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FOR THE COSBY SURVIVORS













NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR



I first began covering this story on January 20, 2005, when news of Andrea Constand’s drugging and sexual assault allegations against Bill Cosby first broke in Philadelphia. After Andrea settled her civil lawsuit with Bill Cosby in November 2006, I thought the story was over. She had signed a confidentiality agreement, so she couldn’t speak; there were no new accusers; and the criminal case against him had been closed long ago.


Yet for some reason I couldn’t throw away my voluminous Cosby files—the notes I’d made while reporting on the case for the Philadelphia Daily News. One day I gathered the thousands of pages of documents, interviews, and research I’d accumulated, packed them up in a waterproof box, and carried it down to my basement. And that’s where they stayed for another eight years.


When the case resurfaced in late 2014 and the number of new accusers kept climbing, I walked down to my basement, opened that waterproof box, lugged all of those files back up to my home office, and dug back into the story. Those notes and emails were so helpful when it came to recreating what happened in 2005, when I was the lone reporter investigating the allegations against Cosby. Anything I use in this book from 2005 that is in quotations is from those notes, my published stories, or from conversations in which I was a participant, except where I explain otherwise in my notes section at the end of the book, where I cite the sources I used, including ones I don’t mention in the text.


In some instances, like with the details of what happened to Andrea in the first chapter, I’ve woven in details about the case I learned more than a decade later from court documents, courtroom testimony, official court transcripts, victim impact statements, depositions in her civil lawsuit, police reports, police interviews, and my own interviews. For my People coverage I used the reporting that is publicly available in stories in the magazine and online. For the rest of the book I relied on my own reporting from the court proceedings I attended, documents in the criminal and civil cases, articles from other journalists whose work I respect, interviews I conducted myself with more than seventy people, and, when necessary, videos of the impromptu press conferences held by Cosby’s spokespeople outside the courthouse during both trials.


I struggled with how to refer to people on second reference. In some cases, just using their last name seemed too formal. In the end, we decided that we’d use last names for everyone except the victims and their families and Cosby’s immediate family.


Some who helped me can’t be named, but I am deeply grateful to them for helping to ensure this book is accurate. Andrea and her family could not speak to me due to the confidentiality agreement they signed with Cosby when she settled her lawsuit with him. Cosby; his attorney at the time, Marty Singer; and America Media, Inc., which owns the National Enquirer, were similarly barred from speaking about the case due to the same confidentiality agreement. I still reached out to them and everyone else I could for fact checking or comment. Cosby, through his spokesman, declined to participate. Others simply never responded. If they did get back to me, I included their response or mentioned them in my notes section.


This has been a thorough investigation over the years. The full extent of the material sourced here is at the end of my book, in the List of Sources and Notes sections. I encourage the reader to read everything listed in the sources as well as the notes for each chapter at the end of the book.


Although I have included allegations from many different women in this book, only Andrea’s has resulted in a criminal case and conviction. However, their accounts are in statements to law enforcement, court filings and/or testimony related to civil and criminal court proceedings or have appeared in other media.


Cosby has denied Andrea’s drugging and sexual assault allegations as well as similar allegations against him from more than sixty other women, including those whose stories are told in this book, except where noted in the text. Cosby is currently incarcerated while appealing his conviction and his prison sentence.













INTRODUCTION: COSBY’S GIFT



One Friday night not long ago I was flipping through channels on my television when I came across a rerun of The Cosby Show. There on my screen was the loveable, sweater-clad Dr. Cliff Huxtable, sitting between his son, Theo, and his wife, Claire, in a learning specialist’s office. Theo had done poorly on a Greek mythology test that week, even though he knew the material, so all three were meeting with the specialist, who thought Theo should be tested for dyslexia. If Theo does indeed have it, she assured the Huxtables, he could get help to overcome the learning disorder.


“Dyslexia!” Cliff says with a relieved smile on his face, gratified to know why his son was struggling in school. “Now fix it!” he quips, jubilant. Cue the laugh track.


Like millions of other Americans who helped make the comedy one of the most popular shows in the history of television, I became a fan of The Cosby Show when it first aired in the 1980s. It debuted my senior year of high school, the same year my older brother died, and watching the show gave me an escape out of my own, fraught home and into the cozy normalcy of a family not traumatized by death. For me the Huxtables were a thirty-minute visit to a warm and stable world, where the kids would borrow each other’s clothes without permission and sneak out to concerts, all while the parents lovingly guided them with witty life lessons. My own mother was nearly paralyzed with grief over the loss of her only son, and my father had all he could do to hold her together while juggling the demands of a job that took him out of town two or three nights a week. The Cosby Show was steady. The Cosby Show made me feel safe.


Watching the show again brought me back for a moment to that time in my life, and I mean that in a good way. Cliff Huxtable’s tough-love parenting style, sprinkled with humor, also reminded me of my own father. And this episode was particularly tender—it revealed a dad who worried for his son while at the same time acknowledging his own flaws as a parent. When Theo tells his parents he is indeed dyslexic, Cliff and Claire erupt in cheers.


What I also appreciated, though I didn’t know it when I was a teenager, was that the show was never overly saccharine—funny, yes, but not hyper-sentimentalized. In this episode Vanessa chastises Cliff for calling Theo “lazy” all those years when it was really dyslexia holding him back, and Cliff doesn’t laugh her off; he knows she’s right. Then, when Theo later proudly reveals he got a B-plus on his next test, Cliff couldn’t be prouder. “I think he should probably finish undergraduate school in two years because there’s no sense in holding him back in going to medical school and becoming what? Dr. Huxtable Jr.!”


“Theo’s Gift” had heart, intelligence, and humor, a recipe that was the show’s hallmark. It was real and familiar. I’d watched my own father and brother engage in similar battles throughout my childhood—although, unlike Cliff and Theo, they were never able to resolve their issues before my brother’s death. When Bill Cosby’s son died young too, I couldn’t help but feel an emotional connection to him—his love for his family, the grief he must have felt. I mourned with him.


That night, watching the rerun while my husband, used to my fascination with Cosby by now, read a book, I found myself mesmerized, laughing along with the jokes, smiling at the warm-hearted moments. And horrified too. Because now, all these years later, I knew that the Bill Cosby on my screen—with his dad jokes and self-deprecating style of imparting wisdom to his kids, the man who left an entire generation wishing he was their father—was also a monster.


A monster who preyed on women, manipulating them into a false sense of security, drugging them, and assaulting them. And masquerading as Cliff Huxtable—the personification of the family-oriented, warm comedy he’d been performing for decades—was the perfect disguise.


For nearly half a century, enabled by a cadre of paid handlers and silencers who did their jobs protecting his carefully honed image, Bill Cosby drugged and sexually assaulted women who thought he was their mentor. He slowly and carefully coaxed each one into feeling safe and cared for and then left them to pick up the pieces of their lives.


I WAS STILL A believer in the Bill Cosby/Cliff Huxtable myth in 2005, when Andrea Constand first told the police what Cosby had done to her. I was working as a reporter for the Philadelphia Daily News, a tabloid-style daily that was part of the Knight-Ridder newspaper chain, when I first heard that a woman had accused Cosby of drugging and sexually assaulting her. Along with the rest of America, I was shocked. And itching to disbelieve. Not the Cos! I thought. But then my boss assigned me the story, and I began reporting.


I made calls. I asked questions. I read files.


I grew more and more astounded.


With every conversation, every interview, every new source, the validity of the charges came to light. The women who spoke out were credible. Crimes had been committed, and it didn’t matter that the perpetrator was one of America’s most beloved cultural icons. The truth had to be revealed.


