Maryland Beats W. Va.; Virginia, Va

Weather |

vt 16 mh. @h | ®

Monday: Sunny. High 75.

Low 55. Wind northwest 8-16 mph.

Yesterday: Temp. range: 69-88. :
4QL: N/A. Details'on Page B2, - l! M lmg @
117mYear ... No.287 .. SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 18, 1994

RosA LEE's STORY ~

POVERTY AND SURVIVAL IN WASHINGTON

' \\:.«\“*— e ———*M . . -
n 1932, in the midst-of the"Great De-- | two of her eight children, managed to
pression, Rosa Lee Cunningham’s | overcome the obstacles they faced and
grandparents and parents gave up | secure footholds in the mainstream of

their North Carolina ’ American society; their
sharecropping life foran _ @vevses; S «y  relative success makes
uncertain journey north. her story all the more
Unable to survive on a important to understand.
rural Maryland farm, Rosa Lee talks about
they abandoned the her experience in ways
countryside for the that are sometimes
nation’s capital. discomforting and
Rosa Lee is the link disturbing. She wants it
between past and told anyway. “Maybe I
present, between a world can help somebody not
that has disappeared and follow in my footsteps,”
the one that her children she told Washington Post
and grandchildren face reporter Leon Dash in
today in Washington. giving him permission to
Her life spans a chronicie her life.
half-century of hardship Her story—the
in blighted choices she had and the
neighborhoods not far : choices she made —
from the majestic offers a chance to

buildings where policy-makers have | understand what statistics only suggest:
largely failed in periodic efforts to break | the interconnections:of-racismypoverty,
the cycle of poverty that has trapped her | illiteracy;drug-abuse-and:-crime;and-why
and so many other Americans for solong. | these:conditions:often-persist-from-
Many of Rosa Lee’s relatives, including | generationto:generation. " *
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‘[ t's been rough. Lord knows, it's been rough!’

N ROSA LEE, From Al

Lee's calls for help, whether it’s to take in a grandchild suddenly left
homeless because his mother has gone to jail or to help Rosa Lee
with one of her many medical emergencies.

My interviews with Rosa Lee and her family grew out of a report-
ing project exploring the mterrelatlonshnps among racism, poverty,
ﬁhteracy drug use and crime, and why these problems sometimes
persist from generation to generatmn I first met her in 1988 in the
D.C. jail, where she was serying;seven.months for selling heroin; a
jail counselor who was aware of my project had suggested that I talk
to her. “She was arrested for selling.drugs:to-feed three.of- her-grand-~,

childfens he told me.

As Rosa Lee answered my initial questions, it was apparent that
her life was an intricate tapestry, each thread reflecting issues that
have absorbed and frustrated experts on urban poverty for years.
She grew up poor on the fringes of Capitol Hill, the daughter of
North, Carolina sharecroppers. At 13, after getting pregnant, she
dropped out of school without learning to read. At 16, she married to
get away from her mother. Within months, she moved back to her
mother’s after her husband began to beat her. Most of the men she
met, including the five who fathered her children, came from the
same poor D.C. neighborhoods where she lived; some of her preg-
nthanci&s were the result of a desperate but futile attempt to hold on to

e men.

She raised her children by herself, supporting them as best she
could by waitressing in nightclubs, selling drugs, shoplifting and
working as a prostitute. Uncertainty and instability became a fact of
everyday life: Since 1950, when Bobby was born, Rosa Lee has
moved 18 times, always within the District of Columbia, twice to
shelters for the homeless. Since 1951, when she was first arrested
for stealing, she has gone to jail 12 times, serving a total of five years
for theft or drug convictions. Now, some of her children were cycling
thrgxegh the D.C. prison system, repeating the pattern set by their
mother.

The more I learned about Rosa Lee and her family, the more I felt
that spending time with her offered a chance to et beyond’th st

iy
America:Some*friends“and oolleagues"doubted “that § would learil
much that was new, But I had written extensively about the Dis-
trict’s poorest communities since the late 1960s and had found that |
learned the most by forgetting what I thought I knew and immersing
myself in the subject as deeply as ! could.

Poverty is a phenomenon that has devastated Americans of all rac-
es, in rural and wrban communities, but it has disproportionately af-
fected black Americans living in the nation’s inner cities. As someone
who grew up in a black middle-class family in Harlem in New.York, 1
have always been perplexed by thecdiffering-outcories' of African
Americans who had migrated in massive numbers in the first half of
this century from fields of rural poverty in the South to cities across
America, looking for factory jobs and a better life. How is it, | won-

dered, that many children and grandchildren from migrant families
had prospered agamst considerable odds while some, like Rosa Lee,
had become mired in lives marked by persistent poverty; drug-abuse,
petty and violent crime and periodic imprisonment?

