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Praise for THE CRIME FIGHTER

“Jack Maple’s The Crime Fighter is one of the most important books I have ever read! It proves that skill, guts, determination, imagination, and hands-on leadership can substantially reduce crime. Of special interest to me, he shows how many of the leadership principles and tactics which have proven essential to Marine Corps victories on the battlefield are equally effective in combating crime. This is a must reading for those who care about the future safety and security of their fellow Americans.”

—P. X. KELLEY, 28th Commandant of the Marine Corps

“Cops and crooks—nobody knows them better than Jack Maple; and nobody has ever told their story quite like the ‘Jackster.’ He’s been where the truth is stranger than fiction, and The Crime Fighter puts you right beside him.”

—WILLIAM J. BRATTON, Former New York City
              Police Commissioner

“Jack Maple is this country’s outstanding thinker about fighting crime in our cities. His ideas account for much of the success of the NYPD and he has shown that they can work in other cities, too. Anyone concerned with making our cities safer should read this very important, very practical, and very witty book.”

—JOHN F. TIMONEY, Police Commissioner,
              Philadelphia Police Department

“First, read this book to understand how Jack Maple saved a city that nobody believed could be saved. Then, read this book again for its wit, charm, and fun. After that, send it to your local police department and tell them to read it at least three times.”

—MICHAEL DALY, Columnist, New York Daily News

“Jack Maple is a combination of real-life Kojak and management wizard like Lee Iacocca. He fought crime with a gun in one hand and a computer in the other.”

—THOMAS A. REPPETTO, President,
              Citizens Crime Commission

“The Crime Fighter is the first book I’ve read that combines smart criminology with great cop yarns.”

—JERRY NACHMAN, Former Editor in Chief,
              New York Post

“Jack Maple is the people’s cop. He has spent his life making all our lives safer. It’s all in this book. A great read and a manual for policing in the new millennium. ”

—TERRY GEORGE and JIM SHERIDAN, Writers/Directors, In the Name of the Father, Some Mother’s Son, The Boxer

“Maple will leave you cheering as he scores victories over hack police brass, cheap politicians, and most importantly for the rest of us, himself. Book him.”

—DENNIS HAMILL, Columnist, New York Daily News, Author of Three Quarters and Throwing 7’s
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This book is dedicated
to all the victims of violent crime,
particularly those cops who died
for the greater good of all
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ONE

PROLOGUE
It Ain’t Over Till the Fat Man’s Thin

The guy in the suit couldn’t have seen what was coming. He was slumped against a wall at the top of a subway staircase at 47th and Broadway, his eyes closed, his tie and collar open, a cardboard party hat fixed with an elastic at the top of his forehead and a gold medallion of some kind draped outside his shirt.

The noise of the crowd that night could have lulled any drunken head into a stupor, and that’s what looked like had happened here: This George McFly type wasn’t hearing the party horns or the noisemakers anymore, the clap-clapping of hoofs on pavement as mounted patrolled the barriers, or even the icy splash of another champagne bottle or wine cooler shattering on the street. He had been swallowed whole by one of the world’s most notorious celebrations and was about to be awakened, minutes before the big ball dropped, by a sudden sting at the back of his neck.

I started moving toward him—invisible, but with my eyes locked on another man. This one had been eyeing the drunk for several minutes, and he was suddenly surging toward his mark with one hand out and the other hidden underneath his coat. That hidden hand was the reason for alarm, but it kept quiet when the free hand shot out and grabbed the chain, so I waited until the chain’s new owner turned and came a couple steps across the sidewalk before I threw my open fist at the spot where the hidden hand had been and hit the thief broadside with my right shoulder.

He was built more like a fullback than I’d expected, but I kept driving with my legs the way the high school coaches had taught me, and he fell to the curb under me just as my fingers concluded that only a layer or two of clothing separated them from a familiar casting of steel.

“Gun!” I yelled.

The shouts of the crowd now turned to screaming as the crook and I rolled around in horseshit and confetti underneath their churning feet. A second crook was already on top of me, and my own pistol was starting to slide up out my waistband into his grasp when Carol Sciannameo jumped onto the pile and pinned my gun against me.

The rest of my crew converged from all sides—Vertel Martin, Richie Doran, Julie Ewbanks, Billy Carter, Joe Quirke, Jeff Aiello, Liz Sheridan, Ronnie Pellechia; Jimmy Nuciforo dropped a party horn to pull another lookout down into the manure. In an instant, all three crooks lay prone in the gutter, and the storm of hoofs bearing in on us came from a world moving at a slower speed.

