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4 of 4 people found the following review helpful. Speed Kills: An Excellent Crime BookBy J. WilliamsArthur Jay
Harris has written a very good book about the murder of Don Aronow. Thisis not a biography of Don Aronow.
Indeed, thefirst real discussion of his background does not appear until Chapter 8. However, it isagood recreation of
the police investigation of the crime. The book begins on February 3, 1987, the date of the murder, and continuesin
chronological order for most of the book. It is told from the viewpoint of the police and painstakingly recreates their
search for the killer. All the reports, all the witnesses, and all the false leads are decribed in intimate detail. One
problem is that there are so many playersin this game, it is hard to keep them all straight. Harris contiunes, date by
date, detailing everything. It isreally atextbook for how the police investigate a difficult crime. Harris does not
speculate at al, he reports only the facts as he collected them and |eaves the speculation to others. One thing that
would have improved the book would have been more pictures. There are plenty of photos of Aronow and Ben
Kramer, but thereis only one small picture of Bobby Y oung, the actual trigger man. More photos of him and of
Aronow's wife and children, as well as some of the other major players, would have been welcome. All in all, thisisa
very good book and would be enjoyed by murder mystery fans as well as fans of Don Aronow.1 of 1 people found the
following review helpful. A great read for historical and entertainment purposes! By turckmanlf you love
powerboating, then you know about Don Aronow. This book will give you a history of what happened and will keep
you in suspense as they try to figure out who killed him. Along the way you'll learn about how many of the most
popular powerboat manufacturing companies came to be. It is great entertainment and great for historical information
on the sport of powerboating and powerboat racing.1 of 1 people found the following review helpful. ... about this
subject this one appears to be the best researched and most realistic study of this now almost ...By Beau PurtleAfter
reading several books about this subject this one appears to be the best researched and most realistic study of this now
almost three decade mystery. A great read.

"Ocean racing superstar Don Aronow loved it when writers called him aliving legend. Hislife of adventure iswell
known. It is his death that baffles police."He was afraid of nothing, no one. In hisfinal hour, when a stranger spoke to
him in riddles and talked about killing, Aronow laughed. He felt no fear, until he lowered the window of his white
Mercedes and looked death in the face. And then it wastoo late."-- Edna Buchanan in The Miami HeraldBordering a
canal leading to Biscayne Bay, a short dead-end stretch of Northeast 188th Street in Miami was the crossroad of the
Americasin the mid-1980s for the biggest drug smugglersinto the U.S.; the guys who ripped off the drug smugglers;
the biggest South American drug suppliers, competing federal agencies investigating major drug trafficking and
money laundering; the CIA, covertly advancing the Contrawar against Central American land reform (which they
called Cuban-sponsored communism); some of the highest national politicians in the country--and what attracted them
all there, the most famous fast-boat companiesin the world.On that splashy boulevard of (wet) dreams factories built
marine magazine-ad ultra-sleek gleaming speedboats ostensibly for racers, royalty to show off on the Cte d'‘Azur, and
wealthy divorced or divorcing middle-age overweight men to pick up South Florida's sun-soaked hot chicksin string
bikinis (while the rest of us unwashed wondered how they did it), but the boat builders' real business was fueling an
arms race between smugglers, who purchased them for cash, and Drug War feds to catch smugglers. The storied
creator of the quantum-leap faster Cigarette boat, against which all other "penis" boats were measured, aswell asa
two-time powerboat racing world champion and the personification of a sport in which people crazily risked their lives
and bodies to win--not to mention awicked ladies man to boot, Don Aronow was shot and killed in broad daylight in
front of hisfactory in 1987. Police found they didn't just have a murder mystery--they had Murder on the Orient
Express FEBRUARY 3, 1987USA Racing Team, Miami, FloridaSomeone entered the front door and walked in front
of salesman Jerry Engelman's desk. He asked to speak with Don Aronow, then looked right at him without recognizing
him."What do you want?" Aronow said."l've been trying to get ahold of you," the man said. He said he worked for a
very rich man, with an Italian surname, who wanted to make an appointment to buy aboat."| never heard of him,"
Aronow answered.Engelman could tell something el se was happening, and he thought Aronow was trying to find out
what.Then the conversation got weird. He was proud of his boss, he said. "He picked me up off the street when | was
sixteen and took care of me. I'd even kill for my boss." For the moment, none of the observers thought anything more
of it. Minutes later, Aronow drove his new 1987 white Mercedes 560 sports coupe across the street, found Mike
Britton, a marine supplier, and asked if he could help him at his new house.Driving out of his parking space forward,
with Aronow behind him, Britton saw adark Lincoln Town Car with tinted windows, about ten yards away, facing
east as Britton was about to head west. The driver's window was down, and Britton could see the driver looking at
him.At their closest, when they passed, they were just afew feet apart, keeping eye contact the entire time. Then
Britton drove on, about fifty yards.Then he heard gunshots.By the time Britton got to the car, he found Aronow's
driver's side window down, the automatic transmission in neutral, and Aronow's foot pressed against the accel erator
like arock, forcing the engineto rev at its most shrill. Apparently, Aronow had stopped to kibitz with hiskiller.

