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. THE CRIME BUSTER

 rateinthe country Enter ]ack Maple the cop who cleaned up New York. J} |

1. AT SEA

two, maybe three in the mom-
ing, and he was staring out at

t.hc stars and the black waters off Mon- -

‘tauk Point, still dragging on one of his
" Te-Amo Churchills, 2 Mexican cigar the
size of a-police bator. The smoke leaked
out into the black night and swirled in the

" bittef winds. His head was never more

crowded and con.ﬁ.lsed than it was now.
It had been a cold spring '

.. Jack Maple was used to the dark, 10
» +Jong solitary nights. For most of his ca-

" reer, he had been 2 “cave cop,” 2 “mole™—
"~ a Transit patrolman on subway platforms.
" ~He was, In his own description, “one of

~ your big loud guys with sore feet.” He

" - .made a lot of arrests; worked long, even

“obsessive, hours; bombcd out of a couple

. of marriages; and infuriated his superiors.

¢ .:* He was the son of a post-office employee
‘a.nd a nurse’s aide from Queens, a high-
. - school washout who never figured to be a

star, He was the fat kid who bought his

' pants off the racks marked “Husky” and -
_ 7 “Sedut,” the slow-kid who didn't get the .
. waquarcolored réader—he got the brown. -

** In bétween ‘marriages, and sometimes

- dunng them, Maple slept.in the back

' ".__rooms of station_houses; for a time, he
" slept on a cot in'a Transit office under
Central Park. It was not an easy life. His
~ parents were dead now, and two brothers
* were lost to the crack pipe. The saving
‘grace was that over the years he had de-
veloped a knack for deflecting every lac-
erating hurt into a sweet and fleeting joke.
*I never played Joseph in the Christmas
 play,” Maple would say. I was always the

" beast in the manger.”

* But playing the beasf“ms not a role for

a lifetime, not for him. Maple was un-
. schooled but smart. His memory was
. magical, his gift for numbers uncanny. He
often told h.lS frlcndS. “Tm the Ra.l.n Man

E fat man couldn’t sleep. It was'
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and Fortest Gump Call me Ra.l.n For-
rest.” Jack always knew that he was a good
cop, even a visionary cop, a guy with a lot
of ideas, and, what was more, he felt en-
titled to a taste of the life, the re-
wards of luck or talent. In 1981, when he
was still making twenty-odd thousand
dollars a year, ]ackwa.lked intto the Money
Store and, using his house in Queens as
collateral, got a home~equity loan for
twenty thousand -dollars. He spent that
money, in large part, at the Plaza, where

he ate a lot of chocolate cheesecake and .

drank Dom Perignon. When it was time
to diet, he drank espresso by the quart,
together with minnow-size portions of
fish. Maple also spent handsomely on
his appearance, In time, no one could fail
to -pick him out of a lineup: five-seven,
broad-bellied, pillow-cheeked, he always
wore two-tone spectator shoes (‘Remem-
ber the shoes Santino Corleone was wear-

ing when he beats the-shit out of Carlo’
on the street, kicking him up'against the
“fire hydrant there?”); he wore good gray

slacks, a double-breasted Brooks Broth-
ers blazer, 2 Raymond Weil gold watch (a
gift from an Arabian pnncc), a candy-

striped ‘shirt; a bow tie, and a homburg -
‘from Knox Hats, at Fortieth and Eighth.
One day a year; he dressed like a normal

- Joe: “On Halloween, I wear a regular de,

regular shoes, and no hat I scare ew:ry—
one to death.” * -

At work, Maple rac.ked up an arrest
record so spectacular that his more bu-
reaucratic superiors found him hard to
take and easy to transfer. He was too ag-

" gressive. He generated too 'much paper-

work On his shifts and on overtime, he
would run down hustlers and bag snatch-

ers with names like Muscles Waxaman and

Sugarfoot Lawrence. Then he'd walk out
of the caves, dust himself off, and head

 straight to the Oak Bar, at the Plaza. At

the River C'a.fé, he was always amused

- winter, 1975:

when he'd gme his Ol'dtl' and Lhe waiter -
would brighten and say, “Excellent choice!”
“] always wondered when they'd say, Dog-
shit choice, sir” " When the twenty grand
ran out, so, t00, d.ld t.he hlgh life—for a

“while.

. Maple’s d.and)ﬂsm h.lS self-invention,

. was a defiant parody of New York class
distinetions, an inside joke on how bleak
“and degrading the job could be. When he

told friends the story of h.ls warst moment
a5 a street cop, he didn't bing up the dan-
gerous times: the shoollngs, the beatings
he had taken and the beatings he'd ad-
ministered, the Jong hours of tedium in-

‘terrupted by moments of terror. No, the

worst, he said, was a mght in the dead of
pi.atfonn on Seventy'-

“T-was down on the

- second and Central Parchst. Twas bored

to death, freezing my ass off on the 8-to-
4-am, shift, Twas on aﬁxedpost, all alone.
Of course, Mr. Egomamac refuses to
wear anything partlcularly warm, and I
don’t even have on a bullctproof vest. As
any cop knows, once your feet go you're -’

~ dead, and my feet were numb. T also - .
. wouldn’t wear the d.lckhead earflaps, be- f§
cause, after all, who knows whenyou - fi
might meet. someone interesting com- -} .

ing down to the subway from the Da- .

kota. So peoplc aré; walkmg by me, ! )
laughing, going places 'vmg hfe, and : JE

I'm freezing. | coul

your fuckhead of a sergamt would come
around and feel your badge to make sure
it was cold to the touch? But I was dy-
ing. So I went to this dodr on the plat-
form near the men’s roorh which’ opens
onto 2 kind of closet. IInSIdc, there's a

. radiator and & box to sit on. Real nice. . | 13

You'd think it was the | pier at Key West.
You sit there and the $team makes you
start to sweat, and you know you're
gonna ﬁ'cezc to death when you go back
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" know. So there I am, sitting on a box in °
-the dark and transvestites are p:ssmg on..
me,-and I'm thinking, This is it. Thls

B -takm the prize—my Jow point as 2 cop.”

" By the ime Maple made lieutenantin

: Tranmt he had'also made a name for him- -

self by running decay squads in the subway.

. The squads arrested hundreds of teen- age. -
B nmggerswhowodcedmgmgs—_ = \

_a phenomenon known, in the

~ posing, generically, as “the Jew-

-ish lawyer,” “the blind man,” “the

. casual couple”) that even the

" pational media took notice, That was 1ot

-.-_"_enough for Jack. He told anyone who
~ would-listen that until the entire police

plc

outside, but for that moment I was in
heaven. Then, suddenly, two guys—two
transvestites in full gear—open the door

slightly and start pissing on me. Maybc _

they thought I was the urinal, Idon’t’

mid-eighties, as wolf packs, So .
successful were the decoys {cops

. force got out of its rut—until officers got

walls with fifty-five feet of hand-drawn
maps he called the Charts of the Future.

ubway line and every robbery that had

"been committed. The idea was obvious
*"but somchow untested: go after the bad - .
"guys where the bad guys did their work
-and get them before they comr’nizted_,‘;

~ more cTimes.

S

It was chat simple. And yet some . of |
Maplc s fellows wryly regarded him'as
* Ralph Kramden—a big guy with big
- ideas, a dreamer. There were those, how
- 'irever, who'got past the shtick and the bra

i vado, who saw the mtelltgence ‘and the ;-
i ambition undemeach; When, in 1990, .
Bostoman na.med Willtam Bratton wésx
. hired by Transit to do something about *,
< crime in. the subways, he took notice of -
: _Maplc At dinners with columnists and
" judges in the back room at the Supreme -

* Macaroni Co., on Ninth Avenue, Bratton

listened to Maple dominate the conver-

. ‘sation with his talk of curting crime in the

caves by half. Hell, they could cut crime

in half all over the city! Why stop with the -
. subway? Why not raid the crack houses -
. ‘every day uniil chey wete shut down! Peo-
.- plelaughed or locked at their shoes. Bra-
*“ton, for his part, eventually elevated Ma-

ple to be his special assistant, and together
they succeeded; between 1990 and 1992,

'.‘a]ly big hammers

THE NEW YORKER, FEBRUARY 24- & MANCH 3, 1997

they cut felonies in the caves by twenty-

“seven per cent, and robberies by a third.

-Maple revelled in his success and in

‘his friendships with press guys like Mi-
- ¢hael Daly, a dour and intelligent colum-
nist at the Neews, and John Miller, a flam- -
-boyant crime reporter at WNBC, “who
+"was known for his contacts among the

-;’;aty’s five ofganized-crime families and its -

seventy-six police precincts. One night,

" Maple and Miller were at a good table at -
. Elaine’s. Maple was dressed in his usual

ensemblc, Miller was in a blue sitk suit,
.- a Brom, He hoticed two un-
lovely yet familiar faces at the
next table: a couple of wise

guys from the Gambino crime
* family, drug thugs who oper-
ated out of 2 plzza place in
F. Harlem. Thé wise guys recog-

* nized M.l]ler, t00,"and they fell to talking

about John Gotti, New York's last preat
.godfather; who had finally been carted off
" to Marion on a life sentence. The wise
« -out of their patrol cars and started fighting . guys
_,.crime instead of responding to 911 calls—
. untl that happened, the crime rate would
i:keep. clu-nbmg Maple started mapping
trategies to fight cime, and papered his’

were talking up the virtues of their

lost -El Cid and wa:nng nostalgic when’

Maple broke in, saying, “Oh, yeah, it’s re-

ally too bad what happened to poor John.

In fact, didn’t John used to hang out in

 those gay bars in Queens? In fact, didn’t
. he run Nozzle Night?”

The charts detailed every stop on every -
' “wise guys said, “Wh the fuck are you?”

.. .Aghast at such presurnption, one of the

“John Gotr is a scumbag piece of shit,”
Maple explained by way of introduction,

““who deserves 10 bc in Jm.l for the rest of
’h.Ls life,”. . '

‘1At this promptmg, one of the Ga.m-'

cmpcrate ‘mayhem.

wouldn‘t ke me, You re used to Lhose re-

“The coriversation qu.lddy turned to the
feasibility of a fight.
. “There’s nothing holding you back,”

Maple said. “But before we get started 1
want you to know how it’s gonna ga: I'm

- a cop. When we're finished, P'm gonna ar-

rest you and drag your ass ro Distict One,
and you can spend the wcckend in Lhe
hole in the subvway.”

