly and cutting down on overtime. But no one was better at extracting statements from recalcitrant suspects or witnesses, wearing them down, as one former partner put it, the way water wears down rock.

		Dugan worked at Manhattan North Homicide, an elite squad of investigators assembled some five years back at the start of the city’s crack epidemic. Ostensibly, its mission was to help harried precinct detectives clear the soaring number of unsolved murder cases in drug-ridden uptown neighborhoods, mainly Harlem and Washington Heights. In fact, the unit was called in whenever a high-profile crime occurred in Manhattan. David Cargill’s shooting qualified on both counts.

		That morning Dugan had been doing his turnaround—consecutive night and day tours—and rather than make the ninety-minute commute to his home upstate, he’d slept over at his old station house in the Three-Four, the clove-shaped precinct that covered Inwood and most of the Heights at the upper end of Manhattan. He’d risen at seven, showered and dressed in the basement locker room, then called his unit to get the day’s schedule. “You better get down to the Three-Oh,” his sometimes partner Maria Bertini told him. “Looks like we’ve got a fresh one.”

		Bertini filled him in on what she knew about the case while Dugan signed in. “Male/white, 19, DOA at Harlem Hospital …” He recorded the details automatically, flagging the one that stood out. What the hell were three white boys doing up in the Heights at that hour? “Any other witnesses?” he asked.

		“Just the two,” Bertini said. She didn’t sound sanguine about the case and he understood why. No leads, no suspects, no known motive.

		“I’ll be right down,” he said.

		The Three-Oh straddled the Heights at its lower end and bordered the Three-Four at 155th Street, about a mile due south from where Dugan had spent the night. He picked up a car from the lot behind the precinct and headed down Broadway, the main shopping thoroughfare in the Heights. It was a brisk spring morning. A low sun ducked in and out of the buildings on his left, producing a jazzy rhythm of light and shade. There weren’t many people in the street, not much traffic. A few businesses were beginning to open—diners, doughnut shops—and the bodega workers were hosing down sidewalks and putting out fresh produce on stalls: mangos, bananas, plantains, bell peppers, and blood-red persimmons. A small crowd had gathered in front of the Three Star diner on 179th Street, waiting for the charter buses from the terminal around the corner to take them to Atlantic City; and a trail of churchgoers, elderly black women in twos and threes, their hair shiny in the sunlight, formed in the direction of Reverend Ike’s United Church, a converted movie palace between 175th and 176th streets.

		Dugan knew the Heights better than the small rustic village where he lived with his wife and two teenage daughters. He had worked these streets as a uniformed cop for four years before transferring to plainclothes, and even now most of his cases kept him in the neighborhood. It was one of the most violent in the city. He turned west into 177th Street—the bells of Incarnation Church on St. Nick’s sounding low and resonant like a dirge—and drove three blocks over to the Hudson, then south onto the highway where the shooting had occurred. When he got to the river a sharp, brackish smell blew through the musty squad car. On his right the water was like slate and the sun flashed off the windows of the buildings on the far shore. He passed the exit for the Three-Oh and continued to 96th Street, then doubled back, driving slowly, looking for signs of the shooting—tire marks, shattered glass, yellow plastic tape to mark the crime scene. There were none.

		For the second time that morning Dugan felt a twinge of concern. Good investigations, he knew, proceed from good crime scenes. Of course, a drive-by on the highway wasn’t likely to furnish much physical evidence. But the absence of any signs of violence at all—that and the brilliantly unfolding spring day—had taken him by surprise and added to his sense that Cargill’s murder was an aberration, an extraordinary event that would not yield easily to detection.

		He turned off the highway at 158th Street—where Cargill’s friends had exited a few hours before—and again headed down Broadway, passing the Church of the Intercession, hunkering on its Gothic haunches, and Trinity Cemetery on either side of the avenue. Broadway widened here and the uneven rows of headstones were just visible over the stone retaining walls girding the sidewalks. It struck him that he was driving through a churchyard on his way to a murder investigation and he thought about the people buried there, the strata of earlier immigrants—Germans, Irish, Jews, Greeks, and West Indians—whose graves marked the changing character of the neighborhood. Now it was the Dominicans’ turn. They had been pouring into the Heights—a million strong by some estimates—renewing the old cycle of poverty and striving. But the factory and waterfront jobs that had fueled the livelihoods of earlier generations were gone, replaced in large measure by the drug trade. The Dominican Republic had become a way station for Colombian cocaine importers during the late 1970s and the 1980s and Dominican wholesalers had forged links with their countrymen in the Heights. Dugan saw evidence of these links on nearly every block along his way—in the beeper stores and the wire and travel agencies that served as conduits for coca dollars; in the pool halls and empty-shelved bodegas that sold powder under the counter; in the silvered fronts of restaurants and nightclubs that catered to cash-laden dealers. Dugan knew that many, perhaps most of the shops he was passing had been bought and stocked with drug profits. And he knew the price those profits exacted from the community. In 1965, just a few years before he joined the force, there had been one homicide in the Three-Four. Last year there had been 113—113 murders, 113 bodies, almost all of them young men, fifty, sixty years from a natural death. But they wouldn’t be buried here, he thought as he left the graveyard. The Dominicans sent their dead back home, their dead and their dollars, sometimes in the same casket.