“Put away your guns,” I told my guys. “Get out your badges and your colors.”

The spit of the horses sprayed us as their bridles spun them backward in front of us, their riders trying to blink disbelief out of their eyes. We didn’t look, I’m sure, like most of the cops they knew.

My gray sable hat had come off in the tussle, so as I got to my feet, I felt for the first time the night’s cold breath on my almost barren scalp. There was straw stuck in the tangle of my three-inch beard and clinging to my black zip-front sweater, which wrapped a wreath of white Playboy bunny heads just above my waist. Among those who appreciated crookwear, that sweater was the bomb, and I had the matching Playboy bunny shoes to go with it. In our crew, only Officer Jerry Lyons had clearly outdressed me that night, and he had played the role of the drunk vic in the suit, the party hat, and the gold chain.

Our merry band vanished as quickly as we had materialized, leading the three prisoners downstairs through a locked gate into an empty subway station and then down to the district for processing. The Mole People had made a good catch, but if we had paused a moment to take a last look around at the scene we’d left up on the street, we might have realized that our profession was being handed another humiliating defeat.

It was minutes before midnight, exactly fifteen years before the end of the “American Century,” and Times Square, the scene of so many great victory parties across those hundred years, belonged to New York’s crooks. Our team had cut short the night of one wolf pack, but there were scores more still snaking through the crowds in their sheepskin coats and Elmer Fudd hats, many of them wearing rings, medallions, and other trophies from crimes past, and some so bold that they couldn’t be bothered to hide their foremost thought. “Snatch gold, snatch gold,” they’d be hissing. When the ball fell at Times Square, it was like the starter’s gun going off. How many pockets would be dug, how many bags snatched, how many windpipes throttled by a well-placed forearm before we all came back in a year to start the count all over again?

Over those next twelve months, the U.S. casualties of crime would come in faster than in any of the years when the news ticker at One Times Square was darkening the streets below with grim reports from the war in Vietnam. Nationwide, murders would leap 10 percent that year to 19,250. More than 500,000 robberies would be committed and almost 800,000 aggravated assaults. Seventy-eight cops would be killed in the line of duty.

And that was only 1986. Crime in America would get far worse before it ever got better.

If you were to return to the corner of 47th and Broadway in 1999, you might be stunned by the change in atmosphere. A gargantuan bas-relief of a Coke bottle still looms directly overhead, but that ad is now affixed to the Renaissance Hotel, one of a half-dozen family-friendly lodging places built at the “Crossroads of the World” in the years since. At one corner of the intersection, mitten-clad theatergoers push the Disney musical Beauty and the Beast—now in its sixth smash season!—to new box office records every night. At another, young tourists sip Starbucks coffee behind a plate-glass window while stock prices sprint past overhead on the towering headquarters of one of the world’s largest financial services companies. Twenty paces away, a Planet Hollywood Hotel is rising out of the ground next to a billboard with a giant message paid for by John Lennon’s widow. WAR IS OVER read its big black letters.

If people didn’t know Yoko Ono better, they might think she was adding her dog-whistle soprano to a national chorus of voices claiming the transformation of Times Square as evidence of a sweeping national victory over crime.

The cops in New York deserve all the accolades they get, and more. In 1993, 1,946 men, women, and children were murdered in New York City; in 1998, the toll stopped at 629. That same year there were about 280,000 fewer victims of serious crimes in the city than there had been five years earlier. While the rest of the country experienced a 23 percent decline in murder over that period, New York’s results were three times as good.

But America is like the 600-pound man who’s lost 200 pounds. If you’ve only known him five years, he looks great. If you haven’t seen him since 1961, you’re amazed at what a fat slob he’s become. Today, violent crime—murder, rape, robbery, and aggravated assault—is still being committed at a rate three and a half times higher than it was the year John F. Kennedy was sworn in. Nearly 10,000 more people are murdered in the United States each year than in 1961, and that’s despite almost four decades of advances in emergency room medical care. New York City, meanwhile, can’t afford to snicker. After five years of intense dieting, its violent crime rate is still double the bloated national figure.