'Finally, Elaine Kaufman, the propri-

“etor, arrived and told the Gambino crew

. to “shut the fuck up and sit down.” She

then asked a waiter how the wise guys
{dressed Inappropriately, as it happened,
in track suits, gold chains, and very big

ino members began talking darkly about -
ow He was fresh ot of Rikers and he was.
gonna “fuck up” Mapl¢'in some way that .

otnbined mvoluntax}' mttrnacy a.nd 1n~_

“Well," Maple sa:.d mterruptmg, “you .

rings) had ma.naged to get a table in the

_ first place. At which point, one mafioso,

obviously chastened by Ms, Kaufman’s
tone, pointed to Maple and loudly whined,
“Heyl Hestartedit!” | . ..

“Hey now, come on boys' Miller said.
“You guys aren’t sppposed torat”

I I;lAT a ssmlethat w.i.s, a.nd there were

a milfion more. Even out here,

-ﬂoanng like a cork oE Montauk, Maple
found it delicious to think about those

Manhatan nights. In fact, there would be

gaudier nights to come. In 1994, Mayor

Rudolph Giuliani appointed Bratton com-
missioner of the entireN.Y P.D.—the big-
gest urban police department in the world,
with thirty-two thousind employees. Brat-
ton'stunned everyone when he brought in
Maple to be his deputy and chief strate-
gist; this was a promotlon roughily equiva-
lent to an ensign in the Coast Guard wak-
ing up'one day as a threé-star admiral in
the Navy, He even hired John Miller as

‘his press deputy. The rest of the depart-

ment did not easily absorb the idea of Ma-

ple—not his un.l.l.kely ascent, not his am-

bitions, not even the s;ght of him. He did

-not go out of his way to hide the large-
ness of his personality, rather, with a sense

- of irony and with the help of his haber-
-dasher, he insisted of it. Bow ties, cigars,

. two-tone shoes: Who was this guy? One
- of Bratton's other deputlcs, a career offi-
cer named John Timoney, took one look

at Maple and began o think, Well, if he's

 got balls enough towear that then hes got

balls erioughito buck the ¢ system. -
+ That was just what Bratton wanted

Maple devéloped atormputerized map-
. :ping system for the N,Y.P.I, based on his
“old Charts of the Future. It used to be that
“the police’took weeks even monr_hs,

gather accurate crime statistics; it was only
by chance if someorie noticed that, say, a

. particular block in Wash.mg‘ton Heights
" was a nexus for guns, crack, and outstand-

ing warrants, Maple’s idea was to synthe-

size the information instantly, draw up a

plan, act, and follow through relentlessly.
Maple’s new system,was dubbed Comstat
{for computer sransncs)

Even to the most mnovatlon-weary
cnmmologlst, Comstat represented a
revolution in pOIJ.CIl'lg ‘Twice a week,
early in the morning, police brass, along

- with representatives' from the Districe At~
tomey’s office and other agencies, gath- .

ered in the eighth-floor operations room

at 1 Police Plaza. Maple projected his

maps and grids on three huge screens
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b1 . while he grilled precinct commanders on

b the patterns of evil on their turf. The

B§ meetings vastly increased the sense of or-

"_,_ ganization and acoountability in the de-

' k partment. Maple presided over Comstat

§ with humor, swagger, praise, or insult,

depend.mg on what was necessary. Once,

: when a chief named Anthony Simonetti

BF scemed to be fudging his way through a

, Q% report, Maple projected a picture of

A& Pinocchio on the wall.

gk But, in all, the results of the high-

K pressure sessions were rarely personal and

-f'; were soon evident on the street. Comstat

¥ could not, on its own, stop crime, but if

- ra.lccn seriously it could help.police catch

1, % acriminal after he'd committed his fourth
n

SR

’ _T‘ robbery rather than his fourteenth, The

5 police were not necessarily catching more

WL ciminals, but they were arresting them
- -’e earlier in their careers. Between 1993 4nd
< 1995, homicides in New York dropped
in from 1,946 to 1,170; robberies fell by
as thirty-one per cent, Last year, homicides
1 dropped below a thousand for the first
a- time since 1968. For years to come, crimi-

n- - % nologists will be studying Maple’s system;

ad her cities, in the United States and
= road, are already eager to adoptit.
se & “The Mayor hired Bratton, and Brat-
o ton hired Maple, and that created a para-
«s, g digm shift in policing,” said one assistant
me M&United States Attorney.

f- What seemed to irk Mayor Giuliani,
vol'.c however, was that Bratton, Maple, and

the others seemed to be
having such a good time at
their work. They were
V_slnnrung a war and spend-
ing night after night at
i laine’s. They were staples
f the tabloids. From. the
* art, ‘this did not sit well
b ith City Hall. Maple re- -
fembered one of his first
moments in his job under
-l ratton, They were march- -
WE0g up Fifth Avenue in the
.-Patrick’s Day parade,
d, in 'the glory of the
imoment, Maple tumed to
dratton and said, “Don’t
Blink, Commissioner. It's
going to be over in an
tant.”
Maple had that right. In
ovember, Giuliani will |
obably win reélection as
ayor, mainly because of
drop in the crime rate,

nMarch, 1996, he de~

cided to push Bratton out of office and re-
place him with the fire commissioner,

Howard Safir, a far less colorful and

threatening figure. Out of loyalty, mainly,

Jack followed his patron into exile.
'So now, as spring elided into summer,
Jack had nothing to do, no feason to wear

. the bow ties and the hats. On his boat, a

thirty-one-foot Boston Whaler, he wore
the same sorry outfit every day: a pair
of filthy -purple shorts, no shirt, Gueci
boat shoes, and three-hundred-and-fifty-
dollar Gaultier sunglasses. He let his beard
grow. When his hair needed cutting, he
did the job himself with a pair of wire cut-
ters. He warded off the whiff of decay
with an occasional sw1g of Scope, but he
spit the wash back into the bottle. “T'm

economizing,” he told himself. His' girl-

friend, Brigid, a sergeant in the N.Y.P.D),,
found him a nondescript gray Olds—“a

- stickup car™—to toal around Long Island

in. If he was hungry, he dipped into his
stash of cold-bass salad, which he ate for
breakfast, lunch, and dinner. “You gotta
nuke the bass until it’s really dead—you
know, reaked—and then add Miracle Whip,
oregano, onions, and Paul Newman’s
salad dressing,” Maple would explain to

an occasional guest. “It’s even betrer than

. my other specialty—matzo pizza”

For four months, Jack did nothing but

-kill time, think things over, screw around.

He hung out with Al the Mate, He would -
visit his friend Lenny at the tadkle shop

97

and talk fish. “We did Fishstat.”

Some-

“times he thought about taking the boac

down to Kcy West. He told his friends,

only half in jest, that he would get a job’
there selling boats or baggng gTocenes at
the focal Publix, “T'll do Bagstat.” He
thought about writing a book 2bout po-
lice strategy for the amdemles “There’s no

“Art of War' for policing.” But he didn’t

get around to that, either. - :
Mostly, he felt lost, washed up at
forty-three. Maple coulld always sum-
mon a movie to fit the situation, and
now the scene was clear: “I was like the
fighter El Toro in “The Harder They
Fall” He's bleeding, broken, pathetic

 after the fight, and they'say his share of

the fight is forty-nine bucks, seven cents.
And now he’s gotta buy 2 pair of shoes.”
Forty—mnc bucks was barely n:nough to
resole a pair of two-tones. -

- Then the phone r-a.ng It was a man-
agement consultant named John Lin-
der, one of Bratton's old confréres, who
had worked at both Transit and the
N.Y.P.D. Linder was cool and polished,

an itinerant executive who called an

-adobe hut in New Mexico home and is-
-sued inscrutable recommendations as

if -they were Zen koans Linder was

a fifteen-hundred-doliar-a-day man, a

mystic with a beeper. Now he had 2 pro-
posal for Maple: Wou.ld Jack be inter-

ested in coming down to New. Orleans’
-for a v.wh.l.h:P Linder was al.ready there. It
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was the worst police department in the
country right there in the most crime-
ridden city.'How about it? Big Easy-stat.

2 CRAVFISH PIE
T was a- sweet deal: the New Orleans

" Police Foundation, a group of wealthy .
businessmen and other wormied citizens, -

was ready to pay Maple and Linder more
than half a million dollars to bring New
Orleans into line with the New York model.
Linder, the marketing-and-management
guru, would come in and write up what
he calls “the cultural diagnostic,” an analy~
sis of the New Orleans Police Depart-
ment’s faults, along with suggestions for
reform; -then Maple, the street guy with
the police credentials, would plant him-
self down the hall from the top brass for
six months or so, help institute the New
" Orleans version of Comstat, and whisper
his prescriptions in the ear of the chief. In
-time, police officers in New Orleans be-

 WORRYWART

Worris_ome you

You worry for'y'our moth-er, your father, your sister'., your -
brother, stepsister, stprrod'ler, stcpmother, stepfathcr o

.. You wbrry for your husband, daughtcrs SOMS, S{EPSONS, stepdau.ghtcrs :

Now you're worrying for Tom
~Worry for you
o not Tom
Tom worries for Tom -

a5 tomorrow worries for itself

No letrers! No packages! Phone disconnected!

Parole board is approaching
No home to go w!

. Halfway housing! No money but handouts!

- Pnson to bleak furure?

Lord help the homeless!

gan referring to Linder as the Spin Doc-

tor and to Maple as the Witch Doctor.

., There is no underestimating the hor-
_ ror of New Orleans: its abysmdl crime
rate; its abysmal police force. The city’s
murder rate is five imes that of New York
.City. Crime statistics show New Orleans
competing with Washington, D.C., and
Gary, Indiana, for the tile of Murder

Capital, U.S.A. In the Bywater section of

New Orleans a year ago, about a hundred
residents who had been victimized by
. drug-related crimes held a voodoo cer-
emony. Their prayers, led by a priestess
from Maine, ‘called on Ogoun le Flam-
beaug the voodoo god of war and fire, to
rid the city of crack cocaine. When Maple

. arrived, the police were solving about: .
N tlurry—e.lght per centof the murders com-"
- with Mississippi for the lowest rank in

-mitted in the city—well below the na-
- tional average. The department had only

thirteen hundred ofhcers—proportion- -
“in the main, the wealthy and the upper-
" - middle class, who thrive on tourism and
oil, and the poor and the lower-middle

ately half as maniy as the N.Y.P.D.—and
was one of the most poorly paid forces in
the country. It is nearly impossible to re-
cruit qualified officers. The police have
also distinguished themselves with an as-
tonishing Jevel of corruption, Ofhcers
_have been arrested for rape, burglary, nar-
cotics trafficking, even murder. The De-
partment of Justice has described the city’s
police force as one of the most brutal in
_ the coun

New Otleansisa hearthreakingly poor

city; economically, it bottomed out dur-
ing the oil bust of the eighties. It has re-
bounded since, but the poverty rate is still

Now you're rocking, -

ca.nmbahung your‘se]f

By the time you re finished

nothing will be left of you

Body filled with cankcrs, ulcers,

_paranoia, hallucinatons

800 ‘milligrams of Motrin

Worry not you!

