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To Jeanette:

By the time this is published,

we’ll be back from the honeymoon.

Thanks for sharing—and shaping—my life dream.

—DY

To my girls:

Your strength and support through the worst of times

inspired me no end.

True toughness comes in all different shapes and sizes.

To the 2006 Duke lacrosse team:

Thank you for “staying the course.”

As I promised, “We will have our day.”

—MP
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AUTHOR’S NOTE



If it takes a village to raise a child, it took a city to write this book, especially on compressed time frames. That is where good help, lots of clip research, great editing, and a strong publisher come into play. Without those elements, this project never ends up on the shelf.

The work of many journalists can be found in these pages. Their efforts at reporting this story helped me track its path and allowed me to ask better questions of the more than one hundred people interviewed for the book.

Among those whose work I turned to are: Scott Price, Farrell Evans, and Lester Munson, my longtime colleagues at Sports Illustrated, Kurt Anderson at New York magazine, and ESPN the Magazine’s Greg Garber and Jon Pess. At Rolling Stone, Janet Reitman; ABC11 Eyewitness News; ABC News, Aaron Beard, Chris Cuomo, Chris Francescani, Eamon McNiff, David Scot; New York Times, David Brooks, Jack Shafer; Duke Chronicle, Adam Eaglin, Saidi Chen, Jared Mueller, Emily Rotberg, Gregory Beaton, Rob Copeland, William Chafe, Steven Baldwin, Steve Veres, Matt Sullivan, Victoria Ward, David Graham, Bolin Niu, Sheya Rao, Stefanie Williams; TIME, Greg Fulton; WRAL, Kelcey Carlson, Julia Lewis, Melissa Buscher, Erin Coleman, Ken Smith; ESPN, Darren Rovel; New York Daily News, Tamer El-Ghobashy, Dave Goldiner; USA Today, Eddie Timanus, Steve Wieberg, Erik Brady, Mary Beth Markein; The O’Reilly Factor, FOX News, Megyn Kendall, Liza Porteus; MSNBC, Dan Abrams, Susannah Meadows, Rita Cosby, Evan Thomas; Slate, Stuart Taylor, Jr.; CBS Early Show; CBS News 60 Minutes, Ed Bradley, Lesley Stahl; Chicago Defender, Reverend Jesse L. Jackson, Sr.; Herald-Sun, John Stevenson, William F. West; News & Observer, Benjamin Niolet, Joseph Neff, Anne Blythe, Jane Stancill, Samiha Khanna, Ruth Sheehan, Michael Biesecker, Eric Ferreri, Jim Nesbitt, Lorenzo Perez, Matt Dees, Jenifer Brevorka, Ted Vaden, Nikole Hannah-Jones, Allen G. Breed, J. Andrew Curliss, Steve Ford, Jonathan B. Cox; Wall Street Journal, Stuart Taylor, K. C. Johnson; Washington Post; Wilmington Journal, Cash Michaels; NBC 17; New York Sun, Eliana Johnson; Weekly Standard, Charlotte Allen; Duke magazine; Durham-In-Wonderland.com, K. C. Johnson; Renew America, Michael Gaynor; LieStoppers.com; FreeRepublic. com; Johnsville.blogspot.com; Essence, Kristal Brent Zook, Bridget A. Lacy; CNN; JohnInCarolina.blogspot.com; Charlotte Observer, Gary L. Wright; New York Post, Frank Ryan; Newsweek, Susannah Meadows; Newsday, Steven Marcus; and WPTF Radio’s Kevin Miller.

On the writing and research end, Jim Henry was the glue that held this book together. An enormously talented sportswriter, Jim came to work with me a year ago and, when the deadline on this book was pushed up by four months, put everything aside to make sure this book was thorough and a pleasure to read. Four young and talented college students, Jenny Fernandez, Erica Foti, Leah Porter, and Sarah Kwak, worked night and day on this as well. I hope their professors prove to be as understanding as Jim’s wife. The talented Tiffany Brooks also brought her special blend of skills, and once again delivered like a champion.

Literary agent Ian Kleinert, editor Margaret Clark, and publishers Louise Burke, Mary Matalin, and Anthony Ziccardi were there to offer whatever support was needed. Lee Southren and Keith Askenas, agents for Mike Pressler, couldn’t have been more helpful.

The greatest challenge, though, proved to be writing this book without input from some of the story’s most central players. Not long after signing a contract to author this book, I Federal Expressed letters to Duke President Richard Brodhead, Athletic Director Joe Alleva, and District Attorney Mike Nifong. As they were central figures in the story, I wanted to hear explanations for decisions. None of them responded to requests for interviews.

As the reporting on this project continued, I met and interviewed Mike Pressler, Duke’s longtime lacrosse coach, who was the one university employee who was fired during this debacle. Pressler came to the interview with a bombshell: He had kept a diary from day one, filled with details of conversations and his reactions and emotions. It was a writer’s dream.

Pressler also told me he was going to write his own book. “Why not,” I suggested, “combine the two projects?” That is how this book fell together. Add a hundred interviews to the insight of the story’s ultimate insider and you get a tale that has both graphic detail and personal passion. More important, as Mike Pressler stressed, you get to the two words that have been at the root of his support for the players: The Truth.

Weeks after my letter to Brodhead—and after Coach Pressler had decided to fold his project into mine—I received a call from John Burness, Duke’s senior vice president and chief spokesman. Burness told me he was to consider my request to interview the president, but that doing so could only occur after he had spent time briefing me—even telling me another reporter had spent fourteen hours with Burness before getting to Brodhead. I had to pass the Burness test. We met for more than four hours one night in his Duke office. In emails Burness sent later it was apparent I failed the test. Burness believed that I held such strong opinions about the case after having done so many interviews with “opponents” of Brodhead that he did not allow an interview with the president.

That is my one regret. Despite the hours I spent with Burness, Duke’s leader didn’t want to answer these questions. Later, Burness would imply that my interview request was rejected because I now had Pressler’s involvement in my book. As a result, you will find Burness speaking for Duke and Brodhead throughout this book. Reporters always want to get their information from the horse’s mouth. That didn’t happen here.

—Don Yaeger









CHAPTER ONE

THE PERFECT STORM




It was a postcard-perfect Monday afternoon in North Carolina on March 13, 2006. A brilliant sun was accompanied by temperatures in the midseventies. The campus of Duke University was peaceful and relatively empty with the arrival of spring break. Dukies, with the exception of athletic teams in season such as men’s lacrosse, welcomed the reprieve. The city of Durham, meanwhile, embraced a new work week. Durhamites savored the crisp, clean air as they scurried around town and tackled their to-do lists. Little did they know the perfect storm had started to churn on the horizon.

The Perfect Storm?

Yes, that’s exactly what would occur. Not a drop of rain would fall in Durham over the next twelve hours, but an extraordinary combination of events would devastate a prestigious university and a proud city, changing many lives forever. Not rain, not snow, not wind would cause this massive destruction.