Some of the citizens of this country, unfortunately, take the brunt of the violence. Among black males ages eighteen to twenty-four, the murder victimization rate is about 20 times the national rate, and about nine times that among white males in the same age group. If the sons of senators, congressmen, judges, criminologists, and journalists were dying at that rate, we wouldn’t be celebrating any victories over crime just yet. We’d be talking about mandatory conscription for the war raging in our streets.

The truth is, we as a nation have only turned back the clock on violent crime to 1985, the year that ended for me with a roll in the horse manure with two crooks and a couple of loaded guns.

I know we can do better. If the cops of America are given a plan—and worthy leaders—they can make even 1961 look like the bad old days.

It’s time to go for the win.


TWO

“A GAME OF BLUFF”
What’s Wrong with Policing

I was forty-one in 1993 when I finally got a seat at the table. I had been a cop since about the time I was first allowed to walk into a bar unaccompanied by an adult, but in the very profession that had consumed most of my life, I had until that year been very much on the outside, my cheeks red from the cold and my nose pressed up against the window. In New York City, there were separate police forces for the streets, the subways, and public housing, but only one had manpower equal to the fifth-largest army in the world and a reputation equal to the New York Yankees. I was with one of the other two. In the eyes of the world, Transit was junior varsity. Transit was Naugahyde.

I already knew by 1993 a lot about what was right and what was wrong operationally with the Transit Police, but most of the NYPD problems I knew about firsthand walked around on two legs. They were the detectives who’d brag about the big cases they were working on while they were burning up the critical first few days of the investigation, sitting at a bar, bragging. They were the bareheaded patrol cops you’d see sleeping through the night in their radio cars as you drove along the FDR Highway south of Bellevue Hospital past one dead-end street after another. They were, worst of all, the conscientious objectors who sniffed, “We don’t make collars,” as if effecting an arrest was an activity reserved for lower lifeforms. The NYPD, unfortunately, was not the only police force in the city cluttered up by such “pails”—which was the shorter, more polite term used by some of us to indicate what we thought they were full of.

The story is the same in any police department: Forty percent of the force hide behind their desks. Another 40 percent perform competently but without passion and without having much impact. Ten percent hate the job so much that they try to destroy everything positive that somebody else might try to accomplish.

The final 10 percent treat the job like a vocation; and those 10 percent do 90 percent of the work. During my years on patrol, I saw the same 20 Transit cops, the same 20 Housing cops, and the same 100 NYPD cops every day downtown at the courthouse. We were the only ones trying to arrest the bad guys.

But that’s not a situation unique to policing. They say the same pattern holds true among the bad guys. With Norwegian rats, one in about twenty is a dominant male, who will, according to behavioral scientists, turn to crimes like rape and infanticide if he’s given no other outlet for his dominance. Crooks have their own overachievers. Of the 10,000 boys born in 1945 who lived in Philadelphia from the ages of ten to eighteen, about a third were arrested at least once, but an elite 6 percent were responsible for fully two-thirds of the city’s violent crime.

That’s been the matchup for as long as anybody can remember: the cops’ all-stars against the crooks’ all-stars.

Unfortunately, only the crooks flourish in a hit-and-run battle. I always thought that if a police department could only double the share of its cops who were truly focused on catching crooks, the momentum might shift in the public’s favor.

The conditions that most cops are asked to work under do very little to inspire wider devotion. The pay is miserable, for one thing. The Farfingtons of this world send their kids to Harvard, Princeton, and Yale to learn about the underlying social conditions that supposedly turn our nation’s cities into infectious breeding grounds of crime, but the chief executive of the largest police department in the country can barely afford to send one child to state university. A first-grade detective in the NYPD, who has been recognized after years of service as belonging to an elite circle of criminal catchers, takes home less than a first-year analyst on Wall Street or a bricklayer who pays union dues.

Fifteen hundred years ago, when the Roman army was in deep decline, the great military adviser Vegetius laid much of the blame on deteriorating recruitment standards, noting that the ancients had drawn soldiers from “the flower of Roman youth” and that the army must once again attract the defenders of the Empire from families of good reputation. In policing, we had never taken many of our troops from the Farfingtons anyway, and the trend for many years has been a steady erosion in our entry requirements.