All of them carried out of the South the debilitating history of ra-
cial oppression and segregation. Once in the city, they stili faced per-
vasive racial barriers in employment, housing and education. Many
managed to overcome these roadblocks, while others remained
locked in desperate circumstances. Why did Rosa Lee and six of her
children take one path, while her sons Alvin and Eric took another?

When | asked Rosa Lee for permission to spend time with her and
write about her life, she was eager to cooperate, “I'm not saying I'm
going to change,” she told me. “But maybe I can help somebody not
follow in my footsteps if they read my life story. There have been
some good times. Some real good times. But it's also been rough,
Lord knows, it's been rough!”

1 told-her.Iwas._sképtical-that-her S{ory_would. reacli_tligse who
might-follow-in her-footsteps“-‘w

“That’s all right,” she said. “You never know who you may help.
You write it like I tell it.”

Her children were more wary, but they eventual.ly agreed to talk
with me too. So in the fall of 1990, two years after we first met, [ be-
gan to make regular visits to her apartment. It was the beginning of
a relationship unlike any other in my 27 years as a Washington Post
reporter.

A Survival Network

osa Lee and I are s:ttmg onza- couch in her living room on this

warm Sept. 5 mommg.m 1990, ttymg to decide what to do. Bob-
by has left us alone to talk;Patty'has gone back to her bedroom, and
Ducky is still asleep on the other sofa. [ had planned to take Rosa Lee
to the methadone clinic and then to a restaurant so [ can interview
her for several hours in relative quiet. Rosa Lee has other ideas.

She wants to go to the Pepco office so she can talk to someohe
about restoring _the electricity; it's been off since June 12 because
Rosa Leé Yas fallen-beliifid’in her payments. Patty has been cooking
meals on a neighbor’s stove, and she’s tired of bringing the food back
and forth. And now that summer’s almost over, it will be getting dark
sooner and they will need the lamps again.

Rosa Lee pulls from her purse a set of tattered, rolled-up papers,
slips off the rubber band and leafs through them. They are her most
important papers—her apartment lease, medical records, Medicaid
documents and bills of all sorts. Rosa Lee hands me the pile. I find
the electric bill, and we drive to the Pepco office on Martin Luther
King Jr. Avenue SE.

Rosa Lee is eager for me to come with her, My suit and tie, she
believes, might give her greater authonty with the bureaucracy. |

- -tell her that I'm a.reporter and can’t get involved in her:affairs. But |

see from her puzzled expression that she doesn’t understand what -
P'm talking about. :

1t’s hard to imagine Rosa Lee having trouble getting someone’s at- . o
tention if she wants to. She has learned how to bring smilés or tears * - -
to her long, handsome face whenever it’s necessary. Her hips are ~ -/

broader than they once were, but her 145 pounds settle easily on her
5-foot-1-inch frame, and she likes to boast that her narrow waist still
turns heads. Her hands are firm and strong, the result of washing
countless baskets of laundry on a scrub board when she was a child,

[ wait in my car while she goes inside. Half an hour later, she
comes out with a Pepco employee. Rosa Lee has told her that a “Mr,
Dash” is waiting outside. And the somewhat exasperated clerk tells
me that Rosa Lee doesn’t understand the bill, The clerk explains the
situation: Rosa Lee owed $528 when the electricity was cut off. She
had applied for emergency aid, and the D.C. Emergency Energy Of-
fice had paid $150 and the D.C. Department of Human Services had .-
paid $238, but Rosa Lee needed to pay half of the remammg $140t0. .y
get the electricity back on. ’ S

Rosa Lee says she doesn’t have $70. We drive downtown to the
D.C. Energy Office, but an official there says Rosa Lee isn’t eligible
for another emergency grant until 1991.

Over lunch at a Chinese restaurant, another crisis emerges. Rosa .
Lee needs a refill for medication she’s been taking and she can't find -
her Medicaid identification card, which allows her to pay 50 cents for ‘
a prescription,

Suddenly, she begius to cry. )

Through her tears, she tells me that she has the AIDS virus; HIV :
So do Patty and Bobby. Rosa Lee says she doesn’t remember exactly
when she found out—six months ago, maybe longer. So far, she says, *:
none of them has the disease.

