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    For Deb, Teddy, and Quentin 
and for my wonderful parents, Suzanne and Paul


We may never be able to uncover the truth. But we have to try. The truth is out there, and we, in principle, can find it.

—ERROL MORRIS



CAST OF CHARACTERS

Selected Members of the Duke Lacrosse Team Present at 610 North Buchanan Boulevard on the Night of March 13, 2006

Kevin Coleman

David Evans, a resident of the house, later indicted

Collin Finnerty, later indicted

Dan Flannery, a resident of the house

Kevin Mayer

Ryan McFadyen

Peter Lamade

Reade Seligmann, later indicted

Matt Zash, a resident of the house

Strippers

Crystal Gail Mangum

Kim Roberts

Selected Durham, North Carolina, Police Officers

William Barfield

Mark Gottlieb

Benjamin Himan

John Shelton

Duke University Hospital Personnel

Tara Levicy, sexual assault nurse

Dr. Julie Manly, fourth-year resident

Selected Duke University Administrators and Officials

Richard Brodhead, president

Robert Steel, chairman of the Board of Trustees

Mike Krzyzewski, men’s basketball coach

Peter Lange, provost

Tallman Trask, executive vice president

John Burness, senior vice president for public affairs and government relations

Larry Moneta, vice president of student affairs

Sue Wasiolek, assistant vice president for student affairs and dean of students

Joe Alleva, athletic director

Chris Kennedy, senior associate athletic director

Mike Pressler, men’s lacrosse coach

John Danowski, new men’s lacrosse coach

Selected Duke University Professors

Peter Wood, professor of history

William Chafe, professor of history

Wahneema Lubiano, associate professor of African and African-American studies

Houston Baker, professor of African-American literature

Orin Starn, professor of cultural anthropology and history

Durham District Attorney’s Office

Mike Nifong, District Attorney

Linwood Wilson, investigator

Selected Defense Attorneys

Joe Cheshire

Bradley Bannon

Kirk Osborn

Bob Ekstrand

Bill Thomas

Bill Cotter

Wade Smith

Jim Cooney

North Carolina Bar Association

Lane Williamson

Katherine Jean

North Carolina Attorney General’s Office

Roy Cooper, attorney general

Jim Coman, investigator

Mary Winstead, investigator



INTRODUCTION

Exactly Who Is In Charge at Duke

On June 28, 2004, three days before the start of his tenure as the ninth president of Duke University, Richard H. Brodhead was mentally unpacking his bags in his office in Allen Building, on the main quad of Duke’s stately West Campus, when Joe Alleva, the university’s athletic director, burst in on him with some momentous news: The men’s legendary basketball coach Mike Krzyzewski, known to all as Coach K and the one force at Duke seemingly as immutable as the school’s soaring Gothic cathedral just outside Brodhead’s new office, was thinking about leaving to coach the Los Angeles Lakers.

It turned out that a few days earlier Krzyzewski had been at Madison Square Garden in New York City for the 2004 NBA draft and had watched, disheartened, as the team’s future seemed to go up in smoke. Coach K’s first loss to the NBA that evening was Shaun Livingston, a high school senior from Peoria, Illinois, who had committed previously to Duke as the team’s point guard. But he decided to skip college and turn pro. The Los Angeles Clippers made Livingston the fourth overall pick. Three picks later, the Phoenix Suns drafted, and then traded to the Chicago Bulls, the prodigiously talented freshman Luol Deng, who had just completed his first year as Duke’s small forward, averaging 15 points per game.

The outcome of the draft had put Krzyzewski in a foul mood, and again lamenting the state of college basketball, where the lure of big money in the pros had repeatedly proved too tempting to young players unable to fully appreciate the long-term benefit of a college degree, at least when compared to an immediate cash infusion of millions of dollars. Krzyzewski favored a minimum age requirement to play in the NBA. But Krzyzewski knew, too, that this change was not going to happen on his say-so, even though he had reached exalted status not only at Duke but also nationally and internationally. At fifty-seven, Krzyzewski had compiled a 621–181 record at Duke, a winning percentage of 77 percent, leading the team to national championships in 1991, 1992, and 2001. By 2004, under Coach K, the Duke basketball team had secured ten Final Four appearances, eight Atlantic Coast Conference tournament championships and ten conference regular-season titles. His Duke teams had been ranked number 1 in twelve different seasons, including each of the last seven. With his team’s success on and off the court, Krzyzewski—like John Wooden at UCLA and Dean Smith at North Carolina—had become the personification of Duke basketball and one of the more powerful members of the Duke community.

In December 2004, the basketball court in Cameron Indoor Stadium was named Coach K Court in his honor and the patch of bluegrass outside Cameron—known as Krzyzewskiville—is where the faithful camp out, often weeks in advance, in order to watch a live game. In October 2005, he was named the coach of the U.S. national team that would compete (and win a gold medal) at the 2008 Summer Olympics. In 2010, Duke won its fourth NCAA basketball title under Krzyzewski, and then, early in the 2011–12 season—his thirty-second year at Duke—Krzyzewski became the all-time winningest coach in Division I men’s college basketball. In 2012, he again coached the Olympic basketball team to a gold medal. “Sports has often been likened to the front porch of a university,” observed sportswriter Liz Clarke in the Washington Post. “Hardly the most significant part of the structure, but the part that nonetheless forms the first impression. For the past three decades, Duke has basked in the splendor of a front porch embodied by the Duke Blue Devils basketball team and Coach Mike Krzyzewski, who, when not leading the team to national championships, can be found extolling the virtues of character and leadership in national TV commercials and in books.”

Coach K had a “lifetime” contract at the university, which was then paying him around $2 million annually, more than double Brodhead’s approximately $800,000. He also earned millions more in endorsements and from his various media enterprises, including book writing and hosting his own radio and television shows. He was also a professor at the Duke business school and a “special assistant” to the president of the university. To put it mildly, at Duke, Krzyzew-ski was at the center of his own solar system. “It is clear that his is the national face of Duke University,” Keith Brodie, a former Duke president, explained following the news of the Lakers’ offer. “No one can get in the New York Times like he can. He has become a symbol for us and for all of college athletics.”

•  •  •

As Krzyzewski watched Livingston and Deng slip into the ranks of professional athletes at Madison Square Garden, Mitch Kupchak, the Lakers’ general manager and a former forward at Duke’s archrival, the North Carolina Tar Heels, sidled over to him and asked if Coach K would be interested in doing the same thing. In the wake of Coach Phil Jackson’s recent announcement that he was going to leave the Lakers, Kupchak was in the market for a new man. Did Krzyzewski want the job? Coach K was not only one of the best college basketball coaches of all time but was also the preferred choice of Kobe Bryant, the Lakers’ prima donna, who had specifically recommended Coach K to Lakers owner Jerry Buss. Like Livingston, Bryant, too, had jumped from high school directly to the NBA. Had he decided to go to college, he would have played for Krzyzewski at Duke. Adding to the intrigue of Kupchak’s question was the fact that Krzyzewski had considered coaching in the NBA twice before: once in 1990 for the Boston Celtics, and then again in 1994 for the Portland Trailblazers. Both times, he decided to stay at Duke, despite a personal appeal from the Celtics’ legendary leader Red Auerbach and the unlimited checkbook of Paul Allen, the Trailblazers’ owner and Microsoft cofounder.

This time, Joe Alleva, Duke’s athletic director, was sufficiently concerned that Krzyzewski might make the jump that he rushed into Allen Building to see Brodhead, who had been the longtime undergraduate dean at Yale University and was a scholar of nineteenth-century American literature. “The first day he was in his office, I had to go in there and tell him that Coach K was talking to the Lakers,” Alleva recalled. “His first day on the job.” Brodhead remembered the moment as being somewhat “hilarious” because he had been in his office all of one hour that morning, passing the time “very pleasurably,” when Alleva demanded to see him. “Well, maybe he just wanted to say hello,” Brodhead recalled, “but he gave me my first news about the Lakers. I had been president of Duke for about five hours when all of a sudden this crossed my bow.”

In the days that followed, there was the usual wooing, with Kupchak coming to Durham, North Carolina, where Duke is located, to meet with Krzyzew-ski and his wife and closest adviser, Mickie, and to take them to dinner and talk about the idea. Then there was the money. The Lakers had offered Coach K a five-year, $40 million contract, or $8 million a year—seriously big money, and multiples of what Duke was paying him at the time (and a third more than the Lakers had been paying Jackson). “It was intense,” Brodhead said later. “It wasn’t the week I’d been expecting. And yet, I have had university administrative jobs for years, and the main thing you know about them is that you never can know on any given day what’s going to happen.”

Inevitably, news this hot leaked out. After keeping the conversations quiet for nearly three days, on the afternoon of June 30, the Duke student newspaper, the Chronicle, broke the story. When asked by Michael Mueller, a Chronicle reporter, about the rumors swirling around campus, Alleva confirmed that the Lakers had contacted Coach K, and the team and the coach were in “serious discussions.” The Los Angeles Times further confirmed that Kupchak had flown to North Carolina and offered Coach K the job that day. “It’s his for the taking, his job to lose,” a Lakers source told the paper.

Alleva then released a statement, evidence of his growing concern that Krzyzewski might actually leave. “We have long believed that Mike is the best coach in the country,” he wrote. “The Lakers’ interest in him merely confirms what we have known. We hope that Mike will decide to stay in college coaching at Duke, a place that has been so special to him throughout his outstanding career. Mike has been an incredible asset to our institution, and on a much larger scale, to the sport of college basketball.” He noted that he and Brodhead had met for dinner with Krzyzewski “to express at the highest level our desire for him to finish his coaching career at Duke.”

Later that afternoon, Alleva also held a press conference at Cameron Indoor Stadium, one of the nation’s meccas of college basketball. Seth Davis, a 1992 Duke graduate and a writer at Sports Illustrated (and the son of Lanny Davis, a former legal counsel to President Bill Clinton), would later refer to Alleva’s press conference as a “farce” because the press release about the “serious discussions” under way had already conveyed all that was going on. “It may have been a gesture, on Alleva’s part, to demonstrate to Coach K how much they want him to stay, but I think it was unnecessary,” he said. “It’s hard to tell what Duke was thinking.”

One thing that was clearly on Alleva’s mind that afternoon was getting Krzyzewski to stay. “Obviously, when you have the best coach in the country, it’s not unusual when one of the best franchises in the country comes after him,” he said. “He has meant so much to Duke basketball, and so much to college basketball, that obviously we’re going to do everything we can to keep him in college basketball.”

Later that Thursday night, one hundred summer-session students—as well as Brodhead—attended a candlelight vigil and rally at Krzyzewskiville that had been organized using social media. For ninety minutes, the students cheered for Coach K, in absentia, and urged him to stay. At one point, Brodhead picked up a bullhorn to lead a discussion with the students about the crisis and then joined with them, sitting on the grass strewn with beer cans, to form a giant K by linking arms. For his part, Krzyzewski and his family were sequestered at their house in Durham, trying to decide what he should do.

The third time seemed like it was going to be the charm for Krzyzewski and professional basketball. He had become good friends with Kupchak. He greatly admired the skills of Kobe Bryant. He respected the family and team values espoused by Lakers owner Jerry Buss. The money was of course seductive, even though he had often spoken about how little money mattered to him. Once again, though, he had to think about whether his true calling was as a professional basketball coach or as the world’s best college coach. Word was that Coach K would take the weekend to decide what he wanted to do. “He’s going to have to measure what the opportunities are in front of him in L.A. against what a quarter of a century has provided him here,” Tom Butters, the former Duke athletic director who had hired Krzyzewski from Army in 1980, told the Chronicle. “If he were to leave and go to the Lakers and win twenty championships, he will always be associated with Duke basketball.”

Over the weekend, Coach K’s nerve-racking decision was the top news story in the country. ESPN couldn’t get enough of it. The media speculated that his growing frustration with the ease with which the pros picked off his best players would lead him to make the move to the NBA. (Of course, there was no mention of the irony that now he was potentially in the process of being picked off by the pros, too.) Prior to the 1998–99 season, no nonsenior Duke player had ever gone pro; since then, eight had done so, with Livingston becoming a professional without ever having set foot on Coach K Court. “What he loves the most—it’s not beating people—it’s taking an eighteen-year-old kid and producing a twenty-two-year-old man,” Chris Kennedy, Duke’s senior associate athletic director, explained that weekend. “To have these polished, accomplished, admirable individuals come out of our program—that’s what he’s seen as his central mission. Now it’s sort of leaking away. . . . What bothers him more than anything else is the way things have gotten so out of kilter.”

He got plenty of unsolicited advice. Pat Forde, a columnist at the Louisville Courier-Journal, urged him to reject the offer. He wondered if Coach K had “LOST YOUR FLIPPIN’ MIND?” and then observed: “Mike, you love all that rah-rah stuff—the stuff that makes Duke everything that the NBA isn’t. You built Duke’s corny camaraderie—the coaches love the players, who love the students, who worship you like some kind of ancient god. It’s basketball set to the Barney theme song: I love you, you love me . . . Annoying, but apt. The cloying word that envelopes your program is ‘special.’ And it’s true. Duke is smug, Duke is sanctimonious . . . but Duke is special.”

He also received an e-mail from Duke undergrad Andrew Humphries, from Waynesboro, Virginia, that supposedly influenced his decision. “Duke basketball is the reason I came to this university, plain and simple,” Humphries wrote Coach K over the weekend. “One of my essays was about [1990s team member] Bobby Hurley’s assist record and watching [Hurley’s teammate] Thomas Hill cry his eyes out. Without knowing it, or perhaps fully knowing it, you have been an integral part of the lives of hundreds of thousands of people who you’ve never actually met. We watch you coach, we come to Cameron and hear you speak . . . and most of all, we admire you. We admire you because you take kids from all over the country and you make them into a family that seems second only to your actual family in your life. We admire you because you taught us that five people together is a fist, while one person is just a finger. We admire you because you are just an old Polish guy in the dark, looking for some heart. And you always find it.”

Humphries wrote that while he had dreamed of playing for Krzyzewski when he was a kid growing up, he knew that he didn’t have a prayer. “And then I got to Duke,” he continued, “and discovered that, yes, I am going to play for Coach K. I am going to be his sixth man. We hear about it on TV, how the Crazies are like a team member, and we think: Sure. We’re a team member as soon as we [make] a jumper. But then we get to Duke, and we watch players from all over the country stare wide-eyed at us as their jumpers start to clang off the back iron. We get to Duke and we hear you speaking, imploring us to be louder, try harder, to give 100 percent. We get to Duke and we realize you are our coach. Not just the coach of our team, but you are also our coach, because you believe that we give you something no one else can and we know that you give us something that no one ever could. Please still be my coach. I know that we can find more heart to offer an old Polish guy in the dark next year.” Soon enough, Humphries had his fifteen minutes of fame.

The consensus seemed to be—not surprisingly—that there would be no way for Duke to compete with the Lakers financially for Krzyzewski’s services but that on the margin the school could improve life for him—for instance, by building a new practice facility for the team that Krzyzewski had long coveted and continuing his various ancillary roles around the campus. “My heart tells me that he’ll stay, but evaluating everything that’s been going on, and everything the Lakers can offer him, and his own kind of thirst—he’s a very, very competitive guy,” Chris Kennedy continued. “And I think that maybe in the back of his mind for a long time he’s thought, ‘I could compete with Phil Jackson or Red Auerbach or whoever you think of as a great NBA coach.’ . . . But from time to time, he’s had to have wondered how he would do on that stage.” In the end, it seemed it would come down to his wife Mickie’s counsel. “Mike places a lot of stock, and rightly so, on what Mickie thinks,” Kennedy said. “If Mike comes to her and says, ‘We have a great life here and a great home and people love us and we’re secure, but this is something we have to do,’ then Mickie’s going to say, ‘Follow me, I’m going to lead us out there.’ ”

Late Sunday night, Krzyzewski and his family made the decision to stay at Duke. He called Kupchak first. “I figured the person that I was not going with needed to be told first,” he said. Then he called Brodhead and told him of the decision. Then Krzyzewski told his players.

On Monday morning, word began to leak out that Krzyzewski would stay at Duke. That afternoon, Mickie Krzyzewski left a message on Andrew Humphries’s phone. “You don’t know me, we’ve never met, but my name is Mickie Krzyzewski. I’m Coach K’s wife,” she said. “I read your e-mail to him, and he read it too, and I wanted to let you know on his behalf that he is still your coach and we are staying here at Duke. There’s going to be a press conference over at Cameron at 5 [p.m.] in the media room, and if you’re available at five, I would love to say something to you. I don’t want you to go out of your way to do that, but I wanted to let you know, and I’d love to say hello to you. Thank you for your e-mail, it meant a lot—and he’s your coach.” Needless to say, “when Mrs. Krzyzewski called,” Humphries recalled, “I got goose bumps. I was tearing up a bit. It was unbelievable.”

At the five o’clock press conference on July 5, both Brodhead and Alleva flanked Krzyzewski. Clearly relieved—but in a rare public display of inarticulateness (it was his first moment on the national stage since coming to Duke)—Brodhead heaped praise upon the coach. “So early in my appointment do I have the happy task of confirming the news that Mike Krzyzewski, the famous Coach K, will be staying on at Duke and hopefully finishing his career here,” Brodhead announced at the start of the news conference. “When I say that this is a great pleasure, you will note why: it partly has to do with this man’s records and achievements as a coach—all those games won, all those great seasons; but I must say that in . . . my own personal sense, that this is a man whose success as a coach has to do with far more than the strings of victories he’s compiled.” He noted Krzyzewski’s excellence as a teacher who espoused the importance of character, teamwork and integrity. “I’ve been here a great deal in the last six months, and I must say that I have learned even more, and every visit here I see that you embody so many of the kinds of values that this school prides itself on,” he continued. “You are a person that has competed at the highest level year after year [and] that level of competition has always been associated with maintaining the highest level of integrity, dignity and many other virtues.” He announced that Krzyzewski would remain an assistant to him, and that “I’ll be relying on you in lots of ways.”

Brodhead’s relief was palpable. “It’s not surprising that a person on this level would be gone after by a range of people, most recently by the L.A. Lakers, and I’m sure I don’t even know a half or a tenth of what the last week has been like for you,” he said. “At the end of the day, you have to decide what choice is best for you. You have one life to live and where is it going to be best lived and where are you going to give what’s best in you to give. I had to face the fact that I might arrive here just in time for you to leave. If that’s the choice that you decided you needed to make at this time, I would have had to respect that and urge this community to thank you for your good work here and prepare themselves for the post–Coach K years. I must say that I am enormously excited that, at the end of the day, you decide[d] that your place was in college basketball.”

Alleva, too, was nearly giddy with the news, as he had been since he first heard it. “Thank you all for being here today because this is a happy day,” he said. “It’s a happy day for Coach K and his family and it’s a great day for Duke University and college basketball.” He praised the Krzyzewskis for “the way they have handled this situation,” especially since “it’s human nature in this world, when they had an opportunity of the magnitude that they had, for things to go through their mind” like taking the money and moving on to the NBA. Instead, they decided to stay, in Durham. “It’s a real tribute to Mike as a man and to Mickie as his spouse the way that they handled this situation,” he said. He then praised his new boss. After recounting how he had had to disturb Brodhead on his first day, he said, “He handled this situation with great leadership and great vision. Let me assure you that, in the Duke world, this university is in as good hands as our basketball program is.”

When Alleva turned the stage over to Coach K, he was his usual gracious, public self. He thanked the Lakers for the opportunity and Duke for letting him explore it thoroughly, which he took as a sign of institutional strength. He said he took the opportunity seriously because, at fifty-seven years of age, the time had come to reflect upon where he had been and what the future likely held for him. In the end, though, he said the decision was easier for him than he’d thought it might be. “You have to follow your heart and lead with it”—a reference to the title of his first bestselling book, Leading with the Heart, published in 2000—“and Duke has always taken up my whole heart,” he said. “I’ve been very fortunate in my adult life to be part of something bigger than me. Obviously I’ve been that with my family and my faith, but I’ve always had that with being a part of the United States Military Academy, with Duke and with college basketball. Those three entities are bigger than any individual, or any group of individuals.”