So I wrote about the case. I wrote and wrote—about Andrea Constand, the court filings, the evidence, the other accusers. The more I wrote about the case, the more the story spread and other news outlets picked it up and broadcast the details I’d reported.


I was thrilled to see my stories go out on Knight-Ridder’s wire service. But Cosby, obviously, was not. It wasn’t long before Cosby’s attorney, Marty Singer, threatened to sue my newspaper. Then the prosecutor on the case made veiled threats to have me arrested.


Meanwhile other media outlets were stepping away from the scandal. Maybe they were too skeptical, I surmised at the time. Or maybe they were too afraid. Cosby had always had an uneasy, often adversarial relationship with the press, and few were eager to take him on. “Newspaper columnists have been… reluctant to join the fray,” wrote Tony Norman, a columnist for the Pittsburgh Post-Gazette. “Who can blame us? Nobody wants to incur the wrath of Cos over what may turn out to be a frivolous charge.”


But I couldn’t give it up. I believed Andrea. And the lies that I believed Cosby’s attorneys were telling about her infuriated me. Cosby’s power and influence may have swayed other reporters and editors, but my editors supported me as I dug deeper into the research and the slowly unfolding truth: while Cosby was enjoying the adoration of a public who loved his down-to-earth, no-profanity comedy routines, television shows, and Jell-O pudding pop commercials, cementing his image as America’s Dad, he was also leading a dark, secret life cultivating friendships with young women by promising them mentorship and connections and then waiting until they felt secure to drug and violate them.


BILL COSBY CHOSE his victims carefully, with the instincts of a predator. He chose young, vulnerable, star-struck women, many of them budding actresses, models, and singers, all of them in less powerful positions than him, blinded by his squeaky-clean reputation, and whom, he knew, would not be believed should they come forward with their tales of mentorship and betrayal run amok.


He used the same technique, over and over again.


First, he’d befriend a young woman he’d met either through their agent or by chance. She might be an aspiring model or actress or just a pretty young woman dazzled by his attention and confident he was who he seemed to be. His status as a beloved celebrity created instant trust.


He’d ask them about their lives and offer advice, auditions, and help with their careers. He might even meet their mom, flattering her with praise for her children or inviting her to a performance at which he’d roll out the red carpet with backstage passes and premium seats and pose for a picture or two. Perhaps he’d come to a family dinner, praising the home-cooked meals of a hardworking grandmother and bringing ice cream to offer the children. And Jell-O pudding pops.


Then, when the time was right, he’d entice them into an environment he controlled—a hotel room, his dressing room, his own house, or even a friend’s home that he was borrowing—and he’d slip a drug into a drink or offer “cold medicine.” Several hours, a day, or even two days later the woman would wake up, bruised and disoriented, with her clothes off and a strange sense that violence had been done.


Andrea Constand was the first to publicly accuse Cosby of both drugging and sexually assaulting her, but soon after, thirteen other women came forward with similar stories. They were drugged and then assaulted or he tried to drug or assault them. All of them said Bill Cosby—that lovable, wholesome father figure—was a not who we thought he was. They were the original #MeToo women, long before there was a movement, speaking out to support Andrea by calling out their own truth against a powerful, wealthy, influential man.


These years of reporting on Bill Cosby’s crimes have taught me the dangers of deifying celebrities. We don’t know who they truly are; we see only what they allow us to see. Their images are carefully managed. The peeks and glimpses we get through interviews they give are so well orchestrated that we never realize there is a man (or woman) behind the curtain, pulling the strings.


It’s not just celebrities, though. We assume someone is a good person just because they excel in one area, a cognitive bias called the “halo effect.” We thought O. J. Simpson was a good person because he was a football star, refusing to believe he was capable of the type of violence his wife, Nicole, reported. We assumed former Penn State defensive coach Jerry Sandusky was a saint because he adopted foster children and founded a charity for at-risk boys, never suspecting it was merely a façade he created and cultivated to cover up his sexual abuse of young boys. The same goes for Catholic priests, Boy Scout leaders, gymnastics team doctors, and others who used their positions of trust in the community to get away with unspeakable crimes for years on end.


And for Bill Cosby.


WHEN ANDREA FIRST spoke out, Cosby was one of the most famous and powerful entertainers in the country, if not the world. His long, seemingly happy marriage to Camille, the mother of their five children, only added luster to his picture-perfect image as a devoted husband and father. He counted South African president Nelson Mandela and civil rights pioneers Jesse Jackson and Al Sharpton among his friends. He cherished his role as a humanitarian and educational philanthropist, donating millions to charities and colleges alike while chalking up numerous awards, including the Kennedy Center Honors for lifetime achievement in the performing arts and the Presidential Medal of Freedom. Nearly sixty colleges and universities across the country had showered him with honorary degrees. (Many of these awards and more than half of these degrees would later be stripped from him, one by one.)


He broke cultural and racial barriers, becoming the first African American to costar in a TV show with his first role in I Spy, for which he won three Emmys. He’d written best-selling books about parenthood, and he based much of his Grammy Award–winning comedy routine—later used to develop The Cosby Show—on his folksy, relatable experiences as a father and husband. His fame—and wealth—continued to grow as he became the pitchman for products such as Jell-O and Coca-Cola. “The three most believable personalities are God, Walter Cronkite, and Bill Cosby,” Anthony Tortorici, Coke’s PR chief, told Black Enterprise magazine in 1981.


And Andrea’s allegations in 2005 did little to tarnish the public perception of him. He was inducted into the NAACP Image Awards Hall of Fame in 2006 and, in 2010, awarded the National Football Foundation’s gold medal, which each year recognizes “outstanding Americans” for their “honesty and integrity.” He was honored with the Mark Twain Prize for American Humor in 2009 and the Johnny Carson Award for Comedic Excellence in 2014 and was made an honorary chief petty officer by the US Navy, which he’d served in from 1956 to 1960, in 2011.


He had amassed a mountain of accolades.


Maybe that’s why the rest of the media didn’t seem to want to believe the drugging and sexual assault accusations.


Honestly, at first, neither did I.


But I saw there was another truth.


I became as determined as ever to find out new information or get interviews no one else had. The crime itself was just so chilling, the method so diabolical. These women were powerless. They couldn’t fend him off, let alone walk away—the drugs he gave them made that impossible. And no one seemed to realize how dangerous it is to give someone a drug without their knowledge or consent. What if they were allergic to it or it interacted badly with another intoxicant or drug in their system? What if they got into a car and drove after being drugged and got into an accident? Someone could have died.


During my journey I have wrestled with so many questions about Bill Cosby, and I still do: Who is he as a human being, really? How could someone who’s done so much good in this world do so much evil at the same time?


As a journalist, I wanted the details. I wanted facts and answers. Instead of seducing women, the way most “casting couch” Hollywood stars might, why did Cosby drug them? Could he be a somnophiliac—someone who can only have sex with an unconscious person?


How many people in Hollywood knew what Cosby was doing and stayed quiet? And why? Are there other victims who have not yet come forward? How many—six more? Sixty? Why did this scandal take hold in 2014 but not in 2005?


And as a woman in America, I also have questions about the culture we live in. Why is there a visceral distrust of sexual assault claims—from the public, the media, and the criminal justice system—unlike any other violent crime?


I explore all these questions in Chasing Cosby and offer my reflections as well on how fear, bullying, and intimidation helped silence these women, as we’ve seen play out in countless other examples of powerful men who were able to keep their sexual misconduct secret for decades.


