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DEDICATION

To my family, Chris, Mike, Joe, Kelly, and Joe G., thanks for putting up with me for so long. With much love.

To Duds, still missing you, bro.

And to the men and women of the U.S. Marshals Service and the hundreds of task force officers: Your dedication to your job, day and night, weekends and holidays, is truly inspirational. Without fanfare and with little recognition, you go through that door every single day making our world a safer place. I salute you, and may you continue to go home each night. Stay safe.

—Mike Earp

To Ingwald “Troop” Hicker, who for forty-two years served the public with great integrity as a New York state trooper and at the Division of Parole. He was a worthy representative of all the men and women of American law enforcement to whom we all owe so much, and was the proud father and father-in-law of George and Kathy Hicker, two of the finest people I have known in my life.

—David Fisher

EPIGRAPH

“My friends think you’re a rent-a-cop and I bet them you’re for real. Are you?”

Raylan opened his coat to show his star hanging on the silver chain. “I’m a United States marshal. ...

“I’m going to move the badge to my belt. Not get anymore remarks about it.” Raylan told him, “In case you didn’t know it, I’m one of the good guys. I’ve shot seven men in the line of duty, wanted fugitives, no women or students, and they all died.” Raylan smiled at the defensive lineman. “You gonna have me telling marshal stories next.”

—ELMORE LEONARD, Raylan
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FOREWORD


By Chief Inspector Lenny DePaul, former commander of the New York/New Jersey Regional Fugitive Task Force, United States Marshals Service



IN THE LATE 1980s I was in the Secret Service, working in the Reagan White House, when a person with whom I’d gone through training told me, “You know what, Lenny, you really need to get into the Marshals Service.”

My story was pretty much the same as everybody else’s: I had no idea what he was talking about. “What the hell is a U.S. marshal?” I asked him.

“You know, like John Wayne,” he said. “Or Matt Dillon. You travel around and lock people up. You get a case and you work it to death. Then you move on to the next case. You never have to wait for the phone to ring. You chase people, you’re a manhunter. It’s nonstop action.”

“Where do I sign up?” I said. That was in 1989. I moved to Brooklyn, put a cot in the basement of one of my academy buddies’ parents’ house, and shared my space with the cockroaches.

It was about two years later that I first heard of this guy Mike Earp. That name, and the obvious connection to Marshal Wyatt Earp, was unforgettable. At that time he was coordinating the establishment of the Marshals Service’s Puerto Rico Fugitive Task Force. That was a very tough place to work; for the marshals working there Puerto Rico was pretty much lawless. It was a difficult situation; there were a lot of people who didn’t want us there. But as he was to do so many times after that, Mike Earp just persevered. He has always been a no-nonsense leader; his mantra was simple and direct: “Get ’er done.” And that’s what he did in Puerto Rico, he got the mission done without fuss, without drawing attention to himself, and without any sense of drama. Be aggressive, be smart, stay safe. But be aggressive. In many ways, maybe even without realizing it, that was the way we all learned to operate: get ’er done.

Mike Earp played a tremendous role in making that happen. I actually met him for the first time when he became the chief of the Investigative Services Division. When I started we weren’t exactly on horseback but we certainly didn’t have a lot of new equipment, we definitely didn’t get a lot of respect, and no one knew too much about us. They thought we were the people who towed cars with too many unpaid parking tickets or evicted people out of their homes. Mike’s ascension up the Washington ladder paralleled our growth as the nation’s and maybe the world’s best fugitive hunters. That’s what Mike knows, fugitive hunting, and he did it as long and as well as anyone in our organization. I started getting close to him right around 2000, when he became deputy assistant director of the Investigative Operations Division, which is probably the toughest, most stringent, most stressful job in the entire organization. And then the assistant director, and finally the associate director of Investigative Operations, the number three guy in the agency. In that position he oversaw all operational missions. But he also helped shape the future. Working with Assistant Director Bob Finan, he convinced Congress of the value of the permanent regional task force structure, run from Washington, that has helped revolutionize American law enforcement. He has great people skills, and he has a manner about him that attracts dedicated, good people—then he tries to give them whatever support they need to get the job done without getting in their way. He has never been afraid to delegate authority—or to give praise—to the people he has worked with.

I learned the job on the streets. Two years after joining the Marshals I was assigned to the Eastern District Warrant Squad in New York, chasing fugitives. I did that for the rest of my career. When we started our first regional task force in May 2002 I had 25 investigators from ten different agencies; when I retired in 2013 the task force included 385 investigators from ninety different federal, state, and local law enforcement agencies. We were locking up about 120 violent fugitives every week, fifty-two weeks a year.

Reality programs started becoming popular while we were running that task force. I got several calls from a producer who wanted to speak to me. Basically I ignored him until Don Heinz, who was in charge of our Public Affairs Office, told me, “You know what, you’re a brand-new congressionally funded task force. You’re the flagship of the Marshals Service. Speak to them, see what they want.”

Several days later two producers walked into my office. The first words that came out of their mouths were “Thanks for entertaining this idea. You guys are a parole office, right?”

I shook my head. “We have parole officers here, but we also have ninety other agencies as well. That’s not what we do. We spend all of our time going after the worst of the worst, the most violent offenders, the murderers, rapists, terrorists.” To explain it best I reminded them that Tommy Lee Jones played a relentless deputy marshal in the movie version of The Fugitive. Toward the end of that movie his character has finally cornered Dr. Richard Kimble, played by Harrison Ford, in a water tunnel. As Ford is getting ready to jump into the water, he has a long monologue in which he explains why he is innocent. It’s a very compelling speech. You can’t help feeling sorry for him. But when he finishes, Jones responds matter-of-factly: “I don’t care.” That’s us; we don’t care if you killed three people or are totally innocent. Our job is to find you and bring you back to the bar of justice. Hopefully, everybody goes home safely at the end of the day.

The producers’ eyes lit up. By the time we were finished talking they knew they had hit the mother lode. Over the next three years we filmed sixty episodes of Manhunters, which became one of A&E’s most popular shows. When A&E changed programming strategy and decided to move away from police shows, the project ended.