He also mentioned Humphries’s e-mail and how it reinforced the idea of the bond between the team, the coach, and the fans—and moved him to tears. “That’s the type of relationship that has made this place just different, where it’s not just been our team,” he continued. “It’s been OUR team, with everybody involved. And hopefully we can keep that going.”

By all accounts, Brodhead had passed his first major test at Duke. And he seemed to know that he had dodged a bullet, one that came out of nowhere. “Yale has wonderful athletics, and I was a devotee of them and I was a very good friend of the athletic director there,” Brodhead recalled of this experience. “But, of course, nothing prepared me for competition at the level that would soon be my daily life. Let’s just say the L.A. Lakers weren’t trying to recruit anyone from Yale.” Asked a few years later if anything he had experienced at Yale had prepared him for the firehose that he was drinking from after Alleva barged into his office, Brodhead conceded that when it came to a sports-related crisis, the answer was no. “I admired the level at which sports are played down here,” he said, referring to when he was at Yale and thinking about Duke. “It’s not just basketball—that’s our most famous—but Duke had soccer teams, lacrosse teams, cross-country teams, golf teams in the national championships last year, and it’s all part of this sort of culture of excellence, of people trying to do things at a very, very high level. And, of course, when you get into that level, then all of a sudden there are new kinds of pressure, but there weren’t when you play in a less competitive league. What did I have for preparation? All I’m going to tell you is, if anybody wants preparation for the job of a university president, you have to be prepared for the unprepared to come up every five minutes or so.”

But it didn’t take long for the cynics to point out the irony of the situation: to wit, that in his first week as the university’s president, Brodhead, who had been selected in part because of his world-class intellect and impeccable academic credentials—with the expectation they would rub off on Duke and help the school continue its long march into the very top tier of the world’s elite universities—had been confronted with the potential loss of the school’s most high-profile and important icon: its basketball coach. And Brodhead had not even been Krzyzewski’s first call after he had made the decision.

Many sportswriters believed that the coach had played the university and its new president like a Stradivarius. Krzyzewski “could have listened to the Lakers’ offer, then quietly and politely declined the same day,” observed Phil Taylor in Sports Illustrated. “But then he wouldn’t have been in the headlines for the entire weekend, with each speculative story raising his profile even more, not to mention his public speaking fees and his endorsement possibilities. It wouldn’t be surprising if he parlayed the Lakers’ interest into a few more perks from the Duke administration. Stretching things out was a great career move. All in all, Coach K played this situation out as masterfully as any game he’s ever coached.” Added Kansas City Star columnist Jason Whitlock, “It was a great score. It was old-school. Coach K never raised his voice or his hand, but he let his new president know exactly who runs things on Tobacco Road”—the way locals refer to the area around Duke and Durham. “He also sent a similar message to basketball recruits across the land: Coach K is the unquestioned king of amateur hoops. Check SportsCenter and USA Today if you doubt it. . . . Coach K, without uttering a word or meeting face-to-face with owner Jerry Buss, had us all believing he might uproot his family and move to the West Coast for the privilege of coaching a young man”—a reference to Kobe Bryant—“who is scheduled to stand trial for rape this year. I feel stupid for falling for it. Brodhead shouldn’t. He had no other choice.”

Whitlock expanded this observation a few days later, after Kupchak had leaked the news that Roy Williams, the new coach at Kupchak’s alma mater, had quietly turned down the Lakers job, too. “When you’ve just lost your two best teenage players, this sort of free publicity can be very beneficial on the recruiting trail,” he wrote. “And when your number one rival (UNC) has recently backed up a Brinks truck to land the coach of its dreams, a little public flirting with the Lakers is the easiest way to modify your ‘lifetime’ contract, the one Krzyzewski signed in 2001. ‘We were able to do a few things for Mike in his contract,’ Alleva sheepishly acknowledged on Monday. And Krzyzewski was able to let his new school president, Brodhead, know exactly who is in charge at Duke.”

But it wasn’t only outside observers who got the message about the starring role athletics played in the Duke firmament. The symbolism of the pas de deux between Krzyzewski and the Lakers, and the humbling part Brodhead was expected—indeed, forced—to play in it, resonated powerfully inside the Ivory Tower, too. “What you saw there was the lay of the land,” explained Orin Starn, a Duke professor who specializes in the anthropology of sports. “The fact is that it’s the basketball coach, Coach K, who’s the most powerful person at Duke, and in Durham, and maybe in North Carolina—much more powerful than the college president himself. So Brodhead—I mean, there was almost this kind of ritual humiliation, this ritual obeisance, or fealty, that was required of him.”

Krzyzewski clearly got what was going on—“I am Duke every second of my life,” he has said about the essential role he plays at the university, even as he feigns modesty. “Duke basketball is not the most important thing here,” he explained to Duke magazine in 2012. “I know that. I work for Dick Brodhead and [new athletics director] Kevin White. But Duke basketball is the biggest marketing arm of the university.” He then likened the basketball program at Duke to a street-level, Christmastime window display at Saks Fifth Avenue in New York. “You look at them and say, ‘Wow!’ ” he continued. “ ‘How did they do that?’ So you walk in the store and you go to the first floor, the sixth floor, the seventh floor. Well, we’re the window of our university. We bring a lot of people in, and then they find out what’s happening in medicine, law, business, history, English. As long as we understand that, and use it, it’s nothing but good. I’ve understood that from the get-go. Getting the right people to come in the door opens up development, research, enrollment—it opens up everything. We know we’re part of that team.”

•  •  •

But the good news about Coach K masked deeper institutional problems at Duke about the often uneasy relationship between academics and athletics. Three days before Alleva burst into Brodhead’s office in Allen Building with the news that Krzyzewski might actually be leaving Duke for the Lakers, another Duke administrator and professor of medical psychology, Robert Thompson—then in his fifth year as the dean of Duke’s undergraduate program—received a two-page, single-spaced, letter from Peter Wood, a longtime Duke history professor and former Rhodes scholar. Wood, then sixty years old, had been teaching history at Duke for nearly thirty years and briefly coached the women’s lacrosse team when it was a club sport. In his letter to Thompson, Wood worried that during the previous decade “mission creep” had occurred “regarding the time demands of student athletes.” He noticed that “slowly” and “sport by sport and year by year” it had become “more acceptable and common for players to miss classes and spend inordinate time on the road.” Why, Wood wondered, were injured athletes required to travel with their teams? Why were nonconference, midseason games scheduled in western time zones? And why were varsity coaches allowed to call a “required” practice during “morning class time in the last week” of the semester? “I was shocked to lose at least a dozen students for this reason this spring,” he wrote Thompson, “during the important last week of class. They had no option. Needless to say, even when such drills are billed as voluntary, students on athletic scholarships feel that they must give their first allegiance to coaches, not to professors.”

Wood wrote that he found “even more troubling” the second trend involving the “attitudes of some varsity athletes toward their professors and their schoolwork generally,” who are “part of a larger minority of disaffected, uninterested and openly hostile students.” He made clear this wasn’t just a conclusion he had reached based on his own personal experience—although he had been confronted with the attitude in his own classes—but had heard the same from other professors and teaching assistants, too. “Unfortunately, this trend may well dovetail with the increasing centrality of sport for some at Duke,” he concluded. He mentioned that at an alumni reunion event in 2003, he was “surprised” to hear a varsity coach “downplay the importance of course work and academic majors.” He professed his hope that with “adequate leadership from all of us,” he could see “no reason why this troubling antiacademic attitude cannot be addressed and repaired.” Still, he ended his letter on an ominous note: “In my experience, we have gone beyond the ‘few bad apples’ stage.”

Wood had been prompted to write the letter to Dean Thompson after the end of the spring semester in 2004, during which he taught a class in Native American history. There were sixty-five students in the class, ten of whom were varsity lacrosse players. He was reviewing his teacher evaluations and read the following comment from one of the students: “I wish all of the Indians had died; then we wouldn’t have had to study them.” Wood suspected that the author of this comment was a lacrosse player. He had become increasingly convinced that “the play-hard cohort was poisoning the campus culture” at Duke, “and that lacrosse players were at the heart of the problem.”

Wood never heard back from Thompson. But it was not hard to see why Thompson did not respond. And why Brodhead, in his first week as university president, had no choice but to indulge Krzyzeswki in his very public flirtation with the Lakers. Duke had seemingly become the embodiment of a still-credible aspect of the American Dream: the ability to have it all in just four quick years. There was the first-rate education; the top-notch Division I athletics; the seemingly infinite job prospects upon graduation, especially on Wall Street; the gorgeous campus; the handsome student body; and the temperate climate. Who could ask for anything more? “Duke’s rapid rise to prominence over the past several decades was perhaps without precedent in academia,” observed Buzz Bissinger in Vanity Fair.

But Wood’s warning about the shifting priorities of student-athletes at Duke would be driven home—for good—less than two years later, when Duke confronted its worst crisis in a history that traces back 175 years.



CHAPTER ONE

“We’ve Got Dancers Coming”

Although no one knew it yet, Duke’s perception of itself, as well as how the university was perceived by the rest of the world, began to change sometime around midnight on Monday, March 14, 2006, after a night of shenanigans and heavy drinking by forty-one of the forty-seven members of the tight-knit varsity lacrosse team—all but one of whom were white. The party took place at a nondescript rental house at 610 North Buchanan Boulevard, off Duke’s East Campus, where three of the lacrosse players lived. It was spring break, and the rest of the Duke campus was quiet. Two days before, the Duke lacrosse team, then ranked third in the country, had defeated twentieth-ranked Loyola 9–7 in San Diego, improving its record to 5–1. After the Loyola win, coach Mike Pressler said, “Now we look ahead to one of the most difficult weeks in Duke lacrosse history,” a reference to the team’s upcoming March 18 match against rival University of North Carolina, followed by games against Cornell and Georgetown in quick succession. Little did Pressler know that for whatever reason—boredom, feeling sorry for themselves for having to be in town when everyone else was on spring break, or simply because they could—most of the guys on his lacrosse team would decide to have their own version of Girls Gone Wild on North Buchanan Boulevard in Durham, North Carolina.

After lacrosse practice on March 13, at around 3 p.m., Dan Flannery, a twenty-one-year-old senior cocaptain from Garden City, New York, ran a few errands and then went home to 610 North Buchanan. He found a number of his teammates already there. According to Jason Bissey, who lived next door, he and his roommate, Derek Anderson, remembered that the drinking began an hour before Flannery returned home. A group of guys were playing “washers,” whereby a player tries to toss metal washers into a cup from a defined distance. “I remember in particular one young man wearing a sort of suspenders-like harness that would hold two cans or bottles of beer,” Bissey said. Anderson remembered that as the day turned into night at 610 North Buchanan, more and more people showed up at the party. He remembered seeing as many as thirty people in the backyard, playing washers. “They were pretty loud that night,” he later told police. “They had been playing washers for about seven hours.”

Flannery confirmed that the drinking began early that day. “We decided to start drinking [because] we were on spring break,” he explained. At least once a week, the team usually went together to Teasers Men’s Club on Ramseur Street in Durham, a topless bar—it boasted of being the “area’s finest”—where to be admitted one had to be at least twenty-one years old. Since some of the players at the house were not twenty-one or had lost their fake IDs, they decided to see if they could hire two strippers to come by at 11 p.m. that night to dance during the party for a couple of hours. This was, apparently, a spring break tradition for the Duke lacrosse team. Recalled Ryan McFadyen, a six-foot-five defenseman from Mendham, New Jersey, “The tradition is: ‘Hey, it’s spring break. We’re the only guys on campus.’ ” McFadyen remembered March 13 was a gorgeous day. At the practice that morning, they did a running workout with the speed coach. He also remembered that Coach Pressler came to the practice with something like $10,000 in cash that he handed out to the players for “meal money” for the eight days of spring break. “Coach Pressler handed out meal money for the week to every guy on the team that Monday,” McFadyen said. It was like, ‘Yeah, here’s five hundred bucks. Here’s five hundred bucks. Here’s five hundred bucks.’ ” Afterward, he got a message on his cell phone from David Evans, Flannery’s housemate and another cocaptain of the lacrosse team. “I remember the message he left,” McFadyen recalled. “He said, ‘Hey, we’re having a barbecue over at 610. Get yourself and the sophomore guys over here. I need a six-foot-five-inch hunk of meat in my backyard right now. Get over here.’ So people were making their way over. Some guys were there early. Some guys were there at two or three.”

The idea was just to have some fun while the rest of the students were away. McFadyen got to the party around two o’clock. “Guys were drinking,” he said. “We were hanging out. I don’t think I had any beers yet, ’cause I know I went back to eat and went to the gym, worked out again.” When he was at the party the first time, he noticed some of the guys were betting some of their meal money on games of beer pong. “Who wants to play?” he recalled people saying. “Who wants to play?” He then went to work out and got a ride back to the party. “We were there all day, grilling, having beers, playing washers, beer pong, just having a good time, playing some music. . . . Everyone was drinking, and someone said, ‘Oh, let’s go to the strip club.’ Someone’s idea was like, ‘Let’s just have dancers come to the house as opposed to risking people going out and getting in trouble. We’ll just order dancers to come here,’ a very common occurrence on campus. I know Duke tried to issue some sort of moratorium, make a rule against it after the fact, but between keeping the frats on campus, sororities doing it during their rush week and people doing it during random events, it happens all the time, so it’s common for sure. For us, it was just ‘We’ll just do it here. It’ll be very casual.’ It’ll be the smarter choice, because there won’t be anyone outside the team to screw anything up or get into trouble or risk anything.”

After searching Google for the phone number of the Allure Agency, Dan Flannery called and spoke with the woman who answered. They discussed the rate for each stripper—$400, half of which the dancers could keep—whether certain ethnicities of strippers could be selected and if there was a maximum stripper-to-partier ratio. He gave the woman a fake name—Daniel Flanigan—but his real cell phone number. “She called me back twenty to twenty-five minutes later telling me that she had two girls,” Flannery recalled in a subsequent written statement. “The first had brown hair with light brown highlights, measurements 35-25-35 (vaguely) and a 36C chest. The second girl was [H]ispanic with roughly the same measurements. The lady on the phone told me the girls were in their mid- to late twenties and had worked together before.”

Flannery shared this information with his buddies, and they decided that hiring the two strippers was a good plan. Flannery then called his other teammates, not already there, and invited them over for the party, which was going to be a night of drinking, watching TV and playing “Beirut,” another name for the drinking game beer pong, where cups partially filled with beer are arranged in a pyramid shape on a table and each team takes turns trying to bounce a Ping-Pong ball into the cups. If the ball goes in, a member of the opposing team has to drink the beer. The skill required to get the Ping-Pong ball into the cups is pretty low, so the consumption of beer is pretty high—which is the point, after all. Another housemate, David Evans, also then twenty-two and the cocaptain of the lacrosse team along with Flannery, collected $25 from each lacrosse player at the house to pay the $800 cost of the two strippers.

McFadyen remembered when he got back to the party for the second time, “People were collecting money, like, ‘Hey, we’ve got dancers coming. Instead of going to Teasers, they’re coming here.’ All right. The whole team’s here. I’ll hang out.”

Around 6:10 p.m. that night, “Melissa” from the Allure Agency called Kim Roberts, also known as Kim Pittman, a thirty-one-year-old half-black, half-Korean woman who had been working at the agency for about six months. She lived at 1602 Albany Street in Durham, had a young daughter and was in some trouble with the law. She had been convicted of embezzling from a previous employer in Durham County and had then run off to California, in violation of her parole. She returned to Durham, even though there was an outstanding warrant for her arrest for missing a meeting with her parole officer. Her job prospects were pretty dim. Dancing as a stripper was a way to get some steady work and pay her bills. Allure told her to show up at 11 p.m. at the house on North Buchanan for a bachelor party of about fifteen guys. “I went to Priscilla’s to purchase an outfit for the evening and proceded [sic] to get ready for the night,” she wrote in a statement given to the Durham police about a week later. She believed the party would be relatively small and tame because she assumed the guys would be older—the friends of a guy getting married—and that she would be dancing with another, more experienced woman in case things got out of control.

When Roberts arrived at 610 North Buchanan around eleven o’clock, she decided not to stop at the house. She had quickly realized that this was not likely to be a bachelor party but rather a Duke student party at what looked like some off-campus house. She was right. “At first I didn’t want to stay, because I saw all these young guys,” she said. She drove around the block and then pulled up to the house.

Flannery—known to her as “Dan F.”—met her when she got out of the car. She still didn’t like the setting but Flannery got her to relax, although her anxieties were not much allayed when she saw player after player coming out onto the front lawn of the house to take a piss. Flannery told her that actually the party was a gathering of friends, not a bachelor party after all, and that they were all graduate students on sports teams at Duke. Flannery described Roberts as the “Hispanic” stripper—even though she was not—and “very friendly and outgoing.” He said she told him she had graduated from the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill—even though she had not—and that the other stripper, described as a black girl, would be arriving shortly. “She drove her own vehicle, seemed very conscious [sic], sober and eager to start the party,” Flannery explained in his written statement. She waited another thirty minutes or so for the other dancer, Crystal Gail Mangum, to arrive at the house. While Roberts was waiting, she saw a Durham police car drive by the house a few times. This made her nervous—there was the outstanding warrant for her arrest, after all—so she moved to the back of the house. Evans made Roberts a drink—Diet Pepsi and whiskey—and she and Flannery hung out in Evans’s room for a while, waiting for Mangum to arrive. She went outside at one point to smoke a cigarette and Flannery accompanied her. She also collected her $400.

She had been told that members of the Duke baseball and track teams were at the party, but then learned that the party comprised Duke lacrosse players. One player told her the guys were expecting one of the strippers to be white and the other to be Hispanic. Even though Roberts was not Hispanic, she looked like she would fit the bill, so the general expectation was that the other stripper would be white. “As we waited, I met a few of the fellas in the house,” Roberts said, “and chitchatted for several minutes. The guys were anxious and asked me to call Melissa and check on the second girl. We were told that she was on her way.”

When Mangum, who is black, finally arrived, there was some initial concern about whether the dancing should proceed, given the boys’ preference for white dancers. Like Roberts, Mangum was a single mother—of two children—and a student at the predominantly black North Carolina Central University in Durham. She also seemed unsteady on her feet. “When the black girl arrived,” Flannery explained, “she was dropped off by a male and was suspected to be high and drunk. She could hardly speak and her words were slurred and at times incomprehensible. . . . Guys on the team were commenting on how messed-up/high the black stripper was.” Added Evans, “She was obviously on some kind of drug from the start, the black stripper. She couldn’t walk or talk clearly.”

But Flannery and his buddies decided to move ahead with the evening entertainment as planned. “People are kind of shoveling up money,” McFadyen recalled. “I heard Dan saying, ‘These girls are coming. Let’s go. Everyone get around.’ And I’m in the back playing washers with Kevin Mayer and having a couple beers. But nothing was out of the ordinary. Every party there is somebody who is the DD”—designated driver—“and someone who’s drunk, and every level in between. And guys were just having a good time. I remember Dan telling people, ‘Hey, the girls are coming. Let’s get inside.’ So we file in. The main living room is packed. I hopped into someone’s bedroom. Eddie Douglas was in there. We sat down. We were watching baseball on TV.” McFadyen also remembered what Flannery said about the two dancers. “He was like, ‘Oh, we have two girls, both blondes, in their late twenties, 36-24- . . .’ He gave some measurement. All right, great.” But then, after the players had assembled and the dancing was about to begin, McFadyen remembered that Flannery had told everyone: “ ‘Hey, both girls are here, and they’re chocolate.’ I was like, ‘Whatever.’ D. Wood”—Devon Sherwood, the only black player on the team—“gets up and goes, ‘Hell yeah, bring them in.’ I said, ‘I don’t care if they’re black, white, whatever. They’re just here to dance, show some skin and that’s it.’ ”

Mangum—whom Roberts referred to as “Precious,” while she referred to Roberts as “Nikki”—went to the back of the house, met Roberts “for the first time” and then went inside to get her $400 payment, which she then showed to Roberts. Flannery and Evans then spoke to the women about “the routine and the logistics of their dance.” They also spoke about the need to be “respectful” during the performance. “Okay, you guys seem very respectful,” Roberts recalled telling the guys. “If everybody acts as you are acting, I’m sure we’ll have a fun time. I’m sure we’ll have a good time.” Roberts said, “They completely assured me that everybody in there were good guys—‘Everybody in there is respectful, and you will be fine and safe.’ [I was] completely assured of that.”