		CARGILL’S FRIENDS were able to give Dugan a partial description of the shooter’s car, and Kevin Kryzeminski, sitting beside Cargill, had caught a glimpse of their assailants—two dark-skinned males in their twenties, possibly Hispanic. But neither young man had an explanation for what triggered the shooting. Instead they described a Saturday night of youthful high jinks—a beer party in Elmsford, a brief visit to a bar in neighboring Tarrytown, and then the thirty-minute ride to the city. They had driven to Manhattan in search of women and had cruised the grid of gloomy streets opposite the Intrepid, a refurbished World War II aircraft carrier docked along the highway. “What kind of women?” Dugan asked John Raguzzi, the young man who had ridden in the back of the cab.

		Dugan, despite being tall and solidly built, with a builder’s callused hands, was surprisingly mild in appearance. With his blue eyes, trim mustache, and a tam of fine white hair, he might have been mistaken, in his natty blue summer suit, for a bank manager or an insurance salesman or even a priest, if you overlooked the lay collar. Dugan was aware of the way people perceived him—his colleagues used to call him Father Dugan—and he encouraged that view. He was unfailingly polite, and spoke softly with just the hint of a brogue.

		“Hookers,” Raguzzi said, sitting across from Dugan at a folding table in one of the cinder-block cubicles banking the squad room. He was a good-looking kid, with a medium build, short black hair, and the shadow of a beard. He was still wearing his clothes from the night before—jeans, sneakers, a plaid short-sleeved shirt. He rested his hands on the table, lacing and unlacing his fingers while he spoke.

		“Did you want to get laid?” Dugan asked him.

		“No, we wanted a blow job.”

		“Did you get your blow job?”

		“No.”

		“Did you get laid?”

		“No.”

		“Did you stop or talk to any of the girls?”

		“No, there were too many cops around,” Raguzzi said. “We didn’t want any trouble, so we decided to head back.”

		“Did anyone follow you?”

		“No, I don’t think so.”

		“Are you telling me that you were just driving on the highway and someone came alongside and shot at you for no reason?” Dugan asked.

		“Yes, that’s exactly what I’m telling you,” Raguzzi said.

		Outside in the squad room, Dugan huddled with Jerry Dimuro, the young precinct detective assigned to the case. Short and stocky with an energetic way about him, Dimuro had partnered with Dugan on several homicides since making detective two years ago and the two got on well. They had been working in tandem all morning, Dimuro questioning one witness while Dugan interviewed the other. “Do you believe what these guys are telling you?” Dugan asked him.

		“Naw, they’re leaving something out.”

		Given the location and the time of the shooting, Dugan felt certain that drugs were involved—a robbery, a bad transaction, a prior debt. But the young men denied that they’d had any dealings with drugs; indeed they denied that anything remarkable at all had occurred prior to the shooting. “Did you take a physics course at your high school?” Dugan asked Kryzeminski, after listening to his account several times.

		“Yeah.”

		“Do you remember the part about every action causes a reaction?”

		“Yeah, I remember that.”

		“Well, what you’re describing to me is the reaction. There had to be something that caused that reaction. I want to know what that was.”

		He questioned the young men repeatedly, comparing their stories with each other, and with their own earlier versions. He built up a series of pictures in his mind, a kind of movie of the night’s events, then homed in on the details—the route Cargill took after leaving the highway, the lighting conditions on the Intrepid—searching for an inconsistency that would signal a lie or an omission.

		But their stories held and Kryzeminski was becoming impatient, rolling his eyes and drumming the table with his fingers.

		Dugan rose purposefully from his chair. “Calm down,” he told Kryzeminski, his voice low and even. “You’re going to be here with me a long time. You can either love me or hate me and right now I don’t particularly care which. ’Cause I’m not happy with your story. Look, can you think of anything, anything at all out of the ordinary that happened last night?”

		Kryzeminski started to shake his head, then stopped. “Well, we almost had an accident getting onto the highway,” he said.

		Dugan sat down again. “Tell me about it.”

		Kryzeminski explained that on the way home, Cargill may have run a red light, cutting off another motorist on the ramp that leads to the elevated section of the highway at 57th Street. The other vehicle was a white sports car, possibly a BMW or Mercedes. But the incident had been minor—so minor that Raguzzi, crammed into the back of the cab, would later say he hadn’t registered the event. The vehicles, after all, hadn’t made contact. There had been no exchange between Cargill and the other driver, no gestures or threats. Moreover, the car that Cargill cut off was not the same car from which the shots had been fired.