The Cosby story is a lens through which we can look inward at our own beliefs and prejudices and how it influences who we choose to believe and why, who we choose to idolize and why.


Ultimately, though, this is a David-and-Goliath–like tale of courage; of one woman who stood up to her attacker; of her mother, whose fierce love for her daughter transcended her fear of confronting a beloved national icon; of her attorneys, whose two-woman firm proved to be more than a match for some of the biggest sharks in the legal world; and of the prosecutors, who finally listened to what all of them had to say and arrested America’s Dad.


But first let me take you back to January 2005, when it all began.













PART ONE



(JANUARY 2005–OCTOBER 2014)




You took a little drop, and you put it in a drink… the girl would drink it… and hello, America!


—Bill Cosby to Larry King, 1991

















CHAPTER ONE



POUND CAKE AND POLICE REPORTS


On the morning of January 13, 2005, thirty-one-year-old Andrea Constand woke up sobbing from a nightmare. Horrifying, violent dreams had plagued her for the past year, and they were growing worse. Sometimes they made her scream out so loudly that her parents could hear her from their bedroom. Other times she woke up sweating, shaken. This time her dream was so frightening that she phoned her mother, Gianna.


Gianna was on her way to work when her cell phone rang, and she answered it right away. She had been worried about her youngest daughter since she had moved back home from Philadelphia the previous April to enroll in massage school and become a massage therapist, like her father. She’d returned home a different person. “I knew something was wrong, but I could not put my finger on it,” Gianna said.


That morning, though, Andrea was finally ready to tell her mom what had been tormenting her. She’d been learning about physical boundaries in massage school, and the lessons had triggered something in her subconscious that she could no longer avoid. In her dreams she watched a woman being sexually assaulted in front of her, and it was all her fault. She was consumed with guilt that spilled over into her waking hours, terrified that other women were being similarly violated because she hadn’t spoken out.


Until that day Andrea had told no one about the night when a friend of hers—an older man who had become a father figure and, really, a mentor—had betrayed her in the most horrific way possible.


But now it was time. Lying in bed with her tears still wet on her face, she picked up the phone and called her mother, who was driving to the doctor’s office where she worked as a medical secretary.


“Mom, I think I have PTSD,” she burst out. Then she went on to say Bill Cosby drugged and raped her.


Gianna froze, then began to shake. She knew the famous entertainer had mentored Andrea when she was working as the director of operations for the women’s basketball team at Temple University. He sat on the board of trustees and was one of its most famous alumni, and Andrea had met him on campus. Cosby had taken her under his wing, inviting her to dinners with high-powered educators and out to concerts and other events, making her feel at home in a strange city, far away from her family and friends.


Gianna had met Cosby too. A couple of years before, Cosby had gotten tickets for Gianna and her older daughter, Diana, to see him perform in Toronto. They all took photos after the show, grinning for the camera. Cosby had been charming and avuncular to both as Gianna and Diana thanked him for the tickets.


But Gianna knew her daughter was telling the truth. She was so distraught about what Andrea was saying that she feared she’d get in a car accident if they kept talking while she was driving, so she asked Andrea if she could call her back once she got to work.


Andrea was insistent. It was as if she’d waited this long to tell the truth, and now that she had, she couldn’t stop. “Mom, you’ve got to hear me out,” she said. Then she said it again: Bill Cosby drugged and raped me.


THAT SENTENCE SET OFF a chain reaction of events that would change her life, her family’s lives, and, most irrevocably, that of the man she had just accused.


Cosby, then sixty-seven, was a beloved national father figure. He was one of the most powerful men in Hollywood and in his native Philadelphia, which reveled in being able to claim America’s Dad as one of their own. Andrea was terrified at the thought of reporting the crime to police, but she knew she had to. She didn’t want what had happened to her to happen to anyone else.


That day Andrea started calling lawyers.


“I was really scared, and I wanted to protect myself,” she said. “I didn’t know where to turn. I had a lot of questions. And then I thought that Mr. Cosby”—she always called him Mr. Cosby—“would retaliate against me, that he would try to hurt my family.”


After Gianna got home that evening, together they called the Durham Regional Police Department near Toronto, Ontario, where they lived. The following day the case was referred to the Philadelphia Police Department, erroneously believing that’s where Cosby lived. Four days later the case was assigned to Detective Richard Schaffer of the Cheltenham Township Police Department, which covered Elkins Park, just outside of Philadelphia, where Cosby owned a mansion—and where Andrea’s sexual assault had occurred.


That week was a surreal one for Andrea. While she was conferring with lawyers and making phone calls to law enforcement, a police source tipped off Harry Hairston, an investigative reporter for Philadelphia’s Channel 10, the NBC affiliate. The allegations against the entertainer broke on Channel 10’s five o’clock evening newscast on Thursday, January 20, and soon the world learned that a Temple University employee had accused Bill Cosby of groping her. The details were sketchy at first—the drugging part not so clear in that first story.


I was just starting to wrap up for the day at the Philadelphia Daily News when the news hit the airwaves and my boss assigned me the story. I’d been a crime investigative reporter for fourteen years and had a good head start on some of the angles I’d need to probe: in 2002, I’d written an exposé on the resurgence of drug-facilitated sexual assaults at some of the nightclubs in Philadelphia and had been horrified by what I’d discovered. Not only is it premeditated rape, in my opinion, it’s also the perfect crime. The drugs predators use wipe out the victim’s resistance and memory and move swiftly through their systems so that by the time they regain consciousness, it might already be too late to go to a hospital to get their blood and urine tested.


The story hit home in another way as well. Not long ago I’d been one of those women dancing the night away at a club on Philadelphia’s Delaware Avenue, never suspecting that someone could easily slip a drug into my drink that would leave me helpless to defend myself.


I couldn’t believe I was now looking into similar allegations about America’s Dad. Few details about the case were being released, including the alleged victim’s name, which is the norm in such cases. I needed to somehow find out all I could about her to figure out if she was credible. No one in law enforcement was talking, but thankfully I had sources at Temple who were able to fill in some blanks, including supplying me with her name, though I didn’t publish it until we had her permission, which is the usual media policy with sexual assault victims—though that would quickly change with this case.


Andrea had a stellar reputation at Temple, where she’d worked as the director of operations for the women’s basketball team from late 2001 through March 2004. “She’s straight up, stable, smart, and hardworking,” a former colleague said. “She’s very level headed, very professional.”


With her long, curly, reddish-brown hair and statuesque physique, standing six feet tall, Andrea was strikingly attractive. A former high school and college basketball star who’d once dreamed of playing for the pros, Andrea had been recruited for the job by Dawn Staley, the Temple women’s coach, who was also a close friend of Cosby.


Staley had a huge, framed photo of her and Cosby on the Temple basketball court, signed by Cosby himself, hanging in the waiting room of her office, and Cosby had dedicated the screening of his movie Fat Albert to Staley at its world premiere. Inside the back cover of Temple’s women’s basketball media guide is a photo of a laughing Cosby sitting next to a beaming Staley. “Staley has ‘Cos’ to laugh” is the caption. There is also a photo of Cosby with an owl, the school’s mascot, and the caption, “Temple’s most famous alum, Bill Cosby, is a frequent visitor to the Liacouras Center,” where the women’s basketball games were played.


Cosby had generously made commercials for Comcast Cable to promote the women’s team, and he would regularly show up unannounced at women’s games. Part of Andrea’s job was building the team’s profile in the media, and who better to help with that than the Cos himself?


ANDREA HAD NO criminal record of any kind, and the only news clippings I found about her were of her illustrious basketball career. In fact, she was one of the top female basketball players in Canada while she was in high school.