With the decision made to proceed, Roberts told Flannery to go back inside the house so she could speak with Mangum alone and “get to know her” before the dancing began. “We talked,” Roberts explained later. “We joked a little bit. I told her I was new to this and didn’t really know what I was doing. [She] told me that she danced at a club and was a little more experienced. She told me about her kids. . . . It was a regular, normal conversation, nothing that set off any alarm bells in my head.” Roberts disputed the notion that Mangum was incoherent when she arrived, even though later the statement that Mangum was “loopy” would be attributed to her.

They headed into the house, into Evans’s bathroom, to get changed and prepared, even though Mangum was already in costume. (She also showed up at the house with cuts on her knee and foot, according to pictures of the event.) “We conversed about our plan for the dance,” Roberts explained. While the two women were in the green-tile bathroom, “there was a knock on the door,” Roberts continued, “and we were handed two drinks of equal amounts.” They sipped the drinks but soon “Precious’s cup fell into the sink,” Roberts said. They finished getting dressed, and then Flannery led the women out of the bathroom to the living room “to do our show,” Roberts continued.

At that time, most of the students were in the front room of the house, drinking, watching TV, listening to music and waiting for the dancing to begin. “There were about twenty to twenty-five young guys there who were all sitting down,” Roberts recalled. “Precious and I began our show, which, in my opinion, seemed to be going well.” Observed Flannery, “Guys were cheering and yelling.” Roberts noticed that the guys had been drinking more than just beer—she saw a large bottle of Jack Daniel’s going around—and remarked at how young many of them seemed. “The girls entered the room, began to dance and make out with each other,” Flannery continued. “The black girl fell to the ground and the [H]ispanic girl sat on her face, engaging in or mimicking oral sex.” Recalled McFadyen, “So they come in. I remember hearing when they come in and start dancing . . . I remember when I first saw [Mangum], you could just tell. Her movements were wishy-washy. She was really fucked-up on something.”

Evans noted that Mangum “couldn’t talk or stand up straight, she was so high,” and that Roberts “took of[f] her bra” but “never her underwear.” Mangum, he said, “only pulled her top down halfway” and “never took off her underwear,” either. “The girls were sloppily dancing due to the black stripper’s state of mind and began to kiss,” he observed. Still, there seemed to be the expectation among the team members, Roberts later thought on reflection, that the dancers “would fully degrade each other during the course of the performance.” Evans reported that that was, in fact, what happened next. He said Mangum “went down” on Roberts. Neither Roberts nor Mangum recalled having oral sex.

At the time, Roberts said she was increasingly nervous for their safety. “As soon as we showed ourselves in our costumes, it was on,” she said. “They were ready to see whatever they were going to see, and so it got loud from there and there was no time. There was no time. There was no wait. It was just a go from there. . . . You have to think of two little girls among how many big boys? That in and of itself is intimidating if they are not being respectful of my feelings, my space. . . . How is someone supposed to perform a show if they’re wondering, ‘Okay, what’s this guy talking about over here? Am I going to have to worry about my safety?’ Things were said that made me concerned for my safety.”

After the women got up off the floor, according to Flannery, Roberts asked the guys, “Who was going to step up and take their pants off[?] No one would.” Peter Lamade, then twenty-one, from Chevy Chase, Maryland, and a graduate of the Landon School—a feeder school for Duke athletes—asked Roberts “if she put objects up her vagina.” Her response, according to Flannery, was “something along the lines of ‘I would put your dick in me but you’re not big enough.’ ” Then Lamade grabbed a broomstick, showed it to Roberts and said, “Would this do?” (Another version of this incident, according to Matt Zash, had Lamade wondering if the dancers had brought with them any “sex toys,” to which Roberts supposedly responded, “What’s wrong, white boy, is your dick too small?” To which Lamade responded by grabbing the broomstick and telling Roberts, “Here, you can use this” and “I’m gonna shove this up you.”)

With events having taken a seemingly nasty turn, Roberts decided to stop the show. “That statement made me uncomfortable, and I felt like I wanted to leave,” Roberts explained. “I raised my voice to the boys and said the show was over. The commotion riled Precious up and caused her to get irate.” Roberts was “half-naked” at that point, according to Flannery, and Mangum was wearing a “glittery-type dress or getup.” He said Mangum had not taken off her clothes. Roberts was very upset at this point. She was “yelling and screaming about how we had disrespected them,” Flannery recalled. Roberts then grabbed Mangum and both women headed into David Evans’s room. “So, three minutes later, all of a sudden I look up and I see the one girl stepping over the couch and getting out of the room,” McFadyen remembered. “The guys were saying shit to each other.”

Flannery and Evans, as well as players Kyle Dowd and Tony McDevitt, followed the women into Evans’s room. “We tried to apologize and reason with the [H]ispanic stripper,” Flannery recalled. “The black stripper was mumbling and stumbling. I was apologizing to the [H]ispanic stripper and she offered to give me a private dance that I refused.” Roberts and Mangum then went into the bathroom and closed the door. “I told her I wanted to leave,” Roberts recalled. “Precious felt we could get more money and that we shouldn’t leave yet. She was uncontrollable at this point and was yelling at the boys, who were knocking at the door, to leave us alone.”

With the show over, a number of the lacrosse players were angry, as if they had paid $800 for next to nothing. “Guys on the team were upset and wanted their money back,” Flannery said. “Some guys wanted to call the police.” He tried to convince the women to continue the show, but that did not happen. “At that point I was demanding our money back, because it appeared they were hustling us,” Evans recalled. Said McFadyen, “I remember the two girls were in the bathroom. They had locked themselves in. I guess they had already pooled all the money together and paid them up front for, like, two hours; it was $400 an hour for two, ‘Here’s $800,’ and it had been, like, ten minutes. So then it was ‘Hey, listen. We understand your friend is really fucked-up. She’s not fit to dance. She needs to be taken somewhere, or you need to take care of her. But we paid you for two hours. Can we get some of the money back?’ I remember walking by and seeing Dan and Evans were having this conversation.”

According to Evans, it took another $100—that Flannery paid—to get the two women out of the bathroom and to leave the house. Jason Bissey, the next-door neighbor, heard the commotion brewing outside about the feeling of being cheated by the dancers.

Meanwhile, Roberts changed her clothes in the car and just wanted to drive away but didn’t want to leave “Precious” by herself in the house. She said the guys came to her car window and asked her to help get Mangum, who had passed out on the back porch of the house. “By this point, it seemed that the fellas may have been ready for the evening to be over,” Roberts said. “I told them that if they could get her to my car, I would get her out of their hair.”

That is what happened. “The [H]ispanic stripper stomped out the back door with the black stripper in the midst of changing back into her clothes,” Flannery remembered. “I was talking to the [H]ispanic the entire time she was walking to her car, apologizing. . . . The [H]ispanic girl entered her vehicle and was very angry. I tried to calm her down. [S]he wouldn’t leave without the black stripper. We both thought the black girl was still in the bathroom. However, she was passed out on the back stoop of the house, half-naked. At this time I went to the back of the house w[ith] Kevin Coleman”—another teammate—“who photographed her passed out there and picked her up. I put her arms around my shoulder and walked her to the other girl’s car.”

When Mangum got into Roberts’s car, Roberts noticed that she did not have her bag. Roberts asked her if she “had the most important thing, her money.” Mangum told Roberts she did have the money. “But she did not seem coherent,” Roberts recalled. “She then told me that we should go back to the house because there was more money to be made there.” Roberts asked Mangum again if she had her “things” and Mangum said yes, she did, but Roberts didn’t see them. “So in my opinion, she was talking crazy,” Roberts recalled. She locked Mangum in her car and went back into the house to try to find Man-gum’s bag. She and Flannery looked around for Mangum’s bag but couldn’t find it. “I said, ‘I’ve done all I can,’ and went back to my car,” she said.

Evans was growing concerned that the Durham police might come by, what with all the yelling and screaming and the fact that Mangum was stumbling around barefoot and, apparently, without her top on. “The [H]ispanic girl was in her driver’s-side seat, while the black girl was circling the car, yelling,” Evans remembered. “Her boobs were exposed and I thought that we were going to get a noise violation and that she was going to get a public nudity charge.” Evans tried to convince her to go back inside and get her purse and shoes. But she wasn’t going back inside.

Frustrated by the scene outside, Evans said he went back into the house and told everyone to leave because of the commotion outside. “Everyone was like, ‘Everyone’s got to go. Let’s go to Charlie’s. Let’s go to a bar. Everyone make your way out,’ ” McFadyen said. “Guys were all over the house, walking out the front door, walking out the back. I think we were out of beer at that point. People just kind of dispersed.” Evans said his teammates were still miffed. “They kept [asking me,] ‘Did we get the money back, because we got hustled’; they had only stripped for maybe five minutes,” Evans recalled. “I said, ‘No, and I would gladly pay to have them leave.’ This would be bad publicity for our team; otherwise I would have called the police then. Ryan McFadyen said that he wanted to take the money from the black girl’s purse. I told him he was stupid ’cuz the girl had a driver who prob[ably] had a gun and would kill us.” McFadyen had stayed behind briefly to use the bathroom. “Most guys are exiting to the backyard,” he said. “Some guys are leaving. Some guys are walking down to the one bar. Some are walking to the other. Most of the guys are walking this way, toward East Campus so they can go to Charlie’s. I was taking a pee. I remember seeing the one girl”—meaning Roberts—“walk out. I don’t know. I guess everything is settled. I’m walking out and Dan Loftus was there. Dan said something . . . Dan opens the door and says, ‘Oh, you’re welcome,’ and she’s like, ‘Fuck you.’ Dan looks at me. Dan does a really funny face. His face was like, ‘Oh, she’s a little testy, huh?’ ”

As the women were getting ready to leave in Roberts’s blue Honda, and then again as they were driving off, racial epithets started flying. Jason Bissey, who was already concerned about all the noise and the partying, said he heard one of the players yell, “Hey, bitch, thank your grandpa for your nice cotton shirt!” Roberts said the verbal assaults were even more offensive than Bissey recalled. “They just hollered it out, ‘nigger,’ ‘nigger,’ ‘nigger,’ ” said Roberts. “They were hollering it for all to hear. They didn’t care who heard it.” Flannery remembered that some of his teammates were on top of the stone wall that surrounds Duke’s East Campus and were yelling at the Honda as it pulled away. He saw that Roberts had stopped the car, gotten out, and yelled something back. Roberts later conceded she may have provoked a response by yelling “You limp-dick white boys, you’re not real men. You had to pay for us” at them. At that point, Flannery said, the guys on the wall screamed, “Go home and feed your kids.” Roberts replied, “Fuck Duke, I’m calling the cops. That’s a hate crime.” For his part, Matt Zash remembered overhearing one of his teammates say, “Well, we asked for whites, not niggers,” whereupon he heard Roberts say, “That’s a hate crime, I’m calling the police.” As she drove away, Roberts said, she kept thinking to herself, “It was almost unbelievable. All I kept going back to was, ‘I can’t believe these are Duke students.’ ” Recalled McFadyen, “We’re sitting on the East Campus wall. Five minutes later, the girl comes out, gets in her car, pulls her car around. Dan Flannery walks out with the other girl, who is passed out in his arms. . . . He’s carrying her out, puts her in the car. There was an exchange of words between some of the guys sitting farther down from me on the fence with Kim Roberts, whatever her name was, and she drives off.”

Since he didn’t have his fake ID with him, McFadyen and some of his younger teammates went back to their dormitory room at Edens Quad, on Duke’s West Campus. “That was probably around midnight at that point,” he said. “Hung out for a bit. I wrote my e-mail. I go to sleep.” The e-mail he wrote, although in exceedingly poor taste, was supposedly a riff on the Brett Easton Ellis novel American Psycho, which many Duke students were required to read. The book and the movie based on it were favorites of McFadyen’s. “To whom it may concern,” McFadyen wrote, “Tommorow [sic] night, after tonights show, ive decided to have some strippers over to edens 2c. all are welcome. however there will be no nudity. I plan on killing the bitches as soon as the[y] walk in and proceding to cut their skin off while cumming in my duke issue spandex . . . all in besides arch and tack[.] please respond[.]”

In any event, it was bedtime after a long day and night. The Duke lacrosse team had a practice the next day at 11 a.m.

•  •  •

Meanwhile, Roberts said, she called the police on her cell phone and relayed the incident to them, as she had promised she would, but she did not give the police her real name—remembering the outstanding arrest warrant—plus she did not want it to be known that she was a stripper who had just come from a job. She also did not know what to do with Mangum, whose real name she did not know. Nor did she know where Mangum lived. She could not ask Mangum, either, since by this time the other woman had completely passed out.

According to a transcript of Roberts’s 911 call, she spoke with the dispatcher at 12:53 a.m. from her cell phone. “Hi, I don’t know if this is an emergency or not, necessarily,” Roberts said, “but I’m in Durham, and I was driving down near Duke’s campus, and it’s me and my black girlfriend, and the guy—there’s, like, a white guy by the Duke wall—and he just hollered out ‘nigger’ to me. And I’m just so angry I didn’t know who to call.” She noted that she had just come from 610 North Buchanan Boulevard—a “frat house,” she said—and that although she had not been harmed and was not going to press charges against the guys, she did want to report to the police how offended she was by their use of a racial slur. “So I don’t know what’s gonna happen—I can’t—I’m not gonna press the issue, I guess,” Roberts continued. “But I live in a neighborhood where they wrote KKK on the side of a white station wagon, and that’s near right where I’m at, you know what I mean. And they didn’t harm me in any way, but I just feel so completely offended, I can’t even believe it. I thought, you know, saying, times have changed, and I don’t even know what the hell is going on. . . . So, I’m not going to press the issue, but, whatever, however Durham city feels about racial slurs and stuff, however you guys want to handle it, you can handle it however you do. I’m not hurt in any way, okay.”

After making the call, Roberts again asked Mangum where she lived so that she could drive her home, but Mangum still did not respond. Roberts then called Melissa at the Allure agency to try to contact the driver who had dropped Mangum at 610 North Buchanan a few hours before. But Melissa was of no help, either. Roberts decided to drive to the Kroger supermarket, on Hillsborough Street in Durham, which was relatively nearby and which she knew was open twenty-four hours a day. She drove into the parking lot, found a security guard, and asked her to call the police. At 1:22 a.m., the security guard, Angel Altmon, called 911. About Mangum, Altmon said, “Um, the problem is . . . it’s a lady in somebody else’s car, and she will not get out of the car. She’s, like, she’s like intoxicated, drunk or something. She’s, I mean, she won’t get out of the car, period.” After Altmon explained to the dispatcher the make and color of Roberts’s car and the fact that Mangum was unarmed, not dangerous, and barely talking, Roberts added, “And she’s fairly drunk. She has no weapons, not dangerous or anything.” Shortly thereafter, the dispatcher said she would send a police cruiser to the Kroger parking lot to investigate and to be helpful if he could.

By this time, things had quieted down considerably at 610 North Buchanan. Neighbor Jason Bissey recalled that “within five minutes” of the women leaving, the noise at the house had ended. “It was total silence,” he said. Zash, the third housemate, told everyone to go home, and that was when a number of the players started walking toward the East Campus wall. After everyone had left the house, Flannery and Zash moved their cars around the corner to 1105 Urban Street, where a group of their lacrosse teammates lived. “We were afraid the[y] might come back and damage our cars,” Flannery said of the two dancers. Flannery and Zash then went inside 1105 Urban Street and one of their teammates told them the police had stopped by 610 North Buchanan. Flannery stepped outside the Urban Street house and could see that a police officer was outside, inspecting his house. He and Zash waited there, watching TV, until the officer left before returning home. It was around 1:30 a.m. “We then went back to the house and went to bed,” he said. “The next morning, Matt found the black stripper’s purse outside our house.” At around 3 a.m., Zash heard a police radio outside the house. He woke up and saw an officer looking inside a car window with a flashlight, but the officer did not come to the door of the house.

David Evans also went to his teammates’ house on Urban Street after the party broke up at North Buchanan. He was thinking the “cops might come because of the ‘racial slur’ ” remark, although he said he did not know exactly what was said by his teammates to the women as they drove away. He remembered, too, that Flannery had given him $260 left over from what people had paid the dancers. He then gave Flannery back a $100 bill “because he had paid extra,” and he noted that Flannery had also won $100 playing beer pong. He put the remaining $160 on his desk.

After Roberts’s 911 call, Durham police sergeant John Shelton was dispatched to 610 North Buchanan Street to check out the alleged disturbance. “The narrative of the call stated that several males [were] yelling racial slurs at passersby,” Shelton later recalled. When he arrived at the house, no one was outside or could be seen leaving the house. After some other officers arrived, Shelton knocked on the door of the house, but there was no answer. When he looked inside the house—from a window—he could not see anyone, either. “There were beer cans and bottles, a beer keg, and several empty plastic cups strewn about, leading me to believe that there had been a party,” Shelton continued. “There were also two or three full trash bags on the front porch.” Shelton saw Jason Bissey on the porch of his house and spoke with him. Bissey told him the “party had just broken up and that it was rowdy, causing him to contemplate calling 911.” Shelton left 610 North Buchanan after he concluded the party was over and no one was at home.

A few minutes later, Shelton was dispatched to the Kroger because of a “woman refusing to get out of the complainant’s car.” Shelton arrived at the Kroger around 1:51 a.m. He was the first police officer on the scene. Roberts walked over to his car and explained that she had called 911 earlier about the “racial slurs” being spewed by the Duke students and that—lying here—she had seen Mangum walking along the wall of East Campus near 610 North Buchanan and had stopped and picked her up. Roberts told Shelton, who noted it in his report, that she “did not know if the female was drunk or high but that in any case she did not appear that she could take care of herself, and she was afraid of what the white men might do to the woman.” Roberts told Shelton she had offered “the woman” a ride home, and now Mangum would not get out of her car. She also said she did not know the woman. “I cautioned her about picking up strangers,” Shelton said. (Some forty-eight minutes later, several other Durham police officers concluded that Roberts had lied to them and that the two women had met earlier in the evening at 610 North Buchanan.)

Shelton then saw Mangum slumped down in the passenger-side seat of Roberts’s car. He reported to the dispatcher that she was “breathing” and “appears to be fine. She’s not in distress. She’s just passed out, drunk.” He said she was wearing a “see-through red garment,” no underwear, and “one white high-heel shoe.” He “grabbed her lightly,” “jostled her,” and spoke to her “loudly” in an effort to rouse Mangum from her stupor and get her out of the car. As she remained unresponsive, Shelton opened an ammonia capsule and put it under Mangum’s nose, which revived her instantly. Mangum “began mouth-breathing, which is a sign that she was not really unconscious,” Shelton observed. He was concerned that she might “wake up quickly” after smelling the ammonia capsule, and so he “grabbed” Mangum and “attempted to pull her from the vehicle.”

But Mangum did not want to cooperate with Shelton. She grabbed hold of the Honda’s emergency brake as Shelton tried to pull her from the car. She lost her grip on it, though, after Shelton applied pressure to her right hand and arm. “At this point, I applied a bent-wrist come-along [maneuver] to her right hand and arm,” Shelton said. Once she was out of the car, Shelton released the pressure. “She collapsed to the ground,” Shelton observed.

By this time, another officer, Willie Barfield, had arrived at the Kroger. He and Shelton conferred about what to do. Roberts said she did not want Mangum to get into trouble. At first, Shelton and Barfield decided that Mangum’s “bizarre behavior” was the result of either drugs or alcohol and determined she be taken to the Durham County Jail and placed on “twenty-four-hour lockup status.” Echoing Shelton’s observations about Mangum, Barfield communicated to the Durham Community Communications Center, or DCCC, “She’s breathing, appears to be fine. She’s not in distress. She’s just passed out drunk.”