The production company’s crews were with us day and night, wherever we went, whatever we did. They were with us in the dark of night when we were in the hills of Puerto Rico sneaking up on a fugitive, and they were with us running up the stairs in a Newark, New Jersey, drug den. A lot of the things they filmed never got on the air. One day, I remember, my guys were going after a parole violator whose underlying charge involved drugs. His apartment was on the fifth floor of a building in the Bronx projects. His brother told us he was in there, but that he was on the phone with his mother, saying good-bye. My people hit the door and found him straddling the window, threatening to jump if they came one step closer. They froze in place and began trying to talk him out of it. All of us have been through this same scenario numerous times. We have a pretty good idea of what to say. We’re usually successful in talking them down.

The camera crew had climbed up the fire escape, they were on the ground, on the roof, they had cameras on him from every angle.

He jumped. He fell five stories and hit concrete. The cameras caught everything. Initially Steve Blando of our Public Affairs Office wanted to allow the producers to use this footage. “This is what happens with you guys every day. This is the reality of the job. The public should know about it.”

We finally decided it should never be seen. It was a good thing the cameras were there, though, as one neighbor accused us of killing the man, claiming, “The cops pushed him out the window.” The footage proved otherwise and everyone was exonerated.

Deputies are often mistaken for cops. We think that’s a tremendous compliment. Nobody looks at us as agents with suits who carry guns; in the street they know us as cops. In fact, when we knock on a door or ram through it, we identify ourselves as “Police! Police!” Everybody recognizes that word in any one of the fifty different languages people speak in New York. We are not FBI, we are not DEA. We’ve learned from experience that if we told people we were marshals, we’d be there for twenty minutes trying to explain what a marshal is. Even after we do that, people don’t believe we still exist. “Who are you, really? Why am I opening up my door? That’s a fake badge, there’s no such thing as the Marshals anymore.”

Because we are a congressionally funded organization it would be nice to be better known. It might help us increase our budget. I think people still don’t know what we do because we don’t get the publicity other agencies get. We just don’t get that media attention; most of the time we’re happy to let the cooperating local law enforcement agency take the credit. That’s just the reality of our job.

I like to think we do God’s work; it’s as simple as that. We do so much more with so much less; the statistics are staggering. The people we take off the streets are dangerous to the community; many of them have six or more prior arrests and they’re out there living in the shadows, preying on the young and the elderly. When we take one of these guys off the streets we’re not just arresting him for what he’s already done, we’re preventing the crimes that he is going to commit. Committing crimes is the only way these people can survive on the streets. When we arrest a murderer, for example, we’ve saved lives, we know it. Nobody knows he or she is alive because we did our job, but it’s a fact.

I believe people are beginning to realize the Marshals Service is still around. Manhunters helped; the TV show Justified has helped, and people are beginning to get used to reading about us arresting another bad guy. We have cornered the market when it comes to fugitive investigations. What we need to continue being successful is additional congressional funding. The numbers don’t lie. We’ve taken the pursuit of local fugitives national. It used to be that when a fugitive left his local jurisdiction, he was going to be hard to bring back. Even if a local agency found out where their guy had gone, they were dependent on another officer and his partner—people who had their own cases to work—to go out and get him. Too often that just didn’t happen.

But that’s what we do for a living: a deputy can call another Marshals office anywhere in the world and say, “I’m sending you a lead,” and be confident that the men and women he’s speaking with will know how to set up a perimeter, how to ask the right questions, how to put the case together, and will eventually make the arrest. If we didn’t exist, fugitives would be having a field day, knowing that once they got out of town chances of them being caught were pretty slim. Now we track them wherever they go, and we’re relentless. We don’t give up until we put handcuffs on them. It may take a day, a week, or five years, but we will catch up with them.

My buddy from the academy was right. For twenty-four years my life was nonstop action. When I look back at my career there are so many fascinating cases I worked or my guys worked. But there was one night I will never forget. In 2006 Camden, New Jersey, was ranked the number one crime capital of America. It was a dangerous place to live. People didn’t want to leave their homes at night. The attorney general told law enforcement to do something about it. My deputy commander, Bill Plitt, organized a joint effort and compiled a list of the top fifty fugitives in that area we intended to arrest. We arrested forty-nine out of that fifty, and I will never forget the night we locked up the forty-ninth guy. It was about 9 o’clock on a very, very hot summer night. As we brought him out of a house in handcuffs, all around us people were standing on their front porches watching us. And suddenly, like in a wonderful movie, one person started clapping, then a second and a third, until they were all clapping and cheering us for being in their neighborhood and trying to make it a safer place for them to live. That hit home. I thought, I really like what I do for a living.

Mike Earp was the driving force behind the creation of the modern Marshals Service. He was instrumental in the formation of the Sex Offender Investigative Operations Program, the Behavioral Analysis Unit, the Criminal Intelligence Branch, the Financial Surveillance Unit, expansion of the International Investigative Program, and the regional task force concept. When the New York/New Jersey Task Force celebrated our fifth anniversary, I sent him an e-mail telling him I would love for him to come up for our celebration. Mike told one of the people in Washington, “This is great. Lenny is inviting me to come up to New York for his anniversary and I don’t know how long he’s been married, but I’d love to make it if I can.”

He called me several days later, laughing. Apparently someone had told him the real reason he had been invited—he had been so busy it hadn’t even occurred to him that five years had passed since he helped put us in business. This book is the story of the new United States Marshals Service and how it has been transformed into the most productive law enforcement agency in the world. It is the story of Mike Earp and the thousands of courageous men and women working with him who risk their lives every day, too often in obscurity. I make you this promise: when you have finished this book you will never think of the world of law enforcement—or the U.S. Marshals Service—in the same way.

INTRODUCTION

MANY YEARS AGO I remember sitting in the warden’s office in a Tallahassee prison waiting anxiously as the helicopter set in motion by the man I’d allowed to escape approached. I had pretty much bet my career that this plan would work. And as we waited silently I started thinking, Now how the heck did I get to this point?

MY NAME IS Mike Earp, and on the last day of 2011, I retired from the United States Marshals Service as associate director for operations. I was in charge of the six operational divisions as well as all the domestic and international operations involving our 470-plus domestic and foreign offices. When I joined the Marshals Service in 1977, it was a very different organization. The days of the Old West, when legendary gunslingers like Wyatt Earp, Bat Masterson, and Bass Reeves enforced the law with a six-shooter, were long gone. The Marshals Service seemed to be a historical anachronism, a relic of America’s lawless past. It had been founded by Congress two centuries earlier to be the enforcement arm of the judicial system, but rather than swearing in a posse and going after outlaws, deputies basically provided court security, handled juries, transported prisoners, managed seized property, and served federal court documents. It was a loosely structured organization; each of its ninety-four judicial districts was independently run by a presidential appointee who at that time often had no law enforcement experience.

