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			About the Author

		

	
		
			“The best executive is the one who has sense enough to pick good men to do what he wants done, and self-restraint enough to keep from meddling with them while they do it.”

			—Theodore Roosevelt

		

	
		
			Day One

			DON'T STICK YOUR NECK OUT. IT'S THE FIRST PRINCIPLE IN RUNNING A POLICE organization. Never say your goals out loud; you'll only look bad when you don't achieve them.

			That's not me.

			New York's newly elected mayor, Rudolph W. Giuliani, had chosen me to be police commissioner of the City of New York—the number one police job in America—and it was time to stick my neck out. The city was a mess. People were afraid of being mugged, they were afraid of having their cars stolen, they were afraid of the everyday assault on common decency and good conduct that had become standard New York behavior. Surveys showed that more than half the people who had recently left the city did so to improve the quality of their lives. And chief among the reasons they couldn't do that in the city was crime.

			Although I was born and raised and had worked almost all my life in Boston, I knew New York. My two years as chief of the New York City Transit Police in the early 1990s had given me a full immersion in the way the city handled itself—a view from the underground up. Nothing changes fast in the city. There is the sense that this is the way it is, this is the way it's always been, and this is the way it always will be. New Yorkers respect strength and admire spirit, they pride themselves on their toughness—it's tough enough just to get by—but when I got there they had just about given up.

			New Yorkers wanted a way out of the danger and lawlessness they saw around them. They couldn't walk from their apartments to the subway without getting aggressively panhandled or threatened or worse—“Hey, hey, hey, mister, gimme a quarter. That the best you got?” They couldn't walk to work without seeing men and women using the streets and sidewalks as outdoor toilets. They couldn't stop their car at a traffic light without some guy smearing their windshield with a filthy rag and demanding a dollar for his efforts. Squeegee men, these fellows were called, and to many people it seemed they just about ruled the city. I had joked frequently that they should replace the torch in the Statue of Liberty's hand with a squeegee—it was a more fitting symbol of the welcome many people received when they got here.

			New York City felt it was under siege, and there was the widespread sense that no one was doing anything about it. In 1990, shortly after he was elected, Mayor David Dinkins and his entire administration took a major hit when, in response to a particularly bloody week in the city, the New York Post ran this tabloid headline in huge type on its front page:

			“DAVE, DO SOMETHING”

			Mirroring the local perspective, the story went national shortly thereafter. Time magazine had a cover story in September featuring “The Rotting of the Big Apple.” In response to this challenge, Dinkins was able to pass “Safe Streets” legislation that increased the size of the city's three police departments by over six thousand officers.

			But by 1994, even this ongoing infusion of personnel hadn't seemed to help. There was a sense of doom on the streets. The police department seemed dysfunctional. Several generations of corruption scandals had left it seemingly without the will to fight crime. The cops on the beat wanted to do their jobs, but the brass didn't trust them to do it. Corruption on a commander's watch can kill his career, so rather than aggressively attack the places where most crime occurred, particularly drug-related crime, police officers had been ordered by their superiors to stay out of them; the feeling behind many desks was that it was better for cops to stay away from criminals and steer clear of temptation than to chase them down and put them away.

			Mayor Giuliani was a former federal prosecutor. He liked putting crimi-nals in jail; it was what he had done for a living. Giuliani was elected mayor in 1993 largely on the quality-of-life and crime issues, and, impressed with my earlier record as transit chief, he brought me in to help clean up the rest of the city. I brought to New York a lifetime career in law enforcement and had led the turnaround of four major police departments, including the New York City Transit Police and the Boston Police Department. Like most American police departments, for the last twenty-five years the NYPD had been content to focus on reacting to crime while accepting no responsibility for reducing, let alone preventing, it. Crime, the theory went, was caused by societal problems that were impervious to police intervention. That was the unchallenged conventional wisdom espoused by academics, sociologists, and criminologists. I intended to prove them wrong. Crime, and as important, attitudes about crime, could be turned around. Using law enforcement expertise, leadership and management skills, and an inspired workforce, I intended to create an organization whose goal and mission was to control and prevent crime—not just respond to it. By turning around the NYPD, and reducing crime and fear, we would turn around the city. And, who knows, maybe even the country.

			I believed that police could, in fact, be counted upon to have a significant effect on crime. With effective leadership and management we could control behavior in the street, and by controlling behavior we could change behavior. If we could change behavior we could control crime.

			When I interviewed with Giuliani for the police commissioner's position, I told him we could reduce crime by 40 percent in three years.

			On December 2, 1993, at the announcement of my appointment as the city's new police commissioner, a little more than a month before I took office, I stood beside the mayor and made this promise: “We will fight for every house in this city. We will fight for every street. We will fight for every borough. And we will win.”

			The turnaround had begun. Like Babe Ruth pointing his bat to the bleachers indicating where his next home run would land, I was confidently predicting the future. I was a leader who had spent my whole professional life seeking out and turning around low-performing, dysfunctional police departments. Now I had been given the challenge of a lifetime—the NYPD. One of my predecessors, Commissioner Lee Brown, when he led the department, likened the experience to trying to “turn an aircraft carrier around in a bathtub.” I intended to turn it around with the speed of a destroyer.

			I spent the next five weeks putting my team together. I interviewed men and women at all levels of the NYPD and matched people to positions; you can seriously undermine an organization by putting the right person in the wrong job. My team and I planned our strategies and prepared to hit the ground running.

			On Sunday, January 9, 1994, the day before I was scheduled to be sworn in as commissioner, several members of my new team were to meet at the apartment of John Miller, who was going to be my deputy commissioner of public information (DCPI), to go over what we were calling the rollout, our first major changes. Miller, a television-news reporter for the local NBC affiliate, was best known for sidling up to organized-crime don John Gotti and getting him to talk. In his $2,000 suits, John looked fearless on the tube; in real life, he is a guy who loves being on the scene. Aggressively single, John was an excellent reporter with great contacts; he knew just about everybody in town, and the cops loved him. He was taking a $500,000 pay cut to become my DCPI because it was the job he had always wanted. As a reporter, he'd had a front-row seat to the New York circus; now, he was in the center ring.

			Peter LaPorte, my new chief of staff, was there. So were consultant John Linder, chief of department and soon-to-be first deputy commissioner Dave Scott, and newly appointed deputy commissioner for crime-control strategies Jack Maple, whom I had brought with me from my years in transit. Maple is a barrel-chested Queens native who favors homburgs, double-breasted blazers, bow ties, and two-toned spectator shoes. He is a character out of Guys and Dolls, with a brilliant police mind.