Without any identification—her pocketbook was still at 610 North Buchanan—and since Mangum would not talk to the officers and Roberts did not know her name or where she lived, the officers revised their thinking and decided instead that Mangum was “too intoxicated” to be brought to jail overnight and decided to take her to Durham Center Access, a halfway house and emergency room that helped indigents through substance-abuse and psychological crises. Shelton determined Mangum “met the criteria for involuntary commitment,” since she had no identification, wasn’t speaking and seemed unable to walk voluntarily. “Based on his experience, both on patrol and in his training of officers on the methods of making such distinctions, Sergeant Shelton identified signs and symptoms of a severe mental illness,” according to court documents. “Sergeant Shelton further concluded that Mangum was imminently dangerous to herself or others, and that she was in need of immediate psychiatric care. Shelton withdrew his twenty-four-hour-hold order and directed the officers to initiate emergency involuntary commitment proceedings.” Shelton then “withdrew from the call.” (The DCCC recordings relating to Shelton’s change of heart have been destroyed.)

To some participants in the unfolding drama, this was considered a crucial moment. If Mangum had been brought to the Durham County Jail, as originally planned, she would have been held for twenty-four hours and likely slept off her drug or alcohol frenzy. Instead, by bringing her to Durham Access, a series of steps was initiated that could have resulted in Mangum’s two young children—at that moment alone at her home, asleep—being taken away from her.

Mariecia Smith, a supervisor at Durham Access, met Mangum first in the parking lot of the center. It was around 2 a.m., Smith later told Durham police, that Officer Barfield did not know Mangum’s name because she was “nonresponsive.” Smith introduced herself to Mangum and asked her to get out of the police car. Smith told the police that Mangum “appeared nervous and was shaking.” Mangum told Smith her name was “Honey” and that she did not want to go to jail. Smith told Mangum she was at Durham Access, not jail. Mangum “grabbed her and started crying,” Smith explained. Smith noted that she smelled alcohol on Mangum’s breath. Barfield and another officer stood by while a staff nurse, Alycia Wright, asked a reviving Mangum the usual list of questions about risk of suicide, substance abuse, danger to others and victimization. These questions were part of the normal process by which someone would be admitted to the center. Mangum refused to answer Wright’s questions. Instead, Mangum wrote the names of her children on a piece of paper. Wright and Smith ascertained that Mangum’s children were five and six years old and were home alone. Smith said she then asked Officer Barfield to check on the children, and he made a number of calls on his police radio to do that.

“Did something happen to your children?” Wright asked.

“No,” Mangum replied.

“Did something happen to you?” Wright wondered.

“Yes,” Mangum answered.

“Were you raped?” Wright asked.

Mangum nodded yes.

At that instant, in the eyes of the Durham police department—per police protocol—the incident went from being one involving a noncommunicative, drunk stripper to one involving a possible rape victim, a serious criminal charge. The involuntary commitment procedures at Durham Access were immediately stopped—ending, at that moment, anyway, the possibility that Mangum’s children would be taken away from her—in order to administer a so-called Sexual Assault Examination. At first, Smith told police that Mangum did not want to go to the Duke Hospital—“No, no, no,” Mangum reportedly said—and that Mangum “was talking about her children and that was a big concern of her[s].” But, in the end, Mangum agreed to go. Smith “escorted” Mangum back to Barfield’s police car and put her in the backseat. From previous run-ins with the police, the athletes’ attorneys later argued, Mangum would have known that the involvement of the Department of Social Services could very well lead to her children being taken away from her—an outcome no mother, no matter what her mental or economic condition, would permit without a fight. Barfield reported Mangum’s rape allegation to Shelton, who told Barfield to take Mangum to Duke Hospital. He would meet them there. Mangum mentioned nothing about the rape on the ride to Duke Hospital, but insisted that Roberts had stolen her $2,000, her ID, her cell phone and her bag.

•  •  •

Mangum was checked in at 2:45 a.m. to the Duke University Medical Center. Five minutes later, the written police report on Mangum was “changed from passed out drunk to alleged rape.” Then she was taken to the hospital’s emergency room, where a university policewoman, trying to reassure her, reportedly saw her “crying uncontrollably and visibly shaken.” By this time, Mangum was now willing to talk with Shelton. She told him that she was a stripper and had been hired by Angels Escort Service to dance at 610 North Buchanan along with Nikki, as she called Roberts. They put on a show for the men and then went outside and got in Nikki’s car. She said “someone from the party” wanted them to come back into the house—and presumably continue dancing—but that the two dancers disagreed about the wisdom of going back in. She said she did not want to go back, but Nikki did. According to Shelton, “She said that she and ‘Nikki’ got into an argument about going back inside. She said at that point some of the guys from the party pulled her from the vehicle and groped her. She told me that no one forced her to have sex. She then mentioned that someone had taken her money.” Shelton went outside, called his “watch commander” and told him that Mangum had “recanted her rape allegation.” Moments later, Shelton heard that Mangum had changed her mind again and was now insisting she had been raped. Shelton called back the watch commander and told him that “she had changed her story back to being raped.” He then went back to Mangum’s room and asked her whether she had or had not been raped. “She told me she did not want to talk to me anymore and then started crying and saying something about them dragging her into the bathroom,” he explained. He soon thereafter left the hospital after calling back to police headquarters in order to suggest that officers be dispatched to 610 North Buchanan to see if in fact it was a Duke student house. “I think she is lying,” Shelton proclaimed after speaking with Mangum at the Duke emergency room.

Durham police officer Gwen Sutton then interviewed Mangum at the Duke Hospital. She knew from Shelton that the last known place Mangum had been was 610 North Buchanan. Mangum told Sutton she had been there to dance at a “bachelor party” where “twenty men were present.” She told Sutton that “five men raped her in the bathroom at the bachelor party.” She said that one of her five attackers—“Brett”—had “penetrated her vagina with his hands and penis” and that she was “bleeding vaginally.” She also slightly revised her story that Roberts had stolen her money. She told Sutton that she may actually have deposited the money into the ATM account of her escort agency. She also told Sutton that she had danced at 610 North Buchanan with three other women dancers, “Nikki,” “Angel” and “Tammy,” which defense attorneys later speculated referred to Roberts; Angel Altmon, the Kroger security guard; and Tammy Rose, her contact at the escort agency.

At 2:53 a.m., Jeni Hauver, a registered nurse at the Duke Hospital, examined Mangum. She told Hauver she had been “sexually assaulted.” Hauver noted that she seemed “anxious.” The nurse asked her to rate her pain on a scale of one to ten, with ten being “worst ever.” Mangum said her pain was “a perfect ten” or the “worst ever.” Hauver then conducted a series of tests to determine whether Mangum was indeed experiencing such intense pain. The tests concluded that she was not. “Nurse Hauver tested Mangum for symptoms associated with pain and found none,” according to court documents. “In Mangum’s chart, Nurse Hauver noted that Mangum appeared to her to be ‘in no acute distress, no obvious discomfort.’ ”

At 3:14 a.m., Dr. Jaime Snarski examined Mangum, the first doctor to do so. She told the doctor she was “stripping at a bachelor party” and “the bachelor [and] the other guys . . . put their fingers and penises” in her “vagina against her will.” She also complained of “extreme pain” but denied to Snarski “being hit.” She said the pain was “only in her vagina,” but Snarski found no evidence of pain in her vagina.

At 3:28 a.m., another nurse, Carole Schumoski, examined Mangum. Schumoski asked Mangum to score her pain, and Mangum again reported the pain as a ten “down there.” The nurse examined Mangum for symptoms of extreme pain but, like Dr. Snarski, found none. “Shortly thereafter, Nurse Schumoski found Mangum alone, resting quietly in no apparent distress,” according to court documents. Dr. Joshua S. Broder, the attending physician and Snarski’s boss, also examined Mangum. He found that she had no pain in her abdomen and that she was “well nourished, visibly upset, crying, alert, cooperative, no acute distress.” After these early morning exams, Mangum was wheeled out of the examining room and allowed, at last, to try to get some sleep.

In the midst of the various medical examinations of Mangum in the wee hours of March 14, another seemingly momentous decision occurred. After determining that the alleged rape had happened at 610 North Buchanan Boulevard, a home owned by Duke University and rented to three Duke students, Sergeant Shelton and his supervisors concluded that the matter fell under the jurisdiction of the Duke University police department and should be turned over to the Duke police for further investigation.

At 3:08 a.m., Duke police lieutenant Jeffrey O. Best headed to the Duke Hospital to begin Duke’s investigation into the alleged crime. When he got there, he found that Duke police officer William Mazurek had arrived first and discovered that the Duke Hospital medical staff had been examining Mangum. Mazurek later reported that what Mangum was saying seemed “almost not real” and she seemed to be “possibly faking,” although he “was not sure,” since he had “never seen a rape victim before.” Furthermore, he said, “at no point did he smell any alcohol on her,” although “she seemed like she was in a daze.” He noticed her clothes were ripped and two laces on her shoes were broken. He never asked Mangum any questions. He informed Best that Mangum had claimed she had been sexually assaulted at a “frat party”—not a “bachelor party”—at 610 North Buchanan.

Per protocol, Duke police officer Sara Beth Falcon, the only woman on the Duke police force, was then asked to assist Mangum. Falcon noted that her supervisors had gone out to the loading dock of the hospital to confer with Durham police officers. They shared what they had discovered to that point and officially handed off the case to the Duke police officers, who dispersed shortly thereafter. Best then dispatched three Duke officers to 610 North Buchanan to see if they could find any residents awake, which they could not, since it was now after 3 a.m.

Later that day, one of the three Duke officers, Christopher Day, filed the first operations report about what had been learned. Day wrote that Mangum “was claiming the she was raped by approximately twenty white males at 610 N. Buchanan Street.” Day concluded his brief, three-paragraph report with the observation that Mangum had “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. There were no charges filed by Duke Police Officers. No suspects have been identified at this time.”

From this moment on, there would be confusion—some of it said to be deliberate—about the roles that the Duke police and Durham police played in investigating what occurred. Despite the order that transferred responsibility for the ongoing investigation to the Duke police, the Durham police continued to make inquiries. At 3:47 a.m., Sergeant Lori Fansler “paged out” Durham police investigator Buffy Jones, who was on call that night, and dispatched her to Duke Hospital. At around 4 a.m., Jones interviewed Mangum. She noticed immediately “a strong smell of alcohol” coming from Mangum. Asked if her name was “Crystal,” Mangum said her name was “Precious.” She also first said she lived in Durham and then changed her story and explained, untruthfully, that she lived in Raleigh. She did not claim to have been attacked or raped, and mentioned the name of one person—“Brett”—but not in the context of any attack, as she had told Officer Sutton about an hour earlier. To Jones, Mangum said Brett “knew the deal” and “the guys weren’t with it.” She also told Jones that Kim Roberts, her fellow dancer, had stolen her purse and phone. She would not answer Jones’s questions about the rape allegation. “All I want to do is go home,” Mangum told Jones, before falling back asleep on the gurney. At 4:44 a.m., Jones spoke with Fansler about the “incident” and the “victim’s condition.”

At around 7 a.m., Mangum was awakened by Tara Levicy, an in-training sexual assault nurse examiner, or SANE. Per Duke Hospital policy, anyone claiming to have been raped had to be examined by a trained and certified sexual assault nurse. At that time, the hospital employed fourteen, “enough so there is at least one on-site during all shifts,” although it was not clear why one of them had not already examined Mangum during the nearly four hours she had been at the Duke Hospital.

Levicy arrived at the hospital at 6:45 a.m. and the head nurse asked her to perform the rape exam on Mangum. Although still technically in training—she would get her certification in the mail when she got home that night, and it was effective as of March 2—Levicy went looking for Mangum. When Levicy first found Mangum, she did not notice any smell of alcohol, nor did Mangum appear to her to be impaired or “intoxicated” in any way.

They were together for the next six or seven hours, until Mangum was discharged from the hospital in the early afternoon of March 14. Levicy explained that the examination would take “hours to do” and was “very personal.” Levicy reported that Mangum said she was “able to do that.” When Levicy first started her examination of Mangum, she noted that Mangum “spoke clearly,” was “very articulating in her words” and was “complaining of pain to her lower areas.” At one point, Levicy left the examination room to get a wheelchair down the hall, leaving Mangum alone with a white male “Rape Crisis” worker. Mangum “started screaming” hysterically and Levicy had to run back down to the room to reassure Mangum she was not going to be hurt. The man left the room, and another woman, Amy Wilkinson, was brought in to assist Levicy.

Mangum had quite a story to tell Levicy. According to the sexual assault exam report, Mangum said that she and Roberts were dancing for the lacrosse players at the party. “They were getting excited and they wanted more,” she explained. “They kept saying ‘more, more, more,’ and that’s when . . . Brett asked Nikki [Roberts] for a threesome with me.” Roberts then asked her, “Girl, are you down?” Mangum did not want to participate. She said she wanted to “go home and see her kids,” but Roberts told Mangum she wanted to “stay and make some money.” Mangum wanted to leave. “Something did not feel right,” she told Levicy. Mangum said she then “stormed out of the house.” She and Roberts got into Roberts’s car and started “fighting.” Roberts said to her, “Girl, I swear, if you don’t act like you have some sense, I will leave you right here.” Roberts then told “Brett” to get Mangum out of her car, and Brett and Roberts walked alongside Mangum as they all went back into the house. Mangum said she protested again, but Roberts said to her, “Girl, you want some more to drink, we got to make some money. . . . Girl, we got to put on a show.” Mangum said she heard Brett reiterate his desire for a threesome. But “what really scared me” was when “Adam” closed the door and said to Mangum “You can’t leave,” and she could “not see [Roberts] anymore.”

After the door to the bathroom closed, Mangum told Levicy that “Adam, Brett, and Matt” asked her to take off her clothes. They were together in the bathroom off the master bedroom, and Mangum said she heard voices of other men in the bedroom. She said “Dan Flanagan”—Dan Flannery—was the “fake name” he gave the agency, and his real name was “Matt.” She said that Matt said he was “getting married tomorrow” and couldn’t “do this”—the original ruse was that Mangum and Roberts were to perform at a bachelor party—but “Adam” said “Yes, you can.” That was when Matt put “his private part in me and did not use a condom, and he said, ‘Oh yeah, I love black pussy.’ ” Adam then asked Matt if he was “enjoying it,” and he said “Oh yes, I am enjoying it.” Mangum then said Matt “wanted to try something different,” and that was when “Adam came around back and put his private part in my butt and it was hurting and stinging, and I kept saying, ‘Stop. Please stop.’ ” But the door was locked, Mangum told Levicy, and “they said I could not leave.”

Mangum said she again asked Adam to stop because she was in a lot of pain. He did not stop. “They kept calling me ‘Nigger bitch’ [and] kept grabbing me and [saying] ‘I swear, I’ll kill you if you don’t go through with this.’ ” Mangum said that after this comment the scene “escalated”—the boys kept “using racial slurs and . . . getting excited.” Mangum told Levicy that they said, “Yeah, we fucked a nigger bitch and we fucked her good.” That was when someone started knocking on the bathroom door to let them know “it was time to go.” Mangum said she started to cry. She said Roberts was on the other side of the door, and the two women started arguing again. She said the men put her clothes back on her and took her to Roberts’s car. Levicy asked if the players “assaulted her orally,” and Mangum said, “Yes, Matt put it in my mouth, [and] that’s why my breath smells so bad.”

Mangum told Levicy that she and Roberts drove off, and eventually Roberts “pushed me out of the car” before the police came. Mangum said Roberts “took my stuff” and then told her to “get back in the car” and that she would find someone else to drive Mangum home. “The next thing I knew, the police arrived,” Mangum told Levicy. She told the police that she lived in Durham and her name was Crystal. Of Roberts, Mangum said “she took all my money and everything.”

Levicy asked Mangum again if the attackers had used condoms and she said no, but Levicy also later conceded Mangum wasn’t sure. “Victims can never be sure if condoms are used, because if they can’t see them, how would they know for sure?” Levicy said in a statement. “You can’t feel them, so you have to realize that there is always a possibility that a condom could have been used.” Mangum told Levicy that she was “unsure” if the boys ejaculated in her anus or in her vagina but knew that one of them had ejaculated in her mouth and that “they wiped her with a rag in the bathroom.”

Since Levicy had not then received her SANE certification, she was not authorized to do the pelvic exam of Mangum. That task fell to Dr. Julie Manly, a fourth-year resident at the hospital. At around 9 a.m., while Levicy took notes, Manly performed the pelvic exam of Mangum and then also took oral, rectal, and vaginal swabs and collected hair, blood, and skin samples. These samples became part of the kit that is required in any rape investigation, and would prove to be essential pieces of evidence in the weeks that followed. Levicy noted that Manly had done the examination correctly. The only physical trauma on Mangum’s body were three small scratches on her lower leg, which she had had before she started dancing the previous evening, according to photographs of Mangum taken by one of the lacrosse players at the party. In her notes, under a section titled “Brief Account of the Assault,” Levicy wrote, “Patient sexually assaulted by three men at party. Persons unknown. Vaginally, rectally, and orally assaulted. No condoms used.” Levicy also checked that Mangum told her there were “verbal threats” used and that there was “actual” penetration of her vagina, anus, and mouth, and that she was sure that one of the men had ejaculated in her mouth. She also said she had had intercourse “one week ago” before the assault, and without a condom.

The pelvic exam was complicated by the fact that when Manly inserted the speculum into Mangum’s vagina, Mangum writhed in pain. “Ms. Mangum was gripping the table and showing pain,” Levicy observed. According to Manly, however, though Mangum’s screaming was intense, there were no other recorded signs of her severe pain, “such as sweating, facial distress, changes in her vital signs such as heart rate, or changes in her body position.” After Mangum calmed down sufficiently to be examined—which took an hour because of the disruptions—Manly’s only observation was “diffuse edema of the vaginal walls,” or generalized swelling. Because of the pain—Levicy noted that Mangum had “extreme tenderness” and “vocalized extreme pain upon insertion of speculum”—Mangum insisted that the examination be stopped. “Clinical decision by Dr. Manly not to do colposcope exam because of patient’s pain,” Levicy noted, and added that the “objective standards of pain” were the facts that her “muscles [were] tight” and she was “gripping [the] bed.” Levicy continued, “Crystal had no idea that these people were at a lacrosse party—every person she spoke to documented that she believed she was at a bachelor party.”

Instead of trying to figure out the source of the pain, treating it, and allowing the examination to continue, Manly stopped. No thorough pelvic or rectal examination ever occurred. No forensic toxicology reports or blood tests were taken. The sexual assault exam was never completed.

There was one other finding that Manly made in her incomplete pelvic examination—a “whitish vaginal discharge”—that for some reason was not mentioned by either Manly or by Levicy on the sexual assault examination report, which Levicy signed as the examiner even though she did not do the examination. At the time, Manly assumed the white discharge was semen, although she did not test the fluid. Later, she would concede that it could have been from a yeast or other vaginal infection.

As for the vaginal swelling, it was the only finding from the examination that Manly thought could have been evidence of the veracity of Mangum’s claim that she had been raped. Still, there were other possible explanations for the swelling, as attorneys for the athletes were only too happy to point out later. Swelling is a symptom, not an injury. Edema “can be caused by smoking, sex within twenty-four hours of the vaginal exam, frequent sex, antidepressants, or taking Flexeril [a muscle relaxant],” according their filings. “It is known that Mangum used a vibrator, had sex with her driver, and may have had a yeast infection just prior to March 14, all of which could have contributed to the vaginal swelling.”

Despite the lack of compelling physical evidence, Levicy was convinced that Mangum had been raped. “Based on what she reported to me and the physical findings of tenderness, there was a congruence between her report and the findings,” she later testified. On this point, Levicy’s critics are legion. They complain she was not qualified to make a judgment because she was not then fully certified as a SANE nurse and that she had not been properly trained as one. They point out that she had graduated from the University of Maine with a degree in women’s studies and a minor in outdoor studies. They note she did not study nursing as an undergraduate. While at the University of Maine, she produced and directed a version of Eve Ensler’s The Vagina Monologues, an “event she recalled with fondness.” After graduation, she worked as a whitewater rafting guide and became certified as an emergency medical technician. She also volunteered at Planned Parenthood.