Occasionally over the years, the public would be reminded that the Marshals Service still existed; for example, when deputies were ordered by the president to perform a special assignment like enforcing the Supreme Court order integrating schools by escorting young African Americans to class or guarding the Pentagon during anti–Vietnam War rioting. But essentially the organization was a relatively safe bureaucracy, a place where deputies went home every night at five P.M.

By the time I retired, more than three decades later, a revolutionary law enforcement strategy had put the agency right in the center of the bull’s-eye. Having become the enforcement arm of most federal agencies—including the DEA, the ATF, and a host of FBI cases—deputies were charged with tracking down and arresting the most violent criminals in America. By creating district and regional task forces, essentially modern-day posses, the Marshals Service brought together the best officers and resources of federal, state, city, and county law enforcement agencies to successfully bring America’s most wanted criminals to justice. These days, when there’s a really bad guy on the loose anywhere in America, deputies once again will be on his trail. The numbers are staggering; these district and regional task forces will arrest more violent criminals in a week than most other federal law enforcement agencies will arrest in a year. For example, during one week in June 2008, a massive task force known as Operation FALCON (Federal and Local Cops Organized Nationally) arrested 19,380 fugitives, among them 161 homicide suspects and more than 1,000 sex offenders.

Few people know about it, though. Most people still think of deputies as range-riding relics of the past—in fact, every deputy has been asked at one time in his or her career, “Where’s your horse?” But every aspect of the organization has changed. While the ninety-four judicial districts still maintain some degree of independence, a relatively strong USMS headquarters leadership and structure has effectively standardized policies and directives, training, equipment, and strategies and provides oversight and support in both fiscal and human resource endeavors. I certainly couldn’t have imagined any of that happening when I became a part-time deputy in sleepy ol’ Tallahassee, Florida, in 1977.

While attending Florida State University’s School of Criminology, I got the job through a family friend, Bobby Montgomery, then the supervisor of the Tallahassee office. As a special deputy U.S. marshal, I was restricted to working no more than thirty-nine hours a week; we had no overtime, only on-the-job training, and absolutely no benefits. It was a job. When I wasn’t sitting in a courtroom, I often served as many as a hundred legal documents a day—which included criminal and civil summonses, complaints, and writs—to the various agencies that have business in the federal court system. Like each of the ninety-four districts, mine operated pretty much autonomously; just about the only function headquarters had was coordinating the movement of prisoners throughout the country. We worked in close concert with the surrounding districts and when necessary helped each other out. But it was essentially a local operation with very limited support. Our communications equipment consisted of typewriters and an antiquated teletype machine, and we always carried a roll of dimes with us when we hit the street, in case we had to make a phone call.

Two years after being hired as a part-time deputy, I passed the official entrance exam to join the Marshals Service as a full-time employee and prepared myself to go off to basic training, but then the Carter administration put a freeze on hiring. I accepted a job with the Tallahassee Police Department. I was with them for three years, and it was there I learned how to be a law enforcement officer; we were a very active department, with some outstanding leadership. My supervisor, Sergeant David Frisby, was one of the finest cops I’ve ever met. I was on the SWAT team and was a field training officer. By the time I joined the U.S. Marshals Service full-time in 1983 I was an experienced police officer, trained by the fine men and women of the Tallahassee Police Department.

I knew when I became a deputy U.S. marshal that I would be required to perform a variety of assignments, including court security, witness security, and asset forfeitures, which were then our premier divisions, as well as having the chance to work fugitive investigations. But like a lot of my classmates at the Federal Law Enforcement Training Center (our academy), I wanted to continue chasing bad guys and locking them up, just as I’d been doing at the Tallahassee Police Department.

Fortunately for me, the Marshals Service mission had begun changing around that time. In 1979, the attorney general had given us responsibility for pursuing most federal fugitives. Essentially we became the nation’s sheriff. In 1981, deputies successfully tracked down and arrested the infamous escaped spy Christopher “the Falcon” Boyce, a case that announced to the law enforcement world that the Marshals Service was back in the business of chasing bad guys and was surprisingly capable of catching them. But perhaps more important, that same year we initiated what became known as the FIST (Fugitive Investigative Strike Teams) program. It was a tremendously innovative concept: deputies would create a team of federal, state, and local law enforcement to work together for a brief period of time going after the most violent and wanted criminals in a given area. It was like forming a posse to clean up the town. Deputizing officers from other departments—force multipliers, as we described them—temporarily gave these officers the power to pursue fugitives beyond the borders of their own jurisdiction. A FIST operation was like a law enforcement storm blowing through a region, and when it had passed, hundreds of wanted criminals had been taken off the streets.

In about 1980, our associate director for operations, Howard Safir, created the Enforcement Division. Mr. Safir selected Chuck Kupferer to be the first division chief, and he, along with Debra Jenkins and Chad Allen, began to professionalize and standardize our fugitive investigations both domestically and throughout the world. While we were still tremendously underfunded, there was the emergence of an entirely new atmosphere. More and more directives were coming to us from Washington, new procedures were being implemented, we were just beginning to get the equipment we needed, and our training was becoming more intensified to meet our greatly expanded mission. The U.S. Marshals Service was slowly being transformed from a loose association of ninety-four district offices into a single unified, modern law enforcement agency. For example, we developed a national warrant information network (WIN), which became a repository for every outstanding warrant and served to knit our whole network of offices together; this meant that a deputy in Seattle could access information about a case in Miami. The files contained all the information we had, including license plate numbers, phone numbers, known associates, family members, and residences. It helped make us a truly national agency, and fugitives could no longer be confident of their safety by putting miles between themselves and their pursuers.

WIN served as the information backbone of the fugitive program for the next three decades, and continues to do so. The advent of WIN also signaled the beginning of the criminal intelligence capability that has transformed the Marshals Service.