“You see players who have savvy, can shoot, or play defense. She’s got it all and is the most complete player we’ve ever had,” said Bryan Pardo, her high school coach.


Her stellar performance at basketball training camps and tournaments caught the eye of fifty or so coaches in America who actively recruited her, including the University of Connecticut, Michigan, Cincinnati, and UNC-Charlotte. U-Conn, which was ranked seventeenth preseason at the time after making it to the NCAA Final Four the previous March, really wanted her.


“Everyone in the United States knew about her,” Joan Bonvicini, the head coach for Arizona’s women’s basketball team, told me. “We recruited her pretty hard.”


After many sleepless nights weighing the pros and cons of each of the schools, Andrea chose Arizona, which offered her a full scholarship worth about $80,000. Arizona had an abysmal 6–25 record, but she hit it off with the coach and liked the players, who made her feel at home.


Andrea was excited to begin her new life in Arizona. “The school is beautiful, and you can’t go wrong with the climate,” she told reporters at the time. “I like the intensity down there.… I have a big desire to win and the intense basketball [in the United States] is where I want to be. I’m mentally and physically prepared.”


Andrea, a guard forward, was popular both on and off the court, Bonvicini said. She didn’t want to comment on Andrea’s allegations but did tell the Associated Press, “She’s always been honest and upstanding.… I’ve never known her to lie.” Andrea had the same reputation at Temple. “She was serious about her career and serious about her sport,” the former colleague told me. “She was always trying to do what was best for the team.”


Andrea and Cosby’s friendship began about a year after she arrived at Temple in December 2001. After a donor introduced them at a women’s basketball game, they struck up an amiable rapport. While she viewed him as a grandfather figure—he was more than double her age—he would later say he had his eye on a romantic relationship with her from the start. But Andrea, who was involved with a woman at the time, was clueless. To her, Cosby was a genial, generous mentor, a gentle adviser who encouraged her to pursue a career in sports broadcasting, even suggesting she straighten her hair and paying for her to get a professional headshot done.


Over the next fourteen months their friendship deepened, and one day, while pondering a life change, Andrea reached out to Cosby. She wanted to quit her job and enroll in massage school to become a massage therapist like her father, Andy, but she was nervous about how to tell her boss. So she went to her friend and mentor for advice. At first they spoke on the phone, and then he invited her to his home to talk more that evening. A few hours later Andrea headed over, relieved. Cosby was someone she could confide in as she began heading toward yet another crossroads in her professional life.


There was nothing unusual about his invitation to his mansion in January 2004 to discuss her career. Except for how it ended.


COSBY WAS IN the middle of a crossroads of his own when Andrea went to police a year later. He’d recently embarked on an ambitious series of town halls, hosting and financing gatherings in inner cities across the nation to talk about the problems in poor, black communities. He was committed to the cause, but he had managed to stir up a controversy and was dealing with a backlash against some of his messages about race and poverty.


Yet he had good reason to believe he was the perfect messenger for this particular message. Cosby was a self-made man who had risen from the humblest of beginnings in Philadelphia. His mother worked twelve hours a day as a cleaning lady to support the family, while his father, an alcoholic, flitted from job to job before finally enrolling in the Navy when Cosby was young. From then on, his father was a rare presence in his family’s life, coming home only for brief periods of time while serving three tours of duty.


His father’s transgressions left a heavy imprint on Cosby’s life, imbuing in him a lifelong aversion to alcohol. He claims he tried it just once: when he was a teen a friend offered him a beer, and he took three sips, then refused to drink the rest, unnerved by the slight loss of control he felt. Drugs were something he said he avoided altogether, saying he was offered a hit of marijuana at a party when he was a teen but declined, turned off by the “weird odor.”


Cosby spent part of his childhood in a North Philadelphia housing project, with the roar of nearby trains rattling the floors of their two-bedroom apartment day and night. Still, with hot water and a bathroom with a tub, it was among the nicer places his family lived while he was growing up. Though short on money, Anna Cosby wanted the best for her four sons, trying to instill in them a passion for education. Yet throughout his young life Cosby struggled in school, more comfortable being the class clown than the class valedictorian, more likely to play sports and chase girls in his free time instead of doing his homework.


For all of his emphasis on education in his later years, Cosby was never a star student himself. He dropped out of high school his junior year and got a job working at a shoe repair store before finally enlisting in the Navy to try to figure out what to do with the rest of his life. By the time his tour of duty was up, he was twenty-three years old and ready to apply himself. He’d earned his high school equivalency degree while in the Navy, so now he just had to figure out how to pay for college. He ended up getting a track scholarship to Temple University and began bartending on the side for spending money. It was there his ability to weave a funny tale finally began to pay off.


Cosby began honing his skills as a comic, trying out his new routines on his customers. He was so good at it that his boss offered him an extra five dollars a night to sit at the end of the bar and tell jokes to the entire room. From there it was onward and upward, with a summer stint at the Gaslight Café in New York City’s Greenwich Village, where he caught the attention of a prominent agent who signed him as a client.


He quickly learned to avoid any racial discussion in his routines, stung by a review in the New York Times in June 1962 with the headline “Philadelphia Negro Aims His Barbs at Race Relations” that opened with a line saying he was “hurling verbal spears at the relations between whites and Negroes.”


It was the beginning of his long, often hostile relationship with the press.


In the end it was too hard to juggle college and a burgeoning career as a stand-up comic, so Cosby dropped out of Temple and began his meteoric rise to fame, performing all over the country while turning those same routines into best-selling albums and books. On a two-week stint in Washington, DC, he met and fell in love with Camille Hanks, marrying her in January 1964. As he seamlessly transitioned to television stardom and success as a product pitchman, there was never a hint of anything unseemly in his personal life.


Perhaps there were clues along the way that we missed, though. It seems clear that being in control was important to Cosby. After all, he didn’t like even the smallest loss of control he felt from just three sips of beer, a miniscule amount by anyone’s standards. One of his most famous routines involves a childhood quest to find the “Spanish Fly,” an aphrodisiac that would render a woman helpless with just a couple of drugs slipped into her drink. He spoke of it in a best-selling album in 1969 and a best-selling book in 1991. But nobody thought much of it then; certainly nobody thought it should keep him from becoming an antidrug crusader in the early 1970s with an album for kids warning about the dangers of doing drugs.


But it all helps to explain why at first it was so hard to believe Andrea’s accusations. She was accusing him of not only sexually assaulting her but also drugging her beforehand. Sure, Cosby’s life wasn’t entirely free of scandal—it was widely acknowledged that he’d had an affair and a possible love child. But when those particular secrets erupted, they came on the heels of the 1997 murder of Cosby’s only son, Ennis, and the scandal didn’t leave a mark on him.


So there was certainly no reason to question Cosby’s seemingly earnest intentions for embarking on his crusade for accountability within the black community. He began hosting the inner-city town halls after a now-infamous speech he gave in Washington, DC, in May 2004. Cosby was in the capital for a joint event by the NAACP and Howard University to celebrate the fiftieth anniversary of the Brown vs. Board of Education US Supreme Court decision, which ended segregation in America’s schools, where he would receive an award for educational philanthropy.


As he waited to take the stage, he couldn’t get out of his head that the “heroes of the landmark decision” would be horrified at what was currently happening in parts of black America. So he decided to speak up that very evening.