The ancient Roman soldiers, Vegetius also said, owed their superiority on the battlefield to discipline and rigorous training. In policing, we don’t train recruits in crime-fighting at all. The manuals just say don’t be late and follow the rules. When it comes time to subdue a prisoner resisting arrest, you have to rely on whatever tricks you’d picked up as a kid in the playground and then wait to see if you’re going to be indicted for it. Academy instructors talk about how to fill out forms, and there is almost no training at all for officers who moved up the ranks to sergeant, lieutenant, captain and beyond. The U.S. armed forces will provide up to two years of training for a second lieutenant, and that second lieutenant may never have to fight a battle. In policing, where engagement with armed opponents occurs twenty-four hours a day, 365 days a year, a sergeant is lucky to receive a few weeks of specialized instruction.

The facilities, today just as when I was new to the job, say everything about where a cop stands in the world. Down in the subway, where the steam in the tunnels could cook a knish, the video surveillance cameras worked in an air-conditioned room, but we dressed in a locker room where the sweat was puddling on the floor by the time you buttoned up your uniform. Forget that the furniture was all busted and everything in sight was outdated; it wasn’t even kept clean. The cops might blame an abstraction like City Hall, but the surroundings made it clear just what the bosses in their own department thought of them. The job sucks, the old-timers would say, and it was too easy to adopt the general consensus on that. In every department, the perception among the cops is that the citizens, the press, and the bosses are against them, so right out of the academy, most fall immediately into a siege mentality.

The cop who decides to be a crime fighter has a tough road. To begin with, an active cop creates problems for his bosses. A tour with no arrests is an easy tour for the boss, but every arrest that’s made means added paperwork and added risk that some of the paperwork may be wrong. It means having to worry about a prisoner—his meals, his visits to the bathroom, and whether he gets smacked by the cop assigned to watch the cell or gets left alone and tries to hang himself in the cell. And because an arrest can take many hours to process, it means fielding questions from the captain about why the tour is running up overtime.

When the crime fighter takes a prisoner downtown for arraignment, there are no welcoming parades. The young prosecutors in the district attorney’s office come from a different world than most cops—in Manhattan, they could have been a time-traveling delegation from Congress’s Class of 2012—and they greet many arrests with suspicion. They’d be ten minutes out of law school and deciding the charge against the stickup man they were about to face at arraignment should be reduced to petit larceny, a misdemeanor, before the plea bargaining even began, but if the case were to go to trial a year or eighteen months later and the prosecutor didn’t win, the cop could expect to catch hell for losing any details of the incident to the sea of similar encounters that filled the tours between.

More than in other cities, the wait until arraignment in New York was, when I was a cop, an exquisite torture. If an assistant D.A. hadn’t drawn up the charges before Night Court’s 1 A.M. adjournment, a cop could be sitting in an overheated courthouse for a day and a half; and even in the middle of the night, Internal Affairs’ sleep deprivation squad would pop in from time to time to turn on the lights in the waiting area and make sure our eyes were open and we were sitting up straight on the molded plastic chairs.

Those were all problems a crime fighter could bet on. There was also an indeterminate risk associated with each arrest that the next would be the one that hung a civilian complaint around his neck for the next year or eighteen months. Even if the cop knew he’d done no wrong, that accusation would weigh on him every single day on the job and put all hopes for career advancement on hold.

Despite all the obstacles, a handful of idealists and innovators in every department hang tough. For what? It was hard to say. For a cop without a “hook,” like an uncle in the borough commander’s office, there was maybe an expectation that his climb through the ranks, while it would never be as rapid as that of the chief’s nephew, would come about in the long run because the bosses would always need a few people around them who could actually carry the ball.

The day I joined Transit as an officer trainee—November 2, 1970—I didn’t know enough to think that far ahead. I was about one week past my eighteenth birthday and only four months out of high school, where probably my greatest achievement had been playing football as a walk-on in my senior year. Brooklyn Tech is one of only four New York City public high schools that accept students solely on the basis of competitive exams, but even if I had wanted to, I couldn’t have hung a framed diploma from that hallowed institution next to my uniform in my new locker. I hadn’t earned one.

Growing up, I had never been one of the kids with the big box of crayons. In the Christmas pageants, I never played Joseph; I was the beast in the manger. In SRA, me and Philip “A.” would be laboring over the reading exercises with the brown band on top when everybody else was on aqua. Sunday nights were the worst. Every week, I’d get the same sick feeling in my stomach at eight o’clock when Ed Sullivan came on. It meant the weekend was over, and everybody was going to have their book reports ready in the morning except me.