The elements that produced this perfect storm were in a powder keg, just waiting to be ignited. That powder keg, located in the living room at 610 North Buchanan Boulevard, was packed with the politics of privilege, race, sex, and money. As the alcohol flowed, and music filled the air, the fuse was lit.

There was an explosion around midnight.

 

Duke University, ranked as the thirteenth “Best University in the World” in 2006 by the New York Times Higher Education Supplement, is extraordinarily picturesque. Grand Gothic buildings covered in warm, gold-toned brick stand high above the magnolia and dogwood trees that fill the campus. An aura of privilege and excellence surround the thousands of eager, bright students who pay an annual tuition in excess of forty-four thousand dollars and rush to keep pace with their demanding academic and social schedules. However, the university’s beautiful exterior couldn’t conceal the turmoil beneath.

People love to hate Duke. Though no one can pinpoint exactly why, everyone has a theory. John Burness, Duke’s senior vice president for public affairs and government relations, believes it stems from the school’s reputation. Once the darling underdog, Duke is now viewed as a powerful elitist. Its attitude, intellect, and wealth set an exclusive standard, similar to the success exhibited by professional baseball’s New York Yankees. Most of the Ivy League despise the thought that Duke is trying to be something it’s not: one of them. In the Ivies’ minds, Duke is a poser, striving to emulate an image Harvard, Yale, Cornell, Stanford, Brown, Columbia, Dartmouth, and the University of Pennsylvania spent centuries developing.

“I really believe that if this had occurred almost anywhere else in the country, it wouldn’t have been this big,” Burness said. “It would have been big, but nowhere as big as Duke. We are on a pedestal. I think the factor that put this one over the top, with all the other elements—and God, it had all the other elements—was that this was Duke.”

Those “other elements”:

 

• Outside the “Duke Bubble,” as many students call it, you enter Durham, a vibrant and growing city that can also be especially dangerous in places. It was the murder capital of North Carolina in 2005, boasting thirty-seven murders, the highest murder rate per capita. Though not all of Durham adheres to the poor, blue-collar family image the media portrays, nevertheless, its crime rate and poverty levels are alarming. The contrast between the surrounding community and the young, elite, predominately white Dukie is startling and cause for friction. The national media have described Durham as “a small Southern town where conflict over race and class dominates daily life.” Even the Princeton Review noted in 2006 that “Duke and Durham have one of the most strained town-gown relationships in the nation.”

• Duke’s president, Richard Brodhead, entered uncharted waters when he walked onto Duke’s campus four years earlier. He was a shy, scholarly man from Yale, and big-time sports at the Division I level were foreign to him. Brodhead was unsure how to balance athletics and academics, a combination that Duke views with beaming pride. In fact, 10 percent of Duke’s undergraduate students are athletes. Brodhead speaks in long, elegant passages and often quotes Shakespeare. His timid, calm demeanor is surprising for a man of such power. In the midst of this struggle to establish himself, he was forced to manage a faculty becoming more vocally radical in its political views. Brodhead had watched just a month earlier as his contemporary Harvard President Lawrence Summers fell victim to that university’s more extreme professors and wanted to ensure he didn’t suffer a similar fate. It was a balancing act that could easily tip with the slightest disturbance.

• Mike Nifong was nearing the end of his term as Durham’s interim district attorney. Despite the promise he had made to Governor Mike Easley, Nifong went back on his word and decided to run for the office. However, he trailed badly in the polls to a former colleague in the district attorney’s office, Freda Black, who helped successfully handle the explosive and televised Michael Peterson murder case in 2003. As the gap between the two candidates grew, so did Nifong’s desperation: He used thirty thousand dollars of his own money to continue campaigning. What he needed was a moment that would guarantee him free publicity.

• Some police officers seemed to specifically target Duke students. Sergeant Mark Gottlieb had arrested ten times as many Duke students as the district’s other three squad commanders combined. Students whom he had arrested alleged that Gottlieb occasionally used violent tactics and misrepresented the truth in court. Gottlieb arrested or incarcerated Duke students at a higher rate than nonstudents, even when they were accused of less serious crimes than the nonstudents, according to a news report.

• Duke’s lacrosse team had, in the minds of some, developed a reputation for living loud and large. Players were athletic, smart, and handsome, a trifecta that generated adulation and envy. “In the order of the social universe of Duke undergraduates, the lacrosse players ranked at the top of the dominance hierarchy,” wrote Peter J. Boyer of The New Yorker. “They tended to be the children of white, prosperous families, products of Northeastern preparatory schools, where the game is a fixture; after graduation most of them go on to lucrative careers in fields like finance…they were also known as enthusiastically social creatures, partiers of the very highest order.” The team exemplified the Duke student body motto of “work hard, play hard,” causing resentment on and off campus. The team traveled in packs and “got all the best women,” joked former Duke lacrosse captain Matt Zash. Though many involved with the team would dispute the image, Baltimore Sun columnist David Steel wrote, “It’s a sport of privilege played by children of privilege and supported by families of privilege.”

• Add to this volatile mixture two African-American strippers—with criminal records and wild imaginations. Kim Roberts, who went by the stage name “Nikki,” dropped out of college after two years when she got pregnant. She married the father of her child but was divorced soon after. After she took a job as a payroll specialist, her employers caught her stealing twenty-five thousand dollars. Embezzlement charges stood in the way of any future employment, so she began stripping. Crystal Gail Mangum, also known as “Precious,” was a North Carolina Central University student and divorced mother of two. It was known within the community that she had a history of mental instability and abused drugs and alcohol. In 2002, Mangum pled guilty to misdemeanor charges of larceny, speeding to elude arrest, assault on a government official, and driving while impaired.

 

The perfect storm.

 

On the afternoon of March 13, Duke’s nationally ranked lacrosse team searched for ways to escape the spring-break boredom. Golf was a popular option. Many other guys spent the afternoon at 610 North Buchanan Boulevard, drinking beer, talking about women, and playing an outdoor game called washers. In this version, players tossed small washers underhand through holes cut into wooden panes the size of doors on the ground five feet away. When conversation turned to the night’s entertainment, faces lit up. A few years ago the team unveiled a tradition of meeting at Teasers Men’s Club one night during spring break. However, players had run into a problem that threatened the fun at this local strip club: Some of their underage teammates were carded and denied entry in 2005. In what they thought was a stroke of genius, the players decided to bring the strip club to them. “The reality is that every guy that we know in every fraternity and on every sports team had had strippers to their house,” one player said. “We thought, ‘What’s the downside?’ We could control what we got. The thinking was we needed to control the atmosphere.”

The elements began to spin.

In this age of instant access, there’s no need to flip through Durham’s 151-page telephone book to find live entertainment. The Internet was easier. Only a few keystrokes were needed to find escort services and dancers on yellowpages.com. Among the first to pop up: Allure Escort Services. No one knew, when one of the team’s four lacrosse captains, Dan Flannery, made the call, using the name Dan Flannigan, that his afternoon call would ring in the ghetto of East Durham. “The address is actually an out-of-service gas station on some random street,” senior lacrosse captain Matt Zash recalls. “It’s just a front. It doesn’t even exist. It’s just someone with a cell phone that has a network of girls that he can call up.”