By the end of my first year, I had taken over as the warrant coordinator of our Tallahassee office. As it did for so many other young deputies, that got me out of the courtroom and onto the streets, where I could go after bad guys working in Florida. Many of the people we were pursuing had committed drug crimes, but marijuana was the biggest drug at that time and people in that part of the drug trade were rarely dangerous. The violence that arrived with cocaine came later.

It was a very small office, so of necessity I was basically a one-man warrant squad. I would work with officers from various agencies; if I was pursuing a DEA fugitive, for example, that agency would assign an agent to work with me. There was tremendous cooperation among all the agencies throughout North Florida. When I showed up in a town, I knew I could count on every sheriff’s department or local police department to provide the information and assistance I needed. In a lot of arrest situations, there would be just two of us to make the arrest. Legend has it—not that I ever witnessed it myself, of course—that on occasion one officer would stay in the front of a house while a second officer would go around back. When both officers were in place, the one in front would knock on the door and announce his presence: “Police!” The guy in back would yell, “Come in,” and when the officer in front heard that invitation, he would do just that and make the arrest. In those days that type of behavior was condoned, if not encouraged.

Down in Florida we often found ourselves searching trailers for fugitives. That was a god-awful assignment. Trailers offer no protection: it’s easy to shoot through the thin walls, and it’s impossible to maintain silence. Everything in a trailer creaks and groans. Once my partner and I were searching a dimly lit trailer late one night and while clearing two bedrooms and the bathroom I walked right past a closet. I noticed a pile of clothes on the closet floor but didn’t pay much attention to it—until my partner signaled to me that the fugitive might be hiding under those clothes. He didn’t want to shine his flashlight there to alert the fugitive that he’d been spotted. I decided the quickest way into the closet was through the plywood wall. I slammed into it, and it collapsed right on top of the fugitive. He started groaning and we made the arrest. He had a little .380 in his pocket, but he never had the chance to get to it.

In the late 1980s, cocaine started flowing north from South and Central America, and with it came the cocaine cowboys; then the world of law enforcement changed quickly and forever. A new type of drug violence emerged that included rip-offs, armed robberies, and practically daily shootings over turf wars. It also meant that the stakes got a lot higher for the bad guys as prison terms got longer, and they no longer hesitated to try to shoot their way out of a jam. We marshals had to adjust on the trail, changing our training, our tactics, and our weaponry. We began carrying a lot more firepower and utilizing more manpower on arrests. No longer were two men sufficient to go into a house or take down a fugitive in a vehicle. We were at the point at which we couldn’t be quite as confident as we had been that at the end of the day we were going home. We needed to have superior numbers and firepower.

In 1990, at the encouragement of my supervisor, Louie McKinney, and my mentor, Billy Joyce, I applied for and was promoted to the rank of inspector of the Enforcement Division. The structure of the Marshals Service is unlike that of any other federal law enforcement agency. We are all funded by Congress, but the Senate recommends for presidential approval not only our director (like all other agencies) but also ninety-four U.S. marshals, one in each of the ninety-four judicial districts. For the most part these people are not career Marshals Service employees (like in the other agencies), so there is a great learning curve to the agency. Today, most U.S. marshals have prior command-level experience with other law enforcement agencies, which has led to a more professional workforce and a better working relationship between headquarters and the field offices.

During the mid- to late nineties, several districts had formed multiagency task forces, but most districts just maintained their warrant squads without bringing on board other agencies. We realized even then with these district task forces that there was little continuity in the assignment of deputies; some were rotated quarterly, others semiannually, and others annually. So unlike detectives, who develop expertise with experience, our deputies continued to be rotated in and out of investigations—even as they became our best investigators.

While the organization was changing, there was still some tension between the old-school guys, who were not very supportive of the intensified investigative mission, and the younger personnel who wanted to hunt fugitives.

While I was working in Washington I began running both FIST operations as well as creating a task force for major cases. When we got involved in a major case, we would form a temporary task force and bring in our best people from all around the country; it was sort of a law enforcement all-star team consisting of experts in a variety of investigative specialties who would work that case—and only that case—until it was resolved. Many times these cases lasted for months and this team traveled all over the country tracking down bad guys on the run. The FBI used to refer to it as our Flying Squad because the task force included an extraordinary pilot and investigator named Jerry Lowery, who provided excellent aerial surveillance for those teams. Although initially I found myself calling on the same people all the time, as the warrant squad and task force concept took hold on the local level, I gradually found I had a much greater pool of really good and experienced people to choose from. In fact, after a while most of the local and regional operations were so good that they were entirely capable of handling those major cases without Washington’s assistance.

In 1997, I was asked by the director to relocate and set up the Puerto Rico Fugitive Task Force. We moved into office space vacated by the FBI. We started with nothing, literally nothing: no phones, no air-conditioning, no chairs or desks, very little electrical power—did I mention no air-conditioning? There was very little cooperation with local authorities and no access to NCIC (National Crime Information Center) records, so we could have been talking to a three-time murderer without knowing it. We actually went over to the basement of the federal building and liberated furniture, including gray metal desks and squeaky chairs. But we quickly became operational. As we were moving in, an FBI agent had been taking down the Bureau’s 10 Most Wanted in Puerto Rico list. We asked him to leave it right where it was. After he left I pointed to that list and told my people, “There’s our first ten guys we’re going after.” Within a very short period of time, all the law enforcement agencies in the Commonwealth had agreed to participate in the task force. Within a year we had arrested nine of the ten men on that list. We could’ve had the tenth one too, who was wanted for domestic terrorism, but another agency was on him and asked us to stand down, which we did.

By the turn of the century there were as many as thirty district task forces, each of them with a different configuration, operating throughout the country and in American protectorates. The structure of law enforcement was evolving slowly. But it changed quickly and drastically after September 11, 2001, to meet the new and very real threat of terrorism. I remember attending a meeting with my FBI counterpart soon after that attack. He told me that the responsibilities of the FBI were changing, that going after fugitives and other criminal investigations were no longer going to be a priority mission; the FBI was prioritizing the antiterrorism business. The agent asked me which aspects of their anticrime activities we were capable of taking over. I suspect he thought I was going to tell him, “Fugitives.” Instead I said, “Anything you guys aren’t doing, we’ll take over.” Then I got up and left the meeting. Until that point the Marshals Service’s relationship with the FBI had been somewhat competitive, as most agents did not want deputies infringing on what they considered their territory. This meeting told me that relationship was about to undergo a fundamental change.