			My term as commissioner was to begin officially at midnight, and I was taking the five o'clock shuttle out of Logan Airport in Boston. After an early dinner in New York with friends, I was to join the gang at Miller's apartment before heading up to the 103rd Precinct in Queens for my first official act: attending roll call and addressing the officers as they began their shift.

			Late in the afternoon, the phone rang at Miller's east-side apartment. Apparently, a situation was developing around a mosque in Harlem that looked like it could be potentially troublesome. Maple said to Miller, “I'm going to meet the Commish out at the airport. Why don't you go up and get a handle on this mosque thing?” Miller called down to police headquarters at One Police Plaza. The night sergeant gave him the rundown.

			There had been a gun run; a phone call had come in on the emergency number, 911, saying there was an armed robbery in progress, two men with guns. Police had responded, and the location turned out to be the Nation of Islam Mosque Number 7, Louis Farrakhan's operation, at Fifth Avenue and 125th Street, on the third floor. The first officers to arrive, a male-female team, were met by Muslim security, which is usually very tight. Police officers are particularly focused when there is the possibility of a firearm involved at a scene, and New York City's Nation of Islam members are very sensitive about police issues. The Muslims didn't want the police entering their place of worship carrying weapons. When the officers evidently tried to brush by, a fight ensued, with some people rolling down a flight of stairs. The cops were overpowered, one of their guns and their radio were taken, and they were literally thrown out into the street.

			It was snowing and blustery, the streets were icy, and the temperature had fallen to around fifteen degrees. Snow from the previous week was now rock hard. The fight in the street became one of those cartoon battles, except serious; you swung at somebody and ended up falling on your butt on the ice, which is how bones get broken.

			A crowd started to gather. The cops called for backup, and so did the Muslims. Finally, there was a standoff, the cops controlling the outer perimeter and the Muslims controlling the inner. It was shaping up to be one of those New York confrontations, greater than the sum of its parts.

			I wasn't even police commissioner yet—I was a civilian until midnight. My predecessor, Ray Kelly, had already resigned and was on a plane to Europe. John Pritchard, the first deputy, had also resigned. Dave Scott, who as chief of department was the number-three man, was up there running the show. That was fine. Scott had a foot in each administration; I had asked him to be my first deputy commissioner, and he was going to be the senior ranking uniformed officer on both sides of midnight. Miller ran up there with him.

			Maple briefed me when I got off the plane. Welcome to New York. Without official authority until midnight, I didn't feel it would be appropriate for me to be on the scene, so we went to a restaurant and kept in constant contact by telephone. Our cellular phones didn't work inside, so Jack and I kept shuffling out to the car to talk to Miller and Scott and the mayor.

			Early reports from the scene seemed to indicate that the cops had done nothing intentionally wrong. A report of a firearm is very serious, and the officers had every right—indeed, the duty—to investigate thoroughly. When you think of a mosque, perhaps you get the image of the splendor of Mecca or the Muslim equivalent of Saint Patrick's Cathedral. Mosque Number 7, however, sat in a commercial building, next door to a supermarket. Far from assaulting an imposing place of worship, the officers thought they were entering a commercial property. They never got near the third-floor mosque itself.

			The mayor believed that where there is room for benefit of the doubt, that benefit should go to the police. I agreed completely. The first thing we asked was “Were our officers right?” When the answer came back affirmative, we were in the position to support our men and women. Our early comments to the press said just that.

			This came as a surprise to the press and to the cops. For years, the brass had backed away in times like these, adopting a wait-and-see attitude that allowed the media to shout any damn thing they wanted without strong pro-police input from City Hall and One Police Plaza. When the bosses don't back you up, the attacks in the papers and on the air get very shrill and ugly. Cops had come to expect such softness from their superiors, and they resented it. That had to stop. The newly elected mayor believed that, and so did I.

			Chief Joe Leake was borough commander of Manhattan North. Leake, himself black, was on the scene, trying to broker a deal in which the police would search the mosque to obtain the gun and radio in exchange for letting the people who were inside leave. Everyone in the mosque was a potential suspect, and they were going nowhere without being identified. The Muslims were refusing to give anything up or anyone over.

			Of course, the mayor was involved. He had been sworn in ten days earlier as a law-and-order mayor, and he had made it clear during the campaign that he was not going to give special treatment to any group—black, white, Asian, Hispanic. And race was an issue. African Americans in particular feared that his administration would be insensitive to them. For twenty-five years, they and other groups in the city had been treated gingerly by City Hall. Now Giuliani had come in and said, Everybody's going to be treated the same. In addition, the black community felt injured by the fact that they had lost David Dinkins, an African American, as mayor. For several years, New York had had a black mayor and a black police commissioner, Lee Brown. Now they had a white police commissioner from Boston and a white mayor whom they really did not trust.

			Furthermore, much of the overwhelmingly white constituency that had elected Giuliani felt that the black community in particular had gotten away with too much already. The black community knew this and re-sented it. Farrakhan's Muslims had gone out of their way to depict Islam as “the black man's religion,” and this current situation, cops in a mosque, had the potential to become a community rallying point. Add this to Giuliani's impulse to support cops when they were doing the right thing and you could understand why the tension was high.

			I don't know that the incident would have been treated very differently if it had happened at a Catholic church. Giuliani felt previous administrations had backpedaled too much in dealing with many special-interest groups around the city, and he was going to put a stop to it. Giuliani saw this as purely a police-and-order issue, and he was determined to put his stamp on the city right away.

			All this was in play on this bitterly cold, windy, snowy Sunday night, with the leadership of the police department still in the hands of men who for twenty years had been taught and had learned through bitter experience to respond in a very low-key, sympathetic manner to many of the city's special-interest groups—in a nutshell, never to stick their neck out.

			Giuliani was not happy with the standoff. His position, basically, was: You've got criminals in there. Go in and get them.

			Relying on Scott and Leake and my own sensitivities to this issue, I felt that would exacerbate the situation. No one in New York law enforcement was unaware that in the 1970s a police officer had been shot during a standoff at a city mosque, and we didn't want another seventies-style situation on our hands. I had worked for two years as transit police chief and was mindful that sometimes negotiations are appropriate.

			This wasn't sitting well with the mayor. He kept calling me and Scott and Leake. “You have police officers injured,” he said. “You have stolen police property. Why aren't you going in?” It was a legitimate question, but it was asked continually. The command post was in a supermarket next to the mosque, and Leake kept getting pulled out of negotiations to talk to someone from City Hall. He told them essentially, with grace and tact, “Nothing has changed because every time we go to negotiate, we get pulled back into the supermarket to talk to you.”