She doesn’t know for certain how they got the virus. But they fit
the profile of those most at risk for HIV: All three have shared nee-
dles while injecting heroin. And all three have engaged i 1n prostitu-
tion.

“Why didn't you tell me you were HIV-posuwe?" Iask. N

“1 was afraid to tell you,” she says. “Because 1 felt you wouldn’t
come around me.”

No, | assure her, | have no intention of staying away. She seems -/

relieved.

Several questions pop into my head Is she still shooting heroin?
Are Patty and Bobby taking precautions with their sex partners? But
Rosa Lee is so wound up, so emotional that I decide to save them for -
another day.

We drive to a pharmacy in Northeast, where the pharmacist
knows her and has a record of her Medicaid card. He agrees to fill
Rosa Lee's prescription for AZT, a medication that sometimes delays
the onset of AIDS. A monthly supply of 100 pills costs $147.95, so
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. she could not possibly afford them without Medicaid. She shares
- them with Patty, who has let her own Medicaid eligibility lapse.
*  When we finally return to Rosa Lee’s apartment late in the after-

noan, she asks me to look through her papers to see if she is behind
in her rent. I realize that she is drawing me into her survival net-
work, butl offer to sort the thick sheaf of papers at home.

-+ The next night, I return them, divided into oversized envelopes

e
.

s

"with bold, printed capital letters to help Rosa Lee recognize the
words: WELFARE MEDICAL, RENT, PATTY, BIRTH CERTIFI—
(CATES and so on.

- Patty, Rosa Lee and I sit on the bed in Rosa Lee’s bedroom, A cru-
cifixis on a table next to her bed; often, when she is upset, she holds
the crucifix close to her chest as she prays for relief or forgiveness.

Patty points to an envelope marked RICHARD, “What does that
SBY

“DOn t you know your own brother’s name?” Rosa Lee says in dis-
belief,

- Patty shrugs. Her reading skills, it turns out, are no better than
Rosz Lee's.

. They decide to draw up a plan to straighten out their tangled fi-
nances, and they ask me to write it down. Patty, who hasn't received
welfare or Medicaid benefits for eight years, will reapply. Rosa Lee’s
situation is more complicated. She has been receiving $350 a month
in welfare and $280 a month in food stamps for herself and two of
her grandchildren; now that her daughter is out of jail and caring for
her own children, Rosa Lee will lose some of that income. So she's

, going to find out if she's eligible for other assistance.
It sounds good, but it’s impossible to ignore this fact: Welfare pay-

ments and food stamps don't begin to account for all the money that .

. comes and goes in the apartment.

y

o CHAPTER TWO

L

The Torn Photo

“M r. Dash,” Rosa Lee says one day in early October 1990
' “Why is it | can’t find a place with no drugs?”

She is standing in her living room, her hands spread in a gesture of
frustration and resignation, her voice competmg with the sound of an
afternoon soap opera on television.

Within a week of moving into a federally subsidized housing com-
plex in Washington Highlands in March 1990, Rosa Lee ran into sev-

~ eral drug dealers she had known for years, As broken ties were re-
newed, heroin and cocaine began to flow into her newly renovated
apartment, just as they had flowed into her apartment on Blaine
Street NE in 1989 and into various apartments on Clifton Street NW
-for years before that.
* In recent months, she tells me, she has cut back her drug use to an

occasional “speedball,” a mixture of heroin and cocaine that she lets
Patty inject into her hand, “The dope [hercin] I don't need,” she says.
“It’s that 'caine. The ’caine gives you a rush. It stays with you a little

while, and it makes you want more. You want that rush again, X Igo .

get a $10 bag of "caine and shoot it all by itself, ZOOM!”

She says these infrequent lapses don’t make her an addict, but [
don’t think she’s being candid with herself. For the first tinie since |
became a regular visitor six weeks ago, her eyelids have drooped no-
ticeably during our conversations and she constantly rubs the backs
of her swollen hands. When [ ask her about these symptoms, she in-
sists she hasn’t gone back to full-time drug use.