We had earned it. This was all happening quickly and quietly, and the public simply wasn’t aware that the role of the Marshals Service had changed so drastically or that we were capable of leading the national fight against crime. In fact, even now few people are aware of it; we often get confused with city marshals, whose primary job is to seize property over unpaid bills.

In response to our new mission, we decided to expand the very successful task force concept, with a plan to create eighteen permanent regional task forces that would be run directly from Washington and would cover the entire country. Each regional task force included multiple districts and would be funded directly by headquarters. The difficulty was always going to be funding. Just like the public, Congress was unaware of how successful we had been in fighting crime. We lobbied hard, even bringing out what was called a crime clock. It showed that every 23 seconds someone is a victim of a violent crime, every five minutes a woman is raped, and every six hours someone is murdered; it was a very sobering demonstration of reality. I explained, “We are 110 percent behind fighting terrorism, but this is terror within our borders that every one of us lives with every day.” That got the attention of legislators. We had asked for $150 million—they granted us $5 million to initiate the program. To date we have obtained funding for seven regional task forces.

We went coast to coast, starting by setting up regional violent crime task forces in New York and Los Angeles. We had to sell the concept to both our own district offices and potential law enforcement partners, which took some time and some convincing before we got the buy-in we needed, but eventually the concept proved itself. Some district chiefs eventually put their entire warrant squads into their regional task force while others have chosen to maintain local control. The program has been tremendously successful; for example, in addition to our personnel, the New York/New Jersey Regional Fugitive Task Force includes force multipliers from eleven federal agencies, nine state agencies, and local law enforcement agencies ranging from the Atlantic City Police Department to the Westchester County Department of Probation and the Winslow Police Department. Coming at the same time that the Internet has enabled us to establish an extraordinary communications network, law enforcement has never before seen this level of cooperation between agencies on a permanent basis.

During the mid-2000s I realized that I was funding a handful of district task forces to conduct a weekly fugitive roundup in their local area. I generally supplied about $10,000 to each district to pay the overtime and administrative costs associated with the operation. I proposed to my boss, Bob Finan, that we conduct a nationwide old-style FIST operation that would take place during a specifically designated week. During that week every district would put complete emphasis on closing out fugitive warrants. I estimated it would cost us less than a million dollars to fund all ninety-four districts. When the concept was approved we selected Brad Miller, chief deputy of the Western District of Oklahoma, to run the operation. Brad came up with name FALCON as the 1981 capture of Chris “the Falcon” Boyce was generally accepted as a landmark in Marshals history. FALCON’s objective was to target violent offenders across the nation, especially those involved with homicides, sex offenses, guns, gangs, and drugs. During this week we were going to go after the worst of the worst.

Getting FALCON up and running required tremendous cooperation. Brad Miller and his deputy commander Dave Dimmitt contacted every district chief—dialing and smiling, as they referred to it—and eventually got total buy-in. Working with state and local agencies was already part of the Marshals Service fabric, so almost all our traditional law enforcement partners, our force multipliers, agreed to participate. It marked the largest collaborative effort by law enforcement agencies in American history; including 25 federal agencies, 206 state agencies, 302 county sheriff’s departments, and 366 city police departments. More than 3,000 law enforcement personnel were sworn in as special deputy marshals, giving them federal arrest authority, for the operation.

We asked each participating agency to give us a list of its biggest targets, and we started doing background research almost immediately. Incredibly, from concept to kickoff—or in this case kicking down doors—was less than two months. Initially we were hoping to make as many as 4,000 arrests, although we realized that probably was an optimistic target. Operation FALCON lasted from April 4 through April 10, 2005, which coincided with National Crime Victims’ Rights Week. We’d come in every morning and look at the reports and couldn’t believe what was happening. In one week, 10,340 fugitives were tracked down and arrested, the largest number of arrests ever recorded in a single operation. In many ways it became a competition, which group could put the most bad guys in jail. Our people were pumped up, working day and night; we actually had to remind them to step down when necessary, because the last thing we wanted was exhausted people out in the streets chasing armed fugitives.

That was a tremendous beginning, and since then there have been five more FALCON operations. Even with some operational changes—for example, rather than pinpointing a single week, the district offices and task forces each pick the best week of a designated month—the success has been breathtaking; FALCON 2009 resulted in the capture of 35,190 fugitives, including 433 wanted for murder. As a group, the fugitives had a history of 138,200 prior arrests. These were career criminals taken off the streets—and we did it at a cost of $900,000. That’s less than $30 a fugitive. That’s about the best bargain possible in law enforcement.

For me, personally, it has been incredibly satisfying to be able to look back to the beginning of my career, when I was serving court documents for our small Tallahassee office. When I joined the Enforcement Division in Washington in 1990, we had about thirty people assigned there; when I retired, there were more than three hundred administrative personnel and an additional one hundred contractors working there. I had watched the Marshals Service grow into an extraordinary nationwide crime fighting organization, the best manhunting force in the world. The Marshals Service’s Technical Operations Group is recognized throughout the world as the best electronic surveillance manhunting organization that exists anywhere. The development of the Sex Offenders Investigative Branch in 2007 has resulted in the arrests of tens of thousands of sexual predators and the rescue of hundreds of kidnapped children.

The stories told in this book just barely scratch the surface of what we have accomplished in slightly more than three decades, but it has come at a cost. In 2011, the year I retired, two deputy marshals and three officers assigned to our task forces lost their lives, in addition to several others who were wounded doing their jobs.

Those are very high numbers. We spent a lot of time examining all our procedures, looking at our training, reassessing our tactics and our equipment to try to determine if and what we might be doing wrong, or could be doing better, and what steps we could take to protect our officers. We met with the personnel from local sheriffs and police departments investigating each shooting. And in the end we had to accept the reality that this is a very dangerous job and sometimes our people just get very unlucky. In most of these incidents, bad guys shot through a door, from inside a closet, or right through a wall; they didn’t have eyes on a target but just took random shots.

We had a lot of professional people looking at us with apprehension, sometimes questioning the way we do our business. My response to them was to point out that we were averaging more than 120,000 arrests a year without incident, and sooner or later this type of tragedy was inevitable. These heroes—and they are heroes in the greatest sense of that word—paid the ultimate sacrifice to protect our citizens and our streets. I like to believe that all Americans can sleep a little easier knowing these manhunters are out there at all hours of the day and night, kicking down doors, stopping vehicles, and arresting heinous fugitives. As we have done since 1789, the United States Marshals Service makes this country a better place and makes every one of us safer and more secure.