My father worked for the Post Office and my mother, after she’d raised seven kids, worked as a nurse’s aide at a hospital a few miles from the block where I grew up in Richmond Hill, Queens. Like any other oldest son in any other Civil Service family, I was kicked out of bed every Saturday morning when I was about sixteen to take the tests for the Fire Department, the Post Office, the police, and Transit. The NYPD called once when I was still in high school and a second time when I was ready to join, but I was one of 100 recruits who read in the newspapers the weekend before we were to be sworn in that Mayor John Lindsay had put a freeze on hiring.

Transit wasn’t affected by the freeze.

By twenty, I’d been on the job two years, was already married, had a mortgage on a house in Queens, and I wasn’t even a full officer yet. That honor arrived at twenty-one.

From day one as a New York City Transit Police officer, I loved the crime-fighting part of the job. But like any kid, I had no idea how little I knew. Within a year, I had run up too close to a guy who was swinging a four-foot iron pipe as he chased another cop down a Brooklyn platform. I took a crack on the skull and was down on the ground about to catch another when I let off five rounds and blacked out. A third cop fired at the suspect too, and one of our bullets proved fatal. We never were told whose.

Fourteen months later, working in plainclothes in Manhattan, I bought some pot from a dealer near Bryant Park, and when I went to arrest him, he took my gun. Two shots were fired so close to my face that my cheek was burned by the muzzle flash, but as we were rolling around and I was about to give up, I found the trigger again and squeezed it. The barrel, luckily, was pointed at the dealer, and he fell off me wounded—though not wounded badly enough to stop beating me.

Not all of the hard lessons in those early years were life-and-death matters. Testifying at a pretrial hearing in Queens one day, I was asked by a defense attorney how I could remember if I had advised a defendant of each and every one of his Miranda rights. “I read them off an arrest sheet,” I answered. “And how can you be sure all of them were on the arrest sheet?” the lawyer asked. I couldn’t be sure, so the defendant’s statement was quashed. But I went home, memorized the Miranda warnings, and recited them from memory to every other suspect I ever questioned.

I learned from those first two situations how to better protect myself, and from all three how to prevent them from happening again.

But being smarter and more cautious didn’t mean I slowed down in chasing the bad guys.

In fact, because I had a habit of following crooks out of the subway and arresting them as they went to hit their victims on the street, I was soon under investigation by my own department.

By then, it was becoming clear there was something seriously out of whack with my profession.

A kind of contest arose between me and my bosses. The object: Who could torture whom the most? The ground rules: They didn’t follow any, as far as I could tell. I, on the other hand, could counter only by doing the things a crime fighter is supposed to do. If I was going to bring on trouble, everything had to be by the book.

The fun really began on a Brooklyn subway platform under Transit Police headquarters. I had just finished working half a day at headquarters as my penance for having made a couple of robbery arrests off post in Times Square and was waiting for a train to take me back into Manhattan to join my partner. The platform was pretty much empty, except for a couple of Civil Service types who looked like they’d never been in a subway station in their lives. The other thing I noticed about them was even though they weren’t standing together, they moved in cadence, the way the crooks on 42nd Street did whenever they locked onto a vic. This time, it was a good thing the hunters were about as dangerous as a couple of kids with squirt guns, because I was their target. They were emissaries of Internal Affairs.

When the train pulled in and opened its doors, they waited for me to board before entering the next car. I stepped out again, pretending to have changed my mind, and they followed. Now they were really having a hard time hiding their interest in me. Again, I got back on the train; again, they followed. Finally, just as the doors were about to close, I stepped off one last time. As the train pulled out of the station, I waited for the car carrying my two adversaries, then smiled and waved. It was cruel, I know, but even if my colleagues had never seen the inside of a subway station, at least they should have been familiar with the chase scene from The French Connection.

Hours later, my new friends were still shadowing me as I patrolled the platforms under Times Square, so I told my partner I wanted to take our meal up on the street. If Internal Affairs wanted to see how I could be making so many arrests off post, I was willing to put on a demonstration. Seven hours a day, I watched robbers and bag snatchers and pickpockets pass through the subway turnstiles on their way upstairs to where the money was, but every day at meal time, I was more than a cave cop: I was policeman to the world.

Forty-Second Street didn’t take long to give my partner and me what we were looking for. Three little hoods were moving in to yoke a sailor, and as we were dashing across the street through yellow cabs and pimp mobiles to grab them, I couldn’t help chuckling to myself about how reports of the arrests would be brought to the attention of the chief of patrol. “Two Internal Affairs officers were following me and they didn’t assist in the collars,” I eventually told him. “I think they should be arrested for nonfeasance.”