			The Muslims, meanwhile, had none of these problems; they weren't answering to Farrakhan every five minutes. They had a chain of command and were making decisions. We had a level-three mobilization of cops and they had a level-four mobilization of Muslims. We were being outflanked.

			“There ought to be arrests tonight,” the mayor insisted. “No one is to be D.A.T.'d.” (A D.A.T. is a desk appearance ticket, known to cops as a “disappearance ticket” because most people who get them don't show up in court.) “I want arrests!”

			Giuliani seized upon this incident to draw his line in the sand; here's how he was going to be different from Dinkins. He was going to be aggressive, hands-on. Giuliani would have preferred to keep everybody locked inside the building until they surrendered the people who assaulted the officers and stole the radio. However, Scott and Leake were handling the situation masterfully. They had been field commanders for many years in the department and knew the community—were of that community—and felt that the tensions were so high that to make the point that we, the police, were in charge would have raised the potential for bloody consequences.

			Leake had two jobs that night; one was to catch the guys who assaulted the cops, and the other was to prevent a riot. His view was, “Let's prevent the riot first, and then we'll get down to getting these mugs. We have a description, we know where they come from. Detectives have caught a lot of people on a lot less than that. We'll get them.” I concurred.

			I used the weather conditions to bring the point home to the mayor. “It's a very tenuous situation up there,” I told him. “We have a lot of police, and if we attempt to, if you will, assault the place—to go in using force—there is the potential to have this escalate. We ought to step back and allow the negotiation process to work.”

			Ultimately, a deal was worked out in which Scott and an aide went into the mosque, searched the premises, and retrieved the radio and the gun. Then there was a walk-by; although many people involved in the incident had left the scene, the individuals who remained in the building were brought out in a long line so the officers who had been assaulted could make identifications and arrests. A promise was obtained from the Muslims that the next day they would surrender the people they knew to be involved in the assault and theft. The Muslims agreed, Scott and Leake agreed, I agreed, and finally, so did the mayor.

			I still wasn't commissioner.

			Eight officers had been hurt, and the mayor and I went to the hospital to visit the most seriously injured. The cops were very glad to see us and to hear the mayor's early comments supporting their actions. We could use the incident to get out dual messages. To the cops: I'll support you with the benefit of the doubt. To the city: There's a new sheriff in town, and we're not going to tolerate disrespect for the police.

			Leaving the hospital, Miller, Maple, and I headed up to the 103rd Precinct in Jamaica, Queens, for roll call. (In the peculiarity of New York police jargon, the 103rd Precinct is not pronounced the “one hundred and third,” it is the “One-oh-three.” This is for radio purposes; the “Three-oh,” the “Three-three,” and the “One-one-three” are more likely to be understood and less likely to cause confusion over static-filled airwaves than the “thirtieth,” the “thirty-third,” and the “hundred-and-thirteenth.” By now, it's just the way cops talk.)

			The 103 was a microcosm of the city: Multiethnic and multiracial, it had good neighborhoods, bad neighborhoods, and some in-between. It was Governor Mario Cuomo's home precinct, but it had all kinds of crime problems. John Miller was very conscious of New York history and symbolism and had suggested we go to the 103 because it was an example of the city being out of control. The 103 was the precinct where Eddie Byrne had been killed.

			In February 1988, Police Officer Ed Byrne was sitting in his patrol car, guarding the home of a man who had informed on a drug dealer, when he was shot to death by drug dealers. It was a vicious and cold-blooded murder, and they did it to send a message: This was their turf, their world, they had the power. But massive police response to that homicide had changed that perception of the 103. We now intended to change it for the rest of the city.

			I might not have told the 103 I was coming. Tradition held that before a police commissioner visited a precinct a call would be put in saying he was coming. It was a not-very-subtle message that if the commanding officer was working, he'd better be there; that if he wasn't working, he might think about working; that if he still wasn't working, then the executive officer better be there; that the broom better be taken to the place; that the girlie pictures go down and the color photos of the brass get straightened. Three parking spaces were to be cleared in front for the commissioner's car, his advance car, and his backup car. It was expected to be expected.

			I preferred it another way. I was a cop going to visit a police station, no advance notice. All my advance guy would do was make sure there wasn't total pandemonium.

			I walked in before the midnight shift.

			It's funny about the world of police; there are the cops of the day and the cops of the night. Cops of the night are a different breed. Their uniforms tend to be a little less neat, they're a little more unkempt. They look like people who belong in the dark. As I entered the muster room of the beat-up old station, twenty-odd pairs of eyes turned to size up their new leader.

			“This is my first official act as police commissioner,” I told them. “I came a long way to get here. I know you're thinking: Who's this guy who talks funny, this guy from Boston who's the new commissioner.

			“It's odd that this is a department I've dreamed of my whole life. I don't know why a kid from Dorchester was dreaming of being a New York City cop, but I do remember a picture book I kept checking out of the library that had illustrations of all the units and divisions of this department, and I know how I used to feel about the traditions of the NYPD. I want you all to feel the same way that I do.

			“I said when I took this job that we would take this city back for the good people who live here, neighborhood by neighborhood, block by block, house by house. But I'm going to need your help in doing that. I'm going to need all of you in the game.

			“I want my cops to be cops. I want them to be assertive. I don't want them walking by or looking the other way when they see something. No matter what the old rules were, I expect you to see something and take proper police action.

			“I expect you to be honest. I expect you to uphold the oath that you took on the first day. If you get into problems doing your job, and you're doing it right, I'll back you up. If you're wrong, I'll get you retrained and back to work. If you're dirty or brutal, I'll see to it that you're arrested, you're fired, and you're put in jail.

			“I like cops. I've been with cops most of my adult life. I want to bring three things to this department: Pride, Commitment, and Respect. I want you to be proud of your city, of your department, and of yourselves. Proud that you're cops in the greatest police department in the world. I also want you to take pride in your appearance, in your uniforms, and in how you wear them.”

			I looked out at these guys. The 103 was a good place to start in terms of improving appearances. They as much as said, You couldn't have given us an hour's notice? We could have gotten a haircut or something.

			“I want you to have commitment,” I told them. “Commitment to do the job. Oh, yes, we are in for some rough times here. We've seen what the Mollen Commission found”—the Mollen Commission was investigating corruption in the NYPD—“and I'll tell you now there's more to come. It's not enough just for you to uphold your oath. When that man or woman next to you is brutal or corrupt or stealing, it is part of your oath that you just can't stand by, that's not enough.