After first dialing a number that was out of order, Flannery punched in the telephone number for Allure Escort Services in his cellular phone at 2:00 P.M. He had a connection. A ring followed. Flannery explained he was looking for entertainment for a party.

“What do you want?” the woman from Allure Escort Services asked.

“What do you mean?” Flannery replied, unsure of striptease etiquette in his first call for such a request.

“How many girls do you need?” she responded, impatiently.

“I need two for this party, possibly twenty or thirty guys,” Flannery answered.

The woman said it wasn’t a problem and she would call Flannery back in ten minutes to tell him what she had available for the party that night. As scheduled, Flannery’s cell phone rang. It was the woman from Allure Escort Services.

“I’ve got two girls that would be perfect for a group like yours,” said the woman, who recited their measurements and added they were comfortable dancing at parties of this size.

“One is Hispanic and one has brown hair with blond highlights.”

That’s fine, Flannery thought.

Visions of two beautiful, curvy, tanned girls dancing sensually with vertical poles, moving their bodies to the beat of the music, filled the players’ minds. The seniors were so convinced that attractive women were due to arrive that they assigned freshmen the chore of cleaning up the living room—running the vacuum, taking out trash, straightening up the furniture—so as not to offend their guests. Some of the older players had been to off-campus parties with strippers, saying the scene had been fun and appropriate. Many others had never seen strippers at all, much less up close and personal. Though some in the group were apprehensive about the late-night show, the wheels were in motion. The party was set. The strippers were to come to a house just off the edge of Duke’s East Campus, a house that served as the de facto gathering place for the fraternity that was Duke lacrosse: 610 North Buchanan Boulevard.

Underage drinking had once been an extracurricular activity the Duke administration treated with a wink and smile. But several years ago, then Duke President Nannerl Keohane issued an edict that no alcohol could be consumed on East Campus by students. Keg parties were allowed on West Campus, where older students lived, but revelers had to buy the keg from university catering (Keohane jacked up keg prices to make it less appealing), and the beer had to be served by campus bartenders (even more expensive) who checked everyone’s IDs, effectively making drinking on-campus so unappealing to most students that all parties were moved to neighborhoods on the edge of campus. It was a decision Keohane felt was necessary to prove that Duke was not deserving of its growing “party school” reputation. (So well known was Duke’s “work hard, play hard” student motto that novelist Tom Wolfe’s I Am Charlotte Simmons is set in an oversexed, alcohol-crazed parody of Duke named Dupont University.) The unintended consequence was that the off-campus parties further strained the relationship between Duke students and residents of the surrounding community.

Trinity Park is a neighborhood “where people walk their dogs and children play outside,” Samiha Khanna, a writer for the Raleigh, North Carolina, newspaper News & Observer, told North Carolina Public Radio. “It’s a great friendly neighborhood and everybody knows each other.” Blue houses, yellow houses, white houses, and brick houses with sprawling front porches line streets that are separated from Duke’s East Campus by a three-foot-high stone wall. When Keohane’s policy of non-campus drinking went into effect, however, this wall suddenly divided neighborhood from university. Seniors from the school’s fraternities and athletic teams, as well as other senior students, began renting homes in Trinity Park. Those homes would become the unofficial gathering spots for members of their groups.

The lacrosse team was just one of several groups that had moved its rowdiness and late-night parties off-campus. The white clapboard house at 610 North Buchanan, rented by senior captains Zash, Flannery, and David Evans, became popular with teammates and friends. Though they never threw parties with baby oil wrestling pits and dozens of kegs like some of their student neighbors, their home became the site of many “late nights,” Zash admitted with a grin. Players from New York and New Jersey, such as Zash and many of his teammates, were accustomed to clubs and bars that kept music thumping and alcohol flowing well into the wee morning hours. When curfew struck at 2:00 A.M in Durham, laxers (slang for lacrosse players) and friends knew where to head: 610.

An increasing number of neighbors grew tired of loud music in the middle of the night and the sight of empty beer cans strewn in their yards after the get-togethers. Jason Bissey was one of those Trinity Park residents. His complaints about the players, largely ignored before that night, would become significant.

 

After a quick visit to his home in Long Island, New York, freshman Devon Sherwood landed in Durham and caught a ride from a friend back to his dormitory on East Campus. Although a walk-on and the team’s only African-American player, Sherwood was part of the tight-knit lacrosse team.

“It’s like, once you earn the respect, you are part of the family,” Sherwood said.

After ten that night, Sherwood’s telephone rang and a teammate let him know there was a party at 610. Though the party had already started, he was in for a surprise.

 

The two strippers were scheduled to arrive at 11:00 P.M. The clock read 11:15 and only one woman, Kim, had shown, parking her black Honda Accord on the street in front of the house. Kim was in her early thirties, with chocolate skin and wavy hair. She wore tight blue jeans and a long-sleeved dress shirt. Kim had a pretty face, but an alternative lifestyle and pregnancy had aged her beyond her years. Though Kim was fully clothed, her stomach sagged under the weight of cellulite and her breasts fell deflated on her chest. A captain and another player met Kim on the back stoop. They talked about school and Kim smoked a cigarette while they waited for the other dancer to arrive. The player offered Kim a drink, and Kim responded “please.” The player excused himself to fix the drink and, more important, alert the crowd inside the house of an important detail.

The player told his teammates that Kim, an African-American, was not what was promised by the agency. Most of the guys just shrugged, saying that was okay, and continued drinking beer from red plastic cups. The marathon party was prepared for its featured act. The carpeted living room had been turned into a makeshift dance floor. The furniture was pushed against the walls. Music played from an iPod hooked to portable speakers. Players had chipped in twenty to forty dollars each to cover the eight-hundred-dollar fee for the two dancers. “It was fine and great,” recalled Tony McDevitt, who had arrived around 9:00 P.M. “Everybody was having a good time and it was under control. It wasn’t loud or anything. People weren’t like crazy drunk, people weren’t breaking things.”

Still, everyone started to get anxious when the second stripper hadn’t arrived by eleven-thirty. She was thirty minutes late, so Kim telephoned her contact, Melissa, from the escort agency. Melissa informed Kim that the second dancer was on her way and should arrive soon.

Fifteen minutes later at eleven forty-five, Crystal Gail Mangum was dropped off by her friend Brian Taylor, who quickly left in his dark sedan. Unlike Kim, Crystal was dressed in uniform, ready to perform: a short, red, lace and glitter negligee and shiny white, patent-leather platform shoes. Crystal’s brown and blond extensions were pinned behind her ears to keep them from hanging in her face. Her noticeably large breasts had been enhanced through surgery. Bruises and scars covered her body. She was only twenty-seven but time and neglect had already conspired against her. A player who watched Crystal emerge from the passenger side of the car remembers, “Yeah, she didn’t get out of the car the way I get out of a car normally when I’m not impaired,” he said. “She didn’t spring out of the car. It was kind of like a slow-moving process.”