It was a nice wisecrack, but a losing argument.

The battle, now, was escalating, so to keep my partners out of harm’s way, I requested to be transferred out of plainclothes and back into uniform, which would allow me to work alone. At my new post out in Jamaica, Queens, the sergeant told me he planned to keep close watch on me. “I hope you carry an extra pair of cuffs, Sarge,” I replied. “Because I’m going to be busy.”

That first night I was put on a fixed post at an elevated station overlooking a large sporting goods store that happened to have been damaged by fire the night before. To keep the looters at bay, four NYPD cops in a couple patrol cars were stationed outside the doors, but they couldn’t see the roof. I could, because I carried a spyglass for spotting pickpockets, so when I made out a figure crawling in and out of a hole up there, I ran downstairs and tried to give away the job to the cops in one of the radio cars. Unfortunately, they weren’t carrying a twenty-foot ladder in their trunk and didn’t know how they could get inside and grab this guy.

Just then, a fire truck approached—shiny, red; perfect. So what if I was afraid of heights? I flagged it down, climbed its ladder to the roof, and brought the burglar back down to be booked as a Transit arrest at the nearest NYPD precinct.

Two nights later was Thanksgiving, and I had been put on another dead post. This time a drunk who was roughing up his deafmute son passed through. The father had taken the kid out of a home for the night and had bought himself a bottle of whiskey with the $10 he’d been given to pay for a turkey dinner. After I locked him up, the lieutenant called me in. “I’m not in any trouble,” I told him. “You got it mixed up. The guy who beat up his kid is in trouble.”

They moved me again; I made another collar within the first hour. This time the victim was the son of a Transit who was coming to visit his father when he was jumped by some hump on the staircase. I heard no complaints about that arrest, but suddenly I was reassigned to the Bronx, meaning I was facing a three-hour daily subway commute from Howard Beach, Queens. This was the bosses’ way of saying I should consider a new career, but I had other ideas. Two or three days a week, as my commute took me through Times Square, I’d arrest a drug dealer or some other local character who I knew had a warrant on him. “Listen,” I’d tell the bosses, “when I see these crooks out there, I don’t know if Internal Affairs is setting me up or not. I have to take action. I don’t want to be arrested for dereliction of duty.”

Finally, I raised the stakes again by filing a grievance about the overtime restrictions that got in the way of fighting crime. As I’d hoped, that got the attention of headquarters, and one day soon after the matter reached a formal conclusion, I was pulled aside when I was downtown at headquarters on other business after finishing a midnight tour. I was told the department’s second-in-command, Deputy Chief Anthony V. Bouza, wished for me to pay him a visit. Of course, being a lucky guy, I had run into a pickpocket I had a warrant on while I was getting off the train under headquarters that morning. That meant a prisoner was waiting and my overtime clock running as I headed to Bouza’s office.

Anthony V. Bouza had been a chief in the NYPD before moving over to Transit. He was highly thought of in certain circles of the profession, and he would later prove so popular as the top cop in Minneapolis that he seriously considered a run for governor of Minnesota.

Bouza looked like Bela Lugosi—tall, lanky, long-faced—and in 1977 he was still wearing suits with pencil-thin lapels while the rest of us were running around with airstrips on either side of our ties. He billed himself as “Socrates with a Gun,” and he had been the guy who pulled the word “feral” out of a thesaurus, paired it with “youth,” and created a phrase that’s been a staple of law enforcement literature ever since.

He was “they”—one of the big bosses we always talked about in grand abstractions even as we took the liberty of collapsing the distance between us by using nicknames like “Bela.” I was only twenty-five, and I had never been face-to-face with a “they” before.

“Sit down, Mr. Maple,” Bouza said as I entered. “I’ve been waiting for a long time to meet you.”

He had a computer printout in front of him that would have showed many occurrences of the words “robbery” and “grand larceny.”

“I’ve been studying your arrest record,” he said, glancing at the page. “You make excellent arrests.”

For a moment, I dropped my guard: The principal actually liked me.

“Beyond that,” he continued without dropping a beat, “you are the most immoral person I have ever met. By making these arrests, you are incurring overtime that is taking bread out of other people’s mouths.”