. four times a day - ' _‘
- Wirinkles, gray hairs that da.nce their way through your skull "

i,

Healths too precmus to swim with wornesL e

the thlrd hlghest of any major city in
America. Louisiana consistently competes

crucial statistics like education, There is
hardly any middle class in town: there are,

class, who work in the hotels and restau-
rants for minimum wege. This sad gumbo
of ingrained corruption, violence, and

poverry has been a constant in the city for -
50 rmany years that most people take it for

granted as an immutable law of local
existence.

-~ Inlate 1994, after a long string of po-
lice commissioners who, for the most part
ranged in quality from /laissez les bon

temps rouler to outright corruption, the -

city hired an outsider—Richard Penning-

' —JQY Wosu -

ton, ofWash.ingtor'l; DC Chlef Pen-
nington is tall and soft-spoken. His walk

is 2 kind of lumbering roll. Even his de-

tractors concede that he is a man of in-
tegrity. Maple would come to see him as

- Gary Cooper in “High Noon.” He is a
. Vietnam veteran who became a cop, he

said, “because the dcpartrnent was offer-
ing eight thousand dollars a year.” In
New Orleans, he has several volumes of

Dale Carmnegie on his shelves and appears -

to have read them. He is, in a laconic sort
of way, a mnmng prcscncc

- Pennington's appointment was meéant
to be a dramatic breakiwith the past. He
inherited a department thar had disbanded
its vice squad because the squad was
nddled with vice. It was a department in
which the head of the robbery squad got
in a drunken shootout w'1th his own son.

- - e
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Pennington, however, had come from

.: 'r Mayor Manon Barry's Washington, where
2% municipal corruption scandals and the

. soaring murder rate cornpete for press at-

> tention. He had every reason to think he
had seen it all. He was sworn in on Oc-

Wi tober13, 1994. That night, as one veteran

of the department, Major James Tread-

BE away, put it to me, “Chief Pennington

i discovered just where he lived.” The news

emerged that a patrolman named Len

i, (Robocop) Davis had ordered a hit on a

4F  young woman who had dared to report him
§ for brutality. At the ime, the FB.IL had

" been conducting an elaborate sting opera-

tion on Davis and at least ten other officers.
With the sting in progress, Kim Groves,

. ‘ a mother of three children, complained to

¥ Paul (Cool) Hardy; a

- the department that Davis had pistol-

?  whipped a neighbor of hers. Within twenty-

§ four hours of the complamt, someone in

Mi the department got word of it to Davis.,
. In tapes played in court, Davis was heard -

} saying, “T can get P. to come do that whore
+ now and then we can handle the Thirty.”
% “P.” wasa drug dealer and hit man named
“Thirty,” in New Or-

B leans police lingo, is a‘homicide. Davis

£ Pen- . .
swalk :
his de-

v of in-

him as

He 15 a-
cop, he
s offer-
ar” In
1mes of

appeass

)niC soIt 3
¥ cops.

¥ But the outrage has com:mued The
P most notorious case involved Officer

s meant
yast. He

sbanded

rad was
ment 1

juad got |
W 50T

B called Ha.rdy and told him to get that
whore”

¥ . Headded, After ltsdonc,gosm'ught
£ uptown and call me.” Just minutes later,
3. Groves was found dead in the yard in
" front of her house. Her skull had been
B shattered by a 9-mm. shell. Davis was

led'lal injection. He i is on deaLh fow in
Arkansas.
From -the day of ﬂ'le Groves rnu:dcr,

TR

TR

% Pcnmngton has been on a tear against

8- corruption. He has fired, suspended, or
- demoted more than two hundred police
§ officers, and thirty-six more have quit
§ while under investigation. He disbanded
¥ the Intenal Affairs Division and replaced

¥: it with a public-integrity department that
§ has on'its staff two full-time F.B.]. agents.

g Pennington is the most ambitious
' chief in the history of the city. At a time
 when the homicide rate is still absurdly

$i high, he wants to cut it in half by 1999.

i And he has persuaded the City Council
- to raise salaries and h.ire four hundred new

T

# ‘Antoinette Frank. On January 20, 1993,

B three weeks before Frank was made an

§ officer of the law, she disappeared; leav- .

§ing behind a note for her father. “I was
& doomed since the day I was born,” she

tried, and was seutenced to death by

wrote. ‘I see that now, I hate myself and
my life.” By February, she was back home
and on the New Orleans Police Depart-
ment. On the night of March 3, 1995,

‘Frank and an eighteen-year-old friend

named Rogers Lacaze dropped by a Viet-
namese restaurant called Kim Anh, in East
New Orleans, Frank had an occasional
job meonlighting as a security guard at
Kim Anh, as did a fellow-officer named

- Ronald Williams. The door was locked—

it was after dlosing time—but Williamns Jet
her and Lacaze in. One of them shot Wil~
liams several dmes, and he was finished
off with a bullet to the head. Williarns was
twenty-five and had a wife and two sons,

one a week old: Frank went into the -

kitchen. There she found two of the own-
er’s children: Ha Vu, who was twenty-
four, and Cuong-Vu, who was seventeen
and wanted to be a priest. The two had

-been cleaning up. When they saw Frank

and her gun, they sank to their knees and
begged for their lives. Frank pistol-
whipped them both and then shot them

in the head. Their sister, Chau Vu, had .
been hiding in a storage cooler with her

brother Quoc, and saw the mu:de:s, later,

she testified against Frank:

" “One of the bitches got awa}.', ank

* said as she left the kitchen. Then Frank

and Lacaze robbed the restaurant of ten
thousand dollars and lefr the scene. Frank

"headed to her station house, where she

picked up a patrol car. Word had spread
‘that a police officer had been killed, along
with two other people. Police begarn ar-
riving at the restaurant, among them Chief

Pennington, As they pulled up, they saw -
Frank forcibly leading Chau Vu out of the -

restaurant. Frank tumed to her and asked

"W’hat happened?” :
- “You saw what happcned’ Vu s:ud
“You killed my brother and sister!” -,

The other police began to qucstion
Frank. Before long, she confessed..
. “An officer murdering another offi-
cer—that’s the first tme I've ever heard of
that happening,” Penmngton told me.
“That was an all-time low.”

At Frank’s trial, the jury deliberated for
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twenty-two minutes before convicting her
on three counts of first-degree murder.
Frank has been sentenced to death by le-

~ thali 1n_|ec1:|on and is awaiting execution at

a women's prison.in St." Gabriel, Loui-

~siana. As she was put in jail, police re-

opened a missing-persons report filed on
her father, Adam Frank. In November,

1995—fourteen months after the report.

was filed—a dog discovered human bones

at Mr. Frank’s house. -Pathologists soon
discovered ribs, part of a spine, and a skull
with a bullet hole in it. So far, nobody has
been indicted; howpvcr, the main'suspect,
sources in the dcgartmcnt sad, is An-
toinette Frank. “Some unbelievable things
happen in New Orleans, Pcnmngton
said. “Truly unbeheivable things.”

+ 3. THE NEW EYON{ YANKEES

FLEW to New Orleans to meet-Jack
Maple and had as company his pa-
tron, Bill Bratton Since Bratton was
forced out as comrmss;oncr, he has been

working as an executive for a security

company catled First Security. He has
travelled to South Africa, England, and

“various Amernican citie$ to provide, for a
fee, advice on policing. New Orleans was

Maple and Linder’s account, but he was
going there to give a luncheon speech to
the Police Foundarion and spcnd time
with Maple. - - B

. Bratton favors regimental tes, a suit
during the week, a:camel-hair jacket on
weekends. His posture is military straight.
He enjoys the company of the rogues
around -him, but he also travels easily in

higher realms. It does not take too long-
‘before he has given his opinion of tasting

menus (negative) or the amenities at the

" Colorado spread of the investor Henry

Kravis {positive). | =
Even unbalanced: strangers have qulddy

* discerned the stylistic differences between

Bratton and Maple. Once, the two men
were walking through the main concourse
of Grand Central Terminal and a vagrant,
deep in his cups, stopped them. “Hey!

“You know who you look like?” the bum

said to the Commissioner of Police.
“No. Who?" |
“Douglas MacArthur,” he said.
Bratton seemed pleased.
"“And you look like Winston Chur-

| chill,” the vagrant said to Maple.

‘Maple was also pleased, and the two
men started to move on. Then they heard
the man shouting after them.

"No' Wait a minute!” the vagrant said,
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' pointing at Maple. “You're not Chur-

chill—you're Fatty Arbuckle.”
Brarton stretched his kegs and smiled

at the memory of it. But, like all Maple’s

friends (and even his enemies), he was
quick to point out how deceptive, how
deflecting, Jack’s image can be.

“Remember one thing: Jack is the
smartest man. I've ever met on crime,”
Bratton said. “He has a high-school edu-
cation, and yet no one is smarter. You cut
through all the conscious flamboyance
and there is a brilliant man sitting there.
Way back when, his was the one voice
crying out in the wilderness.”

Just as Maple was writing his Charts

of the Future, in the eighties, crime went -

out of control—in New York and in
nearly every other city in the countyy.
Tens of thousands of mentally disturbed
people were deinstitutionalized; S.R.O.s
were closing; and, worst of all, crack co-
 caine spawried an unprecedented rise in
‘narcotics-trade murders. The crack trade
led to drive-by shootings, to gang wars
played out with machine guns. Brat-
ton has long said that one of the main in-

. fluences on his thinking about ¢rime
was a 1982 article published in The A2-
lantic Monthiy by James Q. Wilson and
George Kelling called “The Police and
Neighborhood Sa.fely"-—but better known
as “Broken Windows.” (Maple said to
me, “Don't tell the Commish, but I never
bothered to read ‘Broken Windows.’