		Dugan was skeptical. He’d heard of similar kinds of shootings on California’s freeways. But that kind of thing didn’t happen in New York. Still, he didn’t discount anything. He went over Kryzeminski’s story several more times, then checked back with Raguzzi.

		By midafternoon, Dugan felt he had gotten all he could from the young men. He still thought they were holding back and he hadn’t finished questioning them. But he wanted their parents to speak to them overnight and he broached the idea to the Cargills as they were about to leave for the morgue. He had met them earlier that morning, a graying, somewhat rumpled couple huddled at the back of the squad room. A scientist, Innes Cargill had a flat, farmer’s face and wide-set inquisitive eyes—a legacy, perhaps, of years spent hunched over a microscope—and his wife, Dugan noticed, was still wrapped in her coat, though it was warm and humid in the precinct. He had offered them his condolences and parsed their appearance with a policeman’s eye: middle-aged, middle-class, not flashy, no conspicuous jewelry.

		Later, he interviewed them at length about their son. He had liked them at once. Although they were in shock, dazed and deflated like survivors emerging from a wreck, they had held their feelings in check and tried to answer his questions thoughtfully. No, they didn’t think David used drugs. He had always seemed to be against them, was scheduled to take a test for his pilot’s license the very next day. Still, they left room in their replies for doubt and reassessment. They didn’t try to control the investigation like so many of the victims’ parents he interviewed. They weren’t trying to hide things about their child, to sanitize or exculpate him or themselves. They just wanted to know what had happened, to understand who and what had killed their son and why he had been murdered. And finally that was what was so frustrating about the whole business. Dugan could not tell them. He could offer neither Cargill nor his wife an explanation, much less justice; and he could see that the mystery at the heart of the case was adding to their misery, infecting their grief and turning it inward.

		At the end of his tour, Dugan picked up his car and headed home. It was nearly seven and a low, golden light had settled over the city. He took the highway at 125th Street, again retracing Cargill’s route from the night before, this time matching the eyewitnesses’ descriptions of events to the actual setting. He drove slowly in the center lane, imagining Cargill at the wheel, the blare of the speakers damping the noise from the road, the dark form of the shooter’s car sharking into his peripheral vision, and then the popping of automatic gunfire, the last sounds he would ever hear. The case was dead in the water, Dugan thought. There wasn’t any physical evidence to speak of. Raguzzi and Kryzeminski had provided little helpful information, not even a partial plate number. And without a motive or some precipitating action, the vital link between crime and criminal was missing. The killer could have been anyone.

		But something else was troubling the detective and it had nothing to do with solving the murder. During his twenty-three years in the Department, Dugan had investigated his share of incomprehensible crimes. He had known men bludgeoned and stabbed to death for the change in their pockets. A few years ago he had assisted in the investigation of a series of unprovoked shootings, the work of a Dominican gang who had targeted Yeshiva students up in Inwood Park just because they looked different. And then there was his most recent case—a grueling six-month investigation into the rape and ritual murder of a 13-year-old Colombian girl, Paola Illera, abducted on her way home from an East Harlem school. (That case had been especially frustrating for Dugan. As ordered by the squad commander, he’d worked around the clock, without success, and then had been sanctioned for racking up too much overtime.) But even these brutal acts had been caused by something—greed, bias, perversity, obsession. Random murder, the spontaneous, reasonless generation of violence, was new to Dugan’s experience and it contradicted his most deeply held assumptions about criminal behavior. After five years working homicides, murder still disgusted Dugan—all murders, not just the murders of the innocent—but this killing scared him.

		DUGAN COULDN’T have known that the Cargill case would embroil him in one of the biggest homicide investigations in New York City history, a case that would come to rule his life over the next four years. In fact, the investigation started slowly, with Dugan and Dimuro chasing the wispiest of leads: They interviewed Cargill’s friends and fellow partygoers in Tarrytown, canvassed the prostitutes in the area around the Intrepid, and searched through motor vehicle and auto dealership records trying to find the cars Kryzeminski had described to them. All without success. Then, in July, Dugan traced a handgun that an off-duty cop had recovered near the site of the shooting to an illegal firearms dealer living in the same Florida town where Cargill had attended college. Speculating that the weapon may have played a role in Cargill’s murder, Dugan called Anne Cargill to ask if David had owned a gun.

		The Cargills were not coping well with their son’s death. Over the course of the summer, they had phoned Dugan and Dimuro on an almost daily basis and Anne in particular involved herself in the minutiae of the investigation. The detectives always took time to respond to their calls—Dugan even visited them several times in Tarrytown—but they had little progress to report, and the frustration wore on both parents.