Now I was stunned. The breath had been knocked out of me, and I saw my Transit life flashing before my eyes—the cold nights when I was standing on a post with my feet freezing and my hands so numb I wasn’t sure I’d be able to get my gun out of the holster if I needed it; the hot days when my thighs were rubbed raw from walking in the furnace-blast breath of the passing trains and the sweat making it feel like I’d pissed in my shoes. I thought about being shot at, and having my ass kicked on more than one occasion, and about never having accepted so much as a free coffee.

I also thought about other crime fighters I worked with—Stannish, Cassar, Boyd, Normile, Purcell, Zeckendorf—and about how much easier the pails had it because the pails didn’t play straight the way we did. How many times did we get our balls busted by donothing bosses because we made their jobs more difficult? How many birthday parties and days with our families had we missed because we’d make a collar with twenty minutes left in the shift instead of looking the other way? Bouza wanted to blame me for the horrible arrest process? It was his job to fix it!

My face must have been betraying my emotions, because I noticed then that Anthony V. Bouza seemed to be enjoying himself a little too much. He looked like he’d toyed with scared, young cops before.

But who, really, was he to throw around his rank? To guys like him, landing at Transit was worse than getting sent to Siberia—it was under Siberia. If he wasn’t a screwup in the world he came from, he wouldn’t have even been sitting there in front of me.

That thought turned everything around. I was the one with the power, because I had played straight—me and the other crime fighters. I was the one with the clear conscience.

“Chief,” I said, “can we speak for a moment just man to man?”

“Why certainly, Mr. Maple,” he said.

“ I mean not as a cop talking to a deputy chief, right?”

“Whatever you wish, Mr. Maple.”

“ You’re sure?”

“Yes.”

“Absolutely sure?”

He was still basking in his own sense of himself, and he held out his right hand, with the palm facing upward, in a gesture of charity.

“Please, Mr. Maple,” he said, “express yourself.”

“Chief,” I said in return, “you got some fucking balls saying what you did to me.”

That was the beginning of a long speech—not as long as it would have been if I had a chance to do it again twenty minutes or twenty years later, but pretty long, given the short notice I’d been given.

It began with a review of the circumstances that had hastened the chief’s departure from the NYPD: A year earlier he had been the Bronx borough commander during the Ali—Norton fight at Yankee Stadium when separate riots broke out among fans outside the stadium and among hundreds of off-duty cops who were protesting a contact delay. Aside from corruption, his inaction had contributed to one of the bigger scandals in the modern history of the department, and when the smoke had cleared, he had retired from the NYPD with a full pension before deciding there was nothing immoral about double-dipping for a second city paycheck by signing up as Transit’s number two. Then again, the guy who hired Bouza, Chief Sandy Garelik, was doing exactly the same thing.

“Chief,” I said, “you and I have a contract we go by. You make a contract with me that you’ll pay me for the time it takes to process an arrest, and I make a contract with you that I will go to 42nd Street every day because that is my assignment. A lot of times, I’m afraid of those people on 42nd Street—I really am. But somehow, every day, I find the courage to face them. And I’ll be damned if I’m going to start looking over my shoulder because of a guy down here wearing Ricky Nelson suits.”

Chief Bouza must have thought that last remark was a compliment about his sartorial taste, because before I left his office, he told me that I seemed to be an excellent cop and that he would never bother me again.

(The chief might have had other motives for folding. When he was thrown out of the department two years later, he put in for a farewell check of $20,000, saying he had worked two hours of overtime every day for the last three years.)

Bouza came up with a second act in Minnesota, but my reputation within the department had been fixed. A few years later, the new chief of Transit told me I was an unguided missile.

“I’m not an unguided missile, sir,” I answered. “I’m a missile. But I have a flight plan.”

That chief, James B. Meehan, later signed off on the promotion list that made me, at twenty-eight, the youngest detective at Transit. I was lucky that Meehan’s administration decided to overlook the troubles I’d caused the department in the past, but, believe me, there was no direct path from Transit detective to an upper floor at the headquarters of the NYPD. Smiled upon by one chief, out of favor with the next, I had another fourteen years in the tunnels to think about why “they” did things in my business the way they do.

In late 1993, I—suddenly—was a “they.”

That December Mayor-elect Rudy Giuliani had chosen Bill Bratton, then the police chief in Boston, as New York’s new commissioner.