" Shoot me.”) The article claimed that so-

ciety had undergone a precipitous decline
in standards of behavior, and that we had
learned to tolerate a range of once forbid-
den conditions: in New Yorkers’ terms,
farebeating, ‘public drinking and urina-
tion; mild harassment, Wilson and Kel-

ling’s view, which Bracton put into prac-

tice at Transit and at the N.Y.P.DD., was
that the police should be vigilant about
-* the minor, “quality of life” infractions that
heightened discomfortand fear by doing
that, they could also make inroads against
the pcopie who were committing more
serious crimes.

When Bratton and Maple took over’

the Transit Police, seven years ago, they

pushed an uncompromising program for

“taking back” the subways. Officers were
 stationed at turnstiles and were ordered to
. make arrests. Fare evasions dipped from
nearly two hundred thousand per day in
1990 to forty-five thousand per day in
early 1996; police also found that they
were arresting people with outstanding
- warrants—the same people, very often,

‘who were committing violent crimes

above ground and below. All New York-
ers—in Harlem or Howurd Beach or on
the Upper East Side—can see the im-
provement in the subways, just as they
now can see the changes on the street.
Some criminologists insist. that at least
part of the statistical drop in efime in New
York is due to a momentary drop in the

population of teen-age males, ceasefires

among drug gangs, a stabilization of the

_crack market, the economy, and other
factors beyond police control, But even -

the most critical give at least some credit
to Bratton and company. “We changed
behavior,” Braton said. “Disorder went
daown in all seventy-six precincts.” .

THEN Brarton arrived at the New
- Otrleans airport, a tall and smil-

‘ing businessman named John Casbon

met him at the gate with his hand out-

stretched. In despair over the New Or-.

leans police, Cashon had come to New
York and sat in on a session of Comstat
while Bratton was still commissioner, and
he was so inspired that he rounded up the
money to start the New Orleans Police
Foundation and, eventually, to hire Lin-
der and Maple. “T1l tell you one thing,”

Casbon said gravely as the limousine

. headed downtown. “If we don't clean this

place up scon, we're all gonna lose our
shirts.”

Jack Maple was waiting for Brarton at
the Royal Sonesta Hotel, in the French
Quarter. He was decked out in his usual
(non-boating) attire: blazer, bow tie, a
full beard.As he watched Bratton work
the room, Maple confessed that"after a
couple-of months in'New Orleans, he
missed home. “After all,” he said reason-

-ably, “there’s just so much of this gumbo

shit you can eat.” His heartache was eased

by the discovery of a decent focal haber- -

dasher, Meyer the Hatrer, and the even
more pleasant discovery that; at least at
the very top, the New Orleans Police De-
partment and the Gty government seemed,
at last, determined to change. They had
to fight especially hard in two areas,

-Maple said: the French Quarter down-

town, and the housing projects. The
French Quarter (known as “the Eighth”
to police) is the center of fourism; the
housing projects—Desire, B.W. Cooper,
Iberville, St. Bemniard, St. Thomas—were
the scenes of horrific crime and con-
centrated despair. To lose the battle with
crime in. the Quarter would be to lose

_ the city’s economic heart; to lose it in

the projects would be to lose the city
plain.

Maple popped an hors d'ceuvre into
his mouth and said, “The city’s back is

‘against the wall, and every other cliché

you can think of. This is their big chance.
The public wants it, the police want it,

- everybody wants it. They'vé got fo move.”

-The most glaring difference between
New Orleans and New Yok, he said, was
that in New Orlcans “ eve.ryone hasagun.”
More or less. Now there 15 even a law al-
lowing ctizens to carry concealed weap-
ons with a permit. “In New York, I never
carried a gun,” Maple said. “Here I carry
a Glock But, look: they've got a lotta
problems down here. People talk about,
‘Oh, you don;undcmtand—New Orleans
is sPec;al It's unique.” Yeah, fine. I sall
think we're gonna hzm: a b1g win here.
You watch.”

We all filed into an enormous ball-
room. In front of an official audience,
Maple is, even now, deferential to Brat-
ton, and during Brattor_l’s speech—a
speech he has given, in one form or an-

other, hundreds of imes—Maple affected

an expression of intense concentration.

- “You npped one way,”; Branton said,
“and you can tip the ot.her‘way Bratton
is nothmg 1f not a professmnal cheer-

e ———— |

\WANTED POSTER

' In 1841, Edgar Alian. Poe intro-
duted C. Auguste Dupm—and ar-
guably, the detective genre—in a

* short stary about a mother-daughter

. murder with an unlikely perp. In

- theracy 1932 Universal Prctures ver-

ston advertised at the right, all that -
_rematns from Poe’s talé of ratioci-
nation is his culprit, an ape, whom
Bela Lugost vainly tries to mate
with young ladies snatched from
the streets of Paris. On March 1,
the poster, along with nearly four
bundred others from the collec-
tion of Todd Fesertag, goes on the
block at Sotheby’s. I was contacted
by a family in the Midwest,” Feier-
tag said, expfammg his well-
preserved acquisition. “They had
been living in an old schoolhouse,

- and during renovation they dis-

 covered the poster between’ two
beams in the attic. Such posters
were perfect for insulation, since .
they're fourteen inches wide and
that's how far apart the beam: are.” -

@ SOTHERY'S


http:Iberville,.St
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" leader, and in New Orleans he was pump-

ing the pompoms pretty hard. The crowd -
cheered dutifully. My table was filled
with police commanders, and they raised
their brows as one and slowly _]oxned in

the clapping. We ¢an always try, one of :

_them a.llowed

HAT mght at Emen.l 5,a celebrated
place in.the Warehouse district,
'Maple'-was informed that he most assur-

“edly would not get any of that gumbe - .

. shit. He would have been lucky if he had.
Instead, Maple, his girlfriend Brigid,
Bratton, and a few members of the Po-
lice Foundation sat in Emeril's wine
room and faced up to a string of teeny-

- - weeny courses, each preceded by a teany

of learned waiters reciting scientific ex--

- planations. T believe we were*told that
‘the crawfish before us had been “Hayed
. with an angelic precipitate:
- looked for the crawfish and found little.
Later, when a waiter used the word “emnul-

sion” in regard to the three-inchi-long ~
.quail on our plates, Maple arched his.
- brow and, oh so subtly, used his left pml-cy

:to nudge the plate away from his person

" Maple™:
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“That bird must have put up some
fight,” he said.
With Brarton at the table, it was easy

1o see why he had been commissioner and
‘Maple his liege. Bratton is a man infi-
nitely bored with his new life. He has -
. ‘gone from being the center of. tablotd at-
tention in'the bigpest city in the world to
being on the sidelines. He passecl on a

mayoral run against Giuliani, and now he

'hopes, his friends told me, that if the
White House cuts loose Louis Freeh, the .
. director of the F.B.I, he will be the re- .

placement. At Emenl’s, Bratton seemed
to put himself on autopilot, and between
courses he entertained us with ser pieces
on crime. The foundar:on people were
charmed.

Maple, on the other hand, puz;r.led

over the emulsions and rolled hils eyes. He-
- was not terribly interested in feigning an
~interest in that which did not interest him ™~

He fairly glowed, however, when I asked

* him about what he was reading. - :
“I've been gorg-lng on military history

and strategy,” he said. “T never read much
‘before, but now I can’t get enough ” And

w1th that he- launched inté-a monoioguel_

that compmed the frosty relabonship be-
tween Roman emperors and their gener-

-als to the conflict between Giuliani ‘and
Bratton. (Later, Maple gave me his copy

of Lawrence Keppie's “The Makmg of the
Rorman Army,"with a passage underlined

"about -Augustus Caesar’s need to take

‘credit from his commanders:in the field:

“Victories were his, arid to be pub].lused ")
He also discoursed on the varieties of ge-
nius dispiayed by Napoleon, Admirai
Nelson, and Hannibal, and their wﬂhng—
‘ness to break with convenoen..

" “See, policing is dysfubetlonal in
thls country, and—maybe it's distasteful,
but the thought process, the analogy, h:_ts
got to be military,” Maple said. “For a
long time, policing has been using the
Fabian defense. You remember: Hannibal

- 15 rolling toward Reme around 217 B.C,,
" breaking one. leglon after another The
“Romans are getting a=scared. So they trot

out Fabius, who knows hc can’t win a
pitched battle with Hannibal. Fabius

* knows he can only stick and run, contain

‘the damage. WEL policing until Bill Brat-

“ton became police commissioner was
about the Fabian defense. 1~

-“In New Otleans, beforelpen mngton

0 showed up, they had no sense of mis-
.~ .. ston down here. They were downtrodden
- because of the: corruption issues. God

“knows, when I'came in, an outsider, there
. were some resistant lieutenants at first.

They'd say, ‘What makes you think this

- "ghit will work here? What do you know

i about New Oxlédns?’ The cl'uef is far morte

" Never .mz'nal7 what I @aﬁ Your Honor. I want to be

Judged for who I am, as an individual.”

L progresswe than a lot of the rest of the or-
" ganization. He's stralght I met the former
.+ “héad of homicide, and prictically the first

_. thmg out of his mouth was ‘What the hell
~do you Yankees think you &gn tell us?”

" Maple described how' he: ‘had begun
regular Comstat meenngs in New Or-
leans modelled on the ones in New York
At first, the sessions were rudimentary

and slow, rather liké prop- planes com-

pared with'a New York Concorde. -

“But it’s got to help them,” Maple said.
“And it’s not me, I've never had an original
thought in my life. Comstat just comes

- from experiences Pve had, being a police
officer, a detective. 1deas usually seem like
obvious things. Look at your paper clip.
Look at your zipper. Someone once sud
to me about Comstat, ‘Well, this sruff
ain't brain surgery. 'But] doubt that brain
surgery is all it's cracked up to be But I'l
leave that to the brain surgeons.”

A waiter interrupted to-tell us about
the new cruulsions that had been swirled
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THE CRIME BUSTER

over our dessert. Jack looked up
at him, with grave irony, like a
smart schootboy regarding an im-
possibly dumb teacher,

- After the waiter left, Maple
returned to his.favorite theme
g since he arrived in New Orleans:
¢ the likelihood of a turnaround in
America’s baddest city. A grin cut
across his face. “We've gorta win!”.
he said. “The crooks in this town
are exhausted. The burglars can’t
Lift their arms! They can't steal
any more stuff! The murderers -

‘have run out of ammo!”