By now, Rosa Lee is comfortable with me, putting up with my tape
recorder and agreeing to let a Washington Post photographer, Lu-
cian Perkins, accompany me on some of my visits. Her backgfound
could not be more different from mine: When Rosa Lee was strug-
gling to take care of eight children in the early 1960s, I was a teen-
ager attending high school in Manhattan. When she was serving her
first prison term for theft in 1966, I was earning a college degree at
Howard University and working for The Post as an intern. When she
was selling heroin on the streets of Northwest Washington in the
mid-1970s, [ was writing about the devastating effects of heroin traf-
ficking on some of those same streets,

She doesn’t understand why I ask so many questions about her
childhood and her family, but she does her best to remember details
that are important to me but not to her. She knows that her grand-
parents, Thadeous and Lugenia Lawrence, picked cotton in North
Carolina before coming north sometime in the mid-1930s, but she
doesn’t know much else.

In fact, she has no keepsakes, no mementos, no record of her par-
ents or her grandparents—except for a single black-and-white photo-
graph of her mother and grandmother that somehow has survived
over the years. When [ first saw it, it was lying loose atop a bureau in
Rosa Lee's bedroom, unframed and unprotected, its edges torn, its
emulsion cracking.

Her mother, Rosetta Lawrence Wright, dominates the photo,
much as she seems to have dominated Rosa Lee in her youth. Roset-
ta is sitting on a chair that is too small for her large body, dressed in
what appears to be a white uniform, probably something she wore in
her ]Ob as a domestic worker. She dwarfs her own mother, Lugenia,
who is sitting in an overstuffed flower-print chair that seems to swal-
low her slight, almost frail body.

The memory of her mother, who died in 1979, stirs feelings of an-
ger in Rosa Lee, not tenderness. There was the time, Rosa Lee re-
members, when her mother accused her of stealing a welfare check
out of the mailbox. Rosa Lee was about 9. She ran to her grandmoth-
er's house, a block away. “She came around to my grandmother's
house and whupped ‘me. | mean really whiipped me! . .. Thé next
morning the mailman brought the check. My mother didn't say noth-
ing. She just got mad at the mailman.”

Most of Rosetta’s other children don’t share Rosa Lee's view of

their mother. They remember her as a woman working hard to keep

her family together under difficult conditions. “She taught me, *If you
want something, work for it!" ” said Jay Roland Wright, one of Rosa
Lee’s seven brothers. “I've always lived by that.” .

Jay Wright is 15 years younger than Rosa Lee; her memories go -
back before he was born. As a little girl, she says, she became devot-
ed to Ler father, Earl Wright, an alcoholic who died when Rosa Lee

was 12. Her father doted on her, but he also took his fists to Rosetta, - ,':

much as Rosetta took hers to Rosa Lee, “He'd go upside her head,
bam, all the time. He’d be drunk, She’d take it dead out on me, I nev-
er did nothing. [ was too scared.”

We look again at the photo. Rosa Lee has no idea when it was tak-
en or why she has it, She knows only that her mother and grand-
mother are sitting on the screened-in back porch of her grandmoth-
er’s house at 204 17th St. NE and that her grandmother bought the
house in the early 1960s.

This seems curious, Buying property is a sign of prosperity, not
poverty. How had Lugenia Lawrence scraped together enough mon-
ey to become a homeowner? And why, two generations later, was
her granddaughter Rosa Lee a permanent resident of public housing,
with drug dealers never far from her door?

Sharecropping Days

en Wright is Rosa Lee's older brother. He also is the family his-
torian.

“You have to ask Ben,” Rosa Lee would say to my questions about
her parents and grandparents. “Ben is the cne who knows about
that.”

For years Ben had organized family reunions, large gatherings
that brought together descendants of the Lawrences and the
Wrights, four generations that trace their roots to fertile farmland
along the northern bank of the Roanoke River in eastern North Caro-
lina and the tenant sharecropping system that served as the back-
bone of Southern agriculture until World War {1

The reunions brought together relatives from up and down the
East Coast. Branches of the family have put down roots in New Jer-
sey, Philadelphia as well as Washington, and many have secured a
foothold in working-class and middleclass communities. Rosa Lee
had little in common with these more successful relatives, so after
attending two reunions in the 1960s, she stopped going.

She kept in touch with Ben, but their relationship had soured in re-
cent years, When'| asked Rosa Lée why, shé was uncharacteristically”
vague, hinting that it was Ben’s fault. Later, Ben told me that there
was nothing vague about their falling-out: He told her that he would
never set foot in her apartment as long as she was dealing drugs.

- Bee ROSA LEE, A34,Col 1
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She has just one memento

of her mother

b

ROSA LEE, From AS3

WhenRosaLeewas;aﬂedmNewYorkonatheﬁchargem 1964,
‘Ben bailed her out. But when she started shooting heroin, he drew

the line. Ben's worki~—good job, steady income, retirement bene-

fits—had no place for Rosa Lee.