THAT APPROACHING HELICOPTER I mentioned at the beginning of this introduction, by the way, was the final step in an elaborate plan to prevent an inmate’s escape attempt from the Tallahassee Federal Correctional Institute. Another prisoner had offered information about the planned escape attempt in return for leniency. An especially violent felon, a German national who may have been involved with a European terror organization, had confided in him. People in Europe, he said, would pay to help him escape. We devised a plan to help us identify those people. The cooperator happened to be a helicopter pilot serving time for transporting drugs. With the assistance of the warden, and no one else, we arranged for the cooperating prisoner to “escape” while on a work detail outside the prison’s fences. The “plan” was for the cooperating prisoner to contact individuals in Germany to facilitate a wire transfer so he could rent a helicopter, land it on the prison’s baseball field, pick up the German prisoner, and transport him to safety.

The wire transfer was received and the plan was set in motion. We put the cooperating prisoner in a jail far away from Tallahassee. With the cooperation of the warden we had arranged for an unmarked law enforcement helicopter, flown by an experienced law enforcement pilot, to fly into the prison during a softball game the following weekend. The warden emphasized that he did not want that chopper coming anywhere near the ground, as we did not know what the other hundreds of prisoners in the rec yard might do. The guards in the towers were not armed, so we didn’t have to worry about them shooting at the helicopter. Or so we hoped.

I was sitting with the warden looking out at the yard. An inmate baseball game was in progress and several hundred other prisoners were in the area. Suddenly the warden’s radio cackled, and a guard in one of the towers reported a helicopter apparently heading straight for the institution. I sat there absolutely silent, watching my career unfold in front of me. The chopper came in low and hovered over second base. While most of the other prisoners scattered, we watched as the German national ran toward it. As he got closer the chopper suddenly moved over to first base. The prisoner followed. Then the pilot cut across the infield to third base. It might have been about this time when the prisoner, standing alone on the infield, began to realize that he had been set up. The helicopter suddenly rose straight up and took off. The prisoner was arrested. The cooperating prisoner eventually became a valuable informant, working for several federal agencies over the next decade and helping us put a substantial number of drug dealers and fugitives in prison.

Later that afternoon I met with the warden for a final assessment. He had a big grin on his face and I asked him why he was laughing. “Well,” he said, “when I was coming back off the rec yard, one of the inmates came up to me and said, ‘Warden, you not only gave us a beautiful afternoon out on the yard, with softball games and ice cream, but you also gave us a great air show. How you going to top that next weekend?’”

—M.E.
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THE NEW STAR OF LAW ENFORCEMENT


There is no hunting like the hunting of man. And those who have hunted armed men long enough and liked it never care for anything else thereafter.

—Ernest Hemingway, “On the Blue Water,” Esquire, April 1936



DEPUTY U.S. MARSHAL Harry Layne was tipped by one of his informants that a fugitive wanted for attempted murder was hiding in a building in the College Hill section of Tampa, Florida, although the informant did not know exactly which apartment. Just before dawn the next morning, Layne, his partner, and several officers from the Tampa Police Department were moving cautiously into the projects when a female officer screamed, “There he goes. There he goes. He’s running.”

Layne started chasing him into the night. He remembers,


I was running real hard, but in the dark I couldn’t really see where I was going. That happens, but you don’t think about it; the adrenaline kicks in and you keep going. The fugitive and the police officer ran through a backyard right under a metal clothesline, but I didn’t even see it. I’m 6’3”, much taller than them: that clothesline caught me right under my nose and snapped me backward; my legs went out from under me and I hit the ground hard. It almost took my head off; I was bleeding from both corners of my mouth and my gums, but I got up and kept going. We finally caught the guy—but he wasn’t our suspect. He said he just saw people approaching the building with guns drawn and took off. He had his own reasons. But he did know exactly which apartment our fugitive was staying in.



Layne’s team went to that apartment and knocked on the door. Hard.


A woman answered and told us he wasn’t there. Okay, I told her, we’ll just take a look. I found him fast asleep in a bedroom. I had my gun out and I nudged him with my flashlight and told him, “Wake your ass up.”

He opened his eyes and looked up at me. Blood was dripping from the corners of my mouth onto my chin and vest. My face was probably bright red from running. His eyes opened wider with awe and fear as he realized what was going on. “Holy shit!” he said. “It’s Dracula!”

I said to him, “If you don’t want to start bleeding, motherf—er, show me your hands now!”



DEPUTY MARSHALS MIKE BUNK and Jerry Lowery went to San Juan to help set up the Puerto Rican task force, which was run by the U.S. Marshals Service but was composed of personnel from a variety of participating federal and local law enforcement agencies. When the DEA learned Bunk was going to San Juan, they requested that he look for a fugitive who had fled there from Tallahassee, Florida. Bunk recalls:


We had an address, but when we hit the house he was gone. We knew where his girlfriend lived so Jerry Lowery and I went over there to take a look. When we got there, she was loading up her car like she was leaving. We knew that she had a daughter with the fugitive, and there was a young child in the car with her. We assumed this was the fugitive’s child and suspected she was going to meet him. We started following her. I had never been to Puerto Rico before and had no idea where I was going—so I immediately got totally lost.

Losing her like that really irritated the two of us, so we started focusing on this case. We were determined to catch this guy. The girlfriend would come and go and we really believed she was visiting him, but we couldn’t catch them together. Finally I had an idea. I was going to hit him in his macho. I was going to make him jealous. We got her pager number—at that time when you called a pager you spoke with an operator, who relayed your message. I called and sent this message to her in Spanish: “Where are you my love? I miss you.” I didn’t sign it.

If she actually was with him I knew that message was going to make him crazy. There was no way he could allow someone to flirt with his girlfriend. That’s exactly what happened. Less than an hour after I called it in, my phone started ringing. And it just kept ringing. Between Saturday and Sunday he called my cell phone more than two hundred times.

I never answered it. Monday morning I decided it was time. When I answered it, he immediately started questioning me. I told him, “Buddy, you got the wrong number. I don’t know what you’re talking about.” He didn’t call again, but that didn’t matter: I had his cell-phone number. We tracked it to a house, and when we hit the house he took off running out the back. We ended up chasing him into a deep gully, where he was arrested.