From the AuthorTHE KEY MOMENT Crime stories, true or fiction, begin as jumbles. Something awful, scary, or
unspeakabl e just happened, and to make sense of it will take every bit of skill from the investigator. Unless everything



discoverable isfound, the mystery will be imperfectly solved. As ajournalist and book author, | investigate over and
above what law enforcement has already done. What | look for that they don't is story structure. In literature, plot and
characters have arcs; everything builds to, then descends from, aturning point. Because it is always buried, most of
my investigation is taken up by searching for that key moment. But when | realize it, a story that had made only
marginal sense suddenly reorganizes and flows. The key moment alwaysis: the main character, by his actions or
because it's been forced on him, finds he can't elude making an agonizing decision between alternatives that are only
terrible and will have life-changing or fatal consequences. He'sin No-man's land. Usually at this moment the story
becomes a tragedy. But sometimes one of the choicesis heroic, although at that point it doesn't look particularly
attractive. SPEED KILLS opens with the stunning daylight murder in 1980s Miami of boat builder, boat racer, and
wealthy bon vivant Don Aronow. He invented, raced, built and sold Cigarette boats, the fastest thing on the water.
Everyone who worshipped speed and could afford one, wanted one; his clients were royalty, U.S. presidents, CEOs,
intelligence services, and--most of all, eventually--dope smugglers. Don took everyone's money and traveled between
all those worlds. Y ou could also seeit as Don playing all sides. When the Feds needed faster boats to keep up with the
Cigarettes that Don sold to dopers, they came to him. It was sort of the same with hiswife and girlfriend (and
girlfriend and girlfriend). How long could anybody get away with that? Confidence men are known as con men; Don
wasn't that, but he was a supreme self-confidence man, that is, he was his own victim. Finally he was cornered. Don's
protg in racing and boatbuilding was also the largest pot smuggler in America. The Feds needed Aronow to testify
against him. For leverage, they apparently threatened Don with atax evasion case. The quintessential free-spirit boat
racer could go to prison--or he could risk the wrath of amajor criminal organization. Aronow made his decision. Days
later, he was killed. FLOWERS FOR MRS. LUSKIN begins with a flower delivery to the best house in the best part of
Hollywood, Florida. Inside, Marie Luskin was cautious; her husband Paul used to send her flowers but those days had
ended more than ayear before when she filed for divorce. She thought it was safe to open the door just enough to
accept the pot of azaleas. She was wrong. The delivery was aruse; the man pointed agun at her and demanded her
money and jewelry. When he left, she fell to the floor, bloodied, thinking he'd hit her with the gun. Over 40 years,
Paul's family had built a business called Luskin's from one store in Baltimore into a chain of consumer electronics
storesin Florida. Coming of age, Paul was taking it over, to run. He'd already made his first million, and he and Marie
were living alife their friends admired. But between them all was not well. Then Paul's high school girlfriend moved
to town with her husband, and sparks rekindled. When Marie discovered it she threw Paul out of the house. For a
moment it looked like they would reunite. She asked Paul to move back in at the end of the day after Thanksgiving,
the biggest sale day of the year. But that was aruse, too. That day at the store, her attorneys served him the divorce.
Mari€'s attorneys were aggressive. Accusing Paul's parents of shielding his assets, they asked the judge for everything
he--and his parents--had. A year later, it looked like Marie would get it all. The divorce was overwhelming and
compound stress. Three times Marie had him arrested for not paying his very high support payments exactly on time;
the judge had frozen his assets, and his dad had asked him to leave his high-paying job because he couldn't concentrate
both on it and the divorce. Mari€e's attorneys wanted Paul's mom to testify for days about the business's finances, but
because she had a blood clot that stress could loosen and become lethal, Paul's family asked them to lay off her. They
refused. Not long after came the flower delivery. The Fedsindicted Paul for attempted murder-for-hire. They told the
jury: A Luskin's employee called his brother in Baltimore who was a mob guy, who got someone to cometo
Hollywood to kill Marie. Although she thought the gunman hit her with the gun, he really shot her--his bullet grazed
her head. Paul was convicted and sentenced to prison for 35 years. In prison, Paul married his high school girlfriend.