SowhenRosaLeeandlknockonmedoorofatmdexatmeDC
Department of Public Works storage yard where Ben worked, I'm
not sure what to expect. It is a raw, cold day, and I can fee! the bite
of the wind as I explain my project to Ben. He listens, looks at Rosa
Lee, and then invites us to come inside to talk during his lunch break.
Over the pext several months, Ben and others provide bits and
pieces of the family histary.

- Ben Wright was Rosetta and Earl Wright's first child, born on the
first day of summer in 1932, the year the Great Depression forever
changed the lives of the Lawrences and the Wrights. Rosetta was 15
at the time, and living with Lugenia and Thadeous on the cotton farm
where they worked as sharecroppers, about four miles south of the
market town of Rich Square, N.C.

Thadeous was the second generation of Lawrences to sharecrop
on the property, known as the Bishop and Powell plantation. By the
time Rosetta became a teenager, she had aiready heiped with several
cotton crops. The countless hours she spent in the fields changed her
body and shaped her soul, and taught her the importance of discipline
and stamina, She developed quick, powerful arms and a tough, stern
demeanor—a younger version of the grim, bmdingwumaninthe
photograph in Rosa Lee’s bedroom.

There is no available record on the Lawrence “share” in 1932, no
way to know whether the family earned enough to repay the white
landowner for the money be had advanced them over the course of
the year. According to family lore, Thadeous had a hidden source of
income that kept the family from faliing into debt: a moonshine still
that he kept going even after the family moved up north, “My grand-
mother said my grandfather did a lot of bootlegging,” said Ben.

Many sharecroppers, however, remained perpetually in debt, unable
to make their share, yoked to the same landowner year after year. Most
coutld not read or write, add or subtract, so they had no way to challenge-
the landowmer’s tally at harvest time. It was a harsh life, made even
harsher by the effect the Depression was having on the cotton farms
around Rich Square. The price of cotton dropped from $500 a bale to
$25 a bale. Joe Purvis, who owned the land where the Lawrences were:
farming, was forced to close down the farm after the 1932 harvest, So
when a Maryland tobacco faniner came through Rich Square looking for:
sharecroppers, theuwmdeudedmieavetharﬁiendsandmh‘
hvesandthelandthcyknewsowdj.

> They packed their meager belongings and headed wlththe:rfam
c}nldmtoMaddox’sfarmm‘;t. Mary’s County, Md. Rosetta, her in~

.fant son Ben and her new husband, Earl Wright, joined the Law-
 rences on the journey north.

_ Ben and his brother, Joe Louis Wright, vividly remember the sto-

ries that his mother and grandmother told them about their harsh life

in Southern Maryland. They had almest no money. Meals frequently

consisted of whatever they could pick or trap. “They were eating &
lot of muskrat and watercress,” Joe Louis said. Watercress grew -

" abundantly in the clear springs nearby, and muskrat was ther: a popu-

far Southern Maryland dish that the family never got used to. “My
mother would say, if she ever got a job and made any money, she was
pever going to eat another muskrat,” Joe Louis said. “Had to eat it,;
because that's all they could trap.”

. -After the 1935 tobacco harvest, like thousands of other sharecro

: pers during the 1930s and 1940s, Rosetta and Earl Wright gave
" rural life and headed for the city. The Lawrences stayed behind with:
‘3-year-old Ben, afraid that the boy might starve if his parents

couldn’t find work in Washington. Within a year, they too moved to!
the District. Their sharecropping days were over.

R

Segregated City |

ashington in the 1930s was not a land of opportunity for black!
migrants from the South, especially poor sharecroppers. It wast
a segregated city, but within the black community was a w
lished and educated middie class that traced its roots to the
slaves who stayed here after the Civil War. Over the years, these
cal black families had built an extensive network of church&j
schools, theaters and other institutions. It wasn't a closed society

. hut neither did it reach out to embrace the rural migrants.

" Some of the more fortunate newcomers had friends or family

to help them through the resettiement. Others, like the Lawrencesy

and Wrights, were on their own. Finding a job, any job, was a chakd
lenge. Most of the government jobs then open to blacks—the

and messengers and cafeteria workers—went to nuddle-dass

who had connections or education. “Those jobs were very co

tive,” Portia James, the chief researcher at the Anacostia Musmc;
said when | asked her to put the family’s history into perspecu“"
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“Those weren't considered regular working-class jobs. Those were
considered highly desirable jobs.”