			“You all have families back home, wives and kids who depend on you. Mothers and fathers who love you.” There were two generations of officers in front of me; some were kids who went home and lived with mommy and daddy, others were men in their forties who went home to kids. “When some cop that you work with is robbing drug dealers or beating people, that puts you all in danger. Because then we're asking the criminals to be able to tell, Is that the good police coming through the door or the bad police?

			“What happens when a cop gets shot because some drug dealer thought that cops weren't coming to arrest him but to beat him and rob him?”

			The 103 stared at me.

			“I want you all to know right now, I know what I'm asking of you, and I'll tell you what I intend to give you in return.

			“If you do your jobs, I will back you to the hilt. We had an incident tonight which we're looking into. And if I find the officers acted properly—and it appears they did—then I will back them up publicly. We will be sailing in harm's way as we take back this city together.”

			Miller was watching the cops. He remembers, “A third of the cops were saying, ‘This guy's too good to be true.’ Another third were saying, ‘Uh oh, this guy's going to be trouble.’ And a third were wondering which way to go.” Cops had heard the brass say they were going to get tough on cops before, but they had never heard a commissioner come in and say he was going to back them up. The old brass had come through a long police culture in which the assumption was that if there was an “incident,” the officer must be guilty, and even if he wasn't guilty, it was easier to hang him out to dry than to fight the public and the press. So the cops were listening to me and figuring, “Break our balls and back us up, that might not be a bad deal; we'll take that.”

			I also talked to them about respect, both for themselves and for the public they serve. “We're going to work very hard to take this city back, but all our good work can be undone by one cop who treats a citizen disrespectfully,” I told them. “We have to keep the public's respect for us. If we do our job brutally, if we do it criminally, if we do it thoughtlessly, then we're going to lose the public's respect and all the good work you do will be overshadowed by the sense that we're a brutal, corrupt force. Pride, Commitment, Respect.”

			Leaving the roll call, Maple, Miller, and I crammed into the back of my department-issued four-door Mercury. In the front sat my security detail, Detective Al Powlett and Detective Jimmy Motto, who was driving. There's no sight in the world quite like the New York skyline all lit up, if you stop and pay attention to it. We were in the center lane, cruising over the Triborough Bridge from Queens into Manhattan, when the digital clock on the dashboard hit 12:00. “It's midnight, Commissioner,” said Detective Motto. “Raise your right hands,” I said to Maple and Miller. We all laughed. “Okay, we're onboard now.” It had been a long day and a longer night, and as we passed through the toll booth, I was finally commissioner. Life was going to change and I was ready.
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			I had called the first meeting of the super chiefs for seven the next morning in the police commissioner's conference room on the fourteenth floor of One Police Plaza. The super chiefs were the chiefs of department, patrol, detectives, personnel, and the Organized Crime Control Bureau—the highest uniformed officials in the NYPD. These men were in place when I came into the department. Between them, they had in the neighborhood of two hundred years of police experience. I had appointed my aides, but I had not yet made any command-staff personnel changes, except for Dave Scott.

			The police commissioner's office is located in One Police Plaza—One PP, as it's more commonly known—or the Puzzle Palace, as it's sometimes referred to by the cops. It's a red-brick monolith that sits in lower Manhattan overlooking the East River and the Brooklyn Bridge. The super chiefs were all seated on one side of a long conference table facing the tall windows. The building had been outfitted with vertical blinds, which were open, the morning sun rising over the Brooklyn Bridge and blasting the room with yellow light.

			John Miller, party animal that he was, usually prowled around Manhattan till all hours of the night. He hated to get up much before ten, so it was a measure of his devotion to his new job that he had dragged himself out of bed to attend. He and Maple sat with their backs to the windows as the chiefs squinted at them.

			It is the custom and practice of the New York Police Department that, when coming to the police commissioner's office, all police personnel wear the dress blue uniform. It's a matter of respect for the office and the commissioner himself; when you're on the fourteenth floor, you dress the part. The chiefs of detectives and organized crime control, since they are not routinely in uniform, are permitted to wear suits. All these men in their crisp white shirts looked at Maple. “Who is this fat guy with the bow tie, this transit lieutenant who sits at the right hand of the commissioner, who now we're all a-scared of, who a week ago we wouldn't have given the time of day off our watches?” they must have wondered.

			They looked at Miller. “And this hump over here. Some reporter!” And slowly it began to dawn on them: Oh my God, could the nightmare be true? Could that be the inner circle? Is it possible that the New York Police Department, the greatest law-enforcement institution in the world, is being run by some guy from Boston, a TV reporter, and a transit cop?

			“Good morning, gang.” I walked in and sat down. “Some of you know me from the transit police; some of you don't know me.” I knew them. I had spent most of the past month going over everyone's files, which had been gathered by my transition team through both formal and informal sources. “Let me give you a few rules,” I said. “The way I operate is, I'm not into screaming and yelling and throwing things. I want input from everybody. I'd like to hear it.” There is the temptation to yes bosses to death, which doesn't do anybody any good. I wanted to put that out of the way first thing.

			I went through an agenda of specific issues we would be dealing with early in my tenure.

			“As far as your demeanor in the office,” I said, “I don't have a big fondness for cursing. I think we can communicate without doing that.”

			With the formalities out of the way, I turned to the pressing business of the morning.

			“Now, this mosque thing. Where are we on that?”

			My new first deputy commissioner, Dave Scott, led the discussion. “We're looking for this Brother Jared,” I was told. One of the suspects now had a name. He had left the scene in all the hubbub before he could be detained, and the Muslims were in the process of reneging on their agreement to turn in those involved in the assault. “We have a description, and we're working on a sketch.”

			After the meeting, some of my staff and I walked over to City Hall. I could have jumped into a car and had my security detail drive me, but it's not a long walk, and I enjoy getting around the city by foot. We went down the commissioner's private elevator, through the front lobby of One PP, out onto the brick concourse, past the United States attorney's office on the right. Walk around the back of the Municipal Building, past the hot-dog vendor who's always ready with a quick snack, and you're at the foot of the Brooklyn Bridge. We waited for the light to change.

			The media had been after the mayor all morning, as would be expected. This kind of confrontation is big news. Reporters and news people were bundled in winter coats, toting notepads and battery packs, shouldering cameras and lights. As we came around the parking lot to the front of City Hall, they spotted us and converged, peppering us with questions as we walked.

			“What does this mosque thing mean?”

			“What's the response?”