She has been labeled a feminist, apparently making her predisposed to conclude that another woman had been raped despite the lack of physical evidence. This assumption is based on her time with Planned Parenthood and an article she wrote in 2003 about medical problems women experience in the wilderness. “A few years ago I produced and directed Eve Ensler’s The Vagina Monologues, a whole night dedicated to hearing women’s stories about their vaginas,” she wrote. “I can clearly remember people’s startled response to the word ‘vagina’ when I was promoting the play. . . . If saying the word ‘vagina’ feels foreign, then I recommend looking into a mirror and saying, ‘Vagina . . . vagina . . . vagina.’ ” In late 2003, Levicy returned to school at the University of Southern Maine for a fifteen-month “fast-track” program that allows liberal arts majors to obtain a nursing degree, to help rectify the shortage of nurses. On February 8, 2005, she received her nursing license. Her first job was at the Duke University Hospital Emergency Department. In August 2005, after working for five months as a nurse, she started working on her SANE certification—even though the International Association of Forensic Nurses requires at least three years of nursing practice before a SANE certification program can be started.

Levicy’s critics singled her out for blame. According to a court document filed by attorneys for the athletes, all the doctors and other nurses who examined Mangum on the morning of March 14, 2006, “concluded, upon examination, that Mangum’s head, back, neck, chest, breast, nose, throat, mouth, abdomen, and upper and lower extremities were all ‘normal,’ and Mangum was consistently noted to be in ‘no obvious discomfort,’ even when she was scoring her pain as a ‘10 out of 10.’ With the exception of Levicy, every provider who examined Mangum for symptoms to corroborate Mangum’s pain scores found none.” At the conclusion of the examination by Levicy and Manly, the rape kit and other evidence was collected and given to Duke police officer Joyce Sale. Nevertheless, Levicy wrote in her notes that accompanied Manly’s examination that Mangum’s condition was “consistent w[ith] sexual assault emotionally and physically” and that she had “signs of Rape Trauma Syndrome,” evidenced by the “first sign,” when she started “screaming at [a] male” nurse in her room. Levicy noted that Mangum had “no signs of intoxication” and had “consistent responses,” including “periods of crying” and “deep sadness.” Levicy also quoted Mangum telling her: “I am so embarrassed to say what they said to me.”

At around 1 p.m. that day, Mangum was released from Duke Hospital but told to set up a subsequent doctor’s appointment to check for bacteria in her throat, anus, vagina, and cervix. At around 2 p.m., Mangum called Durham police investigator Buffy Jones and left her a voice mail message seeking the return of her “stolen property,” which she still believed Roberts had taken from her. She made no mention to Jones of being raped the night before. Jones agreed to meet with Mangum at 7 p.m. at Durham police headquarters. But Mangum did not show up for the appointment. Later that night, at 10:30, Mangum’s “boyfriend” called Jones to explain that Mangum had missed the appointment because she had “gone back to be seen by a doctor again due to medical problems.” Jones set up a new appointment with Mangum for the next day, March 15, at 7 p.m.

•  •  •

At 7:30 on the morning of March 14, while Mangum was being examined at Duke Hospital, Robert Dean, the director and chief of the Duke Police Department, arrived at his office and read Officer Day’s report that Mangum had claimed that “twenty white males” had raped her at 610 North Buchanan and that had she had changed her story several times about the details of the incident. He then called Sue Wasiolek, the assistant dean of students, and informed her of Mangum’s allegations. This was the first time the Duke administration had been informed of what may have occurred at 610 North Buchanan. Dean told Wasiolek that “the accuser was not credible,” that her story had changed repeatedly—including that between three and twenty men had raped her—and that “this would go away.” He also said that neither the Duke nor Durham police officers familiar with the case believed what Mangum had told them. “I’ve relied on what they have told me more times than I can count,” Wasiolek said later. “Their judgment has always proven to be something I could depend on. . . . [I]t did not appear that this case was really going to go very far, because there were some real inconsistencies in some of the information that the alleged victim was providing.”

That afternoon, Wasiolek called Mike Pressler, the Duke lacrosse coach, on his cell phone. Pressler was at a bowling alley in Durham, a few hours after the end of lacrosse practice for that day. The occasion was the team’s annual bowling tournament. Wasiolek told Pressler about the party, the dancers, and the rape allegations. Pressler then confronted the four cocaptains: Flannery, Evans, Zash (who lived together at 610 North Buchanan), and Brett Thompson. “I told them they were being charged with rape,” he recalled in an interview with Men’s Health magazine. “And, look, I was livid that they had the party. Livid. But when I told them they were being accused of rape, the look of absolute astonishment in their eyes told me that they were innocent.” He said he knew instantly that they did not do what they were accused of doing. “I spent every day with those boys,” he said. “I know their parents, their brothers and sisters. I sat in their living rooms, recruiting them, and they spent time in my house with my family.” Ryan McFadyen remembered seeing Pressler and the cocaptains having a “very serious” discussion in the corner of the bowling alley. “We’re all like, ‘What the hell is going on?’ ” he said. “We have no idea. . . . It kind of sparks some interest between us, but nobody knows what’s going on. The captains haven’t told anybody. Coach P hasn’t told anybody.”

The cocaptains called Wasiolek back using Pressler’s cell phone. Wasiolek said Flannery told her that “it was a bad scene” with “two strippers” and “thirty people were there,” “all of them . . . on the lacrosse team.” Flannery told Wasiolek that “they [had] paid the women and then they paid them more to leave,” and that one of the women—Mangum—“was passed out on the porch, patio, deck and had to be carried out to the car to leave.” He further said that “at one point he was going to call the police” but decided not to because “there was never a reason as to why he would call the police.” While the lacrosse captains conceded to Wasiolek that “two exotic dancers” had been hired for the party the night before, they “emphatically and unequivocally denied Mangum’s rape allegations and assured Dean Wasiolek that nothing of the kind had occurred at the party.” Wasiolek then told the players she believed them and that the police had assured her that Mangum’s story was “inconsistent and not credible.”

Wasiolek, a former attorney who had worked at a law firm in Durham for nine months in 1994, then told the cocaptains that they did not need an attorney and that they should keep the rape allegations to themselves and not even tell their parents. This was another fateful decision. “Right now, you don’t need an attorney,” Flannery recalled Wasiolek telling him. “Just don’t tell anyone, including your teammates and parents, and cooperate with police if they contact you.” Flannery later elaborated, “We believed, albeit falsely, that these people would look after our best interests.” Pressler passed Wasiolek’s advice about keeping quiet about the incident on to the rest of the lacrosse team. For the next several days, in accordance with Wasiolek’s advice—which would later be alleged to have violated Rule 4.3 of the North Carolina Rules of Professional Conduct—the team did not talk about the incident to their parents. No one on the team hired an attorney, despite the allegation of criminal behavior. “I was told to keep it quiet,” Pressler explained. “Everybody . . . thought it was going to go away. There was no reason to bring more attention to it. So I interpreted that as being, ‘Hey, guys, it’s going to go away, let’s keep it in-house here. Don’t tell your parents yet; don’t tell your girlfriends. Keep it in-house.’ ”

After receiving the report, Dean Wasiolek also contacted Joe Alleva, Pressler’s boss and the athletic director, and Chris Kennedy, the associate athletics director. She also called her boss, Larry Moneta, the dean of student affairs, and Tallman Trask, the university’s executive vice president. Consistent with Day’s report, Wasiolek’s message to these administrators was essentially that Man-gum’s accusations were not credible and would not be proceeding much further. Kennedy recalled that Wasiolek said “there had been a party hosted by the lacrosse captains, that a woman had alleged that she was raped and the allegations were not credible, and the police thought they were going to go away.”

Matt Zash arrived back at 610 North Buchanan around 3:30 that afternoon after the bowling tournament. The lacrosse team’s freshman players came to the house to help Zash clean up from the party. They picked up the trash and vacuumed the living room while Zash mopped the floors and cleaned up the bathrooms. In the “green-tiled” bathroom, he found “three or four red plastic nails”—which Mangum had lost there the night before—and threw them in the garbage can in the bathroom. Zash then went outside “to straighten up” and found his housemate Dave Evans’s Dopp kit, including a Fusion razor, some shaving cream and a toothbrush. Zash also found, on the ground outside the bathroom window, Mangum’s makeup, cell phone, ID and a “purse-like bag.” He brought all the detritus into the house, placed Mangum’s bag and its contents on top of the mini-fridge and noted Mangum’s contact information “just in case we found anything stolen.”

That night, McFadyen and a few other lacrosse players went over to teammate KJ Sauer’s house, around the corner from 610 North Buchanan. They still had not heard about Mangum’s accusations. The only reaction McFadyen had received from his late-night e-mail was from his teammate Erik Henkelman. “I distinctly remember Erik Henkelman getting my joke,” McFadyen recalled. “I walked in and he was like, ‘Dude, that e-mail was so funny.’ ” After practice, a group of the lacrosse players decided to investigate whether there was any truth to the long-standing Duke rumor about there being tunnels under East Campus, including a mile-long tunnel that connects East Campus with West Campus. “We had made a pact that night, ‘Let’s go find these tunnels,’ ” McFadyen recalled. Afterward, they ordered some food. “We’re walking toward East Campus, and there’s a cop car parked in front of 610,” McFadyen said. “We’re like, ‘What the hell is that?’ Sauer goes, he’s like, ‘Dude, I’m not a captain. I’m not really involved. Apparently that stripper called the cops or something.’ He’s like, ‘The cops are saying it’s bullshit.’ They’re just giving them, you know, statements or something. He says it very casually, and we go about our day and that’s it. Two days later, or maybe it was the next day, Coach P finally breaks the news that someone is claiming they were sexually assaulted at this thing. Then that’s when everything just kind of becomes a mess.”

The next day, Zash sent an e-mail to a group of his friends describing what had happened on the evening of March 13. According to Benjamin Himan, a Durham police officer who investigated the alleged crime, Zash’s e-mail said “something to the effect that ‘he doesn’t split dark wood.’ ” Zash quickly realized that the e-mail he sent was not in the best of taste. “I am embarassed [sic] and ashamed of the incensitive [sic] language I used,” Zash explained a few days later in a statement he gave to the police. “At the time I thought I was just telling an interesting story. Prior to the police search of my house, I wrote a follow-up e-mail to them describing how things escalated and [that] we got in trouble with our coach and administration for having strippers over. I also made them aware that a false report was filed against us alleging that there was a ‘gang rape.’ ”

About the time Zash sent his rogue e-mail, Sergeant Mark D. Gottlieb, of the Durham Police Department, was working off-duty at Durham City Hall when he got a call from Buffy Jones. According to notes Gottlieb wrote some five months later (but which were dated as if they were contemporaneous), he said Jones told him she was “handling” a new case in which “there was a rape reported at 610 North Buchanan” in Durham’s police District 2, which had been Gottlieb’s territory. Gottlieb’s notes make no mention of Jones’s skepticism about Mangum’s allegations, saying only that Jones “had very little information on the case” because of the “victim’s condition” while she was at the Duke Hospital emergency room. (Other accounts of the conversation claim that Gottlieb found out about the alleged incident and called Jones, who told him that Mangum’s claims were “false” and she was about to rule them “unsubstantiated.” Gottlieb, Jones’s superior, told her not to close the case, not to make any ruling, and to turn it over to him.)

According to Gottlieb’s notes, though, Jones told him that Mangum had left her a message on her answering machine on March 14 around 2 p.m. and that the two of them had been due to meet at seven that night. She explained that when Mangum didn’t show, Jones had heard from her boyfriend that Mangum was “being seen” by a doctor and that was why she had missed the appointment. Jones told Gottlieb, according to his notes, that she had set up a new appointment with Mangum for March 15 at 7 p.m. According to Gottlieb, Jones “wanted to know if District 2 Investigations wanted the case, since she had not had a true interview with the victim to this point.” Gottlieb asked Jones if a canvass had been done or a search warrant issued to examine the crime scene, or if “identification of any potential suspects” had occurred, and told Jones that he and his team “could take over the case” if Jones “needed our assistance.” He said it would be best for Mangum “to limit the number of interviews of the traumatic event.”

Gottlieb suggested that they “consult” with their superiors about whether it made sense for his team to take over the investigation. If Gottlieb were to take over the case, the appointment with Mangum—then scheduled for a few hours later—would need to be rescheduled so that the new investigator, to be assigned the next morning, could make arrangements to meet with Mangum. Although Jones said she would check with Fensler to get the sign-off for the transfer of the case, it was a pretty much a done deal at that point—marking yet another important turning point in the saga.

Nine minutes after finishing his conversation with Jones, Gottlieb says he sent out a “basic e-mail” to the District 2 community Partners Against Crime listserv—a digital bulletin board on Yahoo! for Durham residents interested in information about local crime—asking for information on the event from the community, although that e-mail is now gone. The only available e-mail Gottlieb sent to the District 2 Partners Against Crime went out at 4:49 p.m. on March 15, explaining that his investigators had worked another “17+ hour day in less than a week” and had arrested a man for a series of small robberies in the neighborhood. There was no mention of an incident at 610 North Buchanan or request for information about an alleged rape.

At 5:20, Gottlieb spoke with his boss. “She advised me she thought it would be a good idea if District 2 was able to continue with the case,” he wrote. “I agreed to adopt it, and told her to have Inv. Jones cancel the interview as we discussed earlier, and to have the victim contact me in the morning.” Five minutes later, Gottlieb spoke with Jones and informed her that the case had been reassigned to himself and Division 2.

Meanwhile, earlier that day, Mangum had been experiencing what she called “neck pain” and had gone to get treatment at North Carolina Memorial Hospital in Chapel Hill, where she had been treated for her various ailments in the past. At UNC, she met with Dr. Yvonne E. Lai. Mangum told Dr. Lai she had been hired to dance at a bachelor party and wanted to leave but was pushed into a bathroom, where three men raped her. “She was knocked to the floor multiple times and hit her head on the sink during one of these episodes,” Dr. Lai wrote in her notes. “She states she was drunk and had a lot of alcohol that night. She denied any pain in the emergency room because she was ‘drunk and did not feel pain.’ ” According to Dr. Lai’s report, Mangum had “a rape kit done” at Duke Hospital the day before, had been given “the morning-after pill” as well as medications for sexually transmitted diseases, and was “set up for rape counseling and sent home.” She had returned to the UNC Hospital because, “after sobering,” her “neck was very painful” and she was “unable to move her head.” Dr. Lai also noted that Mangum had “bilateral knee pain and right ankle pain,” as well as “a headache and facial pain.” Mangum told the UNC doctor that after being discharged from Duke Hospital she fell because her legs were “wobbly,” and she still felt “wobbly on her legs.” The doctor noted that Mangum had suffered an “assault last night” and had “new neck pain after the . . . trauma.” She sent Mangum up to the emergency room for X-rays, and prescribed Flexeril and told Mangum to keep taking ibuprofen for the pain.

As for the alleged rape, Dr. Lai wrote that Mangum had “contacted the police” and was “plugged in to a rape support group.” She noted that Man-gum’s boyfriend was “very upset with her currently because of this rape” and that Mangum felt “responsible partially for drinking and going to this party” and that she was “unable to trust any men anymore, since in the past she has had a similar situation with African-American males, and this party was white males.” Dr. Lai noted that Mangum had no loss of bowel or bladder function, but had a “past medical history of bipolar disorder and multiple somatic complaints.” She concluded with the notation that, because of Mangum’s “long psychological history, she is at very high risk of narcotic abuse,” and that the clinic should not prescribe her any narcotics.

Despite the swirl of events and the various conflicting stories about what had happened in the bathroom at 610 North Buchanan, it certainly seemed that something untoward had happened to Crystal Mangum in the early morning hours of March 14 at the hands of a bunch of white Duke lacrosse players. What precisely had happened and who did what to whom would become—in the next year—the subject of intense scrutiny and analysis, both in the justice system and the court of public opinion. Had Mangum portrayed the events accurately, or was her story total fiction? Was Levicy’s medical examination of Mangum at the Duke Hospital thorough and definitive, or the self-fulfilling prophesy of her views on the mistreatment of women? Which version of Mangum’s story were the Durham police interested in pursuing—the one in which she recanted her rape charge, or the one in which she insisted it had happened? And were the players telling the truth when they said nothing at all had happened to Mangum in the bathroom? One thing was soon apparent: everything related to what did or did not happen in that bathroom was going to take on an importance far beyond what anyone could have ever imagined. And no one could stop it from happening.



CHAPTER TWO

Frat Life

For much of the second half of the twentieth century, fraternities and “frat life” dominated the living and social scene on Duke’s elegant West Campus. Frat houses—referred to as “sections”—lined the main quadrangle on the campus, and each fraternity section had constructed, not unlike wide lifeguard’s chairs, large plywood benches several stories high in front of their entrances. Each bench was painted, and continuously repainted, with various designs and colors representing, more or less, the unique character of the fraternities. “Dorm benches provide more than outdoor sitting space for Duke students,” Robert Bliwise, the longtime editor of Duke magazine, wrote in a November 1995 article. “They also stake out turf and define dorm identity.” On most days, the “brothers” would bide their time sitting on their benches, hanging out, catching some sun and feeling free to comment on everyone who walked by. Thus arose a continuous wave of quasi-intimidation that could follow a student as he or she walked the length of the residential half of the quad back to his or her dorm room. Needless to say, the “brothers’ ” commentary ratcheted up exponentially as women walked by or as the consumption of alcohol increased. There was nothing overtly nasty about the commentary as students passed the benches day after day, but it was nonetheless an unwanted annoyance added to the difficult process of adapting to a new and rigorous academic subculture.

During this period, university social life revolved around the West Campus fraternities. Often starting on Thursday nights and continuing into the early hours of a Sunday morning, the frats became the alcohol-fueled nerve center for what passed for entertainment at Duke. Although intimidating for those who were unfamiliar with fraternities or were not members of the fraternity hosting the party, the parties were generally an amusing way to meet new people and try to cope with the numerous stresses of college life. While hardly unique to Duke, this scenario—played out week after week—was unlikely to be the healthiest way, either physically or emotionally, for young adults to figure out how to relate to one another socially.

In the fall of 1995, after almost two years of study, then-president Nannerl “Nan” Keohane set out to change the dominant influence fraternities had on the gestalt of Duke. She decreed that Duke’s East Campus would be turned into a residential community devoted solely to incoming freshmen. She also turned West Campus into a collection of “quads” that were a mixture of living arrangements, rather than one dominated by the fraternities. “If you go into any quad,” Dean Sue Wasiolek told Bliwise in 1995, “the hope is that you will find a fraternity, maybe a selective house, maybe a single-sex residence and a coed residence, so that you see a balance.”

Another key aspect of Keohane’s efforts to transform the influence of fraternities at Duke was to implement a new policy regarding the consumption of alcohol on campus. Ever since President Ronald Reagan signed into law, in July 1984, a bill requiring states to increase the legal age to twenty-one, college campuses across the country had been forced to grapple with the growing problem that although social life on campus revolved around drinking alcohol, most of the people on campus doing the drinking were below the legal drinking age. In September 1986, North Carolina raised its legal drinking age to twenty-one. Of course, just because the law of the land had changed, few people were foolish enough to think that those under twenty-one were not drinking. “Underage drinking had once been an extracurricular activity the Duke administration treated with a wink and a smile,” Mike Pressler, the varsity lacrosse coach, observed.

But Keohane tried to change that dynamic. She banned alcohol from East Campus, since by definition there would be no freshman twenty-one or older. She allowed student groups to sponsor keg parties only if a university-approved bartender were dispensing the beer to students whose IDs had been checked and who were at least twenty-one. This policy effectively banned keg parties from West Campus. The student groups were also charged inflated prices for the beer in an effort to dissuade students from purchasing it. Along with Keohane’s new drinking policy, the school’s Interfraternity Council adopted a new alcohol policy that limited fraternities to a “bring-your-own-bottle” policy, effectively eliminating keg parties. And not only at Duke. The national organizations of the local fraternities were quickly starting to require that their local chapters comply with the laws of land, including the new legal-drinking-age law. Failure to comply could mean the end of the local frat house through withdrawal of its charter. Fraternities had “for too many years harbored the legal liability and financial burdens of the social scene at Duke University,” Lex Wolf, then the president of the Interfraternity Council, wrote in a Chronicle column in 1995. The Interfraternity Council also imposed sanctions on frats that violated the drinking policies, which could result in fines against individual members and a suspension of social privileges.