EVERYTHING YOU THINK you know about law enforcement in America has changed in the last two decades. There is a new sheriff in town.

For more than 220 years, since the founding of the federal judiciary system in 1789, the U.S. Marshals Service has been chasing fugitives across the country, tracking them down, and putting them in prison. Its success has been celebrated in both fact and fiction, in books and movies and innumerable TV shows, and famed marshals like Wyatt Earp, Wild Bill Hickok, Bat Masterson, and TV’s Matt Dillon and Raylan Givens have become an important part of the popular culture. United States marshals fought at the O.K. Corral, escorted James Meredith to class when he integrated the University of Mississippi, and protected the Pentagon when anti-Vietnam War demonstrations threatened to overrun it. Deputies patrolled the streets of L.A. during the riots and the flooded neighborhoods of New Orleans after Katrina and have guarded the nation’s airlines against hijackers. Despite the Marshals Service having a long and celebrated history, many people still think of it as a relic of the past.

The reality, though, is that there’s a new deputy in town. That glorious history has about as much connection to today’s Marshals Service as the Pony Express does to the Internet. Few people are aware of it, but in the last two decades the Marshals Service has become—by far—America’s most effective law enforcement agency, taking more criminals off the street than all other federal agencies combined. Here’s a test: In 2012, the bureau’s almost four thousand deputy marshals tracked down and arrested a certain number of people. These were mostly career criminals, men and women who had an average of four felony convictions each, and more than half of them were classified as violent offenders, meaning they had committed at least one murder, rape, aggravated assault, or other potentially deadly crime—these weren’t nice people. Many of these previously convicted felons knew if they were caught they were going to spend much of the rest of their lives in prison. Okay now, go ahead, take a guess: How many criminals fitting this description did the U.S. Marshals Service successfully put behind bars in 2012? Here’s a hint: think of a high number.

No, higher.

Even higher.

Incredibly, in 2012 the Marshals Service tracked down and arrested 123,006 fugitives. That isn’t a misprint: that’s 123,006 really bad people, consisting of 86,704 state and local fugitives and 36,302 federal fugitives—as well as an additional 12,451 sex offenders. These are mostly career criminals, a whole stratum of society that gets up early every morning and survives by committing crimes; people who move relentlessly around the country, rarely staying anywhere too long, often living under an alias and always looking for the next payday—many of them armed and prepared to do whatever it takes to stay out of the system.

Working as a deputy marshal has become a very dangerous job: at a retirement party for an agent of another federal bureau, a U.S. deputy marshal asked the agent how often he had drawn his gun during his twenty-two-year career. This agent proudly told him that in twenty-two years he’d never had to draw his weapon. Then the agent asked the marshal how many times he’d had to rely on his gun. The deputy replied without even pausing to think about it, “When I’m out on the street I’ll draw my weapon seven times—before lunch.”

THE MARSHALS SERVICE was established by President George Washington in 1789 to be the enforcement agency for the federal court system. Marshals, Washington wrote to his attorney general, were to be “the fittest characters to expound the laws and dispense justice.” These U.S. marshals were directly appointed by the president to execute all court orders in their district, and to do that each marshal was given the extraordinary power “to command all necessary assistance in the execution of his duty, and to appoint as there shall be occasion, one or more deputies.” That meant a marshal could make anybody a deputy just by telling him to raise his right hand and repeat an oath, which is where the legendary American concept of putting together a posse and going after the outlaws was born. And unlike local and state law enforcement, deputy marshals have never been restricted by state borders; they always have had the power to make an arrest anywhere in the United States.

Since being created by America’s first Congress in 1789, the U.S. Marshals Service has provided courtroom protection, escorted prisoners, guarded witnesses, served and enforced court-issued documents, seized and managed forfeited property, and carried out court orders. The Marshals Service has remained entirely nonpolitical and found itself right in the middle of many of the nation’s most divisive issues; prior to the Civil War marshals were charged with pursuing escaped slaves, and a century later they enforced the Civil Rights Act. They’ve enforced Prohibition and protected abortion clinics. During the Vietnam War, marshals protected the Pentagon from demonstrators and then protected those antiwar protesters. And they did it without drawing much attention. In reality, for most of the service’s history the job of a U.S. deputy marshal was defined by long stretches of tedium interrupted occasionally by several seconds of action. The Marshals Service certainly did not have the glamorous high profile of the FBI or the great respect of the DEA. For example, when Tony Perez got out of the Marine Corps in 1973, he joined the Los Angeles Police Department. While he was in the police academy a friend of his, a retired marine sergeant major, suggested Tony consider the Marshals Service. Perez says,


Until that time I didn’t even know the Marshals still existed. All I knew about it was what I’d seen in Hollywood movies. It was all those good-guys-versus-bad-guys John Wayne pictures. Truthfully I thought it had died out with the Old West. When I first heard about it, like everybody else I confused it with the L.A. County marshals. I didn’t know what the U.S. marshals did, how they did it, or how to become a marshal. At that time most of the recruiting was done by personal referral; one person who liked the job would bring another person in.

Donald Ward has a similar recollection:

When I took the test for the job in 1979, I didn’t know a thing about the Marshals Service. A friend of mine from high school told me it was a decent job with good security. I was a Vietnam vet and I had nothing else working for me. Why not, I figured. I showed up for the test thinking there would be hundreds of people there to take it. Turned out it was just me.



It wasn’t a job with a lot of action appeal. When Mike Bunk completed his military service in the early 1980s, he intended to become a Florida game warden, “But when I saw how little it paid I started looking for other jobs. The civilian personnel office on the base had a listing of government jobs and I saw the Marshals Service. Well, why not, I thought. Why not.”

ALTHOUGH PEREZ, WARD, and Bunk couldn’t know it, the Vietnam vets flooding into the Marshals Service were about to catch the wave of change. A century earlier the image of U.S. marshals had been very different: marshals had been the law of the Old West; they ran the towns and organized the posses; they tracked the bad guys into the brush and if possible brought them back alive—and when it became necessary, they shot them down. The iconic silver star pinned to their chest instantly commanded respect. But modern civilization had reduced their role to little more than dutiful civil servants.