			“Black leaders are saying you are insensitive to their community!”

			“Look,” I told them as I kept moving, “our police officers were responding to a call. They were doing their job, and they were attacked. We're conducting a full investigation.”

			Without comparing notes, the mayor and I had said the same thing: There was a controversy, it got messy, and we are backing the cops up. In some ways, the mosque incident was a gift; for a department who had heard my roll-call speech at the 103 and wondered, “What's he really like?” here was the answer. I knew cops, I liked cops, I trusted cops. I would back up my force until I learned something different.

			The next day I was officially sworn in at City Hall. Mayor Giuliani was very gracious in his private office prior to the ceremony as I introduced him to members of my family and friends. The room where I was sworn in was filled with over four hundred people. A baseball fan, Giuliani told the gathering, “Wade Boggs, we got him from Boston. And Babe Ruth.” I was flattered.

			I'm usually much better when I ad lib, but that day I had some prepared remarks. “The people in the neighborhood,” I said, “the people on their beat, the tourists who make this city so great—they have to work together with police officers. They must share a common commitment to making individual blocks and whole neighborhoods safer. The public and police are partners.”

			We police, I said, “are obliged to act against disorderly conditions and behavior that cause fear, no matter how trivial. We are obliged to deliver police services with the highest degree of professionalism possible. We are obliged to forge the strongest possible ties to the neighborhoods we protect. And we are obliged to stand by our police officers whenever they make honest, good-faith efforts to enforce the law.

			“I am reminded of what John Paul Jones, the great American naval hero, said about being given an important command. He asked for ‘a ship that sails fast, for I intend to go in harm's way.’ You have given me a fast ship, Mr. Mayor, the most powerful in my profession, with the finest crew on earth, and we are prepared to go in harm's way. To do our duty to keep the peace, to make New York a safer place for all of us.

			“That is my commitment to the men and women, the citizens of Boston …

			“Excuse me.” I stopped. “Boston!” The whole room erupted in laughter, me most of all. “Just teasing you. I was getting a little too somber there.”

			I quoted Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr.: “‘The ultimate measure of a man is not where he stands in moments of comfort and convenience but where he stands in times of challenge and controversy.’ That,” I said, “is how we should be measured.” I shook hands with the mayor, kissed Cheryl, and was presented with the shield of the police commissioner of the City of New York.

			This gold ceremonial shield is absolutely beautiful. Eighteen-karat gold, it has five platinum stars and is filled with NYPD history and symbolism. It was presented to the first New York City police commissioner in 1901 and has been to every one since. I was the thirty-eighth.

			My day was full of ceremonial activity and police routine. I tried to absorb the excitement, the pomp and circumstance, and also get down to work. In mid-afternoon, the woman who had custody of the shield was looking for it. It was normally kept in a vault and taken out only for special occasions, and she wanted it back. I couldn't find it. My first day in office, I had lost the $10,000 commissioner's shield that had been passed down for more than ninety years. “I'll get it down to you,” I told her. I didn't have a clue where it was.

			At home that night, I asked my wife, “Cheryl, do you have any idea what I did with that badge? They're looking for it and can't find it.”

			“Oh, I have it. You gave it to me at the ceremony.” Thus was New York City history preserved.

			Two days later, Charles Hynes was getting sworn in as Brooklyn district attorney. I wanted to attend, but bad weather and heavy traffic had the Brooklyn Bridge all tied up. You could see from my office window that even with a siren blaring it would take an age for a police car to get across. I didn't want to miss the ceremony, so I told my security detail, “I'm going to take the train.”

			They were aghast. They were brand new bodyguards for a brand new commissioner and they had the basic city cop's attitude about the subway: You don't go down there unless somebody's already dead. Plus, they didn't know how to get to Brooklyn. “It's only a couple of stops, guys,” I told them. “Let's go.”

			We took the elevator downstairs and jumped on the number 4 train to Borough Hall.

			My detail and I were standing in the car like any group of straphangers when a panhandler came through. It was, unfortunately, a common occurrence, a man walking through the cars with an aggressive spiel. While a series of lawsuits had established that begging for money is a constitutionally protected right, aggressive panhandling in an enclosed space like the subways has been judged to be illegal. The city had been overrun with exactly this kind of behavior underground, and I had spent two years getting rid of it.

			This guy's story was that he had tuberculosis; something communicable. He looked awful in a threatening and unhealthy way, and he was demanding money. No one wanted to be near him, no one would make eye contact. People ducked behind their newspapers or moved away. Anyone who has ever ridden the subway knows the sense of unpleasant resignation this scene brings: You're underground, there's no escape, and here he comes. The panhandler had taken over the car.

			I moved toward him. “I'm the police commissioner,” I informed the man. “You're not allowed to do that. Get off the train.” I think I startled the guy. Civilians hardly ever stand up and take on the underground population. He objected, but he had no grounds; you can't intimidate people in the confined space of a subway train and expect to get away with it. This was exactly the quality-of-life violation I had been brought in to take care of. At the next station, I gave the guy the heave-ho. Now, we were taking back the city not only block by block but car by car.

			My security detail closed in. God Almighty, not only is he riding the subway but now he's ejecting panhandlers! Who is this guy?

			District Attorney Hynes was sworn into office in an ornate oak-paneled room in Borough Hall. Traffic had let up, and my detail convinced me to take the car back to the office, but before I headed over the bridge, I called in. Peter LaPorte, my chief of staff, told me, “The good news is that Minister Don Muhammad is here with his chief of security, Shariff Muhammad, and Minister Conrad Muhammad from the mosque.” Minister Don Muhammad—known as Minister Don—was head of the Boston chapter of the Nation of Islam and, I believe, Farrakhan's senior northeast representative. The Boston Black Muslim community had gotten along very well with the Boston police when I'd been there, Minister Don and I had a good working relationship, and when this situation broke, he had called me in New York and asked to set up a meeting. I'd said sure.

			“Al Sharpton and C. Vernon Mason are with them,” LaPorte told me.

			“What's Sharpton doing there?” I said. “I didn't agree to meet with him.”

			I had never met Al Sharpton, but I was well aware of him. He was one of New York's most recognizable figures and injected himself into every New York racial issue, as he was now attempting to do in this one. He had counseled Tawana Brawley in a bogus case alleging abuse of a young black woman by six white men that, after months of salacious race-baiting by him and his cohorts, turned out to be a hoax. His rabble-rousing around a black boycott of a Korean grocery store was shamefully destructive to the city's race relations and had seriously undermined the administration of Mayor Dinkins and his police commissioner, Lee Brown. While Sharpton has some following in certain segments of New York's population, his effect on the city has not been a positive one.