		When they’d come here from Scotland some twenty-five years ago, the Cargills had two babies and no savings; but they wanted the opportunities the United States offered them, and they believed that if they worked hard, they could build a good life for their family. Innes Cargill parlayed a postdoc at Columbia into a career as a research chemist, and in 1987 started his own pharmaceutical testing firm. Anne Cargill taught school, and devoted herself to bringing up her children. Both she and Innes were the kind of parents who rose at 5 A.M. to drive their teenage daughters to swim practice. And they wouldn’t hesitate to show up at a party or a dance club if one of their kids overstayed their curfew.

		Their efforts seemed to have been rewarded. As their fortunes rose, they’d moved to the suburbs, settling in their own home on a tree-lined street in Tarrytown. Their children attended good schools, growing up happy and drug-free. And David, after a few troubling years, seemed headed for stability and success. So the bullet that slammed into his neck in the early morning hours of May 16 not only claimed his life; it also pierced the very certainties, the core beliefs around which Innes and Anne Cargill structured their lives. How, they now asked themselves, could all those years of industry and careful planning be wiped out by one apparently random act during the course of a single night? What was the point of good schools and safe communities if they couldn’t even protect the life of their child?

		At first both parents had been preoccupied with the practical details of burying their son. They couldn’t wait to get his body back from the police, though for very different reasons. The suddenness and senselessness of David’s death had left his father traumatized, like an amputee who dreams that his limbs are still intact. Reason told him David was gone, but the feeling part of his brain couldn’t grasp the fact of his son’s death. “It was very important to see him,” Innes remembered. “I just had to touch his body, even though it felt so cold and rubbery, to run my fingers through his hair.”

		If Innes was seeking closure, Anne wanted nothing less than to bring David back to life. A former schoolteacher with a master’s degree in education, she had curtailed her career to raise her son at home. “I had always been very hands-on with David, getting him out of scrapes, talking to his teachers, helping him with school projects,” she recalled. “I felt if I could just get to see him now, I could make everything all right. They had shown us a photo of him at the morgue, but that wasn’t real enough. I had to touch him all over, to close and open his eyes, to make it not real. I felt if I just prayed hard enough, I could bring him back. It was a long time before I realized he was gone forever.”

		Anne didn’t confide her thoughts to anyone and busied herself instead with arrangements for David’s funeral. But at least Anne was functioning, and she seemed well as long as she was able to do things for David. After the funeral, though, she sank into a long, deepening depression. “I was okay for about four days,” she says. “Then I used to sit by myself. I didn’t want to do anything. I just wanted to think about him—when he was a little boy, a trip we took to the Grand Canyon. I was desperately depressed. I didn’t want to get out of bed. I didn’t want to do anything. I just wanted everyone to leave me alone.”

		Her family forced her to see a psychiatrist. He prescribed antidepressants, pain pills, migraine pills for the headaches she’d been having. “Which I immediately abused,” she says. “The whole family was worried about me. But I didn’t care. I didn’t want to kill myself, but that’s exactly what I was doing. I said to Innes, ‘I just want to be with David.’”

		It was around that time that Dugan, unaware of her precarious state, phoned Anne and queried her about the gun he had traced. She had seemed composed during the call, Dugan recalled. But later she seized on the idea that David had provoked his own death and became hysterical. She was hospitalized the next day.

		Innes seemed to be adjusting better than his wife. He had been visiting David’s grave two to three times a week—Anne couldn’t bear to think of her son in the ground and stayed home—and he returned to work, administering the small, but profitable, company that he owned. But he also was experiencing problems. A teetotaler since the early 1970s, he fell off the wagon with a thud. “I went to work; it took me a day to do what I previously could do in two hours and I couldn’t wait until five o’clock to get a drink. Beer, scotch—once I started, it was impossible to motivate myself to stop. The cycle went on for years. Some days I’d feel better, then I’d feel guilty about it. Why should I feel better?

		“There was no way to tell from day to day how I’d feel. Most of the time I’d walk around with this feeling in the pit of my stomach—a gnawing feeling, an emptiness. Something was missing in my life, and I wouldn’t know what it was and then I’d realize: It’s David.”

		THE FIRST real break in the case didn’t come until six months after the shooting, and as often happens, was unrelated to the exacting investigation that had preceded it. The traced gun, like all the other leads, went nowhere. Then, on November 27, Edwin Driscoll, an NYPD detective working with the FBI on an auto theft task force, phoned Dimuro at the Three-Oh squad and told him that the Feds had a CI (confidential informant) with knowledge of the highway shooting. He said that the informant had told FBI agents that Cargill had been murdered by drug dealers from Washington Heights, who killed for the fun of it, and had identified one of them by his street name: Platano. Cargill had cut the dealers off at the entrance to the highway, but the traffic incident was a pretext. The shooter, the leader of a brutal crack-trafficking gang, wanted to test-fire a gun that he had bought earlier in the evening.

		Driscoll promised to try to set up a meeting with the informant, but later that afternoon when Dugan called back to expedite the process, FBI agent Jamie Cedeno, one of the informant’s handlers, vetoed the request, claiming the risks of exposure were too high. “I’m not going to let you burn this guy,” he told Dugan.