Bratton was my guy. A few years earlier, he had come down from Boston to take command of the Transit Police and had quickly injected pride and a sense of mission into our afterthought organization. He also listened to new ideas, and when I staked out his coffee pot to get a ten-page proposal into his hands about how to knock down crime in the subways, not only did he read it, he made the ideas into reality, and along the way transformed me from a Transit lieutenant with a few pals in the press into a Transit lieutenant with a nice trumped-up title—special assistant to the commissioner. More important, I wound up with almost 100 cops under my command in a crime-fighting unit that had the authority and resources to go after just about every violent criminal who ever set foot on a subway platform. Felony crime went down 30 percent in Bratton’s two years off-off-Broadway at Transit, and now, after a little backstage engineering by a few of us locals who appreciated the scope of his talents, he was returning to New York as a headliner at the Ziegfeld.

I was going to be there with him. Within a span of two or three months, I was graduating from glorified Transit lieutenant to the NYPD’s deputy commissioner for crime control strategies. The promotion—a product of Bratton’s daring—was the equivalent of an ensign in the Coast Guard waking up as a three-star admiral in the Navy, and I felt a little like when I was a kid sneaking into the box seats at Shea Stadium. At any moment, a meaty hand was liable to land on my shoulder, and I would be swiftly escorted to the nearest exit. Only this time, I was in the dugout filling up the manager’s ear with strategies. And the ushers haven’t shown up yet.

I’m pretty sure my reputation once again preceded me—though I’m not sure it had developed in a way anybody would have envied. To most NYPD cops, I was “Fatso,” the commissioner’s pal with the bow tie, homburg, and spectator shoes. Because Transit cops were considered a lower life-form, many of them might have even heard more about the hangouts I frequented than what I knew about fighting crime. More than ten years earlier, New York magazine had published a short feature about the wild ride I’d taken when I first made detective. The adventure had started purposively enough, with a five-week coffee-and-sardine diet that saved me ten inches on the waist line of three new designer suits I had purchased with the express intent of helping the crooks and the assistant district attorneys keep from lumping me in their category for “just another shithead cop.” Momentum soon led to bold forays into the Oak Bar and the Palm Court at the Plaza Hotel, Peacock Alley at the Waldorf, the Rainbow Room at Rockefeller Center, and other foreign territories where most cops were afraid to venture—especially if they had to pay. Before it was over, I had mortgaged my home at the Money Store to borrow $28,000 (a sum greater than my annual salary), which I quickly converted into bottles of Dom Pérignon, Broadway shows, nights at the Waldorf, dinners at the River Cafe, and a few more $400 suits. When the money ran out, so did the babes. But at least I had memories.

Bratton had asked me to play chief headhunter during the transition period, so now I was interested in identifying other characters who were serious about fighting crime. Beginning with the fifty or so highest-ranking people in the department, I had in front of me a stack of individual personnel files right out of “Mission: Impossible.” Page one had the photo, along with name, rank, current command, and past performance record. Attached was a detailed report the subject had written at our request about the operation of his or her command.

It was like combing through mug books, except we were looking for the heroes instead of the bad guys. The rejects were the ones whose reports brought to mind a remark made by Jacob Riis, the legendary chronicler of nineteenth-century New York, who covered the NYPD for the Tribune when the concept of gathering ambrotype likenesses of crooks into a “rogues’ gallery” was a fresh and celebrated innovation that then Chief of Detectives Thomas J. Byrnes converted into an international bestseller. Riis had no argument with mug books, but he did take note of the department’s skill at keeping the public in the dark about the true dimensions of crime and the police’s success in combating it.

“Police work,” Riis wrote, “is largely a game of bluff.

“The police do not like to tell the public of a robbery or a safe ‘cracking,’ ” Riis elaborated. “They claim that it interferes with the ends of justice. What they really mean is that it brings ridicule or censure upon them to have the public know that they do not catch every thief, or even most of them.”

A century later, the truth tellers within the department were still a small group, so midway into the transition period, I arranged to sit down with several of them a few different nights at a beat-up old yacht club forty-five minutes away from One Police Plaza in Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn. Mike Scagnelli, a division commander in Brooklyn, had picked our unlikely hideout, and because he was also the head of the internal police organization that paid tribute to cops wounded in the line of










































	Accurate, timely intelligence

	Rapid deployment

	Effective tactics

	Relentless follow-up and assessment









	Was the precinct or division’s crime information timely and accurate?

	Was deployment rapid, synchronized, and focused?

	Were the tactics they used effective?

	Were the commanders relentless about follow-up and assessment? In other words, how were they verifying that the orders they gave to achieve the other three objectives were being carried out by the officers in the field?
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