Like hundreds of other rural black women who migrated to Wash-
ington, Rosetta became a domestic worker, Earl found work as a ce-
ment fnisher for a paving company. This fit a familiar pattern, ac-
cording to Elizabeth Clark-Lewis, a Howard University professor
who has interviewed domestic workers in her study of the period,
“The middle class was not standing waiting for these people with
open arms,” Clark-Lewis said. “Very few men could come in and get
a government job.” For most poor, rural women, she said, “domestic
work was the reality.” )

Thadeous and Lugenia found work too, but it was Thadeous’s
bootlegging that kept the family afloat. He would disappear for sev-
eral months at a time; only later did Ben learn that he was going to
North Carolina to tend the still.

Rosetta and Earl settled in the neighborhood just north of the Navy
Yard, within a mile of the Capitol, reating a series of houses that had
outdoor toilets and no electricity. Rosa Lee remembers the smeil of the
kerosene lamps.they lighted each night. As the family grew—Rosetta
gave birth to 22 children, 11 of whom died before reaching adulthood—
Rosa Lee became accustorned to bedrooms crammed with too many
people and living rooms with no place for private conversations.

Ben has no way to prove it, but he's certain that Thadeous's moon-
shine sales provided the money that enabled Thadeous and Lugenia

to become homeowners. The house in the photo, the one on 17th

Street NE, turned out to be the third of three houses owned by the
Lawrence family

Thadeous and Lugenia bought thei first property, a decaying two-

story, wood-frame house on the outskirts of Capitol Hill, for $1,400
in 1949, Four years later, they bought a second house nearby for
$8,000. The seller gave them a mortgage so they could make the

(7}

The first house went to Rosetta; two years later, hawever, the -

. .city condemned the property and Rosetta’s family had to move.

Thadeous died a few years later. Lugenia lived in the second house - . -
until the city claimed it for the Southwest Expressway, paying ber - - |-
$11,500 in compensation. She bought the third house, and when ahe.-. .~
died in 1985, she owned it free of debt. An appraiser estimated its -

value at $56,000. : .

In her will, Lugenia directed that the house be sold and the pro-
ceeds divided among five grandchildren. Rosa Lee was not among
them. I asked her why. “Because 1 was an addict when she died,” she
said,-and Lugenia was determined not to squander this asset that had
taken a lifetime to build. . )

The house wasn't sold immediately. Instead, the grandchildren de-
cided to use it as collateral to borrow $55,000, which was divided
among the five grandchildren after expenses. That satisfied the con-
ditions of the will, and left one granddauhghter with the house, a
mon mortgage payment and a place to live.

Buﬂtﬂijt' didn’t work out as planned. Within a few months, the grand-
daughter fell behind on the mortgage payments. In late 1987, Lawan
Wright, Rosa Lee's youngest sister. moved in after serving a two-
month sentence for drug dealing. For the next two months, Lawan
says, she used the house to sell crack. )

The martgage holders decided to foreclose. So in February 1988,
Lugenia Lawrence's house passed out of the family's hands for good.

Emergency

I t is Wednesday afternoon, Nov. 28, 1990, and Rosa Lee is
stretched out on a bed in emergency room 63 at Howard Universi-
ty Hospital, telling me about the seizure that has landed her there.
Actually, she’s not telling me much, because she blacked out and she
can’t remember exactly what happened.

The room is cool, and she has pulled the blankets up to her chest,
exposing only the shoulders of her white hospital gown and her
drawn, tired face. She looks awful o

This is her second seizure in two days, her third in six months.
The doctors don’t know the cause of the seizures, so th,ey have been
putting Rosa Lee through a series of tests, which don’t bother her
nearly as much as the telephone calls from Patty and Ducky to sgtt?e
minor squabbles. “Why are they worrying me, Mr. Dash. while 'm in
the hospital?” she says. )

The doctors suspect that Rosa Lee's drug use has something to do
with triggering the seizures. On Monday afternoon, Rosa Lee and
Patty shared a “billy” of heroin—a semall bag that sells for about $20.
mmediately afterward, she had 2 mild seizure that sent her to the
emergency room but didn’t require a hospital stay. Still, she seemed
shaken enough by the experience that | thought she would stay away
from heroin for a while.