		“Hey, nobody wants to burn your guy,” Dugan told him. “The interview would be in the strictest confidence. Nobody would even know we’re talking to him.”

		“I can’t let you do that,” Cedeno said, adding that he would be meeting the CI in two days and would ask him for more information then.

		“What kind of crap is this?” Dugan asked Dimuro after Cedeno hung up.

		CEDENO CALLED two days later, offering little new information. Dugan suggested a variety of compromises: Dugan and Dimuro would question the CI in Cedeno’s presence; the CI could keep his name and all identifying details secret; or the CI and Cedeno could call the detectives from a secure location and Dugan would conduct the interview, if need be, over the phone. But Cedeno nixed them all, explaining that the gang was extremely violent and his informant was afraid that any leak would cost him his life. “Somewhere in the conversation you will ask him something about his identity or he will say something, and I’m not going to let that happen,” he said. “Ask me the questions and I’ll relay them to him.”

		Dugan was reluctant to do this. Interrogation is more art than science. The investigator needed a firm grasp of the details of a case in order to know what questions to ask, or to sense when a source was lying or perhaps even digging for information himself. It was clear to Dugan from what Cedeno had told him that his CI knew a lot more than he was saying—typically the case with informants—and it was also clear that Cedeno’s priority was protecting his source. But Dugan was at an impasse. “Okay, let’s play it your way,” he said. “Ask him: Where does he know Platano from? Where did he meet him?”e

		“I can’t do that.”

		“Why not?”

		“Because that answer will reveal my CI’s identity.”

		“What are we playing here? What’s My Line?” Dugan was boiling. “We can’t run a homicide investigation like this. These guys are a bunch of cold-blooded killers. They could kill others before we get them.”

		“Well, that’s the chance we’ll have to take,” Cedeno said.

		THREE WEEKS LATER, with Christmas just days away, the streets of Mott Haven were busy with traffic. But along Beekman Avenue—a two-block stretch of tenements in the heart of the South Bronx—there were hardly any signs of the holidays, unless you count the special low price Anthony “Amp” Green was running on his crack sales. The reed-thin drug dealer for the Yellow-Top gang, a foolish 17-year-old out to make a quick buck, was holding a fire sale of crack vials in the middle of another gang’s—the Red-Top’s—turf. He had been told to clear out—shots had even been fired over his head—but he just ignored the warnings.

		On the cold night of December 16, two sedans rolled up to the narrow alleyway where Green did business. Sales were brisk; a dozen people clogged the cement corridor as hooded gunmen surrounded the spot. Two of them quickly pinned Green to a wall near the entrance to the alley and pumped six bullets into his legs and stomach. As Green crumpled to the ground, fatally wounded, as many as eight gunmen trained their weapons on his workers and customers, and in a scene of unimaginable horror, opened fire. For thirty seconds or more, chaos reigned as people clambered away from the lit-up guns, the building walls ringing with the stammer of automatic weapons.

		Some were able to escape through a tear in the chain-link fence at the rear of the alley. Others were less lucky. One customer got cut down as he tried to scramble up a fire escape. Another, Cynthia Casado—a mother of three—was headed back to the street when she ran into a man who shot her in the head. She died on the spot, still clutching the yellow-topped vial of crack she had bought only moments before.

		A slim, fortyish woman named Janice Bruington was on her way to visit her son and was passing the alley as the men started shooting. She had known the man who shot Amp Green since he was a small boy, but he didn’t hesitate before whirling and firing at her as she fled the scene. She felt the bullet slam into her back and then her face hit the pavement. Wounded, she managed to roll under a parked car.

		Manuel Vera was not as fortunate. The gunmen chased the harmless old crackhead sixty feet to the doorway of an adjoining building as he ran from the scene. Police would later find him there in a pool of blood, a necklace of crepe-paper Christmas decorations visible through the door. He’d been shot fourteen times.

		By the time the gunmen returned to the sedans, and the cars had sped away, four people lay dead.

		The case fell to Mark Tebbens, a 33-year-old precinct detective well known in the neighborhood. Standing six and a half feet, with the muscled arms and shoulders of a weight lifter, he was one of the few officers who commanded respect on Beekman Avenue. Not only was he big; he had what people in the street call heart—a kind of cold, fatalistic courage that values sinew and reputation above concerns over safety. Having grown up in a tough, diverse section of the Bronx, he had an innate grasp of his constituents and how to communicate with them. Moreover, they liked him. Boyishly handsome with an easy joking manner and an infectious laugh, he, like Dugan, dealt with people fairly and with respect—not just the working people but also the thieves and users and welfare moms, the people down on their luck who normally shun the police.