Wolf noted in his column that the problem was not just a legal one. It was also health-related. He observed that thirty-four students had been taken to the Duke Hospital emergency room in the previous year because of alcohol-related accidents, and that violations related to alcohol were also continuing to increase. Some traced the increase in drunkenness on Duke’s campus to the back-to-back national championships won by the Duke men’s basketball team in 1991 and 1992. The celebration after the 1992 championship game was particularly rambunctious. “As an alumnus, it did not make me happy to tell people to not come to campus because it was too dangerous,” Lew Wardell, a member of the Duke class of 1975 and then the assistant director of Duke’s public safety effort, told Bliwise for his article in Duke magazine. “And in large part it was dangerous because of the unbelievable drunkenness of the crowd.”

In 1994, Wardell’s office toured a number of in-progress on-campus parties. “The anecdotal evidence was unbelievable,” he said. “We’re talking about criminality, deviance and extraordinary personal threat just because of the level of intoxication. I was a detective for eight years and worked in some of the worst areas of Durham, and I was seeing things on [the Duke] campus that I had never seen in those places—places where students are afraid to go.” He was amazed there had not been an alcohol-related death on campus.

But there was no illusion that Duke’s new policies toward drinking on campus would eliminate the problem. Wardell explained that the new policy was “still more liberal, more permissive” than that of many other universities. “What we’ve done is to take the first step,” he told Bliwise, “which is to say that you don’t learn how to responsibly drink when you can clamp your mouth on a beer keg and not let go until the keg is empty—which is what we were allowing up through last year.”

Asked by Bliwise to gauge the response to the new alcohol policy, Wasiolek explained, “The social scene has changed. I’m drawing this conclusion not only from my own impressions, but also from what students have told me. I’m not saying that I support it or that I want to perpetuate it, but there was something about a keg of beer that naturally and very spontaneously and very conveniently and very effortlessly brought students together. And that is a part of the keg scene that I would somehow like to capture without all of the negative impact that we know that kegs brought.”

Not surprisingly, the ban on alcohol on East Campus and the increased difficulty of finding it on West Campus prompted Duke students to party in the homes off East Campus, in Trinity Park, that seniors often rented together. Heather Young, a Duke senior, noted that one fraternity started having keg parties weekly at its off-campus house. “They don’t want to get in trouble with Public Safety”—the Duke police—“and they don’t want to start trouble with the University,” she told the Chronicle. “It’s just easier to have [parties] off-campus.” But a number of neighbors in Trinity Park were unhappy about the growing number of parties and their drunken revelers. “The freshmen can come down here and go to parties and their [identification] won’t be checked,” explained Joan Austin, a Trinity Park resident, in March 1995. “There ought to be something that Duke can do to accept more responsibility.” Others, though, noted that the tension between Duke students and the longtime residents of Trinity Park dated back at least twenty years, and the number of complaints had not risen since Keohane implemented the new drinking policy.

The Chronicle quickly realized that trouble loomed in this unintended consequence of the Keohane drinking policy. “Durham residents are beginning to experience the effects of the new alcohol policy, and they don’t like what they see,” the paper editorialized in March 1995. “But what they are experiencing is out of the University’s control. Since the new alcohol policy went into effect, University students have slowly begun to move their parties to off-campus locations. As a result, people who live in surrounding areas, such as Trinity Park, feel the tension growing in their neighborhoods. They complain of underage drinking, excessive noise and large numbers of students loitering in the area.” The paper noted that while Joan Austin’s idea that Duke should be held responsible for the behavior of students in off-campus housing was commendable, the reality was that the university’s authority ended at the East Campus wall and that the best it could do was to notify the Durham police about the parties.

The paper urged students to take responsibility for their own behavior. “The issue now has become one of personal responsibility,” it continued. “It is simply a matter of respect. Students living among non-University residents must learn to be respectful of their neighbors. Until residents stop complaining about loitering, underage drinking and excessive noise, students need to understand that they are not the only people living in these areas. Once a student moves off campus, the student’s behavior translates into the image of the University. Consequently, the views of Durham residents toward the University are shaped by these students’ behavior.”

For the next year or so, students living off East Campus kept their raucous partying to a minimum, or to enough of a minimum to keep their neighbors from objecting publicly. But by the start of the 1997 school year, the student parties in Trinity Park were bothering neighbors again. To get students in the neighborhood to behave more responsibly, the neighborhood association sent letters to the parents of students living in the neighborhood houses where the police previously had been summoned to break up parties.

Then, in November 1999, the very thing that Lew Wardell had worried about—a student’s death resulting from excessive alcohol consumption—occurred. Raheem Bath, a twenty-year-old junior from outside Philadelphia and a member of the Phi Kappa Psi fraternity, died two weeks after a night of heavy drinking. At the time, the papers reported that Bath’s death resulted from pneumonia, or an infection in his lungs. What was not reported until much later was that Bath had drunk so much alcohol that he vomited and passed out. “He then inhaled the vomit, which can occur when excessive alcohol suppresses a person’s gag reflex,” said a March 2000 opinion column in Duke Today, a Duke blog. “The debris caused an overwhelming infection in his lungs that not even the best medicine could fight. It was just too late.” Bath, a double major in electrical engineering and economics, had SAT scores of 1440 out of a possible 1600. “I don’t want Duke to ever think this is something that’s going to go away,” Raheem’s mother, Catherine, told the Chronicle in April 2001 when she visited Duke to give a speech more than a year after her son’s death. “It’s a problem that needs to be dealt with. I’d like to see Duke take a major part in that nationwide.” When the Raleigh News & Observer spoke with Bath five years later, in April 2006, to get her take on whether anything had improved at Duke regarding excessive alcohol consumption on campus in the wake of her son’s death, she said, “Six years ago, I asked Duke to step up and lead the way for other universities. They haven’t really done that.”

Then, in October 2010, senior Drew Everson fell down a stairwell in the student union building on East Campus and later died from his injuries. Months later, the autopsy report noted that Everson’s blood-alcohol level had been 0.133. In North Carolina, 0.08 is considered legal intoxication. Everson had worked at Goldman Sachs in the summer before his death and had a bright future. Then, in September 2011, Matthew Grape, a senior from Wellesley, Massachusetts, was killed when the car he was a passenger in, driven by his friend Lee Royster, struck a tree near Duke’s West Campus, rolled down an embankment and flipped over. Royster, who sustained minor injuries, was later charged with driving while impaired. He was also indicted for felony death by vehicle.

•  •  •

The off-campus consumption of alcohol by Duke students was not only making life difficult for the longtime residents of Trinity Park, it also was affecting the social scene at Duke itself. As Keohane’s 2004 report on the status of women at Duke made abundantly clear, the negative role that alcohol played in Duke’s campus life was still not resolved. “Both men and women expressed dissatisfaction with the dating scene at Duke,” the report said. “Students rarely go on formal dates but instead attend parties in large groups, followed by ‘hook-ups’—unplanned sexual encounters typically fueled by alcohol. Men and women agreed the double standard persists: men gain status through sexual activity, while women lose status. Fraternities control the mainstream social scene to such an extent that women feel like they play by the men’s rules. Social life is further complicated by a number of embedded hierarchies, from the widely understood ranking of Greek organizations to the opposite trajectories women and men take over four years, with women losing status in the campus environment while men gain status.”

How students of color experienced these same dating and appearance issues was also briefly touched on in the report. Regarding dating, because of “their relative scarcity” at Duke, “African-American men hold power over their female counterparts, who vie for their attention.” On the related topic of physical appearance and behavior, black students “expressed an insider/outsider perspective on these issues; they were aware of norms of dress and body size and felt somewhat constrained by them, but also recognized that their own communities had different standards and, in some cases, greater freedom.”

On the issue of safety and “stranger rape,” the women interviewed for the study feared it, of course, but considered it “an improbable event.” A December 2001 incident—an alleged date rape involving a member of the Sigma Alpha Epsilon, or SAE, fraternity at Duke—brought together publicly for the first time the issue of excessive alcohol consumption with inappropriate and aggressive sexual behavior. It was also a vivid example of one of the unintended consequences of Keohane’s stricter on-campus alcohol policies: drinking and partying at Duke seemed to be thriving in the off-campus homes shared by fraternity brothers who once upon a time would have lived in the frat sections on West Campus.

According to a civil lawsuit brought by Nora Kantor, then a Duke undergraduate and a member of the Delta Delta Delta sorority, a night of Christmastime partying in 2001 began at 203 Watts Street, a house off East Campus that, like 610 North Buchanan, fraternity brothers favored. Before dinner, Kantor and members of SAE started drinking shots of Goldschläger, a cinnamon-flavored schnapps liqueur. At Pop’s restaurant in Durham, Kantor, along with a number of her girlfriends, as well as James Thompson, a senior and member of SAE, “engaged in more drinking.” Then the students took a bus to a “big barn in a remote location” where the annual SAE Christmas formal was happening. According to Kantor’s legal filing, the party was “characterized by widespread drunkenness and alcohol abuse,” complete with two kegs of beer and a self-serve, open liquor bar. Nobody at the party was checking IDs for underage drinking.

Between 2:30 a.m. and 3 a.m., the group returned to 203 Watts, where drinking continued and the alleged date rape occurred. According to Kantor’s lawsuit, Thompson “wrongfully seduced and debauched her . . . through persuasion, deception, enticement, and artifice.” Kantor noted that, prior to the incident, she was “chaste, innocent, and virtuous” and that Duke’s SAE fraternity was notorious for “incidents of acquaintance rape, alcohol violations, and other problems.” Her suit added that “it was widely related among female students at Duke that the acronym ‘SAE’ stood for ‘Sexual Assault Expected.’ ” She claimed that as a result of the incident, she “suffered from extreme psychological distress, left school before finishing her exams and did not do as well as she had hoped in her classes.” She took a leave from Duke and continued her studies at Ohio State University. She said she brought the civil lawsuit against Thompson because she had experienced “a lot of physical and emotional pain” and wanted “closure.”

For his part, Thompson disputed the facts of Kantor’s story. In his own court filing, he denied that he was “very intoxicated,” as Kantor had described him. He said he and Kantor had engaged in “voluntary, consensual sexual intercourse” and that when Kantor asked him to stop, he stopped. After the “incident,” Kantor claimed, Thompson took her home to her dorm room, while he claimed that she “remained with him that night, sleeping with him in his bed.” Kantor also charged the national chapter of SAE with negligence because of the incident. A lawyer for the national office replied that it was not responsible for “day-to-day activities” of a local chapter and that, in any event, Kantor had “failed to exercise due care and circumspection for her own safety . . . in the same manner as a reasonable and prudent person would act in similar circumstances to protect herself from harm.”

Although the lawsuit was later settled—and the contents of the file sealed in June 2005—the Duke chapter of SAE disaffiliated from the national organization a month after the incident, because “pressure and sanctions” from the Duke administration and alumni “made it impossible for the group to continue its existence in a form its members were comfortable with.” SAE lost its housing privileges at the end of the 2002 academic year and became Delta Phi Alpha, an off-campus social group. “I think it’s really tough for fraternities to exist on a university campus in university housing,” Will Brown, the former president of SAE, said just before the fraternity lost its on-campus housing. “If [punishments] become more and more strict, we could find more fraternities who get to the point where there’s not that many benefits to living together and being liable for so much stuff.”

The tension the higher drinking age created among Duke administrators, Duke students, and residents of Durham communities around East Campus escalated in the years following, as more fraternity brothers moved off campus in the aftermath of Keohane’s crackdown on drinking on campus. On August 24, 2003, Bettie Crigler wrote to her Trinity Park neighbor Christopher McLaughlin about a drunken scene she had endured the night before. “Well over one hundred drunken students, many clearly underage, were in the street until after 2:00 a.m.,” she wrote. “Just before midnight, I called 911. . . . At about 12:15 an officer arrived here to say he had asked the students to take the party inside and turn down the music, and said those who wouldn’t fit in the houses would have to leave.” But the officer asked for Crigler’s understanding because the students had just returned from summer break and classes wouldn’t begin until the following Monday. “Next time they would crack down,” she says the officer told her. “Needless to say,” she wrote, the partying did not end following the visit from the Durham police. “The excuse that ‘kids will be kids’ as we all know only makes the situation worse and more difficult to deal with for the rest of year,” she continued. “It is only a matter of time until we have another death from fire or binge drinking, and I would be willing to bet that most likely it will be an underage drinker. I asked if anyone was carded and the officer said no, as that would take too many officers. It appears that there were many such parties in Trinity Park and nearby last night. I believe it is not only the responsibility of the police but also of Duke and the wealthy slumlords in our neighborhood who need to step up and do something.”

Chris McLaughlin, a 1996 graduate of Duke Law School, was an administrator at the school. He was not happy about the partying, either, and thought it violated the zoning requirements of the neighborhood. “Each and every one of these party houses described in this weekend’s postings blatantly violate the ‘three non-related occupants’ limitation that applies to our zoning district,” he wrote his neighbors. “The landlords who profit from these houses, of course, have zero interest in enforcing this zoning regulation and depend on the non-enforcement of this law to continue reaping excessive profit from their houses (the aging seven-bedroom house next to mine rents for OVER $3,600 month—with seven unrelated students living there in violation of zoning regulations). Why doesn’t the city enforce this explicit regulation?”

The neighbors’ complaints reached the Durham Police Department, causing Ed Sarvis, a police captain and the District 2 commander, to write a letter on August 25 to the Trinity Park neighborhood residents that was clearly directed to the Duke students living there. “It is my understanding that loud parties took place . . . over the weekend,” Sarvis wrote. “I want you to be aware of the impression you left on your neighbors. . . . Your argument may be that the problem was your guests and you had no control over their actions. Our feeling is that when you choose to host a party, you are responsible for the activity of the guests, and you will be held accountable.”

Sarvis then proceeded to explicitly explain how the Durham police force would enforce city noise ordinances as well as those against underage drinking. “We have access to a list of the actual residents in each of these homes,” he wrote, making clear that the next violation of a noise ordinance where there had been a previous infraction would result in criminal charges against the residents. “If the officers responding to the scene feel it is more appropriate, residents may be subject to an actual physical arrest and will be transported to the Durham County Jail for formal charging,” he continued. As for underage drinking violations, Sarvis wrote, “Our officers will criminally charge each person determined to be in violation.”

He was not shy about threatening the students and appealing to their presumed ambitions. “I should not have to remind you of the long-term problems you face by having a criminal record, regardless of how insignificant you may feel the offense is,” he continued. “Furthermore, since you are considered adults in the eyes of the law once you turn eighteen years of age, any criminal charge you face is a matter of public record.” He also made clear that the Duke administration and the Duke faculty—many of whom lived in the neighborhood—were now working closely with the Durham police and were united in their goal to stamp out the offensive behavior. “I cannot speak for the specific actions of Duke University,” he wrote, “but I feel safe in saying that disciplinary action should be expected.” He then made clear that he intended to inform the students’ parents of any violations or criminal charges. “We firmly believe that most residents have parents who assist them in rent and tuition payments,” he continued, again invoking an element of class warfare. “We believe that the persons paying those bills have a right to be informed. Perhaps they have a greater ability to modify behavior than either the North Carolina courts or Duke University.” In closing, Sarvis urged the students to take responsibility for their own behavior.

The Duke administration also sent a letter of apology to the Trinity Park residents for the bad behavior of its students. On August 26, Larry Moneta, Duke’s vice president for student affairs, wrote to the community, “You need to know that Duke administrators are very disturbed about the situation and have conferred extensively with city police and city officials to help ensure that there is not a repeat this weekend.” He then trivialized the events of the past weekend. “While the partying is not totally inconsistent with the kind of behavior you normally see at the start of the year, we recognize that this weekend was excessive by all reports.”

Moneta also conveyed a “long-term approach” to the problem that Duke had undertaken by working with the Durham Police Department to enact new state legislation that authorized the City of Durham to contract with the Duke Police Department to give it the “legal authority” to patrol off-campus, specifically in the areas off East Campus where Duke students were renting homes. He said the patrols would begin at the start of 2004. In the interim, he noted, “we have agreed to provide funds to the Durham Police Department to support overtime costs associated with their patrolling more intensively in the neighborhoods around East Campus for the next three to six weeks. This is something that Duke has done occasionally in the past, with good results.”

On September 1, Mark Boyd, a Duke senior and the former president of Eta Prime (an off-campus fraternity that had once been Kappa Sigma before it left West Campus in the fall of 2002), wrote a long opinion column in the Chronicle urging the Duke administration to return keg parties to West Campus. Boyd explained that he lived in one of the houses off East Campus and spent his Sunday morning picking up the beer cans strewn around his front lawn by groups of students looking for parties in the neighborhood. “The safest form of college drinking is a keg party,” he wrote, apparently giving little thought to the fact that the drinking age was still twenty-one. “Keg beer is weaker even than normal beer, and I challenge anyone to find me an example of someone going to the hospital because they drank too much beer of any kind.” The problem was a long time coming, he wrote. “There were no kegs on West when I was a freshman, so freshmen routinely took multiple shots of hard liquor on East because they knew booze could be hard to come by on West,” he wrote. “This practice is still widespread, and it is not safe for anyone.”

Throughout the fall, the Durham police kept up their “zero-tolerance” policy in the Trinity Park neighborhood. Some thirty citations were issued for violating the noise ordinance, and two students were arrested. Then, in January 2004, Durham announced a new plan, whereby officials would begin to inspect homes in neighborhoods across the city to make sure they were in compliance with various ordinances. The inspection teams were authorized to look for code violations and to issue citations accordingly. Trinity Park was the first neighborhood that the new inspectors decided to evaluate. According to press reports, Larry Moneta encouraged the students living in Trinity Park to cooperate with the inspectors. But people quickly came to realize that the inspections were just a cover for the city, with Duke’s endorsement, to more closely monitor the disruptive partying in Trinity Park and to enforce the city codes against too many unrelated people living in one house.

The tension between the Duke students and the residents of Trinity Park continued into the start of the next school year. In late August 2004, as students trickled back to campus after summer vacation, the off-campus partying began. Some residents in Trinity Park tried to make peace with the students by going to their homes with “goody bags.” Still, the partying continued. Joint teams of patrol cars from both the Duke and Durham police forces monitored the neighborhoods between 10 p.m. and 2 a.m. “Frustrated residents in neighborhoods near East Campus said they saw more students than ever before stream past their sidewalks to the houses unrestricted by Duke’s on-campus [drinking] regulations,” the Chronicle reported. “And as undergraduates stumbled by front porches, they made as much noise as the thumping basses of the stereo systems at the parties down the street.” One party raged at the Sigma Nu fraternity, at 706 Buchanan Street, late into the night. The fraternity, known as “Halfway House,” had hired bouncers to try to keep the party under control. “I don’t think things are that different from last year,” Jay McKenna, the frat’s president, explained. “The police are still going to be out there, and we’re still going to be doing what we want to do.”

On the weekend of September 5, five Duke students were given citations by Durham police for serving alcohol to minors; they all conceded they were residents of 708 Buchanan, meaning their living arrangement violated Durham laws. “I and a good number of my neighbors in Trinity Heights and Trinity Park firmly believe that enforcing this ordinance with respect to student party houses that present problems year after year is not only reasonable but necessary if we are ever to take back our neighborhoods from the absentee landlords who care only about their bottom lines,” Chris McLaughlin, the Duke Law School administrator, wrote to Frank Duke, the Durham city planning director.