Kim said she met Crystal at the back door of 610. The women had never met before that night and worked for two different escort agencies—Kim was with Allure Escort Services and Crystal was with Bunny Hole Entertainment. They introduced themselves to each other and began planning their performance. They entered the house and were each paid their four hundred dollars in cash in advance as agreed. At midnight, the exotic dancers emerged from the back bathroom, where Kim had changed into her outfit. They strolled down a short hallway and into the living room, where nearly thirty guys, some of whom were friends of Duke lacrosse players, waited for the show.

Kim began, shaking her hips like a pendulum to the beat of the music provided by the players. She later told police that the guys “hooted and hollered” as each of the dancers peeled off her bra. But the smiling and cheering didn’t last long. Things began to get awkward when Crystal, intoxicated and on a powerful muscle relaxant, repeatedly tripped and stumbled over Kim. Kim later recalled giving her a look during the performance like, “C’mon, girl, what’s going on?,” but got no response.

At one point, Crystal—barely able to stand, much less put on a show—tumbled to the floor. While that was not a rare sight, according to Yolanda Haynes, the former manager of the Platinum Club, where Crystal frequently worked, this badly choreographed dance only aroused suspicion and disappointment among the players. With Crystal on the floor, Kim hovered over her partner and “they for some reason started mimicking oral sex,” one player said. “We didn’t ask them to. One girl got on top of the other one, and everyone was like…ugh.”

The uninspiring performance led some, among them Devon Sherwood, to begin leaving. “They had no poles or flashing lights,” he said. “They were just dancing around a group of guys on beat-up couches and carpets that probably hadn’t been cleaned in ten years.” Someone decided to help the dancers, asking if they had brought any sex toys.

“I’d use your dick, but it’s too small,” an annoyed Kim retorted.

That prompted a tragic decision. One player grabbed a brown broom handle and said, “Well, how about this?” That suggestion set the strippers on edge. A photograph snapped by a player showed an agitated Kim reacting and reaching out toward the players during the show. Kim later said the commotion had Crystal “riled up and irate,” so Kim said she pulled Crystal into the nearby bathroom of the three-bedroom house and locked the door.

The five-minute striptease had ended. The show had not.

After a few minutes, one of the nervous captains became suspicious of what the women were doing in the locked bathroom, adjacent to the bedroom of one of the captains. One player said, “I didn’t know what they were doing. I thought they were shooting up, doing something stupid.” Desperate to regain control of the situation and get the strippers out of the bathroom, a player began to slip bills underneath the locked door.

At 12:14 A.M, Reade Seligmann, a sophomore Duke lacrosse player at the party, telephoned On Time Taxi and asked for a taxi to pick him up at the nearby corner of Watts Street and Urban Avenue. Moez Mostafa, owner of On Time Taxi, said in a sworn statement that he picked up Seligmann and another person on that street corner at twelve-nineteen, driving them directly to Wachovia Bank. The bank’s security camera showed Seligmann withdrawing money from the ATM at 12:24 A.M.

Back at the house, the strippers finally emerged from the bathroom at 12:20 A.M. An incoherent Crystal followed Kim out of the back door. As they were leaving, Kim saw the player who had grabbed the broomstick and “loses her shit again,” according to another player. “Kim ran to the car and I followed her,” one player said. “I was apologizing to Kim and she was saying, ‘It’s not your fault, it’s not your fault.’”

Players, who had paid the dancers for a two-hour performance, were angry about the abbreviated performance. Bissey, a next-door neighbor, reported hearing players in the alley between the two houses, saying, “I want my money back.” One of the players said, “I got guys that are pissed off because they got ripped off. I know we got ripped off and I was trying to do damage control here and get these girls out of the house. But I don’t want the cops to show up in the middle of this whole thing and see all of us drunk and have this girl lie and say she was threatened or felt unsafe or uncomfortable.”

One player approached the driver’s side of Kim’s car and apologized to the women, asking them to come back into the house to collect their belongings. Crystal had left her purse in the bathroom and a shoe in the living room. “I wasn’t trying to get them back in the house to dance,” the player said. “I just wanted to calm them down so the cops wouldn’t come. We were worried about getting cited for having guys drinking underage.”

Crystal got out of the car, made her way down the alley next to the house, and stumbled up the back doorstep. She stepped in and grabbed her purse from the bathroom, which was three feet from the back door. She also grabbed Dave Evans’s shaving kit. As she stepped back outside, players locked the doors and wouldn’t allow her back in.

Crystal began pounding on the back door and reached into her purse to grab her phone. And, at 12:26 A.M, she made a call to Centerfold Escorts, another service with which she worked. Drunk and confused, Crystal stood at the top of the steps for a moment, trying to decide what to do. She smiled at a player who was standing in the driveway and snapping photographs. Then she lost her balance. Crystal’s hands slowly reached for the iron railing, to no avail. She tumbled down, adding even more scratches and bruises to her tattered body. The fall didn’t really hurt her, but embarrassment and muscle relaxants made it difficult for her to get up. She lay at the bottom of the stairs, pretending to be passed out, until one of the players left to get help from her dancing partner. “I go back and she’s not moving and I am like, ‘Holy shit, this girl’s going to OD [overdose] on my back porch and die, and now we’re really fucked,’” a player said.

Kim later said to police she told Flannery, “…If they could get her [Crystal] to my car, I would get her out of their hair.” Flannery agreed, helping Crystal up and leaning her against his shoulder as he made his way to Kim’s car. The player-turned-photographer, once again documenting the bizarre events, snapped a shot of a disoriented Crystal being placed into Kim’s vehicle at 12:41 A.M

As the women were preparing to drive away, one player, still upset by his monetary losses, made a comment about Kim’s appearance. Kim, enraged and defensive, called him a ‘little-dick white boy, who probably couldn’t get it on his own and had to pay for it.”

The player countered with, “Tell your grandfather I said thanks for my cotton shirt.”

That was it. The elements had collided.

At 12:53 A.M, the perfect storm, involving sex, race, class, politics, and lies, was set in motion when Kim Roberts grabbed her cell phone and dialed the fateful numbers: 911.









CHAPTER TWO

DON’T WORRY, THIS WILL BLOW OVER




Duke lacrosse coach Mike Pressler understood the challenge of spring break for his troops. Though NCAA regulations allowed the team to practice every day during the week, the lack of classroom requirements often left the players with most of their days open. Because Duke prides itself on being a national university, nearly all of their classmates were long gone to homes many miles away. As a result, the laxers and a handful of other spring sport athletes were alone on campus. For years, Pressler had searched for creative ways to keep his team entertained during the break. The coach’s efforts had led to an annual bowling showdown for his players at Durham Lanes.