		Tebbens quickly surmised the gist of what had happened. Amp Green had been killed by rival dealers who operated at the north end of the street. But Tebbens had a hard time grasping the additional carnage. Moreover, none of the victims other than Green were part of the Yellow-Top organization. Apparently, the shooters, members of the Red-Top crew, intended to send the block a message: We not only kill our competitors, but anyone who does business with them.

		As Tebbens began investigating the case, he quickly realized that it had the markings of a double homicide he’d been assigned to in his second year on the squad, in 1989. In fact, he had locked up two of the Red-Top gang for the murders. One of them—a burly, garrulous Dominican known as Pasqualito—arrogantly told Tebbens that all the witnesses would either recant or disappear and that he would be back on the street inside a year. He was wrong—but only by a couple of months.

		Although his sources gave him his first suspect within hours of the shooting—a local thug named Stanley Tukes—Tebbens knew that Tukes was a hired gun, incapable of planning, much less carrying out, an operation like the Quad, as the case was being called. Several eyewitnesses mentioned another gunman, but referred to him only as Darkman or the Dominican. Such was the fear of the Red-Top gang on Beekman Avenue that none of Tebbens’ informants—some of them hardened criminals themselves—dared name the gunman in question, much less offer to testify against him in court.

		Shortly after the incident, however, Jamie Cedeno, the FBI agent who had been in contact with Dugan and Dimuro a month earlier, came to Tebbens with information about the shooters. He told Tebbens they belonged to a gang called Lenny’s Boys, and quickly outlined the organization’s Dominican hierarchy, who lived across the river from the Bronx in Washington Heights. Much of what the agent told him, Tebbens already knew—the names of the gang’s leaders: Lenny Sepulveda, who was then serving a nine-month jail sentence for gun possession, and his second-in-command and older brother Nelson. But the agent also talked about someone who sounded like he could be Darkman. A brutal killer, he was the gang’s top enforcer and was said to be one of the leaders in the shooting in the Quad. The agent told Tebbens that he should contact a detective in Manhattan named Dugan. They were both, he said, looking at the same player.

		Darkman was known on the street as Platano.
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		THE HOMICIDE INVESTIGATION UNIT

		1992

		THE CRIMINAL COURTS building rises seventeen stories above Centre Street in lower Manhattan. Built in 1940 over slums that spawned the city’s first gangs, it houses the DA’s offices and the county jail—familiarly known as the Tombs—as well as the courts. With its massive limestone towers and setback casement windows, it bears an impregnable, sharp-eyed look—justice not blind, but wary.

		Most mornings that winter, Walter Arsenault, newly appointed chief of the Homicide Investigation Unit, HIU, arrived at his desk before dawn and found it littered with excrement—piles of bullet-sized mouse turds, like spent cartridges at a drive-by. Arsenault, a veteran prosecutor in the Manhattan DA’s office, had been complaining to Maintenance about the rodent problem for more than a year, and for just as long, Maintenance had been denying there was one. No problem, no need to fix it. After a while some of the investigators in his unit began laying traps, photographing their quarry with the office’s crime scene camera, and Arsenault presented Maintenance with a pasteboard mock-up of their work—lurid snapshots of dead mice, each corpse neatly labeled with cause of death: blunt-force trauma, poison, asphyxiation. Maintenance was unmoved.

		After fourteen years of government service, Arsenault was happy just to tweak the bureaucracy now and then. Besides, he already had too much on his desk to worry about mice. Head of a twelve-man task force of prosecutors and police that targeted the city’s most dangerous killers, he was about to try a double-murder case, he was supervising several other big investigations, and mounting administrative chores depleted what little oxygen remained in his day. Law enforcement, Arsenault had long ago discovered, was an exercise in triage. It was easy to ignore a few small mice when you spent the bulk of your days prosecuting animals like Kenneth Bernard. Bernard, the defendant in Arsenault’s upcoming murder trial, was a crack dealer who’d shot his client’s brains out while she was giving him a blow job. Now there was a rat.

		At 39, Walter Arsenault had been catching and convicting brutal killers all his adult life, and many felt there was no one better at it. A gifted trial lawyer, equally at home in the courts and on the streets, he’d spent six years in New Jersey at the Bergen County prosecutor’s office, rising to head their Trial Division before he was 30. Later, after transferring to Manhattan in 1984, he led a four-year campaign against Harlem’s Jamaican crack crews that reduced gang-related murders from about forty per year to nearly none. Now, as the chief of HIU, Arsenault directed New York’s only dedicated drug gang unit, and in those dreary first few months of 1992, he was one of local law enforcement’s few bright stories. Little did he know, though, that HIU’s already strained machinery was about to be tested by the biggest, and one of the longest, investigations and prosecutions in its storied history: a multiborough case that would include both the Cargill shooting and the quadruple murders on Beekman Avenue.