To me, they protested so insistently that there was no murder-for-hire that it seemed something was truly wrong. |
eventually found there had been a murder plot--but the real question was, who had asked the Luskin's employee to call
his brother in Baltimore? Testimony said "Mr. Luskin" ordered the murder; the prosecutor naturally assumed that
meant Paul. But there was a better case that "Mr. Luskin" was Paul's dad. As aresult of his son's divorce he lost his
whole business, owed Marie $11 million he didn't have and was facing jail for contempt of court for not paying her,
and so had to leave the country. At the story's turning point, "Mr. Luskin" had to choose between two untenable
outcomes: the death of the elder Mrs. Luskin or the younger. But prosecutors also were forced to make a tragic choice.
Without certainty of which "Mr. Luskin" it was, did they choose the wrong one? UNTIL PROVEN INNOCENT
begins with anight 911 call from awoman gasping her last breaths. When police arrived at the house they found her
dead, stabbed, and her husband, infant, and father-in-law all shot point-blank. They would survive. Minutes later, a
man also called 911, a gunman had released him from arobbery at the same house. He said he knew of no violence
before he | eft. Y et he was the only one who the gunman hadn't tried to kill. Police instantly suspected him. That night
and long after, police tried to shake the man, Chuck Panoyan, who insisted he didn't know who the gunman was.
Police guessed right. A tip led them to the gunman, and that led to atrip Panoyan took to see him. Both were arrested,
and prosecutor Brian Cavanagh won a death penalty indictment against them both. But in pretrial, Panoyan's attorneys
unraveled Cavanagh's case against their client. No longer certain Panoyan was guilty, Cavanagh reached No Man's
Land: his choice was to let the jury sort it out, or admit he was wrong about Panoyan for now three years. Cavanagh's
dad Tom was aretired NY PD lieutenant who'd had a double murder he couldn't solve, then at another precinct a



suspect confessed. Tom recognized it had been coerced and quietly asked his detectivesif they could prove it wrong.
When they did, the case became famous for police integrity. A TV movie renamed Tom's character: Kojak. Years
later, son Brian was at asimilar turning point. Like his dad, he would not leave it to ajury to unscramble. He moved to
release Chuck Panoyan from jail. But Panoyan had to tell his story: he'd lied to police because the gunman had
threatened to kill hisfamily if he spoke up. Once before, the gunman had killed a small child and went to prison. Who
was the only one could make Panoyan comfortable enough to talk? The old man, the real-life Kojak, Tom
Cavanagh.From the Inside Flap ARTHUR JAY HARRISISALSO THE AUTHOR OFTHE UNSOLVED
"MURDER" OF ADAM WAL SHWho killed Adam Walsh (and is he really dead?) The search for the truth behind the
crime that launched "America's Most Wanted" A two-book series (with a separate Single Edition, a condensation of
both books) What if almost everything most everyone thinks about the Adam Walsh case iswrong? Here is the case's
conventional knowledge: In Summer 1981, drifter Ottis Toole stole Adam from amall in Florida and killed him, say
police and Adam'’s parents, John and Reve Walsh. Although Jeffrey Dahmer became a suspect and was then living
nearby, he couldn't have done it because his M.O. wasn't children as young as Adam, 6. But ten years of book research
shows that most of this case's long-accepted basic facts are dead wrong: Seven independent witnesses, their names
found in police investigative files, identified Dahmer as who they saw at the mall either with or close by to Adam.
Thereis a problem, never before reported, with the identification of the child who was found and said to be Adam.
After more than 30 years, this case has never cometo trial -- and it never will because the case files are inexplicably
missing their most essential forensic documents: A medical examiner identified the found child as Adam strictly by its
teeth, but Adam'’s dental records, which he used for matching and was handled by three official agencies, is gone; there
was never any forensic dental report; and worst, there was never even an autopsy report. That, especially, should never
happen. As aresult, prosecutors will never be able to establish in court that the child who was found is, in fact, Adam
Walsh. And most shockingly, it is extremely unlikely that the found child is Adam. When the positive ID of the found
child as Adam was made, it was done quickly and announced hastily. But photographs and documents recently
released in public records show that the found child has atop front tooth grown in almost all the way. That is much too
far to match Adam. In hisfamous "Missing" picture, taken only a month before he vanished, Adam had neither top
front tooth. His best friend last saw him aweek or two before he disappeared, and he still didn't have them. After that,
one front tooth did erupt. When the found child was discovered, Adam had been gone two weeks but the medical
examiner said that he (Adam, he said) had been dead probably for all that time. Teeth don't keep growing after death.
In the space of up to two weeks, the time after hisfriend last saw him and when he disappeared, top front teeth just
don't grow that fast, from eruption to in ailmost all the way. If that's not Adam, who isit? And could Adam, incredibly,
be alive?