VARLY the next mormning, af-
ter Maple had stoked him-

self with enough espresso to fuel
half of Umbria, we rode around
" «the city in an unmarked car. Just
Jooking, he called it. Just look-
ing is what Maple has done
regularly since he’s been in New
Orleans, Equipped with a note-
‘book, a badge, and his Glock, he
spends-his days dropping in on
meetings, crime scenes, investi-

2 gations, and neighborhoods. “]ack kind

[ of looks like a car salesman from New -

i York,” Pennington said. “New Orleans
~ police officers probably thought he wasa
salesman, and some thought he was ar-
¥ rogant and pushy, but they bégan to see
| .that he was very smart and competent.
He is a very knowledgeable person. He's
! made a difference already. He's got us fo-
! cussed on fighting crime now, and he hias
s believing we can do something about
" crime. I've g:ven him carte blanche in the
! orga.mzauon s

.+ Maple’s dover and 35515tant a heu-
' tenant named Michael Pfeiffer, was Just
.about to take us out to onc of the hous-
- ing projects north of downtown when he
- got a call that there had been a homicide
i in a working-élass neighborhood in the
- Second -District (there are eLght police
| districts in all).

“Let’s go there instead,” Maple said. “T .

% just want to see who shows up and who

does what, who interacts, and like that.”-

- It is Maple’s theory that “the biggest Le

; in law enforcernent 15 “We work well to--

gether.”” One of the main reasons for in-
- stituting Comstat m New York had been
 to codrdinate the activities of various an-
tagonistic bureaucracies and as Maple put
it, “enforce cobperation.”

We. travelled away from the New Or-
leans known to the casual tourist and

“Good morning,

down streets of shabby houses and rocky

lawns unti} we found a herd of police
cruisers. Pfeiffer pulled over to the curb.
As Maple got out of the car, he saw the
Second District commander, Lindz Bu-
czek. An intense and wiry woman in her
mid-forties, Buczek had been at the mur-
der scene and looked shaken. -

“It’s a bad one, Jack,” she said.

" “Well, let’s take alook.” .
. Adetective led Maple past a yel.\crw po-
lice line and around the back of a house to

' the:body of a young woman whe had been
bludgeoned to death; her skull had been

crushed, maybe with a hammer. Her pants
were pulled down around. her ankles. In

‘door-to-door canvassing, the police heard

about some of the people who might have
been around the house. The vietim may
have been a prostitute.. It was all very
vague, but it was still early. Maple stayed
for a few minutes, figured out who was
around and who was not, and who was
talking with whom. Then he headed back
to the car. He seemed satisfied.

“They did her pretty good, huh?”
Pfeiffer said. He said it more in rc51gna-
tion than in cynicism.

“Yeah, they did,” Maple sa.ld

'They got a suspect?”

~ “Not yet. But they're doing the right
things.”

Pfeiffer grew up in the city. He stud-
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ied engineering and eamed a law degree,
but despxte the rotten pay and the depart-
nient’s reputation he decided to become -
a cop. Pfeiffer, like a lot of white cops 1
talked to in town, said Lhat in the old.

'days, when the force was almost com-

pletely white, corruption was concen-
trated mainly on shaking down bar own-
ers, bribes of all kinds, protection rackets.
The force expanded i mtegranon at about

the same-time as the-cocaine market

grew, and as a result, -he said, the black .

cops who were inclined to corruptio

‘moved toward that new market

“Corruption is the constant down
here,” Pfeiffer said. “Thisjis Louisiana.

- They vote the cemeteries down here. It's
better than it was, but not much.” :

“Cops are not from another planet,”
Maple said. “Their backgrounds, their
weaknesses, are the same -as any other
human being’s. They are not descended
from the Planet Honest. Wc get them
from Earth.”

At night, I did some more looking

" around with Maple. We w'a.lked through

the French Quarter, searching for police.
“Nothlng, Jack said. “Not one car.

T've gotta tell Pennington. He'll blow a

gasket.” .

At its vortex, on Bourbon Street,

. the Quarter s like an cndicss frat party:

a huge scrum of people dnnkmg beer
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" from big plastic cups. The music from
dozens of bars and strip joints blares.

Tourists come stumbling out ipto the

streets of the Quarter, gumbo-stuffed
and liquor-dazed, and they are, to the
'hustlers who work the area, fresh meat.

The aime rate in the Q_uarter is noth-
ing like it is in the projects, but here 2 -

single shooting is front-page news in the

Times~Picayune and, no doubt, another '

dent in the city’s tourist indus-

try. The Quarter is the generator 4 %

of wealth, of jobs, of self-image. &
“You’d think tha_t with rhe-_ -

_ Chla.rter bomg'as important as it

is,” Maple said, * ‘a few foot patrols

. .would show up

Maple's main problem in New

- Orleans is one of temperament, . ..

In New York, as a deputy commissioner,
he could issue an order and it would be
executed. He could unmask a lazy or in-

competent precinct commander, and that

commander would suddenly fear for his -

job. In New Orleans, he is a consultant;
he suggests, cajoles, implies. He cannot
order. Jack lives in a world of 78 r.p.m.
In New Orleans, as a rule, people tend to
moveat 16, .-

© “I'mnot greatat blung my tongue, he _ ]
: _ . of seven children. His father, who was a’

szud "ButI try

\NE n1ght, we went wa.lklng w1th
Pfeiffer through various housirg
projects. The projects in New Orledns are
low-slung, brick, badly lighted, and in
many ‘cases half abandoned. The federal

goveinment began a renowﬁon Pprogram

that has pushed poople into scattered-site,
housmg around the city, and the. popula-

tion'of large projects like St. Thomas and

Desire is substantially less than what it .
was ten years ago. Amazingly, depopula-

tion does not necessarily lead to a lower .

rate of crime. The abandoned houses a.re :

genl:n.ﬁed they become crack dens.
We drove to 2 project on Malpomene

Street, and Pfeiffer dug in his trunk and

fished out-a ‘blue pol.lce windbreaker for
'me. By the look of its insignia, I had

joined the narcotics squad. I didn’t know

exactly who was hanging out here, but I
~ knew that, in general, Louisiana had its

fair share of gangs: Banditos, Sons of Si--

-lence, Banshees, Bottom Boyz, Latin
Kings, 59 Bloods, Viet Pride, Asian Life,

we ‘walked toward a particularly nasty
stretch of the project, Maple saw the wor-
riedlook on my face and said, “Don't
rry If there’s trouble, we've got a jour-

*% 211 Soldier Bloods, Rolling 60's Crips. As .
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nalistand a consultant on hand. We'll say,
‘Stick 'emn up! It's the Imaginary Police!’ ”

It was a warm night, humid and
buggy, and many people were sitting on
their stoops. Litte kids were still out
playing ball amid concrete and broken
glass. Maple strolled around as if he had
been doing this all his life and nothing

and no one would hurt him. Pfeiffer, on

I'.he other hand, seemed nervous, jumpy.
It bothered him when a few peo-
_ ple looked at us and talked about
us, sottovoce, I stayed near Maple.
) We were not here for tourism.
N Maple' had another purpose in
I mind. Every so often, he stopped
~ and asked people whether they
had much contact with the police,
whether foot patrols had come
through lately. Invariably, the answer was

that they had not seen an officer ina very '

long time.
“Haven't seen anyone in a year.”
“Its been a few months at least.”
“Tell you the truth,” one wornan said.

_‘Tm shocked to see you boys at all. Where: -

you from?”

APLE grew up in the. Rlchmond
Hill section of Queens. He is one

mail carrier on the New York-to- Buffalo

' run, died in 2 veterans’ hospital three years

ago. His mother, who died two years ago,
was 2 nurse’s aide. Jack went to Catholic

schools “with nasty nuns” and then at-

tended Brooklyn Tech; a prestigious
school for math and science wonks, He

failed the exam in aeronautics, among -
.other subjects, Ma.mly, he was a truant
"who spent his time at the'Museum of

Natural History. Brooklyn Tech did not
choose'to confer .on him the honor of 2

~diploma. Evennually, he got one from a
less distinguished outﬁr the Fort Greene
, 'nght School. '

“My father knew I'd he a loser—there
was no way I was going to college—and
5o he brought me to Grand Central one
night,” Maple said. “This was just in sev-
enth or eighth grade and the war in Viet-
nam was going on, the early stages. There
were coffins on the plalforms My father
said, ‘Kid, if you don’t make something
out of yourself, you're going to die in

-Vietnam.” And so he had me take all the

civil-service exams—police, transit, post
office, fire department, all of them—when
T'was sixteen. My father had what we call
in the police ‘accurate and timely intelli-

~ gence.” He knew where I was heading.”

. Crawford (“I don’t know if she beat

* some pot from a dealer on subway sf

E CRIME BUSTER

Before he joined the force, Maple ajVednesdays off, “]
worked unloading U.P.S. trucks and gwo™—the Twelf;
“21” as a page boy and, for a night, a5[pPt2in who was ¢,

‘men’s-room attendant. At “21 " the i3 1(:hmann, Maple

from Richmond Hill saw Aristotle Onsa
sis in his sunglasses, Eddie Rickenba

ont of the token b
¥ make any trouble

‘walking with a pair of canes, R_u;h Start making arrest:

Nixon, Vince Lombardi, Taylorand B ,.' as screwed, I was
ton {"Who never tipped”), and Joffhe chief of the Tra-
lechan, once told
daughter, but she was a temﬁc tipperpguided missile.” *]
“Growing up, I didn’t know nothid Sd “Sir,Tamam;
about nothing,” Maple said. “Idont $:he plan.”
I was very smart. The nuns? pounded Maple s rise bega;
into my ears that Jews were gomg to ROy squads; then, ;
and the Protestants weren't too hor, § p score in, the city
ther. We were taught that the Jews cruf rn and he took ow
fied Christ and that we were in big b Ta&k Force. In A:
trouble if we even looked at the Protd ) came calling. But
tant parade on Eighty-fifth Avenue § characteristically )
Brook]yn -Queens Day. But workingffo 2 new apartment
21, that was good experience, because fich was promptly
ter that I wasn't intimidared, I realidpk all my thin clothe
that even the powerful people pull dog S, he said. “T wa:
their zippers to piss.” i I' Sonal Life was fall;
In 1970, Maple started working sfinsit pcople were re;
Transit trainee in Bedford-Stuyvesafis out.”
Three years later, as an officer, he gd For all the plcasur

taste of the danger of the job; duringfen in his success, 23

akes, he has had .

failed marriages

arrest, he was smacked over the head
a four-foot-long steel pipe; ﬁnally, in

struggle, Maple and another officer sgper not talk about),

and killed the assailant. Things got wd Firen from those ma
Working undercover in 1975, Maple boi nteen-year old ¢
the first, a seven-
near Bryant Park. When Maple tried 'from the second), v
arrest the dealer, the dealer grabbed § When he can. But
ple’s gun—a humiliation, as weii asanfays sclf-plty and

tal danger, foracop—and shot twice. pathy when it co.