		Arsenault’s corner office was a cool, dim cave at the rear of the unit. Although he had windows overlooking Chinatown with a view east to the Brooklyn Bridge, he blacked them out to shield his informants—the offices of Probation and Parole faced his across an air shaft—and ran the air conditioner year-round in protest against the building’s antiquated and imperious heating system. The cluttered room contained shelved rows of souvenir police hats, a wall full of mug shots and crime scene photos, and, beneath his desk, a box overflowing with sweaty running clothes. He jogged from five to ten miles during his lunch hour. The early part of his mornings he spent hunched over his computer, updating his files from eye-high stacks of arrest reports and correspondence.

		Arsenault was at the center of a network of gang specialists who tracked the movements of some 20,000 Jamaican drug traffickers worldwide. Until a few years ago, the Jamaican gangs—or posses as they called themselves—were shadowy, anonymous groups who moved with impunity from country to country, and even from city to city. One of Arsenault’s first innovations after joining HIU was to coordinate his Jamaican initiative with police and prosecutors from Harlem to Hong Kong to the back alleys of Kingston, where the mention of Arsenault’s name was said to inspire trembling.

		For all of that, he was mild-looking, with a cherubic face, a bowl-cut curtain of lank brown hair, and goggle-sized glasses that at unflattering moments made him look nerdy, almost froggish. In fact, nothing could have been further from the truth. He’d been an athlete in school—soccer, hockey, lacrosse—and he’d kept his defenseman’s squat build, thick through the legs and torso, tough to knock off balance.

		It was easy to underestimate Arsenault, and many did. Padding through HIU’s bunkerlike quarters in baggy jeans, a rumpled blue oxford shirt, and beat-up moccasins—his uniform out of court—he affected a scruffy undergraduate air, an indifference to the protocols of rank. Lori Grifa, a young Brooklyn prosecutor who worked closely with the unit, mistook him for a junior assistant the first time she saw him, and even after they were introduced, he was so “un-self-important” and Puckishly amusing, she had trouble squaring him with his title or reputation. Steve Fitzgerald, another young assistant who later joined HIU, recalls that he was so taken aback by Arsenault’s informality during his interview that he thought someone was playing a joke on him—until Arsenault began to explain the details of HIU’s operation. Then Fitzgerald’s opinion changed dramatically.

		It was often like that. He was so intense in his approach to things, yet personally so private and self-effacing, that at times there seemed to be two Arsenaults: one smart, authoritative, and entertaining; the other a little lost and out of sync—the soldier off the battlefield, a chemist away from his lab. In truth, he had a highly selective focus. The usual civilian pursuits—art, music, theater, television, restaurants, fashion, politics, most sports, making money, and material possessions of any kind—left him cold and mute. He had no social aspirations and no social graces, no talent for small talk or what is sometimes politely called polite conversation. People who met him outside the boundaries of his obsessions—his work, his family, his lifelong passion for ice hockey—came away with a fuzzy recollection, if they remembered him at all.

		But he snapped into focus in a courtroom. Holding forth in a navy suit, his hair brushed back off his high forehead, his voice rich with candor and conviction, he was formidable. Even more so in small strategy sessions or alone with a colleague in his office, when he could relax and give full vent to his enthusiasms. He was a natural storyteller with an earthy sense of humor and a taste for hyperbole. Mostly, though, he was a historian. He had a computerlike mind, an ability to process huge amounts of information instantly, then spit them back—names, dates, the minutiae of cases that investigators had forgotten in their entirety. Grifa recalls showing him a mug shot at their first meeting, one Errol Williams, a small-time Jamaican hit man she had just convicted on murder charges. Arsenault glanced at the photo, then ticked off the subject’s pedigree—his street names, gang affiliations, running mates, criminal history—right down to the neighborhood in Kingston where he’d been born. Grifa was stunned. She’d spent two months investigating Williams prior to his trial, and in the span of minutes, Arsenault, a prosecutor from another borough, had told her things about him she’d never guessed at. And that was not an isolated instance. Police and prosecutors would frequently come to Arsenault for help with some sketchy gang-related case and leave his office dazzled, convinced they had been in the presence of genius.

		THE OLDER of two boys, Arsenault grew up in Hasbrouck Heights, a suburban idyll twenty minutes by bus from Manhattan. His father, George Arsenault, a U.S. Customs inspector for thirty-nine years, was scrupulous, stiff-necked, and outspoken. The son of Irish and French-Canadian immigrants, he weathered the Depression and World War II, and emerged, like so many of his generation, with a can-do optimism, an unshakable faith in himself and the future that he passed on to his sons. Walter was a quiet, even-tempered youngster, but he never backed down from an argument or a fight, no matter how much older or bigger his adversary. “When Walter felt he was right,” George Arsenault says, “you couldn’t move him left or right.”

		Even as a boy, he was an avid reader, devouring thick tomes—mostly history, but also literature, adventure, and science—at a single sitting. When his school sponsored a speed-reading course, 12-year-old Walter whipped through the test material so much faster than everybody else, indeed so much faster than the course’s objective that his teacher accused him of faking—until Arsenault took a comprehension test and scored 100.