			Sharpton is flamboyant and media savvy. He is a rotund man, his hair processed in the manner of James Brown. His attire of leisure suits, turtlenecks, and gold medallions, often worn simultaneously, had given way over the years to double-breasted suits and a more mainstream appearance. His whole persona was calculated for TV coverage.

			He lived in New Jersey, but there was no denying his influence in New York. Because he was so visible, there were many people with legitimate leadership roles in the black community—businesspeople, religious people, elected officials—who were really not in the position to take him on except at great risk to themselves. Whatever risk I faced was more than made up for by the possibility of negating his influence as self-appointed community leader during my term. He had no role in this situation, and I wasn't about to let him get on his soapbox and use this issue to establish himself as a player with this administration.

			“Have Dave Scott take Sharpton and Mason in his conference room and meet with them about whatever their concerns are.” This was entirely appropriate. “My meeting is scheduled with Minister Don. I'm not opening this to a mini–town meeting for whoever they've decided to bring along. I will meet with the principals involved, not self-appointed leaders.”

			A few minutes later, LaPorte came back on the line. “They say you meet with all of them or you don't meet with them at all.”

			“Well, Pete, then we don't meet with them. I will meet with the principals involved.”

			Minister Don Muhammad could not be seen disrespecting such a loud and highly visible community figure by meeting with me alone, so the whole group left and held a press conference downstairs in the lobby of police headquarters. “We are extremely disappointed that this meeting did not take place,” announced Minister Don, “but it would not have been right and proper if we didn't have the entire group we have here.”

			“Everyone in the community is upset,” said C. Vernon Mason. “Some of us believe the mayor has already made a deal to let the police be unrestrained.”

			“Who is Bratton to say he will not meet with me?” wailed Sharpton. “[Ray] Kelly came to Brooklyn to eat grits with me.”

			Minister Don had probably not had extensive dealings with Sharpton up to that point, and now he'd gotten a good look. Sharpton, he saw, was just looking to keep the pot stirred up. Minister Don knew me to be a fair guy he could work with. Now here was an opportunity to represent the Black Muslims in New York and build a relationship in places where he had never before had access, and I think he didn't want to squander it. He called later to set up a secret meeting.

			In the meantime, Dave Scott had pulled the tapes of the 911 call that had reported the disturbance in the first place plus the transmission from the cops’ radios on the scene. It's important to work with the facts. They were revealing.

			The 911 call was anonymous. The voice said two men, armed with guns, had entered Mosque Number 7 to rob it. As we examined the tape more closely, it became apparent that the call was a hoax, but the officers who responded didn't have the luxury of that analysis. They'd had to assume the call was for real and respond quickly.

			The radio transmission documented a pitched struggle. It was clear from listening that the officers were being assaulted by a group; they were screaming bloody murder for help. The Muslims’ claim that the police had come in force, invaded their mosque, beaten everyone, and left was simply untrue.

			But a serious mistake had been made. The department has a protocol when dealing with incidents at what are called “sensitive locations,” such as mosques, churches, and synagogues. There were over six hundred sensitive locations on the books at the time, and they were to be approached with more restraint than normal locations, with a supervisor required to respond with the officers. In fact, this protocol had been developed in response to that 1972 confrontation at Mosque Number 7 in which a police officer had been shot and killed while responding to a false report of a robbery. It was clear from the tape that the dispatcher who received the 911 call had not informed the officers that the disturbance was at a sensitive location.

			John Miller wanted to release the tapes to the news media and get a jump on the debate over who started the fight because it wasn't going our way. Radio news reports had begun evenhandedly enough with phrases such as “Charges that police stormed into a Harlem mosque,” but as the story wore on, it got shortened to “When police stormed into a Harlem mosque.” Then it devolved into “stormed,” as in storm troopers, as in police, as in Harlem. It was turning into a disaster, and Miller felt we had to reverse the trend.

			Chief of Detectives Joe Borrelli wanted no part of playing any tapes. “This tape could be evidence,” he said. “And we're going to need it.”

			We decided that we would play the tapes in-house for the press. They could take notes and describe what they heard, but the tape would remain in our hands. It was at this point that ex-reporter Miller learned his first lesson about how the press looks from the other side. Articles in the next day's papers said, “Police, in an attempt to gain spin control of the mosque incident, played a three-minute tape on which cops could be heard screaming. The cops who stormed into the Harlem mosque …”

			My staff and I met secretly with Minister Don and his entourage, minus Sharpton and Mason, in the conference room of a Wall Street brokerage firm, five days after the incident. The Muslims felt the police hadn't shown sufficient respect for their house of worship, that we had rushed inside and would not have been as aggressive to the congregants at a Catholic church or a Jewish synagogue. The point had some legitimacy; the officers could have shown more sensitivity, and perhaps if they had entered a religious location they were more familiar with, they would have. We explained, however, that they had not been informed by their dispatcher that this was a sensitive location, that they were trying to protect the community from what they were told were armed robbers, that despite whatever appearance of disrespect, their intentions had been entirely honorable.

			We discovered that the entire incident had been deliberately created by local drug dealers who had been chased away from the area around the mosque by the Muslims. In retaliation, they had made the call to provoke a confrontation between their two enemies, the Muslims and the police.

			At the meeting that afternoon, we all agreed, in good faith, to disagree. The Muslims refused to turn over any suspects, and the police department told them we didn't need their help, we would catch the criminals on our own. Which we did after an extensive investigation by the department's detectives that took many months to complete.

			The Black Muslims are a complex group that must be reckoned with. They espouse many high ideals, including family values and pride in black heritage and culture, and they are often a very strong force for good in terms of securing black neighborhoods from drug dealers and other criminal elements. Unfortunately, as much as Louis Farrakhan tries to deny it, their good is often more than washed away by the phenomenal amount of racism, prejudice, and hatred of whites they espouse, particularly toward Jews. In Boston, their rhetoric did not seem to be on the scale that Farrakhan uses on the national level, but race is a major issue in New York—as it is around the country—and ultimately the effect on the city of Farrakhan's rhetoric and efforts is problematic.

			I felt it was important that the police department be understood by the black and other minority communities, particularly because the actions the mayor and I believed necessary could be misconstrued as putting down blacks or Hispanics. Our statistics told us clearly that a large percentage of the crime in New York was being perpetrated by blacks and Hispanics. This was a fact. But what also needed to be understood was that most of the victims were also blacks and Hispanics. They were the chief victims of crime and of police ineffectiveness in reducing crime. They had a right to be protected.