After graciously accepting the award, Cosby compared the youth of the day getting arrested for minor infractions, like “stealing a pound cake,” to the civil rights heroes of the 1950s and 1960s, who went to jail for a cause: “Ladies and gentlemen, these people, they opened the doors, they gave us the right, and today, in our cities and public schools we have fifty percent dropout rates,” he told the audience. “In our own neighborhoods, we have men in prison.” He continued,




No longer is a person embarrassed because they’re pregnant without a husband. No longer is a boy considered an embarrassment if he tries to run away from being the father of a child.… In the neighborhoods that most of us grew up in, parenting is not going on.… Those of us sitting out here who have gone on to some college or whatever we’ve done, we still fear our parents. And these people are not parenting. They’re buying things for the kid: Five-hundred-dollar sneakers—for what? They won’t buy or spend two hundred fifty dollars on Hooked on Phonics! Looking at the incarcerated—these are not political criminals! These are people going around stealing Coca-Cola! People getting shot in the head over a piece of pound cake! Then we all run out and are outraged, “The cops shouldn’t have shot him!” What the hell was he doing with the pound cake in his hand? I wanted a piece of pound cake just as bad as anybody else. And I looked at it, and I had no money! And something called parenting said, If you get caught with it, you’re going to embarrass your mother. Not you’re going to get your butt kicked. No. You’re going to embarrass your mother.





He railed and fumed at the way black youth dressed—with their “hat on backwards, pants down around the crack”—and spoke, mocking them for having names like “Shaniqua, Shaligua, Mohammed, and all that crap.” As stories of his speech made their rounds, this quickly became known as the “pound cake speech,” and the outrage from the African American community came fast and hard. Cosby was accused of blaming the poor, prompting him to clarify his remarks. He released a public statement a couple of weeks later explaining that he wanted his comments to be a call to action for African Americans to “turn the mirror around on ourselves.”


Instead, he found that mirror shining on him. And by the most unlikely of people.















CHAPTER TWO



A WONDERFUL SENSE OF HUMOR


While Cosby was doing his best to live down the pound cake speech, Andrea was hiring lawyers.


After talking to a couple of attorneys, Andrea hired Dolores Troiani and Bebe Kivitz, former prosecutors and now partners in a four-year-old, two-person law firm in Devon, on the outskirts of Philadelphia’s tony Main Line. Troiani and Kivitz were not high-profile power brokers or even particularly media savvy. But Andrea trusted them, and they took the case for one simple reason.


“We believed her,” Troiani said. “From the very beginning we knew she was going to be such a powerful witness.”


Troiani and Kivitz were good at their jobs. More than twenty years as prosecutors meant that, between them, they’d seen it all—from white-collar crimes to gritty street murders. Kivitz was five-foot-six, with shoulder-length auburn hair and friendly green eyes. Soft spoken and diplomatic, it was easy to see why a client would feel safe in her counsel. Troiani was five-foot-one, with short, closely cropped, dark brown hair and was both outspoken and fearless, exactly who you want in your corner when you are taking on one of the country’s most powerful men. Troiani had a reputation for rarely negotiating plea deals when she was a prosecutor, and I believed it. The two women had become friends while working at the Philadelphia district attorney’s office and decided it was time to go out on their own when they partnered up in 2001.


They were a small firm going up against some of the most powerful legal giants in the country, all of them male. But they were both tough. They had been going after criminals of all kinds for decades and were not at all intimidated by a Hollywood funnyman and snack salesman.


Troiani dealt with the media for the most part, while Kivitz was the liaison with the Montgomery County district attorney’s office, which was overseeing the investigation, working in tandem with the Cheltenham township police.


Cosby turned to an equally low-key but well-respected lawyer to represent him. Philadelphia attorney Walter Phillips Jr., a former city prosecutor and state special prosecutor, had been appointed by Governor Ed Rendell to chair the state’s Commission on Crime and Delinquency. Phillips battled mobsters and corrupt politicians throughout his career, building his reputation as an “anticorruption scourge,” as the Philadelphia Inquirer called him.


Phillips was rarely on the defense side of things, but as Cosby’s lawyer, he came out of the gate firing hard, and he went straight for Andrea. “The allegation as I understand it is utterly preposterous and bizarre, coming one year after it was supposed to take place,” he told reporters.


The Associated Press’s first story was dismissive too: “The attorney hired to defend comedian Bill Cosby from allegations he fondled a female acquaintance questioned Friday why the woman took a year to come forward.”


Even the School District of Philadelphia weighed in with a supportive statement, saying Cosby “is a hero to our many students and communities. Dr. Cosby regularly donates, free of charge, his time and talent to develop programming for PSTV, the District’s cable television station, that educates, entertains and inspires… we are immensely grateful.”


Cosby’s family, unsurprisingly, was indignant on his behalf. Cosby’s uncle, Thornhill Cosby, who once headed the Philadelphia NAACP, passionately supported his nephew. “I don’t believe any of it,” he said. “Why does that woman wait for a whole year to come forward?”


Despite the support that came from within and outside his hometown, Cosby postponed some upcoming town halls he had scheduled while the case continued to unfold.


“He just didn’t feel right about appearing on a public stage these days when these allegations are out there, and there’s been so much media coverage of it,” Phillips said of the postponements when I called him to ask. But Cosby, he assured me, was holding up well. “He’s got such a wonderful sense of humor that it still comes through when you talk to him,” he observed. Then he added, “but he’s obviously very much down and upset by what has transpired over the last few days.”


That may have been true, but it was nothing like what Andrea was going through.


WHILE COSBY HAD an entire cadre of paid handlers to deal with every aspect of this crisis and enhanced security at each of his homes—some even had gates—Andrea was on her own and quickly found herself besieged. Reporters staked out her home, ambushing her and her parents. A National Enquirer reporter, posing as a flower deliveryman, arrived on her doorstep, drew a few comments out of Andrea, and then trumpeted it as an exclusive interview on the cover. “I know what he did. He knows what he did,” she said, according to the paper, which did not use her name. “But everything will come to light and the truth will be known.”


Andrea’s parents were the victims of media trickery as well. They were on their way out the door when a man approached them outside their home, chatting with them about Andrea as if he was a friend. They were shocked when they saw their comments in their local newspaper, the Toronto Sun, the following day explaining that Cosby had for a long time been “a great friend and mentor.” Gianna said that Andrea had “enjoyed his friendship, his humor and his spirit… She shared her thoughts with him and he guided her ideas and gave her words of wisdom.” Her father described Andrea as truthful and honest, saying she wasn’t one to lie.


Though the comments they made did little damage, they quickly learned their lesson, and it was the one and only “interview” they gave. Both told the reporter they noticed a change in Andrea after she moved back home from Philadelphia in April 2004. “We knew something was going on, but we didn’t know what it was,” her father, Andy, said.


Criticism of Andrea had already begun to surface, with one celebrity journalist openly speculating on CNN about whether her allegations were motivated by money—a claim often directed at women who accuse wealthy men of sexual misconduct and one Marty Singer would shortly be making to the media.


Andrea’s father was outraged at the insinuations. “We live a good life. I have a nice house. I have four cars,” he said. “We’re not in it for the money. Justice has to be served.”


And then came the turning point, though no one recognized it at the time. Nine days after Andrea first spoke to police, the Sun ran the “interview” with Andrea’s parents about the case, accompanied by a photo of Andrea and including her name, even though Andrea had not given her permission and had not even spoken with them, and her parents had not knowingly granted an interview with a reporter.


Until this moment she had been anonymous, her role in the Cosby scandal relatively private. Now there was no stopping the chain reaction, and it wasn’t long before other news organizations began doing the same.


This in itself was more than an egregious error; it was a transgression that should never happen. Sexual assault victims are given this anonymity, this extra level of protection that other crime victims don’t have, for a reason: they are less likely to be believed and more likely to be the targets of retaliation and backlash, especially in high-profile cases.