		He had a peculiar, obsessive turn of mind. He would focus on a subject for a year or eighteen months at a time, learning everything he could from books, museums, movies, field trips, then lose interest and move on to the next thing. At eight he became an Egyptologist, trekking to the Museum of Natural History on weekends to view the mummies. Later he delved into the Civil War and dragged his parents to battlefields in Virginia and Maryland. Later still he took up karate and Japanese culture, followed by an excursion into World War II. In high school he read the Iliad repeatedly, which led him to Greek and Latin, archeology, and Schliemann’s Cretan digs and the search for Troy.

		He earned a scholarship to Johns Hopkins, where he continued his eclectic approach to education, majoring in the classics before quickly switching to the social and behavioral sciences. For a while he wanted to teach, and he had all but decided to join the Peace Corps when in his senior year he read Tiger in the Court, a memoir by Herbert Stern, the crusading U.S. Attorney who rooted out political corruption in North Jersey. Oddly, law was one of the few areas Arsenault had not dipped into at Johns Hopkins, but the rhythm and intensity of Stern’s investigations reminded him of his own intellectual flights, the thrill of exploring hidden worlds, of unearthing core truths. More important, Stern was working on the side of the angels. His triumphs represented the power of the prosecutor to stand up to the world’s bullies—not just individual felons but organized gangs like the Cosa Nostra and political conspiracies like that of the Kenneys of Hudson County, New Jersey, the ones who thought they were untouchable.

		Arsenault never looked back. He attended law school at Rutgers, interned at Stern’s old Camden office (Stern had been appointed to the bench by then), and joined the Bergen County prosecutor’s office after graduating in 1978. Working as a local prosecutor turned out to be the best move Arsenault could have made. He discovered he liked laboring in the trenches, dealing with cops and street people, the long hours and constant pressure, the camaraderie.

		Arsenault would seek out the most dangerous cases, then investigate the hell out of them. If he needed a corroborative witness or an informant, he’d go out to the neighborhoods himself. “He was without fear, ballsy as hell,” Paul Polifrone, a veteran detective assigned to Arsenault, says. “He seemed to enjoy the prospect of confrontation. If he heard that someone was the baddest ass, he’d want to get right into his face, and he wouldn’t back down. He could handle himself too. He didn’t look it, but he was some kind of black belt. Still, I remember telling him, ‘I don’t care if you have ten black belts, you’re not going to stop a bullet and you probably won’t stop a knife.’”

		Yet despite Arsenault’s freewheeling antics in the street, he demonstrated a balanced approach to his cases, and he advanced quickly, ultimately moving to the Manhattan DA’s office in 1984, before being plucked for assignment to HIU.

		STREET INVESTIGATIONS, as Arsenault was quick to point out in explaining the success of HIU, rarely involve rocket science. Much more about common sense and doggedness, they require an ability to get along with all kinds of people, many of them skittish and unsavory. Arsenault still rode to the Harlem precincts at 3 A.M., when most potential cooperators seemed to get arrested, still spent hours every day talking to the army of informants he’d cultivated over the past four years. He had learned early that there were few secrets within the Jamaican community, and he bullshitted with everyone who came to his office—girlfriends, junkies, hustlers looking for a per diem, as well as convicted killers, who in different circumstances would not hesitate to pump a bullet into his head. Some of those he liked the best.

		Ironically, it was the so-called good guys, his partners in law enforcement, with whom Arsenault was most likely to quarrel. His plainspokenness and pungent wit—qualities that served him well with juries and cops—worked against him when he had to deal with administrative issues. He was a reluctant manager at best, uncomfortable at second-guessing colleagues and heavy-handed, often tactless when he did. He distrusted authority, even his own, and so he acted from the zeal of conviction rather than the temperance of true leadership.

		He was the same with higher-ups. He hated the turf building and credit grabbing that are a part of any bureaucracy, and he refused to play politics or humor those who did. He was often blunt with trial bureau chiefs who refused to hand over their gang-related cases, or with police commanders who denied there were gangs operating in their precincts—no problem, no need to fix it. Lately he’d learned to edit himself, but he’d made his share of enemies over the years and the frosty silence that replaced his normal candor was barely an improvement.

		THE HOMICIDE Investigation Unit had been created in 1983 specifically to investigate and prosecute Manhattan’s violent street gangs. By 1992, those gangs—mostly Dominicans, Jamaicans, Puerto Ricans, and American blacks who banded together to sell drugs—had become New York’s No. 1 crime problem, the engine for its soaring homicide rate and a blight on its quality of life. Fueled by huge drug revenues and armed with automatic weapons, they commandeered chunks of the city’s real estate—buildings, blocks, parks, entire neighborhoods—preying on the poor, co-opting the young, and intimidating or killing the defiant. They were also one of law enforcement’s thorniest problems. Their layered conspiracies were virtually immune
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