Durham Lanes was the perfect location, close to the Duke campus on Chapel Hill Boulevard. It featured thirty-two lanes and fair prices: $4.00 per game and $4.54 to rent bowling shoes. On March 15, 2006, Pressler paid for the lanes, shoes, food, and soft drinks for his forty-seven players, as he had every previous year. Many players were dressed in bright, collared bowling shirts, nylon daisy dukes, argyle socks, and scuffed bowling shoes.

The competition among the four-man teams didn’t offer prizes, just plenty of spirited razzing and a good time. Most of the players were admittedly lousy bowlers, barely able to break the century mark in scoring. Others, such as junior Nick O’Hara, who slicked back his hair and wore bushy, fake sideburns, and junior John Walsh, were exceptional bowlers. Walsh, who had his own bowling ball and could spin shots from any angle, bowled a 240 one game—300 is the perfect score. For Pressler, this was one of his favorite days of the season, a day when he could have his family—including daughters Janet and Maggie—together under one roof. But that roof would quickly cave in.

“It was supposed to be a day of fun,” freshman Devon Sherwood remembered. “Instead it marked the beginning of a tumultuous time.”

The team party two nights earlier at 610 wasn’t on the players’ minds when Pressler, checking his phone messages midway through the bowling tournament, received an urgent message on his cell phone at two-thirty in the afternoon from Sue Wasiolek, Duke’s assistant dean of students. Pressler immediately stepped outside and returned the call from Wasiolek, who informed him of the disturbing news she had received from Bob Dean, the chief of the Duke Police Department.

“She told me there was a claim that a sexual assault had happened at 610 North Buchanan involving members of the lacrosse team,” Pressler said. “And she said that Bob Dean, the chief of the Duke Police Department, had told her the accuser was not credible—that is a phrase we heard a thousand times over the next few days—and that ‘this could go away.’”

Pressler went immediately back into the bowling alley to gather his four senior captains—Matt Zash, Dan Flannery, David Evans, and Bret Thompson.

 

Unbeknownst to Pressler and the team, Kim’s 911 emergency telephone call as she pulled away from the party had been to file a false police report. Roberts claimed she and her “black girlfriend” were passing by the “big frat house” at 610 North Buchanan and had been taunted and called “niggers” by the white men hanging out at that address. In the call, during which she claimed to be both driving and walking by the house, she even faked tears.

“I was angry and I had to tell somebody,” Kim said later, “but I didn’t want everyone to know I’m a dancer.”

Twenty-nine minutes after she pulled away from 610 and dialed 911, Kim was in need of real help. The inebriated Crystal Mangum had gone silent as Kim was driving, trying to decide what to do with her unanticipated passenger. Kim drove her black Honda away from Duke, passed a police station, and headed down Hillsborough Road, where she ended up in a parking lot of a Kroger Supermarket. There, Kim enlisted the help of Angel Altmon, a security guard, who telephoned police.

“There’s a lady in someone else’s car,” Altmon explained to the 911 dispatcher, “and she will not get out of the car, period.” Three minutes later, Sergeant John Shelton arrived in his squad car. Kim explained to Shelton that she had offered the woman a ride home because a group of boys were screaming racial slurs at her and she seemed incapable of making it out of the situation on her own. But now the woman wouldn’t get out of her car.

Shelton walked over to Crystal, slumped over in the passenger seat of Kim’s car, grabbed her lightly, and jostled her in hope of a response. His efforts went unacknowledged, so the officer returned to his cruiser for something that would surely wake her. “My experience is that unconscious people wake up rather quickly when exposed to ammonia capsules,” he wrote in his report of the night. “When I used it she began mouth-breathing, which is a sign that she was not really unconscious.” Whether she was actually passed out or not, she refused to get out of Kim’s car. Shelton pulled at her waist in an attempt to remove her, but Crystal reached for the parking brake with her left hand and held on tight. When he finally pried her out she went limp once again, collapsing to the ground.

As she had no identification, the officer wasn’t sure what to do with her. Shelton conferred with Officer Willie Barfield, who had arrived on the scene a few minutes behind him. “She wouldn’t speak with us,” Shelton wrote. “We didn’t know her name or where she lived. Taking her home was not an option.” Shelton considered Crystal too intoxicated for a twenty-four-hour hold in jail. An involuntary commitment to Durham Center Access, a mental health and substance abuse facility, was the only option. Barfield called dispatchers at 1:27 A.M. and told them that Crystal was “breathing, appears to be fine. She’s not in distress. She’s just passed out drunk.”

Just before 2:00 A.M, Barfield arrived at the center with a conscious but dazed Crystal in his backseat. He stood by as a staff nurse went through the standard screening process, asking a series of questions to assess if she was at risk for suicide, violence, substance abuse, or victimization. The nurse said Crystal, who introduced herself as Honey, “was not capable of maintaining her lucid thinking,” so she “began to zero in with questions.”

“Have you been victimized in any way?” a staff member asked.

“Yes,” Crystal replied.

Taking a second look at Crystal in her see-through negligee and lace panties, the nurse prompted, “Have you been raped?”

“Yes,” Crystal replied this time.

Officer Barfield immediately contacted Sergeant Shelton to tell him that the woman said she had been raped inside the house at 610 North Buchanan Boulevard. Shelton recognized the address. The reason he was so quick to respond to Kim’s cry for help in the Kroger parking lot was that he had just finished investigating the scene she complained about in her first 911 call; the same house.

Crystal was no longer eligible for involuntary commitment following her disclosure of rape. “I told him to take her to Duke Hospital and that I would meet them there,” Shelton wrote in his report. He arrived at Duke University Medical Hospital at 2:30 A.M. and began questioning Crystal, who was finally conscious and cooperative, about the rape. She told him that she was a stripper and that she and one other girl were hired to “put on a show” for a group of men at 610. When they left the party she got into an argument with the other stripper, who wanted to go back inside. At that point, Crystal said several men pulled her out of the car and groped her.

No one forced her to have sex—there was no rape, she now said in the first of many changes to her story—but someone did steal her money. She told the nurse that “Nikki,” the stage name Kim used, had taken her cash.

While Crystal was checking into the hospital at 2:45 A.M, Shelton walked to the parking lot and called the police station to say the woman had recanted her rape allegation. Before he could make it back inside, he got word that she had changed her story again, giving the nurse-in-training who was handling her case a new version. She told the Sexual Assault Nurse Examiner (SANE) she had, in fact, been raped. “I called the watch commander back and said she had changed her story back to being raped,” Shelton wrote.

The sergeant confronted Crystal, asking which story was true. “She told me she did not want to talk to me anymore,” Shelton wrote in his report. “And then she started crying and saying something about them dragging her into the bathroom.”

A rape kit examination ensued. According to hospital reports, samples from the entire pelvic area, which includes the vulva, vagina, cervix, fundus, and rectal area, were taken and smeared onto slides to be examined at the state crime lab. Crystal complained of tenderness all over her body, but the ESI Pain Documentation portion of the medical record, which tracks vital stats and body movement, indicated she showed no signs of being uncomfortable or in pain. She was noted to be in “no obvious discomfort.”