And, of course, when the accused is a beloved national icon. Kristen Houser, spokesperson for the National Sexual Violence Resource Center, said, “Personal safety becomes a huge factor,” she said. “We’ve seen people harassed at home, on social media. Some even receive death threats.”


Andrea was now the one being attacked, instead of the man she accused. And she couldn’t say a word in her own defense.















CHAPTER THREE



WE DON’T PUNISH PEOPLE FOR MAKING MISTAKES


Bruce L. Castor Jr., as he insisted on being referred to in the media to differentiate himself from his powerful Philadelphia attorney father bearing the same moniker, had been Montgomery County’s district attorney for five years when Andrea’s case reached his desk. Because the county included Philadelphia’s wealthy Main Line, he’d had a number of high-profile cases, so he was a familiar figure to local reporters, including me.


Over the years Castor had successfully prosecuted Caleb Fairley, a troubled twenty-one-year-old who killed a young mother and her son after they wandered into his parents’ Collegeville, Pennsylvania, children’s clothing store, as well as Ponzi schemer Craig Rabinowitz, who murdered his wife and tried to make it look like an accidental bathtub drowning to collect on her life insurance policy and use it to pay off the pyramid scheme he’d created to finance his affair with a stripper named Summer.


Castor had even managed to get a conviction in the General Wayne Inn murder, a case he built on circumstantial evidence. Investigators never found the actual murder weapon, instead using the imprint of a gun in the suspect’s holster to prove he once owned a gun that matched the bullet found in the victim’s head.


All of these crimes became gripping books or television shows, featuring Castor as the hard-hitting DA. An aggressive, telegenic, confident prosecutor who thrived on publicity even as he developed a reputation for being arrogant and aloof, Castor cultivated media coverage, holding press conferences at the drop of a hat.


When the Cosby investigation began, Castor had just lost a bid to become the Republican nominee for attorney general in a contentious primary, in which his opponent raised questions about $600,000 in campaign donations from former US Transportation secretary Drew Lewis and his wife. There was nothing illegal about the contribution, but Lewis was Castor’s friend and neighbor and had been prosecuted by Castor’s office for a second DUI in 2001 and landed in a cushy rehab center instead of prison. Castor also came under attack for not referring the case to the state attorney general’s office because Lewis was a friend. Castor insisted he’d done nothing wrong, but was beaten by his opponent, Tom Corbett, who later went on to become governor. Despite this crushing loss and his battles with the leadership of his party, he hadn’t yet abandoned his hopes of one day holding a higher office.


No one could deny, however, that Castor was a tough, law-and-order prosecutor unafraid to take on difficult cases. Just five years prior his office had arrested Pennsylvania state trooper Michael Evans for preying on teenage girls and women he met on duty, using the power of his badge to force them to perform sexual favors or watch him fondle himself.


“He used his uniform as a disguise… to operate as a predator,” said Risa Vetri Ferman, Castor’s first assistant, who handled the case. “All of these women were in vulnerable situations. All of them called for help and he was the person who came in response.”


Evans, then thirty-three, agreed to a plea bargain that landed him a five- to ten-year prison sentence. Afterward Castor told reporters it was the right resolution, saying it was a “difficult case” and would have been a difficult trial. Ferman agreed, noting the victims would have been subject to personal attacks had they testified, a common defense tactic in cases like this and something Evans’s attorney confirmed he’d planned to do.


The Evans case set off the biggest scandal in the history of the state police and spawned a slew of civil suits, which revealed a long-standing toleration of sexual misconduct among its members. I’d spent the last couple of years investigating the agency, so it was on my mind. So was the 2001 case of a nineteen-year-old woman who said she’d been drugged and sexually assaulted by a Villanova University student, a case Castor handled. “If in fact a drug was used to incapacitate her, I find it extremely nefarious,” he said at the time. “This is at the same level as putting a knife or a gun on a woman to have your way with her.”


The Cosby case seemed like a natural one for Castor to latch onto for headlines—another feather in his cap to prove that when it came to prosecuting criminals, he was fearless, no matter how powerful or high profile they were and no matter how flimsy or nonexistent the evidence was, much like in the Evans case, where there was no physical evidence and the victims did not immediately report the crimes to police.


Instead, Castor was uncharacteristically silent.


Then, four days after the story broke, he finally confirmed the investigation publicly in a terse, four-paragraph press release given to only three reporters who worked out of the Norristown courthouse where his office was located. He confirmed the basics of Andrea’s complaint, saying authorities had asked Phillips for permission to interview Cosby. The contents of the press release were pretty standard—except for the last line:




After detectives complete the investigation, District Attorney Castor will decide if criminal charges against Cosby, or anyone else, are warranted.





The language surprised me. What does or anyone else mean? I wondered. Was he threatening to arrest the victim?


When Castor held a news conference about the case on January 26, his comments made it clear how skeptical he was of Andrea’s story. “I think that factors such as failure to disclose in a timely manner and contacts with the alleged perpetrator after the event are factors that weigh toward Mr. Cosby,” he said, referring to reports Andrea had taken her parents to a performance of Cosby’s in Canada the previous August. “Usually in large time gaps, it involves frightened children victims,” he said. With adults, “jurors tend to frown upon lengthy delays between the conduct and the reporting unless they are given a good explanation.”


He said investigators had interviewed Cosby earlier that day: “I’m not going to say what he told us, but I can say that he and his lawyer have been fully cooperative with us, without delay or hesitation,” he said. “And that helps us move forward more quickly than you might otherwise have thought we would. The alleged victim was cooperative as well but I won’t make any decision concerning anyone’s credibility until all of the statements are taken and the evidence is in.”


The key issue in his decision about whether to prosecute this case would be whether the accused acted with criminal intent. “We punish people for intentional or reckless criminal conduct,” he said. “We don’t punish people for making mistakes and doing stupid things. The dividing line between intentional or reckless criminal conduct and making a stupid or foolish mistake is one of the more difficult decisions a prosecutor has to make.” He said he hoped to make his decision about whether to prosecute in a couple of weeks, after detectives determined whether there was any violation of the law.


I shouldn’t have been so surprised by Castor’s reaction. Time and again studies have shown that many in law enforcement are just as skeptical of sexual assault victims’ claim as the general public, if not more so, especially when the accused is someone the women knew; that there is a second victimization when an investigator questions victims and implies they are somehow to blame or clearly doesn’t believe them. Still, Castor’s handling of the Evans case showed he knew better—after all, many of those victims were adults who had delayed reporting their assaults to law enforcement as well.


His comments infuriated Troiani, who was horrified Castor was maligning Andrea, prompting her to make her first public comments about the case. Troiani knew her client’s experience was typical of most sexual assault victims.


“What’s bizarre and preposterous is for someone to think it was unusual to have a delay like this,” she said. “There’s many reasons victims of sexual assault do not come forward immediately. Fear. Shame. There’s betrayal. There’s celebrity. This was a man she thought was a friend, a mentor. It’s perfectly understandable to see why she would have difficulty coming forward.”


MORE AND MORE, Andrea was struggling emotionally. In addition to the nightmares, she was having flashbacks to the night of the assault. During the day she had problems with her attention span. She started therapy to help her deal with the trauma of the assault and now with the media blitz she’d been subjected to since going to police. She’d wanted Cosby to be put on trial; instead, she found herself in the crosshairs.


Troiani’s fury was boiling over at the way her client was targeted. She’d been a prosecutor in the 1970s and 1980s and had witnessed decades of rape cases, and she knew it was common to put the rape victim on trial. But that didn’t make it any better.