Not shaken enough. i o

On Tuesday afternoon, she and Patty bought another heroin billy
at an “oilin’ joint” for heroin addicts'on Georgia Avenue. Patty gave
herself 3 hit, then Rosa Lee. As they went cutside to hail 2 taxi, Rosa
Lee suddenty went limp and her eyes rolled back in her head.

) j}ivingrb@ﬂnh,buﬂgftfgqg@invu@e,m&gd
" everyone's so exhausted. . M Ag3% ¥ T3

Patty struggied to keep Rosa Lee from fall
shouting from across the street. It was Mﬁnﬁgﬁhﬁ;ﬁg:ﬂﬁ
duty, driving a2 Metrobus north on Georgia Avenue when he saw
Patty trying to hold Rosa Lee. “Get Momma to the hospital” he
yelled from the driver's window of his packed bs

Patty, still high from the heroin, maneuvered Rosa Lee into a taxi- -
At the hospital, Rosa Lee's doctor, Winston Frederick, was furious.
“H_you suffer another one of these seizures, we may not be able to
bring you back,” she remembers him saying, . %

When she goes home on Dec. 10, she vows 5 berself that Ber Beg? .

Par)

oiil days are_over..But home is still the same apartment ; ; i
ton Highlands in Southeast, where Bobby, Patty and %%'—ﬁﬁﬁ
much of their time in pursuit of their next high. " 5 = -2 3.3
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CHAPTER SiX - : o
Ly o, £
\ R ) T
Rosa Lee’s Christmas =7
“B oy, what a night,” Rosa Lee says, settling into the front seat = =~
of my car on Christmas:morning-1990 for a txip to the metha. . _.
done clinic, . RIS
Recovering drug addicts don’t get holidays off. If Rosa.lee wants.._; .
her daily dose of/methadorié, she still has to make the cross-ibwn-, ).
trek from her apartment in Southeast to the clinic on N'Street. NE;
not far from the Capitol. On the best of days, it's a 30-minut& trip-re<
quiring two~bugEs}, the holiday bus schedule makes it an uncertain
journey that can last more than an hour. She's still weak from her
hospital stay, so | have offered her a ride. - S
When | arrive at 8:30 a.m., Rosa Lee is ready as usual, but every- .
one else is asleep, including her grandchildren. Unopened gifts lay. .«
waiting under an artificial tree decorated with plastic yellow gara. .- &
lands, candy canes and colored glass bulbs, Patty is stretched out. g

-

. It all started with Ducky’s paycheck. Late in the Ducky .
brought home $270 from his job at. Kentucky Fried Chicken, ki
$150 to Rosa Lee for his share of the rent, food, cable TV and utii-y
ties and left to buy crack with the rest of the mooey.- = . - Jile -

Ducky owed Patty $20, so Rosa Lee gave it to ber, setting off a chaif
reaction that lasted all night long. Patty spent the $20 on crack, smoked
it and wanted more, She begged Rosa Lee for another $20. '

“ just-gave her $10,” Rosa Lee says. L L

As soon as the $10 was gone, Patty was pleading for more. Instead |
of saying no, Rosa Lee asked Patty to buy her some ice cream and .
handed over another $20. :

A few hours later, Patty returned with one of her regular °
“tricks™—men who trade her drugs for sex. Selling sex provides Pat-
ty with a steady source of drugs, and other things seem secondary, .
including the risk of spreading the AIDS virus.

The “trick” prepared a mix of powdered cocaine in Rosa Lee’s bed- -
room, gave himself a hit and offered some to Rosa Lee. She said no.*T
didn't even hesitate, Mr. Dash,” she says. “I was so proud of myself.”

After Patty left, Rosa Lee fell asleep with the TV set on. About 2
a.m., she heard someone banging on the door. It was Patty’s boyfriend,
Howard, demanding to know where Patty was, Rosa Lee didn't know.

At 6 a.m., Ducky woke Rosa Lee to say that Howard and Patty
were fighting in the hallway. Ducky pulled Patty, strung out from
smoking crack and drinking liquor, into Rosa Lee’s apartment. Pat-
ty's left forearm was bleeding. She told Rosa Lee that she had cut
herself with a knife during an argument in Howard’s apartment.

Two paramedics arrived and bandaged Patty's arm. Moaning that she
still loved Howard, she cried herself to sleep as Rosa Lee held ber.

As | drop Rosa Lee off at her apartment, I try not to think about
what awaits her inside.

“Merry Christmas, Rosa Lee.” | say softly as she opens the car -
door, “T'll see you next week.”

“Merry Christmas, Mr. Dash.”