The only physical trauma the SANE nurse—still in training—could find was “diffuse edema of the vaginal walls” and a few scratches on her legs. “Physicians and nurses can determine whether there has been trauma to the body but they cannot usually determine the cause of the trauma,” Dr. Thomas Sporn, assistant professor in Duke’s Department of Pathology, told Duke’s student newspaper, the Chronicle. “It’s very difficult to tell if there’s been consensual sex or rape.”

Police documents indicate that the accuser had, in fact, been sexually active in the days leading up to the incident. Crystal admitted she’d performed using a vibrator in front of a couple earlier on the evening of the party at 610, and that she had slept with her boyfriend, Matthew Murchison, a week before the party. (Investigators later learned she had been paid for sex with a man at a little after 6:00 P.M. that same evening at the Millennium Hotel on Campus Walk Avenue in Durham.) But samples from her rape kit also contained DNA from several other men. Jarriel Johnson, who drives Crystal to most appointments but was unavailable to drive her to the party at 610, filed a police report stating that he and Crystal had sex less than a week before the party. He also told police that the weekend before the party he had driven her to several “appointments” at hotels in the area.

Accusations like Crystal’s usually would have alarmed most law enforcement officers, but the Duke and Durham police present that night did not make an effort to examine the crime scene for almost three days. Why didn’t police follow their usual protocol when allegations this severe were made? The only explanation is that the policemen who dealt with the woman that night agreed with what Duke officer Christopher Day wrote in his report of the incident: “The victim changed her story several times and eventually Durham Police stated that charges would not exceed misdemeanor simple assault against the occupants of 610 N. Buchanan.”

While the players practiced the next day, on Thursday, none of them were aware their accuser was being further interviewed by police. Now she was sure of it: She had been raped. She wasn’t sure how many men had violated her. The number changed from five to twenty to three in her statements.

But she was sure she had been raped.

 

When word spread through the bowling alley that Wasiolek, aka Dean Sue, was on the phone with Pressler, the players became concerned. One player remembers the team members whispering to each other, “Coach had to have found out about the party. Do you think he knows we had strippers?” They anticipated the consequences that would surely ensue. “We’re going to have to do a lot of gassers; a lot of sprints,” said another player. “He’s going to run our asses off. Oh, man.” Little did they know the situation beyond the double doors was worse than they could ever imagine.

Pressler had marched back inside and yanked his four captains—Flannery, Zash, Evans, and Bret Thompson—away from their bowling games and out to the front lawn. Flannery, Zash, and Evans rented the house at 610. The group was in clear view through the glass doors as players inside peered out.

“It was kind of weird,” Tony McDevitt said. “We are all in the bowling alley and we see the four captains talking to coach and we could tell it was serious. All of a sudden, word starts getting around the whole team, ‘What’s going on? What’s going on?’ And then we see them on the phone. And we are like, ‘This can’t be good. What’s happening?’ I was thinking that somebody got in trouble. It was just an eerie feeling. We could tell it was something serious. You could look at Coach Pressler, you looked through the doors when they were outside and you could see Coach Pressler’s face. He was pretty serious.”

Pressler turned to his captains. “Did you guys have a stripper party Monday night?” he asked, almost screaming. “Yes,” they admitted without hesitation. Pressler repeated what Dean Sue had just informed him, “That a woman is claiming she was gang-raped at 610 North Buchanan, involving members of the lacrosse team.” Zash said his “jaw dropped” as Pressler spoke. “Is this true? Did this happen?” Pressler asked in an intimidating voice. Each player looked him straight in the eyes and vehemently denied the allegations, telling Pressler, “They never touched her.”

Pressler was furious they had a party, especially one with strippers and underage drinking, but he believed they hadn’t hurt anyone. “The astonishment on their faces, I knew right then and there the accusations were false,” Pressler said. “They said we did have the party, it was a situation that escalated, but I swear to you, nobody touched that person. Guys look at me, in the eyes. I said to them, ‘Nobody touched that person?’ I went around to all of them and heard what I needed to hear. I believed them. I could see it in their eyes. I said, ‘Okay, stand right here.’”

Pressler picked up his phone and dialed Dean Sue. Flannery, who witnessed the entire night’s events, was the first on the phone. He acknowledged they threw a party and that he had ordered two strippers. That was the extent of their guilt. When the strippers arrived, one was already plastered and couldn’t even dance, he told Wasiolek. They paid the women and the women ended up leaving early.

Zash was next. He reiterated what Flannery had said and added that the intoxicated stripper passed out on their back porch and had to be carried to the other stripper’s car. Dean Sue, who was doubtful of the allegations from the beginning, assured the players she believed them. When Police Chief Dean had informed her of the situation earlier that day, he added that neither his officers nor the Durham police believed the accuser was credible. “Right now you don’t need an attorney,” Flannery said of Wasiolek’s advice. “Just don’t tell anyone, including your teammates or parents, and cooperate with police if they contact you. If you tell them the truth, it will work out.”

Though the looming accusations weighed heavy on the minds of the four captains and their coach, Wasiolek’s words helped calm them. Dean Sue was a lawyer, so they trusted her advice to have faith in the justice system. Pressler’s mind was still spinning, however. “I really didn’t want to hear about the details, all I wanted to hear is that they didn’t touch her, that’s all that resonated with me,” he said. “I didn’t want to get into the party, underage drinking; I was going to deal with all that…I was going to punish them all at the appropriate time and there were going to be suspensions—I never got the chance to do that. But, anyway, I just wanted to get to the bottom of the serious charge.”

Most players were ending their games and heading home when Pressler and the captains walked back inside the bowling alley. “They were probably outside fifteen or twenty minutes,” McDevitt said. “Obviously, when you’re bowling, people are finishing up earlier than others. You are free to leave, get going. People were sort of scattering out—it was done. So nobody really had a chance to talk to coach or to the other guys.”

The moment Pressler left the bowling alley and climbed into his Duke-blue Dodge Dakota, he called Chris Kennedy, Duke’s senior associate athletic director, Pressler’s superior and a huge supporter of the lacrosse team. The coach informed him of the allegations and repeated everything Dean Sue and the players discussed. “All right, Mike, just keep me posted,” Kennedy said.

 

At 10:00 P.M. on Thursday, March 16, one day after the bowling tournament and three days after the lacrosse party, Pressler’s phone rang. It was Dean Sue calling to alert him of a search warrant that had been issued for 610. Pressler telephoned the captains at the house, but the call came too late.

Two hours earlier, Evans and Zash were taking a nap after a grueling practice when they awoke to fists pounding on their front door. Before either of them could get out of bed, eight police officers invaded the living room. When the players emerged from their bedrooms, they were frisked and ordered to sit on the sofa for the duration of the search. Benjamin Himan, a rookie investigator with the Durham police department, read them the search warrant that detailed their search.