This idea—that the victim gets put on trial in sexual assault cases, unlike in any other crime—is one of the many reasons sexual assault is the most underreported violent crime. Less than one-third of sexual assault victims report the offense to police, and “here’s the perfect example of why,” said Delilah Rumburg, executive director of the National Sexual Violence Resource Center. “They’re not going to be believed. The criminal justice system is questioning them in the media. It takes a very brave person to come forward, especially when the accused is famous.”


She also found it difficult to swallow Castor’s other comments about Andrea. “I would assume [he] knows that it’s not unusual for [sexual assault] victims to wait to come forward,” she said. “We still see this all the time. That’s just unconscionable to say that you would cast doubt on a victim because they waited a year to come forward.”


Phillips, who was also chairman of the Pennsylvania Commission on Crime and Delinquency, a group that administers millions of dollars to aid victims of violent crime, should know better too, she said. After reading or hearing news reports of his comments calling Andrea’s claims “bizarre and preposterous,” victims’ advocates had been contacting Rumburg with their concerns.


On January 28, State Senate majority whip Jeffrey Piccola, a Republican, issued a press release calling on Phillips to either step down as Cosby’s lawyer or to resign from the commission. “I think he needs to decide whether he’s going to represent criminal defendants or be an advocate for victims of crime,” he said.


Rumburg thought Phillips should resign from the commission. “I need to listen to what the advocates in the field are saying, and they clearly feel that he cannot represent Mr. Cosby and still represent the best interests of victims in his position as chair,” said Rumburg, who also served as chair of the commission’s victim services’ advisory group. “There’s a real cry of alarm going up across the field.”


Yet the outcry had little if any impact. Phillips wouldn’t comment on the controversy, and Governor Rendell remained committed to him as well, saying there was no conflict of interest.


“Wally Phillips is a renowned attorney and if there were a conflict of interest or a challenge to him performing his duties as chair and him defending any client, then he would recuse himself from any situation that would be in conflict,” said Kate Philips, Rendell’s spokeswoman.


SO FAR, NONE of the major newspapers were covering the case at all, which I thought was strange, especially given that Cosby had been making so much news with his town halls. The Associated Press and other wire services weren’t saying much either. The silence was eerie.


Meanwhile I was hearing whispers that Cosby’s supporters were suggesting liberals created Andrea’s allegations in retaliation for his tirades against poor black people, a theory columnist Tony Norman addressed in the Pittsburgh Post-Gazette.


“At Free Republic, a conservative Web forum, opinions range from skeptical of Constand’s charges against Cosby to speculation about a plot to slime the comedian for leaving ‘the liberal plantation’ last year,” he wrote. “With the left and the right openly voicing the opinion that Cosby is being set up, he may yet win the war for public opinion.”


If he did win, it may have been because when the press finally did cover the case, journalistic rules were broken, violating Andrea’s privacy and diminishing her story. On January 27, a copy of a Philadelphia police report, which included Andrea’s name, appeared on the website of the TV show Celebrity Justice under the headline “CJ Obtains Confidential Document in Cosby Case.”


Harvey Levin, Celebrity Justice’s executive producer who later founded celebrity gossip website TMZ, said it was an accident that Andrea’s name was not blacked out on the air and pointed out that the error was fixed within ten minutes. The event prompted a Philadelphia Police Department Internal Affairs investigation into how the show got the internal police document, which are called “white papers.” They were not public record in Philadelphia, so either someone in law enforcement or an attorney connected to the case had leaked it. But Levin wouldn’t say how he got the document, only that he didn’t pay for it.


Now that two outlets had broken the code of not revealing the identity of a sexual assault victim, other news agencies soon began using Andrea’s name and photo.


The pro-Cosby leaks also continued. That same day ABC, citing a “source close to the investigation,” reported that law enforcement had concluded there was “sexual contact” between Cosby and Andrea and that they were now trying to determine whether or not it was consensual.


I was ready to break a story too, though. In my next piece I revealed that Andrea’s attorneys had turned over tapes that proved she was telling the truth about what happened that night. Andrea’s mother, Gianna, had taped a phone conversation with Cosby that took place after Andrea went to police, and it was the first evidence Andrea had to support her claims.


The revelations caused barely a ripple; no other news media picked up on the story. Instead, the Cosby people responded with a counterattack. No doubt frustrated because they couldn’t find any skeletons in Andrea’s closet and determined to shatter her credibility, they went to Celebrity Justice with false claims. On February 7, Celebrity Justice posted a story that reported “sources connected with Bill Cosby” told them that before Andrea went to police, her mother, Gianna, “asked the comedian to make things right with money.”


“We’re told she asked Cosby to help pay for her daughter’s education and to generally help her out financially, and this conversation occurred before the accuser ever contacted police,” the story said, adding that it appeared at least one conversation was taped by the accuser and her mom. “A Cosby rep called this a classic shakedown.”


Other media outlets picked up the story, treating it as truth even though all the details in the story were wrong, including simple technicalities, like the timing of Gianna’s call, which was after Andrea went to police, not before. I did what I could to set the record straight with my own follow-up story, sharing accurate details about the taped call and saying it was Cosby who had offered financial compensation to Andrea’s mother—not she who asked him for money—and that she had not taken him up on the offer.


Still, Celebrity Justice ran yet another story the next day, this one headlined, “Cosby’s Attorney Claims Accuser After Cash” and said Cosby’s attorney was “firing back big time” against the sexual assault allegations against his client.


Marty Singer, Cosby’s attorney, was quoted saying, “These people contacted Mr. Cosby with the intention of requesting money from Mr. Cosby. It is very obvious.”


I felt good about the coverage I was contributing to the public debate, but I was also more than a little unnerved: my exclusives about the taped phone calls had landed me on some prime-time cable news shows—and in hot water with the DA, Bruce Castor. One morning I was talking about my story on the radio when Castor called in, hinting that Andrea’s attorneys could be arrested if they were the ones who told me about the tapes and that I could be arrested for speaking or writing about them.


“A person may not disclose the existence or the contents of a legally obtained electronic interception unless it is a law enforcement officer doing it in the course of his or her duties and then it becomes public,” Castor said. “And no person at all may disclose the existence of an inadmissible or illegally obtained interception. To do so,” he warned, “is a felony punishable by up to seven years in prison.”


Castor was telling other members of the local media I could be arrested and put in jail if I spoke about this taped conversation, a point I made to Rita Cosby (no relation) on her Fox News Channel show one evening as we discussed the players in the case. “I find his behavior, frankly, as intimidating as anything I’ve ever seen… the DA’s behavior throughout this entire case [is] puzzling. He’s almost been an apologist for the other side.”


As for me, I had my editors on my side, and I wasn’t going to back down. It was clear to me by now that Cosby had the rest of the media under his thumb. If I didn’t keep reporting the truth, who would? And besides, I was already close to publishing another explosive story.















CHAPTER FOUR



COLD MEDICINE


Thousands of miles away from where the scandal was unfolding in and around Philadelphia, Tamara Green was standing in her kitchen, drinking her morning cup of coffee, and watching the morning news on CNN when she saw a story saying a woman had accused Bill Cosby of drugging and sexually assaulting her at his home in Pennsylvania.


A trial lawyer for nearly twenty years and now fifty-seven, Tamara was semiretired, handling appeals while spending her days enjoying the view from her beach house in southern California. That morning, watching CNN, Tamara thought, Really? At his age, he’s still doing that? Well, now they’ll get him.