			I had selected David Scott as my second in command in the NYPD, making him the highest-ranking black officer on the force. He was sworn in the day after my meeting with the Muslims. Dave was a thirty-three-year veteran of the department and would help me become an insider. He was respected up and down the organization, he deserved the job, and I was not unaware that this appointment would demonstrate my recog-nition of good work regardless of color and my desire to involve the minority community. I intended to make him the most powerful first deputy commissioner in the history of the NYPD, unlike Ray Kelly's first deputy commissioner, John Pritchard, also black, who had been largely a figurehead.

			I planned to be assertive in stopping crime throughout the city. We had to make a particular effort in minority neighborhoods, where the crime was felt most. It would be difficult to do our job if we were viewed as doing it in a negative or disrespectful way. As I had told the cops at the 103, it was essential to treat all communities and all residents of the city with respect. It was important to win the respect of citizens—white, black, or Hispanic—in all of New York's neighborhoods. We could not be successful in the long run if we were seen only as an occupying force. This was critical because we were going to be much more assertive than previous police administrations, and we knew that maintaining our presence as firm but fair and respectful would present a continuing challenge, perhaps our most important one.

			At the beginning of his term, the commissioner has a golden opportunity to influence the media, the public, his own police force, and the bad guys. We planned to use the press to market our message. It wasn't enough simply to bring about change, we had to sell a better image of the department, and we had to market the change as it came. In fact, we had to market the change before it came. “Get ready, things are about to get better. Things are getting better, see? Things are already better.” We wanted to capture the press early and build momentum.

			The press, of course, will not be complicit in a police department's marketing plans. They don't view themselves as an arm of our public-relations department, and they're right. But the police commissioner is a mayor's most important appointment, and any new person in the job can expect a series of honeymoon articles about who he is and how he intends to attack crime. Crime sells newspapers, and the commissioner is the living symbol of the city's attempt to deal with crime, so it's only natural that reporters will gather round and attempt to get a handle on him. It was our job to focus this attention properly. That's why I hired Miller, who came from that world.

			Many police commissioners aren't comfortable with the press. In all large organizations, there are plenty of areas that a leader doesn't want made public, and a commissioner can feel vulnerable to being exposed, to being made a target. At the same time, exposure can be a bonanza, and I welcomed it. I admit it, I don't mind seeing my name in the papers. But, more important, I wanted to get the message out that change was here and we were serious. The media was the best and quickest way to do that. In some respects, what I was trying to do was similar to what Lee Iacocca had done with Chrysler: to make my identity synonymous with the organization's.

			The cops read the papers, they listen to radio, they watch the evening news. Departmental memos can establish formal guidelines, but headlines give cops the feeling. We can issue directives telling them we're changing procedure, and they'll take it as an order; let them see the commissioner on the tube talking about taking back the streets, and they'll get the picture. It will affect their lives. When cops’ friends start talking about the news—“I see that you're going after criminals from now on”—they bring it home.

			Bad guys read the papers too. They'd had it pretty good in New York, but now we put them on notice: The party was over.

			The public wanted results. They wanted less crime; they wanted to feel safer in the streets. The first step to reducing fear is to tell people we're on the case. The cavalry is coming.

			Events in the city and the influence of John Miller ensured that I was all over the papers, the radio, and TV my first week as commissioner. On Friday, on my way from police headquarters to a television interview, I met with New York Daily News reporter Patrice O'Shaughnessy, who was doing a piece for the Sunday paper. “My number-one priority,” I told her, “is fear reduction.” We discussed the mosque incident and another shooting that also had happened that week. “I got a quick crash course in how to deal with crisis in New York under scrutiny,” I said. “It also allowed myself and the mayor to spend a lot of time together, and now I know how we'll work together. … The mayor trusts what I'm about. For a guy everybody suspected would be intrusive in police matters, he hasn't been; he lets me run the department.”

			I also wrote an article for the Daily News opinion page explaining department thinking on the mosque incident and outlining my thinking on race relations.

			That Sunday, the reporter's quick profile gave me and the mayor high marks for our handling of the difficult situation. It was a nice piece. The Daily News saw fit to run a full-page picture of me on the front page. The headline read “Top Cop William Bratton: I'LL END THE FEAR.”

			Well, that just started the fear.

			Miller got a call from Cristyne Lategano, the mayor's communications director. “When was this Daily News thing set up? Who knew about it? Why was the commissioner talking to the Daily News?”

			“It was a routine request,” he told them. “They wanted an interview about his first week in office. You know, where did you go, what did you do?” The public-information office had been going its merry way, trying to pump out good stories about the NYPD and its new commissioner, trying to get people involved in this new turnaround. Apparently that wasn't what City Hall had in mind.

			The issue was who was supposed to get the credit. Any time that week a positive story had appeared that was focused on me, or on both the mayor and me, the Hall's position was that it should have focused solely on the mayor. Miller was left with the distinct impression that, as far as City Hall was concerned, the Daily News had a photo of the wrong man on the front page.

			No one had told us the game was rigged. As smart as we all thought we were, it took a while for this fact to register.

			Jack Maple and I got summoned unceremoniously to City Hall. “Be in Peter Powers's office at five o'clock” was the way they put it. It was Sunday night. I'd been on the job seven days. We weren't told what the meeting was about, just show up.

			After hours, you come into City Hall through the front door. You have to ring a buzzer to get in, unless the cop on guard duty is on the ball and spots you coming up the steps. Once inside, you go through a marble entranceway, pass two columns, and make a left until you hit a waist-high gate that is manned by a New York City police officer twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. Straight ahead are a pair of French doors in front of which sit a pair of receptionists, but at five o'clock on a Sunday the desk was empty.

			Go through the doors, and you're in a small rectangular office. It's not an office filled with the trappings of power, not an intimidating office, unless you know the Hall and that its placement is meaningful. This is the seat of power, the office where Peter Powers does business.

			Powers was Giuliani's deputy mayor for operations. He had overall charge of the operations of the New York City government. Most of the city commissioners reported directly to him. I didn't. Unlike his predecessor, Rudy Giuliani had certain commissioners reporting directly to him, particularly the police commissioner; he wanted it clearly understood that he was hands-on and would be very involved with his police commissioner. One of Giuliani's campaign criticisms of Mayor Dinkins was that he was too distant; Commissioner Brown had reported to the deputy mayor for criminal justice. Rudy wanted no such buffer. I was a direct report and we had hot lines linking our offices.