In a scene straight out of a bad cop movie, several of the officers gathered around Zash and Evans in the living room so they could watch Duke’s basketball team playing that night in the NCAA tournament. “It was surreal,” Zash said, “would have made a great picture.”

Just as Evans and Zash had promised to Dean Sue, they cooperated with police. As Zash read the search warrant and reviewed the items detailed, he voluntarily told police where to find them in the house. Zash said Crystal’s makeup bag and cell phone were on the kegerator (a converted refrigerator used for a beer keg) in the living room. The players also gave investigators their cell phones, identification cards, computers, email accounts, and passwords, without hesitation. Nevertheless, Sergeant Mark Gottlieb, a veteran who led the investigation, and his team tore through 610 looking for any evidence that a brutal rape had occurred. Police found $120 still on the table from the party.

“We didn’t know what to do with the money,” Zash said. “We were going to put it into, whatever, buying beer for the rest of the team for the next outing we had or putting it toward the formal we had coming up. And he [Gottlieb] was like, ‘Oh, it was $120, oh $120 in twenties, exactly what the stripper said she left here.’”

Zash couldn’t believe what he was seeing or hearing. “They were being very cold with us,” Zash said. “We were like, ‘How can you guys believe this, this is a joke?’”

When investigators asked if they would like to come to the station and explain themselves, Zash and Evans jumped at the chance. “Absolutely, I don’t want this investigation to go on a day longer,” Zash said.

Evans was still sitting on the tattered sofa when Flannery, who had just finished his birthday dinner with a professor and his family, walked in. Flannery had passed five squad cars with their lights flashing outside the house and cops were inside searching the house. Flannery peered into the kitchen, where he noticed one of the investigators digging into a cake his girlfriend had mailed to him for his birthday. “What’s going on here?” Flannery asked. “Dave, what’s going on?”

Evans told Flannery to sit down and wait, they’d be leaving soon for the Durham police station to straighten everything out. Flannery had every intention of cooperating the way his roommates had, until a few of the investigators started giving him a hard time. When Richard Clayton, another investigator who assisted with the case, entered the room, his eyes locked in on the tall, athletic player with a shaved head. “You look like that kid,” Clayton said, eyeing Flannery up and down. “You know, earlier in the school year you beat up one of our officers on the corner of Clarendon and West Markham. You are definitely the kid.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Flannery said nervously. All the police officers in the room were staring at him now. “I’m shitting my pants,” Flannery remembers. “I’m like ‘Oh, my God, I can just imagine what they’re going to do to me.’” Clayton called to tell the officer who was assaulted to stop by 610 and identify the man who had beaten him. When he arrived and saw Flannery, he said they had the wrong guy. Flannery breathed a huge sigh of relief. Though he was not eager to help the police after the stunt Clayton pulled, Flannery followed Evans and Zash out the door and to the precinct.

The captains were separated into individual rooms at the police station and each gave a written statement of what happened the night of their party, which would remain consistent throughout the entire investigation. Then Gottlieb printed off the pictures of every Duke lacrosse team member and had each captain identify who was definitely at the party, who definitely was not, and who might have been there.

While Evans was looking through the pictures, Clayton called and claimed to have found cocaine in Evans’s drawer at 610. Evans denied having it, and Clayton laughed and said he was just kidding. “They kept trying to scare us to gauge our reactions,” Zash said. Zash was tired of their questions and constant intimidation techniques, so he offered to take a lie detector test to prove he was telling the truth. Gottlieb told him it would take too long to set up and it was not even admissible in court. “It’s only used for investigative purposes,” Gottlieb said. But Zash was confused. Wasn’t this an investigation? He couldn’t understand why they wouldn’t let him take a test to prove he was telling them the truth. Little did he know that Gottlieb was denying him for a reason: He was more interested in DNA samples.

“I told Gottlieb that they were wasting their time and that they needed to bring the second dancer down to the station and she would corroborate our entire story,” Flannery recalls.

Gottlieb visited each of the players’ interview rooms with the same story. “Both of your roommates have agreed to a suspect kit. Will you take one?” he asked. The cocaptains had no idea they’d been deceived and happily agreed to the series of tests, which would obtain samples of their DNA. They agreed to go to the hospital, and while waiting there with Officer Clayton, they noticed that he had only two rape kits in his hand. The players asked where the other kit was. “Oh, one of you has been eliminated as a suspect,” said Clayton. Their faces lit up. “Who?” they asked. “Just kidding,” he replied, making his third cruel joke of the night; he was on a roll.

It was time to take DNA from the players. “Two female investigators, with industrial-sized tweezers, pulled fifty individual hairs from our head and pubic region,” Flannery remembers. The worst part came when the industrial-sized tweezers went south, below their belts. “They couldn’t just cut the hair because they had to get the root and all,” Zash said, grimacing. After each guy had endured that and provided cheek swabs, the kit was complete. Their honesty and openness was viewed positively by police, who had gotten everything they needed from the guys and encountered almost no resistance. By the end of the search, police had seized their DNA, four laptop computers, three digital cameras, a bath mat, a bath rug, five artificial nails, a bottle of K-Y Jelly, a makeup bag, and a stack of twenty-dollar bills, among other items. As they were leaving the hospital and getting into Clayton’s car for a ride home, the officer gave them all a reassuring look and repeated the words they would hear over and over for the next week.

“You know, guys,” he said. “Don’t worry about this. It’s all going to blow over.”









CHAPTER THREE

DUKE AND DURHAM




To some, Duke was referred to as an “Oasis in Durham.” Others, mostly African-Americans, referred to it as “the plantation.” Durham remains a segregated city, with East Durham often referred to as a “ghetto” where corner convenience stores have nicknames such as “Murder Mart” and “Shop and Rob” because of their connection to violent crimes. Just a few miles away—close enough for the echo of gunshots to be heard from East Durham—the Duke Forest neighborhood and its million-dollar homes sit nestled on the edge of Duke University.

Durham might not be North Carolina’s largest city, but its crime rate and poverty levels are an alarming, if not embarrassing, combination for local officials. The contrast between the two sides of Durham’s tracks can be startling.

Durham might also be the city in North Carolina that most suffers from low self-esteem. As Carl W. Kenney II wrote in the May 7, 2006, edition of the Raleigh News & Observer, “The national media have done a fine job of ruining the already fragile reputation of Durham. Before the Duke case arose, city leaders were stewing over a commentary by Michael Skube in the Greensboro News and Record. Skube claimed that Durham is the one city in the state that the rest wished would go away. It was hard reading those words, but there was a bit of truth. After the burning of three crosses, a few bouts with the Board of Education and a load of scandals in city and county government, those of us who love Durham find it difficult proving the City of Medicine is one of the best places to live in America.”