_shots just missed Maple's head The if-.

dent ended with Maple getting his ['m vety Iuclcy, he
back, and shoon.ng—but not killing—¥ning éver coffee. “J
dealer SRENNT: anokat how thes.

: “T almost gave up that tlme, Maple in these. fuck_mg i
“'Iwasnghtonr.heedgc He was overp iClrs> My life is “The
eTing me, lmod-cmg mearound. These 1§, it's Father Knov
stay with you in a funny way. You dffpared to that. I éan
about them. You learn how to protect lSome of those Lives,
self berter. You correct your mistas rcale of pain.”

The one mistake Maple never lea
to correcr—the one he never wantgFAPLE takes polic
correct—was an insistence on makindk. less seriously 1
rests “off post.” Transit po].lce argary man does the
supposed to make arrests on the sqle also adores the
but Maple did it all the ume For hifent value of his jo!
forts, he was transferred around thd § Maple was eatin.
and was given such assignments as 2 the French lec
ing the J line on Thanksgiving Day. a, Bratton, and By,
when he was living in Howard Be Cheryl Fiandaca, v
was assigned to the Bronx, a commy gal reporter for W.
two hours each way, with Tuesda t.he midst of every
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Wednesdays off. “The head of the One-
Two"the Twelfth Precinct—"was a
3 captajn who was to the right of Adolf
‘, - Eichmann,” Maple said. “He puts me in
- front of the token booth and tells me not
~to make any trouble. But what happens?
1 start making arrests on the way to work.
I was screwed. I was cornered, tortured.”
The chief of the Transit Police, James B.
Mechan, once told Maple, “You're an
unguided missile.” To which Maple re-
plied, “Sir, I am a missile, but I know my
ﬂlght plan.”

Maple’s rise began in 1985, with his
decoy squads; then, in 1988, he got the
top score in the city on the lieutenant’s
exam and he tock over the Central Rob-

was characteristéally hard. Maple moved
R into a new apartment, on the East Side,
% - which was prompdy burglanzed. “They

b ones,” he said, “I was heartbroken, My
B personal life was falling apart, and the
& Transit people were ready to stab my Eye-
f'-" balls out.”
£ For all the pleasure that Maple has
& taken in his success, and for all the jokes
- he makes, he has had a very rough time:
»the failed marriages (which he would
athér not talk about), the two
children from those marnages (a
¥ seventeen-year-old daughter
¥ from the first, a seven-year-old
on from the seeond), whom he
ees when he can. But he never
etrays Self-pil'}' and deflects
ympath when it comes his -

}':Im very lucky, he said one ;

orning over coffee. “Have you F
aken a look at how these people
tlive in these ﬁ.lcklng housing ¥
' 1'ojects> My life is “The Cosby °
Show, it's Father Knows Best
Ficompared to that. 1 can identify
W1th some of those lives, but not
WEthat scale of pain.”

PO

APLE takes policing no
-Jess seriously than a

.ger in thc French Quarter with
| ngld Bratton, and Bratton's

e, Cheryl Fiandaca, who is
le legal reporter for WABC-
V. In the midst of everything,

3

bery Task Force. In April, 1990, Bill Brat- "
B ton came calling. But even that transition -

ook a]_l my thin clothes and left all the fat

a raging argument began: What are the
best police movies and television shows?
Bratton and Maple agreed on the movie

in a second: “Madigan,” with Richard

Widmark and Henry Fonda. Maple, of
-course, knew huge hunks of the fitm by
heart and recited most of it. “It’s a great

movie, and realistic;” he said finally, “be- -

cause it's not some complicated thing, It's
about a cop who gets his gun taken from
him and then tries to get it back. It’s

- about a couple of guys who were doing a

favor for some guys from Brooklyn.”

On the issue of television shows, there
was a more complicated debate. One:
thing was for sure, Bratton insisted—the
‘winner was surely not “NYPD Blue.” '
“Sipowicz 1s a racist brute,” Bratton
said, referring to the hormade detecnive

' pJayed by Dennis Franz. “People are fas-
cinated with him, and they play him as a

sympathedc character, but he is every-
thing you try to get nd of. He's racist and
brutal; he’s all too read.”

‘Tl tell you what show got it nght
Maple said, and he beg—an tosing:

Therc sa holdup in the Bronx,
‘Brooklyn's broken out in fights.

- There's a traffic jam in Harler, . .
That's backed up to Jackson He; shts. -
There’s a scout troop short.a'child,

05

Khrushchev's due at Idlewild—
Car 54, where are you!!

I thought that maybe Maple s taste in
cop shows went back to the sixties because
he hadn’t seen many lately. He does not
watch much television. ‘A couple of nights

- later, we went up to hi¢ room at the Hil-

ton. At my request, welwatched “NYPD
Blue.” T wouldn't say he liked it any less
than Bratton had, but after half an hour
or 50, when a secretary breathily informed
Detective Sipowicz that she was wearing
a black rubber brassiere, Maple smiled

- and said, “Well, that’s the first realistic

. I
thing I've seen so far.” -

4. MAPLESTAT

IF Maple is gomg'to'make adentin the
crime rate in New Orleans, a great

deal will depend on how much he can

transmit to Pennington’s key deputy,
Chief of Operations Ronal Serpas. Come
spring, Maple will be in New Orleans just
one week per month, a.ncli Serpas will be

" on his own.

Serpas’s birth’ certificate says he is

- tharty-six, He looks as lf he had begun
‘shaving during the Clmton Adminstra-

tion. He seems so young and has been

.-+ promoted so qmqklr—mort: quickly than -
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anyone else in the modemn history of the
N.O.P.D.—hat his less charitable col-
leagues have dubbed him Major Minor.

One aftemoon, I went arcund the De- -

sire project with Serpas and a lieutenant
named Russell Vappie. As we drove along

the highway, Serpas pointed to a collec--

- tion of tiny houses and said, Thats
where we grew up, poor as church mice.”

Pohmng has been the family profession
_ since 1914 Scrpa.s is, perhaps, the least
- Cynical person in the department. He
dropped out of school when he got his
girifriend pregnant and had to go to
work. He is now closing in on 2 doctoral
degree in urban studies and is even more
steeped In the sociology of crime than
Bratton is, to say nothing of Maple. But

to Serpas the project is personal rather’

than academic.

~ “Pennington is gwmg us dle opportu-
nity to be something we've never been be-
fore,” Serpas told me. “T came here when
I was twenty—almost seventeen years
ago—and [ was surrounded by people

.who'd been indicted and reprimanded,
people who had been abusmg the system
every which way.

“In the late fomes and ﬁfnes there
were so-called brown-bag capers—bribes
paid out by bars and strip joints, for extra
protection. In the late seventies, some

- officers in the Third Distict were run-

ning their own burglary ring. These prob--

lems are endemic in police work. But
there’s a difference. If a doctor is guilty of
‘malpractice, well, sooner or later people
will go to another doctor. In our case, if
the police are guilty of malpractice, where
is the community supposed to go? When

THE GAUNTLET

It bas been said that the decline of
American civilization began when
ladies stapped wearing gloves on
Fifth Avenue. Now the f{ow has
once again marked a milestone on
‘our national road fo ruan. The Rock-
ingham glove, the glove that didn’t
ﬁb—inwn’a&fy referred fo as “the
bloody glove,” a adP ase we beard 5o
often t,&at the adjective began fo take
o a distinctly British connotation of
disgust~—has attained macabre 1m-
marta[fty In “Bad Boys” the Bay
Areq artist Catherine Alden has cre~
ated a mordant wall pzece , ing on
the most infamous exhibit in the
trial that mesmerized the nation.

we've lost theif trust, what do they do?
Find another pohoe force?”

I told Serpas, who is white, that a Jot
of white officers said that at least part of
the reason for the decline in the eighties
was affirmative action. They were filled
with jealousy and resentment—a strange
emoton, it seemed, considering the repu-
tation of the department for decades be-
fore. Serpas gnmaced “Were it not for
affirmative action,” he said, “T and many
other white and black officers would never
have been promoted. The only ones pro-
moted would have been the ones with
personal connections. That’s the way
things worked. At some point, we became

the employers of last resort. We would

take anyone who could read and write—
and just barely read and write. We lost a
lot of faith in ourselves, and we certn.mly

tost the faith of the community.”

We drove and walked around the De-
sire project ‘for a while. But, unlike some
other projects where T had been with Ma-
ple, Desire had benefitred from the estab-
lishment of 2 “substation” in the housing
project, a kind of adjunct to the Sixth Dis-
trict hcadquarters One teen-ager told me
that just having the office in the project
meant that there wese fewer guns around.
“These guys hesitate a little before doing
bad,” hesaid. |

" Desire is stuck far’ away from down-
town New Orleanss. Vappie said he knew

" children who hadI never been downtowm,

never been on Canal Street or in the
French Quarter. “They spent their whole
lives inside Desire,” he-said. .
“For the people in these projects, dle
odds are just overwhelming,” Secpas said.
“A lot of these young people will soon be
dead or in pnson But, if we can help,
what greater success could there be;‘ And
that's not pie in the sky.
“Tack is critical: He gives us a chance

‘to see things new. We don't have énough

experience from outside~—or we didn't
until now. The vast majority of these
people are law-abiding citizens, and if we
can help them, well, what better thing is
there? I am an unabashed ideatist. I don't
get embarrassed about it, but I think most
police ofﬁcexs do.”
THE next rnormng, at seven, | took 2
cab to pohct headquarters with
Maple for a Comstat session. Districts
Two, F'we, S, and Eight were all sched-
uled to give reports. Thc commanders and
other police brass more or less stumbled
into the seven-thirty meeting. Maple was

i IOT. _
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year; m a callous and delzbemte atz‘empt to confuse tbe w:tnes:

pumped up, edgy, like a ballplayer before
a game. Nearly everyone else seemed at
ease, leisurely, like ballplayers in:the off-
season. Maple frowned. “They gotta crack
the whip on r.hc time,” he saxd under h.lS
breath. -

Finally, mryOne had ﬁled mto a duII
conference room with scattered chairs, an
overhead projector, a screen, and a few

tables. Serpas sat down. Maple pulled his

seat up behind him.