With the suburbanization of America had come the rise of local law enforcement agencies—town, city, and state police departments—which practically eliminated the need for federal officers. With the occasional exception when their presence was needed to maintain civil order, the U.S. Marshals Service had become a comfortable relic, an agency with almost no function beyond maintaining courtroom security and with absolutely no public visibility; federal marshals were often confused with well-paid city marshals whose job it is to evict people from apartments. Deputy marshals didn’t wear uniforms, and had little formal training. They were not issued any type of standard equipment—and just as in years past when their predecessors had been required to use their own horses, they were even required to use their own cars to fulfill their duties. The Marshals Service seemed to have outlived its usefulness. Americans knew all about Hoover’s FBI and they were learning about the Drug Enforcement Agency and the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms. But the Marshals Service?

Few people considered the Marshals Service a modern law enforcement agency; even presidents used their constitutional power to appoint ninety-four U.S. marshals to a four-year term as a means to reward political supporters rather than enhance law enforcement. Instead of appointing experienced law enforcement officers to the post, presidents and senators most often gave the job to their political and financial supporters. As a result, people from a wide range of professions were appointed U.S. marshals—among them public health nurses and even a bus driver. Those political appointees ran their districts without any real supervision; there was no central headquarters, no agency standards, and very little money. In fact, at times when deputies had to transport a prisoner across the country—handcuffed in a van or in the backseat of a deputy’s own car—some of them would deputize their wives, who would then be paid to take the trip with them. “When I came in, it was sort of a Mayberry-type thing,” Tony Perez recalls. “There was very little action; the image of the potbellied deputy falling asleep in court wasn’t too far from reality.”

ALL THAT BEGAN changing in 1969, when for the first time a central headquarters was established in Washington, D.C., to provide an organizational structure and to loosely supervise the activities of the district marshals. Within a couple of years, headquarters took control of all training and hiring decisions, and the framework for the modern Marshals Service was taking shape. In 1971, the Special Operations Group, a well-trained strike force set up to respond quickly anywhere in the country, was formed. Throughout the 1970s, newly recruited deputy marshals began stretching the assigned responsibilities of the service to actively pursue fugitives. The Marshals Service was slowly changing, and a lot of the veteran deputies weren’t interested in embracing those changes. The young deputies had come out of the Vietnam War and wanted action, they wanted to go after bad guys; the veterans were satisfied to continue doing what they had been doing and, in many instances, were happy to let the newcomers take all the chances. “We used to refer to them as ‘the old-school guys,’” Donald Ward remembers. “They were happy to go to court. They loved to take juries out to lunch and dinner. They looked at us like we were crazy. Why would we want to go out and chase people when we could stay inside?” Those veterans knew too well that there was no glory to be found—the Old West was comfortably settled—so the younger deputies set out to change the culture of the service.

Traditionally the Marshals Service had not had much of an investigative function—that was the FBI’s job. But in July 1979, the Marshals Service assumed some of the FBI’s responsibility for pursuing federal fugitives. In an agreement worked out by Attorney General Benjamin Civiletti, the FBI retained responsibility for pursuing high-profile criminals while the Marshals Service was given the job of tracking and arresting escaped federal prisoners and others who had committed lower-priority crimes. It didn’t seem like much at the time, but this agreement allowing marshals to investigate crimes and to pursue fugitives and arrest them marked the beginning of the modern Marshals Service.

In January 1980, twenty-five-year-old Christopher John Boyce, who had been convicted of selling top-secret satellite technology to the Russians in 1977 and was serving a forty-year sentence for espionage, escaped from California’s Lompac Correctional Institution. Boyce, the infamous “Falcon” featured in the bestselling book The Falcon and the Snowman, had used a handmade ladder and tin shears to cut his way through the perimeter to freedom. Boyce was the first high-profile fugitive covered under the new agreement between the FBI and the Marshals Service. And at that time he arguably was the most wanted man in the world. This was the case that began the transformation of the Marshals Service from a creaky old agency into one of the world’s most successful crime-fighting organizations.

The timing was almost perfect. For decades, all deputy marshals had a government status of 082, a catchall for very low-level law enforcement work. That designation covered transporting prisoners, guarding courtrooms, and general supervisory work. But a couple of years earlier, the Department of Justice had approved a higher criminal investigator status for a limited number of deputies. About twenty-five men had completed the Criminal Investigation Training Program in Glynco, Georgia, the first time any member of the Marshals Service had received the 1811 classification signifying that they were qualified criminal investigators.

For Chuck Kupferer, the pursuit of the Falcon began when Howard Safir, the former assistant director of the DEA who had been appointed chief of the Marshals Witness Security Division in 1979, called him into his office. Safir knew how important this case could be to the Marshals Service. Kupferer will never forget that meeting:


The first thing he said to me when I sat down was, “From now on you have one thing to do, that’s it. Catch Christopher Boyce.”

“Okay,” I told him. “But who’s Christopher Boyce?”

“He’s an escaped federal prisoner convicted of spying for the Soviet Union,” Safir continued. “And you’re the one that’s on the dime. From this minute on I want to know everything you do, when you do it, and especially when you get this done.”



This was at the height of the Cold War, so the pressure to find Boyce was enormous—and there was substantial doubt about the ability of the Marshals Service to do the job. In fact, when the CIA informed New York senator Daniel Patrick Moynihan that marshals were leading the investigation, Moynihan responded critically that if the Marshals Service was looking for the Falcon, he might as well just be gone.

“Safir reminded me of Moynihan’s statement just about every day for eighteen months,” Kupferer remembers. Kupferer began the investigation by putting together a team consisting of those twenty-five deputies who had been through Glynco. As a result of worldwide publicity, “We had hundreds of tips coming in. People claimed they saw Boyce anywhere you can think of. We sent teams all over the world. I had a team go to South Africa; another team went to Costa Rica, and I had teams in France, in Canada, Mexico. We couldn’t ignore any bit of information; Boyce had the capability of being anywhere in the world. We even sent deputies on horseback deep into the California mountains. We thought there was a chance he was hiding up there and that was the best way to cover that terrain.”

The investigators followed every lead. A former inmate at Lompac who had been especially close to Boyce claimed he knew where the Falcon was hiding. Kupferer recounts how they tried to confirm that tip:


We borrowed the DEA’s best polygrapher and hooked up this
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