On her screen, Cosby’s defense attorney was calling Andrea’s claims “preposterous.” My eye, Tamara thought. He did the same thing to me thirty years ago.


Though she had never gone to the police or gone public with what she said happened to her, over the years she had told a few friends and her estranged second husband about when Cosby assaulted her in a similar way around 1970. So her ears perked, and she followed the news closely for the next few days, expecting to hear he’d been arrested. Instead, “I heard a press release from the district attorney saying he thought the case was ‘weak’ and why did she wait so long to come forward?” she said. “I worked in a DA’s office, and that’s DA-speak for, ‘We’re not filing charges.’ I felt compelled to come forward after I heard that.”


She called Castor’s office, police in Philadelphia and Cheltenham township, and, really, anyone she could think of in law enforcement. When no one got back to her, she called Kivitz and Troiani, whom she’d read were representing Andrea. “What can I do to help you? They’re going to destroy Andrea,” she told them. She then found her way to me, hoping going public would make law enforcement believe Andrea was telling the truth.


“I realize that him doing it to me thirty years ago doesn’t prove he did it to this girl today, but I don’t think it’s right that they’re going to disregard this woman and her allegations,” she said. “I really felt this woman who had the courage to come forward against the great Bill Cosby had been disrespected.”


Indeed, she believed it was already clear that Castor didn’t believe Andrea. Most of the public probably didn’t believe her either, buying into a widely held false belief that most sexual assault victims lie about being raped, despite statistics showing that false reports of sexual assault are rare—as little as between 2 and 10 percent.


All the more reason I was excited about the opportunity to tell her story. If there was more than one accuser, it took the Cosby case to a different level. But first I had to check her out to confirm her credibility. I learned that Tamara had made the news a handful of times when speaking on behalf of her clients. Her most famous case involved Liza Minnelli and her ninety-five-year-old stepmother, Lee. Tamara had represented Lee when she sued Liza after Liza sold the Beverly Hills home where she’d lived for forty years.


About a week after our initial chat, Tamara called and told me she’d spoken with a detective on the case and with Ferman, Castor’s first assistant. To truly help Andrea, though, she felt her story needed to be told in the media so that the public was aware of what she had to say. She still had little faith that Castor would prosecute Cosby.


A colorful, sharp-witted, former fashion model, Tamara had strong features—flashing blue eyes and chin-length reddish-brown hair—and was clearly not lacking in confidence. She told me she wanted to talk on the record and use her photo, “because if I duck and run or hide and become an unnamed source, then people will not believe it. And I also think that because I’m a person of good reputation, a career lawyer and a mother, I think it will get other women to come out and say it happened to them. But, like I said to the detective I spoke with, ‘If it’s only me and this girl, it’s two too many.’”


Though she insisted she knew what she was getting herself into, to this day I’m not sure she truly understood the kind of scrutiny her life would be subjected to. Tamara’s voice was strong and clear as she told me what happened to her.


BACK IN THE late 1960s and early 1970s Tamara was a model and aspiring singer doing television commercials for Coca-Cola, Pontiac, and Maybelline when she met Cosby through Dr. Leroy Amar, a mutual friend and the same doctor who prescribed Cosby Quaaludes for his back pain throughout the seventies, though Tamara knew none of this at the time.


“I ran in the Hollywood crowd,” she said. “I wanted to audition to get a record contract. I was originally introduced to Bill as a singer for his production company.” Instead, she began helping him and Amar open a club on La Cienega Boulevard in Los Angeles.


“My job was to call Amar and Cosby’s friends and sell memberships to raise capital to open the club,” Tamara said.


She’d had the job only about a week when she felt sick one day and called Café Figaro, a hot-spot restaurant in Los Angeles frequented by Amar and Cosby, to tell Amar she was going home. Instead, Cosby took the call and suggested she join him at Figaro’s and have lunch. “Maybe you’ll feel better,” he told her.


So Tamara drove over and sat at a table with Cosby and six or eight others, including actress Cicely Tyson, who had appeared in a couple of episodes of I Spy and in 1981 married jazz great Miles Davis at Cosby’s Massachusetts home. Cosby was his best man.


But Tamara was still feeling unwell. “I really feel sick,” she admitted to Cosby.


“Would you like some Contac?” he asked.


Thinking the over-the-counter cold medicine couldn’t hurt, she nodded. Cosby left the table for a few minutes and returned with two gray-and-red capsules, which she took. He didn’t bring them in a sealed packet, and it didn’t occur to her that they weren’t exactly what he said they were.


Twenty minutes later she felt much better.


Hooray for Contac, Tamara thought. But the pleasant sensation didn’t last.


“About ten minutes after that I’m almost face down in my salad. I was really just stoned, I mean, smashed.”


Cosby told Tamara she must be sicker than she thought and offered to drive her home in his car. By this time she felt “loaded,” with no motor control, so she agreed that he should take her home.


Not long after that, they pulled up in front of her apartment complex, a series of ten bungalows in a horseshoe shape on El Centro Boulevard. Each had a small front porch. Cosby half-carried Tamara, who could barely walk, up the two stairs of her porch, fumbled through her pocketbook for her keys, then ushered her through her living room and back into her bedroom.


“Let’s put you to bed,” Cosby said, trying to pull her dress over her head.


Tamara felt stoned but clear-minded enough to be angry: something wasn’t right. She’d taken Contac before, and she’d had the flu before, but she’d never felt anything like this.


You son of a bitch. You drugged me, she thought.


“I started fighting him, and he’s kissing on me, peeling off my clothes, wants to put me on my bed,” she said. “I’m starting to freak out, and I’m telling him, ‘You’re going to have to kill me.’”


She picked up a lamp and threw it at her bedroom window, hoping it would shatter the glass and get somebody’s attention. The window cracked but didn’t break.




OEBPS/nav.xhtml




CONTENTS





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Note from the Author



		Introduction: Cosby’s Gift



		PART ONE (January 2005–October 2014)



		1 Pound Cake and Police Reports



		2 A Wonderful Sense of Humor



		3 We Don’t Punish People for Making Mistakes



		4 Cold Medicine



		5 It Smacks of Sensationalism



		6 Blindsided



		7 A Deal with His Devil



		8 The Joke



		9 Career Advice



		10 Fashion Week



		11 I Couldn’t Care Less What You Think of Me









		PART TWO (October 2014–June 2017)



		12 Then Came Hannibal



		13 Call Us by Name



		14 The Cosby Effect



		15 You Know I’ll Be Hilarious



		16 Powerful, Popular, Privileged, Protected



		17 Disco Biscuits



		18 Do You Want to Go to Heaven or Do You Want to Go to Hell?



		19 I Am the Sovereign



		20 The Good Wife









		PART THREE (June 2017–September 2018)



		21 This Is Where the Truth Happens



		22 The Tapes



		23 Deadlocked



		24 Ask for Seymour



		25 Possible Errors in Judgment



		26 You Remember, Don’t You, Mr. Cosby?



		27 Pack of Wolves



		28 Inside the Jury Room



		29 No One Is Above the Law









		Epilogue: A New Legacy



		Acknowledgments



		Advance Praise for “Chasing Cosby”, by Nicole Weisensee Egan



		List of Sources



		Notes











Navigation





		Begin Reading



		Table of Contents











OEBPS/images/9781580058971.jpg
NICGOLE WEISENSEE EGAN

THE Il[lWNH\ll OF






OEBPS/images/Art_tit.jpg
CHASING
COSBY

THE DOWNFALL OF AMERICA’'S DAD

NICOLE WEISENSEE EGAN

£

SEAL PRESS