© “You want-a doughiout; Jack®” some-.
one said, offering a bax.

“T'want a// the doughnuts, Maple said.
“But, no, thanks.” :

. “Aren't yoii hungry,-]ack?" ‘

“T've been hungry since I'm five years
old,” he said. .

. The lights were dimmed, the projec-
tor went on, and Comstat began In ne
way did it resemble the intensity of the
New York version. The commander of
the Second District gave a defensive per-
fermance, rather like a schoolkid caught

out on his homework. Serpas, for his part, -

pressed the commander, but he did not
press too hard.

Once in a while, Maple would half
whisper, half cough a suggestion (“Uh,
warrants? What about . . . warranms?”), but
he couldn’t go far. Sorhetimes, Serpas felt

pushed, and, as is his right, he pushed
back. Maple’s instincts, his metabolism,
are New York, but Serpas and Penning-
ton have to live in New Otleans. Comstat
was stll new. “A month ago, these guys
didn't know anything about what was go-

ing on in their gwn precincts,” Penning-
B P ’ B

- ton told me later. “Nothing. They'd tell

me, ‘Chief, we're so busy with calls for ser-
vice that we don't have time for anything
else.” They weren't focussed on crime
fighting at all,”

Captain Michael Ell.mg'ton, of the Sixth
District—a district filled with crime-ridden

housing projects—was much more sure- -

‘handed and had the answers required of
him. He had an easy sense of where
crimes were being committed and how
to deploy his officers to make arrests and
cool off the hot spots. Ellingron’s head-
quarters were the worst in the city—I
had been there a couple of nights before,
and the building had all the roominess
and elegance of a toolshed~—but he had
done remarkable work. Homicides were

sdll at an “unacceptable” level, but other
- categories—rape, armed robbery, car

thefts—were coming down. Ellingron
also came to Comstat with a sense of oc-
casion. “This guy’s got it,” Maple whis-
pered to me. “He’s got the hint of arro-

gance, the pride, you like to see.” Eway
Ellington was also in posses-  J& inte
sion of a wry buteaucratic turnof g we'l
phrase. In refercncc toa murder Q¥ alws
on South Galvez, he said, without B ‘She
a hint of a smile} that the victim’s . quic
“genital arca looks like it could be mov
involved with a prostltunon typc - hug
armangement.” | g F
“Maybe she was a biter,” Ma- . forn
ple said. N.O
APLE and Linder are hop- ons

ing for 'quick results, but " with

- even their most ardent supporters “than
believe that ﬂlcywﬂl have towaita % place
while. The dt:partment isstill short ;‘ ‘the ¢
on officers and resources; Comstat & the e
is new; a: photo imaging depart- - thep
ment and the cnme’labs are just ‘@& who
starting to get used to the latest sming
technology. Worse is the depart- W b)

ment’s cultural Jegacy. For years, ~ 8

the leading crusader against po- - T

lice abuse in town: has been Mary  §#:who
Howell, a lawyer in: her forties on b
who_ has represented clients in J&¢Orle:
cases of police brutality. Howellis {]&iJame:
not a zealot; she does not hate the on th

department, nor “does she despair 1 ?fei’ni:

of it. She does, howevtr, know it well. . areas
When Howell bcgan speaking out in Ne
about some celebrated brutality cases, she ;38 Unive

was rewarded with obscene phone calls, ;
bags of excrement on her doorstep, and 2
dead pit bull thrown on her driveway.
Though she admires many officers on the ;fl:#¥since t
force, Howell has no illusions about th 5
New Orleans Police Department. She h
seen reformers come and go; she has rea
many eamest 1eports. It has also not es
caped her notice r.hat Jac:t:i:trnpa.n)m1g th scip]

and alarming rise in citizen complam ;
about abuse of authority, discourtesy, use:
of obscene language, and other infractions-
that indicate a more brazen force. ess vi:
Maple and Howell hang out some-
times at the same bar—Molly's, on De-_
cautar Street in the Frénch Quarter—and -
Maple made it a point to pay an official Jffawere ¢
call on her. Maple came away with a stack i
of avilian complaints (nearly all had been .
dismissed or ignored) and Howe].l came
away lightly lmprcssed -
- “Jack is a bnght guy who wants to do In]
good, but there have been other bright ;
Buys who have wanted to do good, and he
isn't staying forever,”'she told me. “This’
is a tough city—and 1 tough city for out- .
siders to get ahold of. It's slippery that’




§ well go right back to the way things have
a.lways been I told Jack one thing, really:

k& move toy soldiers around and assume a

F; huge change.”

,‘.':" N.O.P.D. was James Parsons, a police
chief from Bu-rmngham, Alabama. Par-
xsons a.mved in 1978, a Ph D. candidate

elghtcenr.h century, a.nd you sce that
'. _;‘_' the poh tical stu.ff is 50 systerruo, Pa.rsons,

New Orleans. He teaches at Tcmplc

proﬁtable substance comes onto the mar-
Rket that is illegal,” Fyfe said. “Former

folved. Sirice they are unschiooled and un-
' smphned, ﬂley screw each oﬂle.r and kall

lence starts to go away, and the traffic gets
visible. In Prohibition, the violence

; . In New Orleans, they should be so
"Cky Homicide has shown signs of de-
feline, but not over a sustained period.
‘Thanksgwmg week, for example, was

Wadisaster, a string of murders. In the  {

rFrench Quarter, men holding up the

qu.lck fix in New Orleans. You can't just.

Howe].l sa1d that one of the last re-~

of study Has been the dcpan:mcnf

Ethugs in low-profit crimes become in-

smarte.r ones gain a monopoly The vio--

Louisiana Pizza Kitchen shot four em-
ployees; three were killed. An advertsing
executive was raped, robbed, and mur-
dered by a parking-lot attendant. The
murders led to a candlelight vigil and a

" demonstration. In the French Quarter,
posters urged people to call the mayor's ’

office: “Give your name, telephone num-

ber, say the word ‘death;’ and hang up.”

ACK flew north roward home for a
" brief hohday He lives in a studio
apartment on Central Park South, an

~ address he chose mainly to be “close to
the general.” Bratton, lives in more spa-

cious quarters, a few doors down, Maple’s
apartment is decorated with a care in-
versely proportional to the attention he
gives his wardrobe. The place is chaos.
There is a Murphy bed, a pair of rose-

. wood dragon chairs, an excuse-me-while-

I-get-into-something-more-comfortable
screen, and many things on the floor. The

microwave is used occasiona.'lly for the

'preparation of matzo pizza. Morc oftcn,

Maple goes out. -

When he gets 10 New York now, Mi-
‘ple sces his children, and then heads out

at night with the old crowd: Bratton,

John Miller {who is back on the air at
'WNBC since being forced out of the
N.Y.P.D. by Giuliani in 1995), John
Timoney, Michael Daly. They all met for
dinner not long ago at Elaine’s. A couple
of tables away, Claudia Schiffer and Da-

~ vid Copperfield sat together, looking as

bored with each other as any old married
couple. He glared and she shimmered,

“both exuding a certain pleasant light, but
-they seemed sour somehow, as if all this

were fiot enough. No one at Maple's ta-
ble seemed to pay the stars Aany piind.
Théy Were more interested in busting

each other’s chops and having a good -

time. While Maple and Timoncy and
Miller traded stories—street stories, rmob
stories, Comstat stories—Bratton re-
ceded into his camel-hair jacket, smiled
thinly, and took it all in. Maple was in-
tent on cheering himup. -

“C'mon, Commish!” he said. “I¢1l be
like Lee Marvin in ‘Cat Ballou I'll go to
the ol’ rrunk and get ourt the old clothes,

-and we'll ezke it on the road one more trme.”

WS il
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Bratton smiled, but it was a forced
smile, the smile of a boy getung kissed by
a powdercd aunt.

“We still have fun, butir's a httle painful
to think about how short a time we had in

the limelight,” Miller told me later. “At least

for us, it was Camelot, Bratton was this new
star on the horizon who had all of this-
promise, and very quickly the promise
started to come true. It didn” rhave to un-
fold over long years. He was a tharismatic

- Kennedyesque character in New York. And

he came in alone. A Jot of torﬁrnissioner’s
came in from the fanks and had their gwn
guys and put those guys in place Bratton
brought in me and Jack: 2 TV reportcr and
a Transit ieutenant. When people called
me Commissioner, when 1 went to the
meetings and the guards snapped a salute,
I revelled in the tradition. But Jack used
to say, ‘Yeah, yeah, we're a coupla clerks
who work downtown.” We had this in-
credible run. At least I had a high-paying

job in the public eye. But look at Jack Jack
Tooked up one day and said, T know what

I'wanna be and I know what L arn, and in-
stead of leading the miserable life dealt to
him, he rumed around and invented the
guy he wanted to be. He invénted Jack
Maple and went forward as Jack Maple I
think he was happiest in his life in the
N.Y.P.D. It was just a goiden time. He
spent his whole life waiting to ﬁx this Ru-
bik's Cube. Finally soreone came along
and handed him the cube.” '
Maple still misses New York, that goiden
time, but he is no longer at sea. *I can live
with focussm g on New Orleans,” Maple

. was saying. “I know what all the critics

and the academics are saying. But all the
naysayers are refated to the pcople who
thought the World was flat. This'is a revo-

'lution. Remernber how Hanmbal used in-

fanay and artillery together, or hcmr Napo-
leon used rapid depl.cr_yrnentp Thosc were
revolutions, and so is what we 're doing.”

Around demght, Miller and Maple

-proposed a trip up to Harlem to see Lon-

nie Youngblood play sax at another favorite
hangout, Showmans Cafe, on 125th Street. _
Brattcun, who cannot bear smoke and loud
music, begged off and found a tab. His
head would hit the pillow at about the
moment Youngblood played the opening
notes to “Stagger Lee.” Miller hopped in
his jeep and Maple and Brigid got in a
Mustang and the race to Harlern was on.
As Maple steered through the night, he
heard the blare of a police siren not far off.
“Hey, Brigid! Listen”” he said. "They re
playiug our song!” ¢

'
|
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Crine mtes are gomg (Iown =1nd Wdhh

© " ington-is eafer to take credit. The Crime
" Act_of 1894 quadrupled-funding for state
and focal crime preventmn to.-more than -

- §3 -billion per year

the htghest Ievelq
" ever.