			Powers was a lifelong friend of Giuliani, as close as they come. While he had never worked with him in the U.S. attorney's office, Powers had run both of Giuliani's mayoral campaigns and had been one of the Giuliani inner circle who, about seven weeks earlier, had met with me prior to my appointment. In his late forties, a little stooped over, with hair combed straight back and glasses on the end of his nose, hearing aids in both ears, Powers had been a tax attorney and cultivated the scholarly look of a kindly schoolteacher. Appearances can be deceiving.

			When Maple and I got to his office, Powers was not in a good mood. He was seated with Denny Young, the mayor's counsel and confidant who had worked with Giuliani when he was U. S. attorney.

			“You guys are going way too high profile,” he informed us. “This business with the press and the TV shows and the interviews and the front-page profiles, these are going to cause problems. We are trying very hard not to raise expectations or to have everyone out in the media. What we want to do is put our nose to the grindstone, achieve our goals, and then announce them. The mayor has a carefully controlled agenda. We can't have people taking control of that agenda and pushing it anywhere they want.”

			I knew he wasn't joking, but I was nevertheless somewhat incredulous. Here we had had a remarkably successful first week, we were moving forward with an agenda that I had presented to the mayor and had discussed fully with him before I'd been appointed; we had gotten excellent press and showed every sign of having an immediate positive effect on the city of New York and the police department.

			Maple sat there, his hands folded, expressionless.

			“We need to be aware of these stories,” Powers went on. “The mayor is very concerned. We will control how these stories go out. The mayor has an agenda, and it's very important that everybody stay on message and that the message come from the mayor.”

			Powers's point was clear. The mayor wasn't in these stories.

			Some mayors—some bosses, some managers—have the personal strength and personality to take pride and pleasure in the accomplishments of the people working under them. New York's former mayor Ed Koch, for instance, was well known for sharing credit for the successes of those in his administration. There is something simultaneously gracious and self-sustaining about a person who has the ability to say, “Look at this guy, isn't he doing a great job! Aren't I a genius for hiring him?” Rudy Giuliani, it was becoming clear, was not that kind of leader.

			Powers continued, his anger barely concealed. “I've known Rudy since we were kids, okay? I'm his best friend, and I couldn't get away with this. If I was doing this stuff, he'd get rid of me. If this keeps up, we'll have to look elsewhere, it's that simple.” He wrapped it up with a cold warning: “If you can't work that way,” he said simply, “he'll get someone else.”

			I understood the mayor's desire to take credit for the successes on his watch. At the same time, I didn't take kindly to being threatened. This was the mayor speaking; Peter Powers was clearly doing Rudy Giuliani's dirty work. What kind of a guy would issue these threats? What kind of a guy would pass them along? One part of me was saying, “Go ahead, fire me. How are you going to explain that to the city?” Another part wanted to do this job, a job I had pointed toward my entire life. I was finally in a position to have a significant impact on American policing, and I didn't want to give it up one week in. I told myself, Keep your eyes on the prize, advance the agenda, think of the greater good. I bit my tongue.

			It wasn't a very long meeting. Powers impressed his point upon me and Maple, and we left.

			As we walked down the icy marble steps of City Hall, Maple pulled up his collar, wrapped his Burberry overcoat around him and said, “Commissioner, have I thanked you for this job lately?”

		

	
		Chapter 1

		MY MOTHER COULDN'T FIND ME.

		I was only a year and a half old, barely a toddler, and there were a very limited number of places I could be. My parents and I lived in a small basement apartment in Cambridge, Massachusetts, it was the dead of winter, and she and I had been playing in the yard out back. She went inside for only a moment. When she came out I was gone. My mother was just starting to panic when she heard cars honking. For a second, she paid no attention; her son was missing, that's all that mattered. I had been born with a collapsed lung and had been given last rites at the hospital when I was two days old. I had survived, and my mother never wanted to risk losing me again. When the honking grew as frantic as she was, she ran up the alley and out onto the street.

		There I was, in my snowsuit and cap, standing a foot and a half tall in the middle of Massachusetts Avenue, directing traffic. Cars were stopped. There was a crowd around me. She ran across four lanes and swept me up in her arms.

		I don't remember any of this, but family lore has it that that's when they knew I wanted to be a police officer.

		My father, Bill, and my mother, June, had been high school sweethearts in the Charlestown projects in Boston. They were married when my father got out of the service after World War II, and I was born on October 6, 1947. My father was Big Bill; I was always Little Billy. He worked as a longshoreman on the Boston docks. Two years after I was born, he used benefits he had coming to him through the G.I. Bill and, with my mother's father, Joe DeViller, bought what was called a three-decker house at 62 Hecla Street in the Dorchester section of Boston.

		Three-deckers were a Boston housing phenomenon—entire neighborhoods were made up of them. They were three-story, wood-frame houses, with each story a five-and-a-half-room floor-through apartment, the equivalent of what in New York are called railroad flats. They were inexpensive and functional.

		Dorchester was a working-class neighborhood. We didn't think of ourselves as poor, but no one in the neighborhood had a lot of money. My mother, father, my younger sister Pat, and I lived on the second floor. If we wanted hot water, we had to heat it in pans. For years, my mother cooked on a four-legged cast-iron stove, one of those old black monstrosities that today are retro and all the rage but back then were just old-fashioned. I was already a teenager the day they hauled that huge, smelly thing out and put in a hot-water tank and a real gas stove. We didn't get hot running water in our home until the early sixties, and that was a big day for the Brattons.

		The house was heated by coal. Once a year, a truck backed up to the side of the building and tilted five tons of it into the chute. At five o'clock every morning, my father had to go down to the basement and temper the flames in the furnace to get it going for the day. He did the same thing as soon as he came home at night and then again at eleven o'clock before he went to bed. It was quite an art just staying warm.

		Wednesday was ash day, when the city came to pick up the ashes that a week of coal had produced. This was different from Ash Wednesday, when Catholics would ponder their mortality. This was Wednesday ash day, when a cloud of soot rose all over the neighborhood. An old truck with wooden slats on the side showed up, and a city employee, the ash man, shoveled us out. That was a job.

		Coal ceased being the municipal heating fuel of choice in the 1950s, and at some point its use had dwindled to the point where the city wouldn't pick up ashes anymore; there wasn't enough work to support the ash men. But we had the coal furnace well into the 1960s, and for about ten years the men of the three families in our building—my father, my grandfather, and Mr. McNulty, who lived on the first floor—began spreading the ashes under the back porch. After a couple of years, the whole underside of the porch was packed in solid
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