At 2:21 a.m. on January 14, 2005, the Duke police responded to a call for assistance from the Durham police to help break up a party at 1111 Urban Street. Like a number of houses in Trinity Park, 1111 Urban Street was owned by Guy Solie, a 1967 Duke graduate, and rented out to students. Many of the homeowners in the neighborhood blamed Solie for renting to students, accepting violations of the city’s living-arrangements codes, and of continuing to tolerate the ongoing disruptive behavior. The latest incident had continued to test the patience of the neighbors, and some of them started to lash out at Solie. “It is abundantly clear that for years you have succeeded in blowing smoke up our collective asses just long enough for you and your family to get the next rent check,” Jim Manson had written on January 14. “Perhaps it’s time for you to reevaluate and maybe even do a complete turnaround, stop artfully dodging the zoning ordinances, become responsible to the neighborhood in which you own property, and maybe even work to improve the homes, the situation with the tenants, and even the surrounding neighborhood. I challenge you to dig deep, find some honor and civic responsibility in yourself, and fix this situation.”

A week later, Ed Sarvis, the Durham police officer in charge of District 2, wrote an e-mail to the community about the party on Urban Street that had so upset local residents. The title of Sarvis’s e-mail was “These students are so arrogant.” As for the inevitable future parties, Sarvis wrote to the neighbors: “Our response will be as consistent as it has been all year. We will hold the actual residents accountable for the noise that their guests make. Please continue to call 911 if you feel parties are too noisy.” He reminded the residents that answering such calls might not be the department’s first priority, depending on what else was happening in the city. He also told the residents that their testimony would be necessary in order to prosecute any students for bad behavior.

Unfortunately, none of these police or community efforts seemed to be making much of a difference to the Duke students, who kept right on partying. On Friday night, January 21, Durham police sergeant Dale Gunter reported that five students were given citations for noise violations, and that Durham police had ended a party at 704 North Buchanan. The next night, January 22, Durham police shut down one party after another in the Trinity Park neighborhood. One party in particular, at 508 North Buchanan—involving bikini-clad coeds wrestling in a kiddie pool filled with baby oil—made national news. “If you thought you saw out-of-control, drunk, scantily clad college students ‘slipping thru the yards,’ then you did!” Sergeant Gunter reported the next night. “Officers arrived to find about two hundred students inside the residence. Inside were several of America’s future [leaders], reenacting a scene from the movie Old School, where females wrestle in a pool of lubricants. It was a slippery situation, with many folks falling on their bums before making their getaway.” Durham police cited Duke student Nicholas Hunter Roberts for a noise violation and shut the party down around midnight, sending out into the cold evening “a few of the women who had no other clothing besides the bikinis they were wearing.” Not only did the Durham Morning Herald write about the “kiddie-pool party”—putting the ongoing issue of partying in the neighborhood into context—but USA Today also picked up the story, just the kind of negative publicity that no university administrator would appreciate. Papers around the country printed the story.

In the wake of the baby-oil party, Durham Morning Herald editorial writers wondered what was the best description of Duke students: “Are they intelligent, high-achieving young people, future leaders of our nation, attending one of the top universities in the world? Or are they rude, thoughtless drunks, so contemptuous of the community that they hold wild bacchanals at all hours, making life miserable for their more sedate neighbors?” The problem, the editorial pointed out, was that some students were being tarred with both descriptions, and the latter one did not reflect positively on the university or its students. Where was the outrage? the paper wondered.

The number of incidents in the neighborhood was sobering. According to Durham police department records, between January 2001 and January 2005, the police received 229 “loud music/party” or “alcohol” violation calls at sixteen residences in the Trinity Park and Trinity Heights neighborhood. At 508 North Buchanan alone—the site of the baby-oil party and the home of Eta Prime—there were thirty-eight separate police responses in four years to complaints of loud music or alcohol abuse. Kevin Breaux, a junior and the president of Eta Prime, acknowledged that the baby-oil party had gotten out of hand. There would not likely be another party “of that magnitude,” he told the Chronicle, because “there is no desire to cause that much attention.” But he also argued that the police were starting to show signs of more aggressive reactions to parties that seemed out of line. He mentioned one incident, in 2004, when four police cars arrived to end a party of twelve students. “If there’s a huge party and trash in the yards, that’s a legitimate complaint,” he said, acknowledging some degree of responsibility.

Billy Fennebresque, a Duke junior and a member of Delta Phi Alpha (which once had been SAE before disaffiliating from the university in 2002), said the police and the Trinity Park neighbors seemed to be especially focused on 203 Watts Street, where a number of his “brothers” lived. “We’ve had fraternity meetings at eight o’clock at night with just brothers, no girls, no alcohol,” he said, “and the police will come and say, ‘What are you guys doing?’ because they been called for a noise ordinance.” The targeting needed to stop, the students at Eta Prime and Delta Phi Alpha said. Members of on-campus fraternities “and sports teams like lacrosse and track also choose to live in groups off campus and throw parties,” they told the Chronicle.

By this point, neighbors were getting tired of waiting to see if the Duke students could figure out a way to act less like adolescents and more like adults. On February 8, a group of twelve Trinity Park neighbors purchased options from Guy Solie to buy four of his homes on North Buchanan Boulevard—said to be in the 700 block of the street—where the most disturbances had occurred. The options did not come cheaply. Linda Wilson, a former elementary school teacher who signed the option for the group, said the options alone cost a “ton” and that she was urging her neighbors to dig deep into their savings accounts or home equity loans to help raise the money needed to buy the homes from Solie. “It’s such a difficult problem,” she said. “The kids want a place to party, the university doesn’t want them on campus, we don’t want them in the neighborhood.”

For the remainder of the school year, the number of reported noise- and drinking-related incidents in the Trinity Park neighborhood seemed to subside. There was a report of a drunk, naked Duke student—wearing only a bandana—crossing several heavily trafficked streets in a disoriented manner, causing concern among a number of neighbors that an alcohol-related death might occur. There was also an incident involving a father and son who had been drinking heavily for most of the day and were causing a public disturbance with their quarreling. But efforts were also made to improve the relationship between Duke and Durham, whether through a general neighborhood cleanup afternoon or an April 1 charity contest in which Durham police officers, including Sergeant Gunter, and Duke administrators, such as John Burness, would take turns getting dunked in a tank of water on Duke’s West Campus, with the proceeds of the event going to the Special Olympics of North Carolina.

Come August 2005, there was little question that Duke and Durham officials were hoping to avoid a repeat of the relentless confrontations that had plagued the relationship between students and their Trinity Park neighbors. On August 10—even before most students returned to campus—Ed Sarvis wrote a letter to Duke students living in Trinity Park that articulated the resentment (on both sides). With Duke’s approval, his officers would pursue a “zero-tolerance” policy from the start of the school year. Durham police officers would respond rapidly to complaints from “permanent residents” in the neighborhood against Duke students and issue citations for noise and underage drinking violations. Arrests were not out of the question, either. But within a week’s time, students off East Campus were already complaining that police were stopping too many parties. Billy Fennebresque, by then a senior living on Urban Street, noted that police had broken up three parties on a recent Wednesday night. “Standing on my porch, you could see four or five cops,” he said. Dean Wasiolek continued to try to walk the fine line between understanding that underage drinking would occur and encouraging students to be responsible adults. “My hope is that students can continue to enjoy their lives off campus, have fun, have parties, but at the same time be responsible members of the community,” she told the Chronicle in its perennial opening-of-school article about partying off campus. “I believe those two goals are compatible.”

It quickly became apparent that there was going to be less tolerance than there had been in the past. In a premediated operation on Thursday, August 25—and then again two days later—known as the “Back-to-School Operation,” the state’s Alcohol Law Enforcement agency, working alongside the Durham police, began a series of “warrantless raids on Duke students’ homes,” according to the Durham Herald-Sun. They charged 194 people in and around Duke’s campuses with 216 infractions: 159 charges for underage drinking, 13 charges of aiding and abetting those under twenty-one in their drinking, and 22 charges of possessing fake IDs.

In a separate incident at 1206 Markham Avenue, an off-campus fraternity house, police charged eighty-seven students, including twenty freshmen, with underage possession of alcohol, and another four people with aiding and abetting them. The raid at the house started after an undercover officer—posing as a Duke freshman—was invited into the house and “saw young revelers drinking from red plastic cups and sucking beer from a keg tap while being held upside down in a headstand,” according to Phyllis Tranchese, the assistant district attorney who prosecuted the case. The agent then called for backup, and the police sealed the house for nearly three hours and refused to let students leave, even if they said they had not been drinking. Police gave students three options: admit their guilt, take a portable Breathalyzer test, or go to jail. They were not read their Miranda rights. It was an “unprecedented sting operation that looked more Hollywood than higher education,” senior Adam Yoffie, a member of the fraternity, explained. “After cordoning off the house, more than a dozen officers engaged in a warrantless search of the entire premises. Refusing to let anyone leave, the officers remained at the site for more than three hours. Forget Miranda; students present said the officers not only strong-armed students into taking Breathalyzers”—including with reused exhalation tubes because police did not bring enough—“but also harassed many young females in attendance.”

At 910 North Gregson Street, the story was the same, with forty-two people charged with drinking underage, and the six students who lived there with helping them to do so. The raids won plaudits from the community. “This was a great move to suppress the use of alcohol,” wrote Wilkie Wilson, a Duke Medical Center research professor. But Yoffie expressed concern about the apparent violation of the students’ civil rights during the raid and was especially aggrieved by the “Duke administration’s failure to address diminishing social options at this University.” For defense attorneys, the raids were nothing short of “unconstitutional” and a declared “war on Duke students.”

The state alcohol agency did not solely pick on Duke students. Efforts had been under way at both the University of North Carolina in Chapel Hill, at NC State in Raleigh, and at North Carolina Central University in Durham to curtail underage drinking, but the Duke raids were the most flamboyant and offensive. Coincidentally, an article in the New York Times on September 1 catalogued similar problems between college students and their off-campus neighbors at the University of Colorado at Boulder; the University of Texas, Austin; and the University of Wisconsin, Madison. Like Duke, each of these college communities was dealing with the problem of the increasing size of the student body without the requisite on-campus dormitory space, and the resulting consequence of students moving into residential neighborhoods, crammed together in living arrangements that violated local ordinances.

On October 18, fifteen months into his tenure as Duke’s ninth president, Dick Brodhead went to WUNC, the Chapel Hill National Public Radio affiliate, and spoke about, among other subjects, the ongoing clashes between Duke students, the Durham police, and the longtime residents of Trinity Park. It was the first time Brodhead had confronted the issue publicly. “It has received a very great deal of attention,” Brodhead explained, “and the first thing I’d say about it is I have great regret for what the neighbors of these party houses have had to experience. They’ve been the victims of boorish behavior, and it’s not something that any of us would want to live with or should expect anyone else to live with.” But he also expressed his view that these were not the “typical” Duke students, nor was this a problem unique to Duke and Durham. “The problem of drinking in college, the problem of rowdiness in college—this is by no means a Duke problem,” he continued. “You’re not going to go to any college in this country where you’re not going to have some variant of this experience. It’s not an isolated issue for any one school. It’s a problem that all of us face, and to some extent I suppose it’s part of the freedom of our culture to have access to all these forms of pleasures. But, Lord knows, there are dangers associated with it, too, harm you can do to yourself, harm people can do to others when they drive.”

The radio show’s host, Melinda Penkava, cited the behavior of the Duke students toward their Trinity Park neighbors—being disrespectful and boisterous, peeing on their lawns—as more offensive than the drinking itself. “There is a special feature [to the problem at Duke],” Brodhead replied. “The drinking is not a special feature, or the challenge that it presents. That’s something we have in common with every university in this city, this state and this country. But the geography of Duke and Durham is curious, because right along the boundary of our East Campus is a very, very nice residential neighborhood that has some oversized houses that have been rented by student groups through the years. What that means is that the kind of behavior that might be boorish but not so troubling if it were on campus, there we have this friction with the neighbors—that’s just a fact of life. We’ve taken this pretty seriously. I know before I arrived, and certainly since I arrived, we’ve had teams led by our dean of student affairs going out to these houses, sitting down with people and talking about these issues. We’ve stepped up the training about alcohol to where it’s in our freshman orientation. We’ve taken a new degree of interest in police complaints against students in off-campus locations, and we’re paying attention to that within our disciplinary process now.”

One caller to the show—Betty, a resident of Trinity Park—asked Brodhead to comment on her perception that the students seemed to be drinking to excess on a regular basis and then causing trouble. Brodhead referred to a New York Times article about how beer companies encourage heavy drinking on college campuses by pushing drinking games, such as beer pong. “It’s a challenge for everybody,” he said, “and we can’t make the problem go away by wishing it didn’t exist. The only way that I know to do it is eventually to make people take this seriously, that they have to take responsibility for their own conduct; they have to behave in ways they’re not ashamed of, in ways that aren’t harmful to themselves and aren’t harmful to others.”

Another caller wondered if Duke hadn’t contributed to the ongoing problems in Trinity Park by making it harder to drink on campus. Brodhead did not duck the question. Indeed, he noted that it was one of the key problems on college campuses across the country: When the drinking age is twenty-one, what is to be done in a large community where underage drinking is rampant? “This is a difficult issue for American universities,” Brodhead conceded. “The drinking age in this country was made twenty-one some years ago, and it was written into the law that states can’t get money to build highways unless they enforce that drinking age. The great mystery, as you know, is that no American college environment actually obeys that. Schools have to uphold it because it’s the law, and if one upholds it ferociously, you don’t stop drinking on campus; you only move it off campus, where another danger is added, namely that now driving is coupled with drinking. There is no simple solution to this in the current environment.”

Brodhead explained how he been at a meeting of university presidents earlier in the week where the topic of making drinking legal again for eighteen-year-olds was a major concern. “Every university president I know wishes that the drinking age could be dropped to eighteen so that we could say to students, ‘You can drink. We know you’re going to anyway. You can drink, and we’ll hold you responsible for keeping it in bounds, for doing it in a responsible way,’ ” he said. “If we can’t allow it, we can’t allow that space of education, and it tends to get moved off campus, with dangerous results.” When Penkava likened that suggestion to legalizing drugs, Brodhead objected. “Let me remind you,” he continued, “that during my adult lifetime, and yours as well, I believe, the drinking age was dropped when the point was made, during the Vietnam War, that people who were old enough to be drafted weren’t old enough to have a legal beer, and at that time the drinking age was dropped. Then, as you remember, it was put back up. . . . I’m not going to pretend that that’s a trivially easy problem, because I do remember that when the drinking age was lowered, the number of traffic fatalities caused by drunk drivers went up. So the trouble is, the solution to half the problem aggravates the other half of the problem. It’s not an easy thing.”

•  •  •

Despite the happy talk from Brodhead on WUNC about ways to improve the relationship between Duke students and Durham residents, throughout the fall, Durham police officer Mark Gottlieb kept up his crusade against the Duke students in Trinity Park. During the early morning hours of Saturday, November 6, Durham police officers noticed two Duke students drinking beer from cans and walking on the sidewalk around 702 North Buchanan. They also noticed “numerous people” standing in the yard in front of the house. “Two nineteen-year-old males were stopped and identified for possession [of] open containers on the public right-of-way,” Gottlieb informed the neighborhood group on November 7. “They stated they had gotten the beer from inside of 702 North Buchanan while attending a party.” They were each charged with “possession of a malt beverage” and underage drinking. The police also charged two women, both residents of 702 North Buchanan, with “aiding and abetting, providing possession of malt beverages to persons under twenty-one years of age.” The residents of the house were further warned to keep the noise level down.

On January 10, 2006, a neighbor of 610 North Buchanan Boulevard called 911, complaining of a “banging” noise emanating from the trash cans belonging to the house. Durham police officers Kevin Watts and E. C. Peterson were dispatched to investigate. They later testified that they could hear “music from two houses away as they approached” 610 North Buchanan. It was clear to them that a party was raging. When the officers went inside the house—without a warrant and without consent, defense attorneys noted—the music was so loud they had to ask that it be turned down so that they could have a conversation with lacrosse players David Evans and Dan Flannery. There was no evidence that the loud noise had come from the clanging trash cans. The officers also did not measure the decibel level of the noise in the house. Watts later testified that both Flannery and Evans were “polite and respectful” to him, but he nevertheless charged them with violating the city’s noise law, since that was a “directive from [his] supervisor” when he was dispatched to the house.

Back in February 2005, a number of neighbors in Trinity Park had come up with the idea that they could curtail the student partying if they were somehow able to buy the rental homes from Guy Solie and then resell them to more family-oriented permanent residents. The notion, while clever, was a long shot. After all, where would they come up with the millions of dollars needed to buy the various Solie properties dotting Trinity Park? On February 27, 2006, Duke provided the answer. Through its Durham Realty affiliate, the university agreed to pay Trinity Properties, Solie’s company, $3.7 million for twelve rental properties and three vacant lots in Trinity Park. Many of the Solie houses were rented to Duke students and were the locations of the ongoing offensive behavior, including both 203 Watts and 610 North Buchanan Street and many of the homes surrounding them. In its press release announcing the deal, Duke said it intended to allow the existing renters to stay in the homes through the remainder of the school year but would not rent the homes thereafter. The university would then modestly renovate—fumigate?—the homes and “sell them to any family or single person who will agree to invest in renovations and live in the houses.”

Not surprisingly, the reaction from the neighbors was positive. “Our neighborhood will become more residential,” said Eugene Brown, a Trinity Park resident and a member of the Durham City Council. “Duke will have fewer town-gown problems, and the city will increase its tax base when those houses are purchased and renovated by new homeowners.” But Solie, for one, reiterated his view that the Duke students had been unfairly picked on by the Trinity Park neighbors. “Infrequently, people would have a party and bother the neighbors,” he said. “I’m shocked at how poorly some of the students were treated. It’s a two-way street.”

While it was true that from time to time the Durham police treated the students shabbily—during the early morning raid at 203 Watts in particular—there was also little question that, through the ongoing partying, the Duke students displayed a callous disregard for the welfare of their Trinity Park neighbors. And the fall 2005 arrest statistics bore that out. “The neighbors are fed up with this behavior,” Wilkie Wilson explained. “Finally, the university and the Durham police cooperated to suppress it.”

•  •  •

By March 2006, the official policy of both Duke and Durham and their respective police forces was to once and for all get tough with the Duke student partying off campus in order to restore some measure of dignity to the Trinity Park neighborhood. The bad behavior had simply gone on for too long, and the Duke administration’s policy of tacit acceptance while issuing public scoldings and hoping for the best was clearly not changing anyone’s behavior. There was no more enthusiastic enforcer of the “zero-tolerance” policy in Trinity Park than Durham police officer Mark Gottlieb.

Forty-three years old at the time and the father of twins with a third child on the way, Gottlieb, an Ohio native, was described once as a “barrel-chested man” who “tends to walk with his shoulders back and chin up.” Among his fellow officers, he was said to be “outspoken and sometimes headstrong.” In the affidavit Gottlieb filed prior to the raid at 203 Watts, he described his educational background as attendance at a smattering of community colleges—among them Durham, Wake, Davidson, and Guilford County Community Colleges—as well as college-level law enforcement classes at the University of South Carolina, which for some reason was listed as being in Reno, Nevada, as well as a number of topic-specific classes involving how to be a paramedic and how to handle “rape and sex-crime investigations.” He wrote that he had been a “Sworn Law Enforcement Officer” in North Carolina for sixteen years, the last twelve of which were in Durham. Since May 2005, Gottlieb had been assigned to Durham’s District 2, which included the Trinity Park neighborhood, as a patrol supervisor.

For whatever reason—envy, jealousy, frustration with their haughty attitudes, following orders—Gottlieb seemed to have it in for the Duke students living in Trinity Park. Between May 2005 and February 2006—when he was taken off the beat and given a desk job in District 2, making him “on-call supervisor of investigations,” he said—Gottlieb made twenty-eight arrests, twenty of which, or 71 percent, were of Duke students. They included a quarterback on the football team and a sister of one of the Duke lacrosse players. Of the twenty Duke students arrested by Gottlieb during his nine or so months on the beat, fifteen were taken to jail for noise violations and for allowing underage drinking. Meanwhile, critics noted, Gottlieb did not arrest a Durham resident for carrying a concealed .45-caliber gun. By contrast, Gottlieb’s three fellow supervising officers in District 2—John Shelton, Dale Gunter, and Paul Daye—made sixty-four arrests during the same time period, only two of which were Duke students, both of whom were taken to jail. Not surprisingly, Gottlieb had his supporters in Trinity Park. “There were a lot of homeowners and taxpayers who were calling the cops saying, ‘Please come and make yourself seen,’ ” said resident Ellen Dagenhart, who knew Gottlieb well. “Anyone who’s seen kids passed out in a puddle of vomit is certainly happy to see the police show up. You can’t blame Mark Gottlieb for that.”