*Whether that fundmg mel ease caused--

-»the subseguent decline in violent crime is
unclear; primarily because federal funds -
support hundreds of different programs.-
Seme programs work, some dont -and .

.- some may even fncrease crimeé. But until
Cengress spends ‘more to evaluate these

"programs, we can't tell.
That is the major conclusmn ofa. report

- prepared by the Unlversny of Maryland’s
_ - -department of criminclogy and criminal
~ " justice-at.the request of_the_ Justice De-

Rule of Law.,

By Lawrence W Sherman

partment and mandated by Congress. By

asking for. a 'comprehensive;_scientific
evaluation of "the. Justice Department’s

funding for-local crime prevention, Con-
gress framed a more basic question: How -
: do we know what works'? What's the bot-

tomn-line?
Despite recent efforts to "remvent gnv—

’ érnment” with’ e]oser analogues to a bot-

tom line, the more appropriate model for.

-.\evatuatmg crime preventicn programs
. may be’'the Food and Drug Administra-
tion’s approach to ‘evaluating drugs:. Do

field tests with human beings show this

“progtam’ to be safe and effective? There

are already documented examples of how
thi§ approach is relevant to cnme preven-
tion:

evaluation of a ga.ng preventlon program i

_ litical advocates and tose out ln the com:—

. A"U.nrversrty of Southem Callforma :
/bottom line of program evaluations is not

Crlme Preventlon S Bottom Lme

f(al:nd llmt the pmgmm ._was huldmg_ the

. gang together and sustairing its violent

crimes. - When the program lost: funding, ’
the gang brnke up and its cnme rale de-

* ¢lined.

- & Controlled evalu&tldns of mandntmy
arrests” for mlsdemennor domestic as-

saults-show that. while arrest deterred -

Lome ass: nlrmts' arrest caused some other
assailants  to tncre'tse theu‘ vldlence

) ugdmsl WOITEn:

- Despite these research resnlts Con-.
-gress .has spent. hundreds of millions of
dollars a year on demestic violence and

* Zang prevention programs that may actu-

_atly cause more crime to occur. Whether -

“Congress is aware of thése bottom-line re-
sults is unclear. W‘hal ts clear is the ab-- .

-sence of a systematic process for. measur-
ing-the errectweness of enme preventmn .

. PrOgrams.

. Some of the- most popuIar crime pre-

\entlon pregrams have already been
-tested -at great federal expense—and
found’ tne[feetwe Yet their funding con-

tinues™ unabated. Military-style boot’

-eamps for juveniles, Drug Abuse Resis: .
" tance Education {D.A:R.E.} classes taught

to schoolchildren by police. officers, and

‘netghborhoed ‘watch prografns are bat
- three examples of proven failures to which
Congress -gives’ mrlhons 0[ dol[ars annu- -

aIIy N
More effective ways of treatmg Juvemle
offenders and preventmg drug abuse have

. been.demonstrated by careful evaluation
“research.” Teaching - juvenlle - offenders”
" skills like reading works better than boot

camps. Making schools more firm and con-

4

sistent-in overall- discipline wWorks -better --

than D.A'R.E. But these strategies lack po-

petttlon for funding. -
The biggest danger from. Ignortng th

Wi :sted funding:. “itis wrmted opportnnttles
Some of the most effeetwe crime preven- -

.‘even on the nationad agenda far rundmg.
let-alone in congressianal appropriations

for the Justice Departnient. Two of these '

focus on’'a widely  recognized cause of

ment in the hone. -

In  early - infancy, home visils by

nurses can prodice major reductwns in-

child abuse, which is a. risk factor for

‘later delinguency. Such visits” are’ re- -
fudired in a number of Western nations,
Hawaii offers it on- a voluntary basis to

all new parents, the majortty of whom ac-
" cepts Repeated “visits for- the first two

- years of life provide the greatest. benefit

" ‘RAND study suggests that home visits'to
‘infants may be more eost ef[eetwe than
prlson '
grams with. home visits by teaehers can
. prevent de]mquency up . through age 25.
This clear elléct has been found in.several
contrelled tests started in the 1960s. Yet to-
day, few Head -Start pregrams are bud-

geted for teacher home visits, and Head"
Start ltse]f lacks.sufficient. !unds to meet i

demand.

crime problems: earIy chrtdhdod develdp ’

_ impact, commissioned by- an-independent
‘In presehool years Head Start prd.

gress use the same formula. Oppenents of -
_ thisidea say that evaluation money could.

: grams are effective. ;

e good news is that thereis lncrea.s . -
.ing evidence to.support the ]argest‘smgie :

- program in the 1994 Crime Act: putting

100,008 more police on the streets, funded - - versity of Maryland

at SI 4 blllwn in f15cal year- 19% Naltonal

-

“" Institute of Justice studies show thatanin-- ~ 7
tion strategies known o science are not.

: .,t_ngh_crlme “hot spots,” where most crime

creasetl potice presence reduces crime in

. is concentrated. Full enforcement or “zéro

. folerange” policies in those hot spots may -~ - -

even reduce gun crime, the [2adifg theary . . ) .
_.about New York City’s free-falling homi-- ’

_.cide ‘rafe—now almost two-thirds Iower

_'than inthe early 1990s.
~ _The bad news is that much remains un-
known about strategies for deploying. po- *

. lice ahd the cost-effectiveness of different

alternatives. Sudden increases in person- . .
nel provide an unprecedented dpportunrty i
for controlled tests of policing strategies,

= eSper:Ially in high-érime poverty neighbor- . - ' - : -

hoods where policing often backfires: -
‘Funding this program without a-substan-"

* tial invéstment in comiparing the impactof - . .

hundreds of different approaches to com- -

_ munity pelicing is more than a wasted op- | L

portunity. It is comparablé to the Eisen-
‘hower administration giving schoolchild-’
Ten many.different polic vaccines without R
testing any-of’ them for safety and effec- L -

.- tiveness.
to children at high risk. This is-expen- -
sive, but the results are good. A recent:

The University d! Maryland report rec—-

* ommends that 16% of all- federal funding
for local erime prevention be set aside for s

_independent evaluations of the programs’.

evaluation agency in the Justice. Depari-
ment. Several-bills now pendmg in Con-

be better spent on effective programs to .-
fight, crime. But until Congress invests
more money In program: evaluatmns it i'

i
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" Mr." Sherman Chairs the department o:f
criminology dnd criminal _rust:ce at the Uni:
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" ‘comimunications-spectrum .
the Federal Communications Commis-. ¢
sion. Encouraged in part by the biddmg in
.auctions held: last year, Congress s -
counting on this-plan to provide some $20°
billion in revenue by 2002. But'the FCC's -
indbility- to collect promised 'revenues’ . -
. from last year's auction is: 1nereasmg.
""" doubts that it can raise such 2 ]arge sum, - -
.. The present crisis-has its reots in the )
'FCC's 1994 rules for'a new “personalcom- . - _
:the auctmn process'- A good compromlse
; solunon miight 'be & eal in which’ the 11 o

preneurs had little difficulty rgising the
initial capital-that was needed, getting '
commitments from-Wall Street, .incum- :
beni telecommunjcations firms; and even -
d large amount from Asian’investors."
- With Uncle Sam's generous payment’ .
_ terms added to the mix, the bidding be- ::

. entrepreneur blogk auction .ended in
- spring of 1996, a mind-boggling $16.2 bil
.~.lion had- been bid..(Thé second- ‘guetion,
.involving less. spectrum, brought.in just..
--under §1.billion.} This was aimost three

‘By. JAMF:; Garmso '_ '

A key element of the budget balanemg_

agreement is.a plan for more auctions of

" minications service,” .a new-type of ad-"-
vanced cellular system. Six PCS licenses
. were scheduled for auction in éach mar-- -
ket. To encourage “diversity,” twosets of . -
frequencies were et aside as “éntrepre-. -
neur ‘biocks” for small businesses. Suc-’ .

cessfu] bidders for these licenses were

-« given preferent]al payment. terms;-in-...
- cluding six:years -of ‘interest-only pay

ments, with only. 10% down. °
AS it turned out, many start-up entre

came a free for-all. By the-time the. firs

times. the amount bid in the auctions for
*he so-called big guys. Almost half of thi

came froim one company, NextWave TeIe— :

com; \'-'h.lch bid $4.2 billion. -

- Things fnight have worked out -flne i
. the bull. market for cell-phone investment
- -had continued. But it didn't. The, tnarket;
-, is now flooded with competitors,'so eapi-.
.~ tal is hard to come by. Simply put, the bid- .
-, ders made a et and lost, - '

- Making things worse, the RCC clemded' .
- to crack down on foreign investment, in- -~
" voking &nantiquated law limiting such
- investment to 255. As a result, NextWave

licenses - by .

pit
‘-Iooks Iike: there is no way it-will get the

-sure that this' sort of flaseo never- happens

’ ':gTess should make sure:it doesﬁ t impos
,unnecessary obstaeles to ra15mg the '

-'and to hve_
“budget . ;

- money

: At had to wait more than'10 months befare - -
it actually gotitsticenses. Now it and'sev-, -

eral ether b]dders have :old the_ _F_‘CC they

full $10.2 billion as scheduled. And if bld-
ders declare banl:ruptey —as. one already,__

ciés. in lmgatlon foryears. .
EXCESSlVE leniency; however, : '.

urifair-to tirms that-lost in the ‘original

bidding 2nd would hurt: the: credlhillty of

eenses are reauetmned and the

More important, t.he ‘FCC: should ‘en-

desptte the: reeenz problems spectrum it

- cense ‘auctions have:still been-a tremen:.

dous success, ‘Money:aside,  the, process“ _

7 has allowed the FCC toget more spectru.n__)_' e

_p.-.to Lhe expeetauons of thls_.
greement; >-the - commlsswnf
should  bofrow “a pagé from the' ‘movie,
“Jerry Maguire.” After every duction,'the
FCC - shouid demand "Sh_ow ‘me- _t_he_'

Mr.. Gattuso Is vice pre.sxdent Jor pol:cy'

“development at-Citizens: Jora So:md Eeon

omy F‘oundazzon
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