 

Today, more than nineteen thousand Durham residents work at the university—15 percent of Durham’s workforce—making it the city’s largest employer. “Duke is the economic engine in Durham, most people would know that,” said John Burness, Duke’s senior vice president for public affairs and government relations. “The textiles and the tobacco have been demised, they are no longer here. They used to be major economic engines, and they no longer are. We are about all that’s left in terms of a big powerful corporate nongovernmental entity. That’s just the reality.”

To make sure the city understood its impact, Duke began in 1997 to release a series of reports detailing just how much and in how many ways it contributed to the Durham community. The 2006 edition of the report yielded this conclusion: “Duke University’s total economic impact on the city and county of Durham is estimated at $3.2 billion per year.”

That wasn’t always the case. Durham’s rich soil had all the right ingredients to make money. Much of Durham’s growth can be attributed to the establishment of a thriving tobacco industry. In fact, the city’s nickname of the “Bull City” originated from a Blackwell Tobacco Company product, “Bull” Durham Tobacco. While the tobacco industry dominated the city’s economy initially, it was soon rivaled by the establishment of multiple textile mills.

In 1854, Dr. Bartlett Durham sold four acres of land to the North Carolina Railroad Company to build a new railroad station. Located between Raleigh and Hillsborough, what began as a small settlement would soon become a central hub for the growing economy in North Carolina: the city of Durham.

In April, exactly twenty years later, Washington Duke purchased two acres of land near that railroad station. This would become the location of his new tobacco factory and the beginning of his tobacco empire. Given Duke’s prior farming experience with Brightleaf tobacco, it did not take long for Duke and his sons to become major players in the tobacco industry. In 1878, through successful business ventures and partnerships, the business was renamed W. Duke, Sons and Company. Twelve years later, the Dukes would merge with their four largest competitors to create the American Tobacco Company.

Although the Supreme Court would later order the dissolution of this conglomerate, in 1911, the Dukes had established themselves as a prominent family in the Carolina community. Their growing wealth and influence in Durham allowed Washington Duke to dedicate time and money to new endeavors, one of which was Trinity College.

After the Civil War, Durham quickly developed a vibrant African-

American community. The African-American economy prospered in this city through a combination of vocational training, land ownership, community leadership, and a powerful workforce. The center of the African-American community was an area known as “Hayti,” just south of the center of town. Members of the African-American community established some of the most prominent and successful African-American–owned businesses in the country during the early twentieth century. These businesses, the best known of which are North Carolina Mutual Insurance Company and Mechanics & Farmers’ Bank, were centered on Parrish Street, which would come to be known as the “Black Wall Street.”

 

Trinity College, a Methodist school originally located in rural Randolph County, North Carolina, moved to Durham thanks to the financial assistance of Washington Duke and a sixty-two-acre land donation from Julian Carr, another North Carolina industrialist and philanthropist. In 1892, Trinity College opened the doors of its new location in the bustling New South city of Durham.

According to the Duke University Archives, “Washington Duke offered three gifts of $100,000 each for endowment, one of which was contingent upon the college admitting women ‘on equal footing with men.’” By World War I, Trinity College had acquired a “relatively young, ambitious, and largely native faculty, recruited from the new graduate schools at Johns Hopkins, Columbia, and other Northern universities” to quickly become “one of the leading liberal arts colleges in the South.”

In 1924, The Duke Endowment was formalized by James B. Duke, Washington Duke’s son. This $40 million trust fund was intended to distribute its annual income to hospitals, orphanages, the Methodist Church, three colleges, and a university built around Trinity College. Accomplishing this goal would require $19 million in renovations to Trinity College to repair the old and to build the new. It seemed calling this institution by the same name would be an injustice to the man and the family who had donated so much to its improvements. James B. Duke agreed that renaming Trinity College “Duke University” would be a proper “memorial to his father and family.”

Duke has developed into one of America’s premier academic institutions. Its growth and academic focus have contributed to the university’s reputation as an academic and research institution. Duke was ranked fifth in U.S. News & World Report’s annual college rankings. The school draws some of the best students from around the world, placing Duke in a quasi–Ivy League category.

Unfortunately, the university’s “outrageous ambition” left many local students on the outside looking in, unable to gain entry. Stroll through a school parking lot and you are more likely to see out-of-state license plates than plates from the Tar Heel State. Many students hail from the Mid-Atlantic and Northeast, a fact not lost on locals who call Duke the “University of New Jersey in Durham.”

In addition to the stiff academic competition, the tuition bill rules Duke out as an option for many locals. A 2006 article in USA Today made that clear: “Its [Duke’s] tuition bill ($44,005, including room, board, expenses, and books) exceeds the median household income in Durham, N.C. ($43,337).”

 

Duke was not always ranked within the top five universities in the country. An attractive liberal arts school, Duke could only be transformed into an academic heavyweight with the recruitment of intellectual powerhouses prominent within the world of academia.

Previously the English department chair at Johns Hopkins University, Stanley Fish was recruited to hold that same role for the Duke English Department from 1986 to 1992. Through his aggressive recruitment efforts, Fish was able to persuade other pioneering postmodern scholars to join Duke’s liberal arts faculty, qualifying him as Duke’s pied piper of academics.

With well-known and soon-to-be-well-known academics now teaching at Duke University, it did not take long for the school—especially its Arts & Sciences Department—to become recognized as one of the universities in the higher echelons of academic excellence.

 

Duke’s ascent and Durham’s decline happened almost simultaneously. It seemed that each freshman class at Duke brought a higher average SAT score, while the number rising in Durham was the crime rate.

The crime rate is such a troubling issue in present-day Durham that the mayor, William Bell, focused much of his 2006 State of the City Address on it. “I want to spend the majority of my report on what I feel is the one area the prevents us from being an excellent city, and that is crime,” Bell said. He explained that there had been a 16 percent increase in the murder rate from 2004 to 2005—thirty-seven homicides in comparison to thirty-two.

Mayor Bell continued to break down the homicide statistics in order to make one specific point. “Let me say that as an African-American male and as your mayor, what is most disturbing to me personally about those numbers is that the vast majority of the victims and suspects are African-American males,” said Bell. “As African-Americans, we are approximately 43 percent of the city’s population, yet in the year 2005, we allegedly were responsible for committing over 80 percent of the homicides.”

The high homicide rate is an obvious concern for Durham and its citizens. Earning the “dubious distinction of being North Carolina’s murder capital,” as proclaimed by the News & Observer, is not something that inspires civic pride. The only city in North Carolina with more murders than Durham is Charlotte—and that city is three times as big. When the number of murders is calculated against the city’s population, which is the method used by the State Bureau of Investigation, Durham swamps Charlotte, at 18.9 to 12.7 per 100,000 residents.

You can almost hear them chanting, “We’re number one,” at the Durham County Jail.

 

When Duke’s prospective students come to visit, Durham’s reputation as the crime capital of the state is never mentioned. Rita Flannery, mother of former lacrosse captain Dan Flannery, admitted the high crime rates were never mentioned before she agreed to send her son to Duke. “That’s never discussed with incoming parents,” she said. “As a mother, I was not aware that they had such issues as gang violence.”
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