Gottlieb also had the support of his boss, Ed Sarvis, who later conceded that Gottlieb was only doing what he had asked him to do. “I fully stand behind the decision to make an actual, physical arrest,” Sarvis told a reporter for the Durham Morning Herald. “I sent every off-campus student in the Trinity Park area a letter and warned them of this very thing. They knew to expect it. Maybe they didn’t like it, but they certainly can’t say they weren’t warned. They were warned. . . . [Gottlieb] was doing his job, and doing what I asked him to do.”

Whether or not the Duke students living in Trinity Park were part of some Durham police officer’s vendetta, they were, according to allegations in the court cases that were to follow, aware of Gottlieb’s often erratic behavior toward them. Students reported that a police cruiser—with Gottlieb at the wheel—would drive onto the sidewalks in Trinity Park to block their path. Sometimes he would chase the students to arrest them or “fly into a raging interrogation on the street in plain view of passersby.” Other times, on the way to jail after an arrest, Gottlieb would appear to befriend the students, claiming that the arrest was for their own good. But sometimes he would continue to verbally abuse the students on the way to the jailhouse. Once he threatened to have a student deported because he—wrongly—believed the student was in the country improperly. He would threaten to put the students in jail with “crack whores” to show them “what life was really like.”

In February 2006, Gottlieb’s apparent bias against Duke undergrads living in Trinity Park caught the attention of the Duke administration, which authorized an investigation—soon to be known as the “Gottlieb Dossier”—of his manic behavior and disproportionate arrest record. “It was plainly obvious that Gottlieb perseverated over Duke students,” according to defense claims. “His roster of arrests was filled with them[.] It was also plainly obvious that Gottlieb had an established pattern over time of enforcing the criminal law disproportionately with respect to Duke students in both charging decisions and in decisions to make a formal arrest in cases involving petty crimes. Simply put, Gottlieb habitually arrested Duke students in circumstances [in which] a ‘permanent resident’ would not be arrested.” On February 16, the Gottlieb Dossier was given to John Burness, Duke’s senior vice president for public affairs and government relations. According to defense attorneys, Burness then discussed the contents of the dossier with his fellow administrators, as well as with members of the Duke and Durham police forces. Sometime around March 6, Gottlieb was removed from his beat and given a desk job. He was replaced by John Shelton, who was one of the first responders to the call in the early morning hours of March 14 to the disturbance at 610 North Buchanan.

Despite his responsibility being taken away at the end of February, after the reports of the rape at 610 North Buchanan, Gottlieb could not resist getting involved in what appeared to be a potentially grave case involving rich white Duke students and the rape of a black stripper. By the next morning, he had wormed his way into the investigation—a development that would have enormous implications for everyone involved.



CHAPTER THREE

An Alleged Rape

Within hours of its occurrence, the case became a huge focus of the Durham police department, despite their supposedly having turned it over to the Duke police. At the 8 a.m. morning roll call on March 16, Gottlieb asked the other investigators in his district to coordinate with Benjamin Himan, his deputy, “to obtain as much information as possible during the day.” Twenty minutes later, Gottlieb called Mangum, who said she could see Gottlieb and Himan at her home at 909 DaVinci in Durham “anytime this morning.” At 8:44, Jason Bissey, the lacrosse players’ next-door neighbor, called Gottlieb—supposedly in response to the message about the rape that Gottlieb had put on the neighborhood Yahoo! bulletin board—and reported that he had “heard men at the party yelling racial slurs at the women in the car as they were pulling off to leave.” Bissey also told Gottlieb he was going to call the police “earlier in the evening but didn’t” as “things” at the house “became rowdy.” Gottlieb and his colleague Michele Soucie then drove to the Duke police headquarters and met with Sergeant Gary Smith. Smith gave Gottlieb the Duke police report about the incident and a computer disc containing photographs of each member of the Duke lacrosse team “for line up’s [sic] if needed at a later time,” Gottlieb wrote. The photographs, publicly available from websites such as GoDuke.com, were retrieved without notification to the students, which defense attorneys later argued should not have happened.

Himan, meanwhile, had also started his investigation. He called Mangum and left her a message. He mistakenly called the escort service looking for Mariecia Smith but was told she did not work there. He was told that she might be a contract employee, since that was the way the company worked with its escorts, but that in any event the information could not be shared. He also called Tara Levicy, the SANE nurse, and left her a message to call him. When she returned Himan’s call she told him she could not legally release patient information but confirmed “there were signs consistent with a sexual assault during her test.”

Later that morning, Gottlieb and Himan visited Mangum. She was home with her two young children. The detectives noted that she “had a very slow gate [sic] that was obviously painful while she was walking” and that her “facial expressions conveyed her pain as she ambulated.” She held the back of the sofa as she walked, slowly, around the room. When she sat down on the sofa, she kept trying to position herself to keep her buttocks off it. When her posterior did touch the sofa, “she groaned and had a facial expression consistent with pain.” She tried to comfort her children when they gathered around asking what had happened. She said she did not know how she would be able to tell them the story and “became emotional when describing her attack,” Gottlieb wrote. “Tears ran down her face freely, and her nose began to run.” Mangum told the officers that she attended North Carolina Central University and was “making a living as a stripper.” She said she worked at Platinum Pleasures, a club in nearby Hillsborough, North Carolina, and had also started working at the Angels Escort Service, which called her and told her where to go to perform. She was a stripper, not a prostitute, she told the Durham police.

She then told Gottlieb and Himan what had happened to her thirty-six hours earlier. After being contacted by Angels and told to “go to a bachelor party” at 610 North Buchanan, she arrived “late,” just before 11:30 on the night of March 13. She entered the house through the back door, met “Nikki”—the name Roberts had given her—and was handed a drink she believed was rum and Coke. She then was paid her $400 and went to the bathroom with Nikki for ten minutes, where they got ready to dance and discussed “how they would perform the act.” At one point, Mangum said, she spilled her drink, by accident, into the sink and then began drinking Nikki’s drink. As soon as they left the bathroom and began to dance, the men “became aggressive in their language and started to get very excited.”

After Peter Lamade suggested sticking the broomstick “up into them,” they stopped dancing some five minutes after starting, “fearing for their safety,” Mangum said. They then went into the bathroom, found what they could of their belongings and went outside. That’s when a guy named “Adam” came out to the Honda, was “very nice to them,” apologized and convinced them to go back to the house and continue the show. She said she and Nikki were separated when they went back inside and Mangum was led back into the bathroom. She described it as the “master bathroom” with a floor-to-ceiling mirror and a blue rug.

There were three men waiting in the bathroom and one of them shut the door. She said that Adam said, “I’m sorry sweetheart, you can’t leave.” She then explained that the three men—“Adam,” “Brett,” and “Matt”—grabbed her, forced her down on all fours by the toilet and began to serially rape her. She said Brett was “behind her” and was the “first” to “sodomize and then to rape her.”

After “Brett ejaculated,” he said to the others, “I’m done, it’s your turn.” During the assault, the guys were yelling at her “Fuck this nigger bitch” and “Fucking nigger.” She told the detectives that “Matt” was next to assault her and attempted “to put [it] in my ass” but she was in such pain by that point he started to “choke me from behind” because “I was screaming so loud.” She said she could not breathe and tried to get him to take his arm away from around her throat so she could breathe again. During this process, she said four of her fake red fingernails broke off. Gottlieb wrote in his report that he looked at her right hand and noticed the four fingernails were missing. Matt then “penetrated her rectum,” and “at the same time” Adam “became excited while he was masturbating” and then “pulled her up” and “stuck his penis around her lips and mouth.” After Adam ejaculated on her face and mouth, she said she “spit the fluid out on the side of the toilet.” At that point, Matt “penetrated her vaginally.”

Mangum described her three alleged assailants as: first, a young white male with blond hair, “baby faced, tall and lean”; second, a white male of “medium” height, about 5'8", with “dark hair” and a “medium build”—Gottlieb noted she could be describing Himan—who had “red (rose-colored) cheeks”; and, third, a white male with a large build and dark hair who was more than six feet tall. Himan’s handwritten notes had a different description of the men: Adam (“white male, short, red cheeks, fluffy hair, chubby face, brn”); Matt (“heavyset short haircut 260–270”); and Brett (“chubby”). She said that after the men raped her, one of them took her purse, removed the money from it and threw it back on the floor. She noted that she no longer had her purse, her phone, or one of her shoes. She also said that half of the money—$200—was for Nikki. After she was raped, she said, Matt “dragged her out of the house and placed her in the car” with Nikki.

She recalled that Nikki “drove her around for a little bit” before taking her to the Kroger supermarket parking lot, where she remembered meeting the police officers. She told the detectives that she had not taken a shower, used the bathroom, brushed her teeth, changed her clothes or had anything to eat or drink after the “attack.” Reiterating that she was not a prostitute, she remembered having consensual sex “about a week ago before this interview” with one man she met while dancing at another party and that she had sex with him because she thought he was “nice” and said she received no money for that. She said she did not use drugs and that she had “very little” alcohol to drink that night, although she did recall becoming “fuzzy” when she started to dance at 610 North Buchanan even though she was “fine when she arrived there.”

An hour or so into the conversation with Gottlieb and Himan, Mangum said she had “bruising” that was “beginning to show up from the assault.” Gottlieb called a crime scene investigation (CSI) photographer to come to the house to take photographs of Mangum, which was done in private. According to Gottlieb, the CSI photographer noted that she had seen “the onset of new bruises present.” In sum, Gottlieb recalled of that meeting with Mangum, “She looked extremely uncomfortable. She was having a difficult time ambulating. She was actually holding on to things. When she was sitting, she was sitting off-kilter so that her bottom or her buttocks was off the sofa. She was complaining of a lot of pain if she was sitting flat. She was having muscle tremors. Her legs were spasming. She was doing a lot of crying when she was describing acts that were purportedly performed against her will. When her kids would come into the room and ask for something and she would go to comfort them, she was very slow and appeared to be in a lot of pain just to comfort her children. So the appearance that she gave was consistent with what she was claiming happened.”

At 1 p.m., Gottlieb returned to the police station. Himan set to work obtaining a search warrant to get a judge’s authority to enter and search 610 North Buchanan. In the meantime, Gottlieb asked a colleague to photograph the house and to obtain a key from the landlord so that when the search warrant was ready, “we would not need to make forced entry to the home.” It was not clear whether Gottlieb knew that Solie no longer owned the home, since it had recently been sold to Duke. Gottlieb asked a colleague to see if Angels, the escort service, could be located. He also asked Soucie to put together several photo lineups using the photographs of the Duke lacrosse players obtained from the Duke police “based on the potential suspect names ADAM, BRETT, and MATT.” When Soucie was done, Gottlieb asked her to give the lineup to another officer, Richard Clayton, to show to Mangum to see if she could ID anyone. Soucie and Clayton had put together twenty-four photographs in four sets of six photos each, labeled A, B, C and D. They had put one suspect—Matt, Adam, or Brett—in each group of six photos and another picture of Matt in the fourth group of six photos. While Mangum looked at each photo, the police asked her, “Is this the person who sexually assaulted you?” Mangum did not recognize any of the players in the photos as her assailants, nor did she recognize any of the players whose first names were Adam, Matt, and Brett. She picked out four players as being at the party with 100 percent certainty and one player, Reade Seligmann, with 70 percent certainty as being there, but wasn’t sure where she had seen each person at the party. “This is harder than I thought,” Mangum told Soucie, according to her notes.

In his search warrant, Himan listed twelve items he wanted to procure from 610 North Buchanan, including DNA evidence—“hair, semen, blood, saliva”—from either the “suspects” or Mangum; the blue rug; Mangum’s supposedly lost money, cell phone, pocketbook, fake fingernails, and shoe; as well as any photographs of the party or digital records of the crimes or events related to the crimes to be found on the suspects’ computers. On the warrant, Himan listed the alleged crimes as first-degree forcible rape, first-degree kidnapping, first-degree forcible sexual offense, common law robbery, and felonious strangulation. To obtain the warrant, Himan had to establish “probable cause” for the magistrate.

Himan crafted a narrative based upon information obtained from Mangum earlier in the day. He also mentioned that on the night of the alleged incident, police had gone to 610 North Buchanan around 3 a.m., but no one would come to the door. He wrote that the police had noted a 1996 green Honda with Virginia license plates that was in the driveway and wanted permission to search that car as well as any others that were in the “curtilage” of the house.

At 6:55 p.m. on March 16, Durham magistrate Tammy Drew issued the search warrant for 610 North Buchanan. At 8:47 p.m., Gottlieb and Himan arrived at 610 North Buchanan. Himan knocked on the door of the house five times and each time announced that it was the Durham police with a search warrant and the residents should open the door. After about a minute, Himan used the key provided by the landlord to make a nonforced entry into the house. As the two policemen opened the door to the house, they were met by David Evans and Matt Zash, who had been asleep. Himan described Evans and Zash as “calm. I mean, as calm as you could be with a search warrant [for] your house. They were a little nervous.” About thirty minutes later, Dan Flannery arrived home. The officers then cleared the home “for possible threats.” Himan read the contents of the search warrant to Evans and Zash and left a copy for them. “Zash was just laid back sitting on the couch and so was Dave Evans,” Himan recalled. But from the start, the three lacrosse players knew something was not right. “When I started to read the search warrant to them, they both stated that was not what happened and they both said she was lying,” Himan wrote later. “They both stated they wanted to tell their side of the story.” Himan noted that Flannery said the narrative in the search warrant was “bullshit” and was “not what happened at all.” The players offered to tell Himan “their side of the story,” but he told them that would best be done at the station house.

As Himan was reading the warrant, Gottlieb began looking around the front room of the house. “In plain view was money on the coffee table (twenty-dollar bills) and the victim’s purse, phone and ID on a refrigerator in the southeast corner of the living room,” Gottlieb wrote. Himan explained to the men they were not under arrest but that while the police were executing the search warrant, they would be limited in where they could go inside the house, although they were free to go outside the house. “They were polite and agreed to sit on the sofa,” Gottlieb observed. When Himan asked whether they would be willing to go to the station and answer questions, they agreed to do so. Himan then asked Gottlieb to take Zash to the station to be interviewed.

Gottlieb asked if Mangum’s “belongings” had been sitting atop the refrigerator the entire time. Zash responded that, no, he had “found them outside on the side of the house thrown everywhere the morning after the party [and] I picked them up and brought them inside the house to keep them safe.” At that point, Gottlieb told Zash he would drive him to the police station but that he first wanted to pick up something to eat. Zash “politely agreed.”

Gottlieb and Zash left 610 North Buchanan, with Zash sitting unhandcuffed in the front seat of Gottlieb’s cruiser. “He did allow me to do a protective search of his person before he sat down inside of my vehicle for any weapon which might present harm to my person,” Gottlieb wrote. Gottlieb drove to the Jimmy John’s sub shop on Ninth Street and parked, leaving the car engine idling. Gottlieb told Zash to make himself comfortable in the car and suggested he listen to whatever music he felt like. The shop was closed. He returned to his car and found that Zash had tuned the radio to an easy-listening station. Without stopping again, Gottlieb drove to the District 2 station house. Investigator Soucie met Zash there and interviewed him about what had taken place at the party.

At 10:48 p.m., as Soucie was completing the oral interview, Gottlieb interrupted and asked Zash if he could give him a list of people at the party. Gottlieb pulled out a lacrosse team roster—Zash confirmed, incorrectly, that only lacrosse players were at the party—and wrote down the names of thirty-three players who had been at the party, including himself, Flannery, and Evans. Zash then began his five-page handwritten statement about what had occurred that evening. He finished around 12:30 a.m. His statement reiterated the events as he recalled them from the evening and did not even remotely hint that anything like a rape had occurred. Indeed, he expressly denied that any “gang rape,” as Mangum alleged, had taken place.

Just before eleven, Himan asked Gottlieb to go over a “non-custody” form with Flannery, an acknowledgment that someone is not under arrest and is voluntarily cooperating with police on an investigation. Flannery signed his form at 10:57 p.m. He then set about writing his own six-page statement about what happened that night at 610 North Buchanan. Like Zash, Flannery made no mention that anything like a rape had occurred. In his list of attendees at the party, he listed thirty-six people, three more than Zash. Gottlieb let Flannery know he was free to use the restroom, get something to eat, or use the phone. When Flannery told Gottlieb his cell phone did not work in the police station, Gottlieb encouraged Flannery to go outside. At one point, Flannery asked Gottlieb what he would do if he were in Flannery’s position. “I told him it is important for him and his roommates to consult with their parents and keep them informed of the situation,” Gottlieb recalled. “I told him he [and] they may want to consider speaking to an attorney also to get their input.”

Around the same time, David Evans signed his noncustody form. Afterward, he set about writing his seven-page statement of what had occurred. Like his housemates, Evans made no mention of anything like a rape having occurred on the night of the party. Evans listed forty people at the party, including several neighbors and the names of some teammates who had left before the strippers arrived. He also noted that his teammate Kevin Mayer was at the party but had “passed out.”

Just after midnight, Gottlieb suggested that Himan ask the three students if they would participate in a “suspect kit process” as a way to “rule them out as potential suspects.” They all agreed to voluntarily go to Duke Hospital, where a nurse administered the kit. Each player voluntarily gave hair, blood, saliva, and pubic hair samples. Each also agreed to be photographed, and then signed the consent forms for the samples at around 2:25 a.m. Each voluntarily agreed to submit to a polygraph test, but Himan and Gottlieb declined their offers. Himan then drove the students back to 610 North Buchanan. It was just after 4 a.m. They had been together for more than seven hours.

While the three men were at Duke Hospital sharing samples of their DNA, Gottlieb went back to 610 North Buchanan to see how the search at the house was progressing. He spoke with the investigators at the scene and asked what type of evidence they had located. He then walked around the house “to see if there were any other clues present that could link the incident reported to this residence.” In the rear center bedroom in the house, Gottlieb saw a photograph of one of the residents “at what appears to be a party (unrelated to this incident) drinking alcohol.” He said the “interesting thing” about the photograph was how the “subject has red cheeks most likely due to alcohol consumption.” He then concluded that the red cheeks of the student in the photograph “are consistent with the subject who the victim alleged attacked her.”

The Durham police seized thirty separate items from 610 North Buchanan. Most of the confiscated items would be typical for any college student to own. There were laptop computers, a digital tape recorder, cell phones, several digital cameras, a web camera, some carrying cases, a PC card and a Sony hard drive. The police also took a “large rectangle green bath rug,” a small bath mat and a hand towel with initials, as well as a plastic bag with a wet paper towel inside, plus $160 in cash, a dishrag and a bottle of K-Y jelly. They also grabbed a “makeup bag with ID” and “five fingernails,” which presumably were the fake ones Mangum had been wearing that Zash had tossed into the garbage. With the items in hand and photographs taken, “the scene was secured,” Gottlieb wrote at 1:14 a.m. Himan also later said that both Flannery and Evans had told them that another player at the party, Kevin Coleman, had taken pictures that night, including one of Mangum “passed out on the back porch.” Himan asked Flannery and Evans to get him a copy of the pictures, and they told him they would.

At the same time that Himan and Gottlieb were searching 610 North Buchanan, their colleague R. D. Clayton returned to Mangum’s house on DaVinci Street to see if she could identify the men who had raped her from a series of photographic arrays the Durham police had put together. Although Mangum did not know it, these were the photos that Gottlieb had obtained of the players. When Clayton arrived at Mangum’s house, she invited him in. Although the room was not particularly well lit, they sat down on the couch in the living room and put the photographs on the coffee table in front of the couch. Clayton noticed that Mangum’s two children were there, watching television. He asked Mangum to instruct the children to go to another room and to turn off the TV. “As she sat down on the couch,” Clayton noted, “she made a facial expression that she was in pain.” He asked Mangum if she was okay, and she said she was sore but would be fine with looking at the photos while seated on the couch.
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