About This Series

his series of articles grew out of Washington Post report-

er Leon Dash’s reporting on the interrelationships of rac-
ism, poverty, illiteracy, drug use and crime, and why these
problems sometimes persist from generation to generation.
The series was edited by Steve Luxenberg, The Post's assis-
tant managing editor for special projects. The articles will be
published daily through Sunday, Sept. 25, and The Post wel
comes readers’ written comments or phone calls. If you wish
to leave a recorded comment, please call Post-Haste at
334-9000, Category 4646,
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Stealing Became

A Way of L

For Rosa Lee .

Second of eight articles

By Leon Dash
Washingtons Post Staff Writer

osa Lee Cunningham guided her
10-year-old grandson through the narrow
aisles of the Oxon Hill thrift shop, past the
crowded racks of secondhand pants'and
- shirts, stopping finally at the row of
children’s jackets and winter.coats,

The boy picked out a mock flighit jacket;with a big
number on the back and:a price tag stapledtothe
collar, e

“If you want it,” Rosa Lee said, “then you're going
to have to help me getit.”

_“Okay, grandmama,” the boy.said nervously.
if’in-a.way.that | won’t.get caught.”

Like a skilled teacher instructing a new student, the
54-year-old Rosa Lee told the boy what to do.
“Pretend you're trying it on: Den’t look up! Don't look
around! Don't laugh like it's some kind of joke! Just put
it on. Let Grandma see how you look.”

The boy slipped off his old coat and put on the new
one. [t was too big. Resa Lee whispered, “Now put the
other one back on, over it.” She pushed down the new
jacket's collar so that it was hidden.

“What do I do now?” the boy asked.

“Just walk on out the door,” Rosa Lee said. “It’s
your coat.” .

Four days later, Rosa Lee is recounting this episode
for me, re-creating the dialogue by changing her voice

to distinguish between herself and her grandson. Itis .

" January 1991, and it has been five months since she
agreed to let me spend time with her as part of 3

“But do}

THE RIGHT PRiCE: In a Northeast Washington fast-food restaurant in March 1992,
Rosa Lee Cunningham and her son Ducky disagree over what price to charge for shirts and
sweaters Ducky had stolen. Stealing has been a way to supplement the family’s income.

tags still attached. She leaves the tags on when she
sells the goods to prove that the merchandise is new.
“Did you get all this in one trip?” | ask.
“Oh,"no," she says. “This is a couple of weeks’

In Ros:_x Lee’s younger years especially, shoplifting
was a major source of income, supplementing her o]
welfare payments and the money she made during 15 :
years of waitressing at various nightclubs. She had eight

8ee ROSA LEE, A8, Col. 1

reporting project on how several generations of one

Washington family have lived with poverty, crime and

drug abuse. :

By now, I have spent enough time with her that her

shoplifting exploits no longer surprise me. One day

| before Christmas, Rosa Lee was searching for .

_something in a large shopping bag in her bedroom and
dumped the contents onto the bed. Out spilled dozens
of bottles of expensive men’s cologne and women's
perfume, as well as leather gloves with their $60 price




ROSA LEE, From Al

children to feed and clothe; stealing, she says, helped her to survive.
Later on, when she became a berom addict in the mid-1970s, she paid
for her drug habit through her shoplifting.

She stole from clothing stores, drugstores, grocery stores, stuffing
the items inside the torn liner of her winter coat or slipping them in-
to the oversized black leather purse that she carries wherever she
goes. Her favorite targets were the department stores. One of her
older brothers, Joe Louis Wright, joked with me one day that Rosa
Lee “owned a piece” of Hecht's and had put I.ansburgh's out of busi-
ness. “Man, she would get coats, silk dresses,” he recalled. “She got
e a mohair suit. Black. Three-piece. i don’t know how the hell she’d
get them out of there.”

Her stealing has caused divisions and hard feelings in her family,
and is one reason why Rosa Lee has strained relationships with sev-
eral of her brothers and sisters. They see Rosa Lee’s stealing as an
extreme and unjustified reaction to their impoverished upbringing.
Two.of her.six sons, Alvin and Eric, always.have refused.to_partici-
pate in any_of their'm mother’s 'y dlegal activities; today; they are the o
1y two'of RosaLee’s exght children -who:don't: bave pnson records.

Rosa Lee has served’exght short_pri . prison terms; for various kinds of
stealing during the past 40 years; dating-to"thé earty 1950s. Her
longest stay was eight months for trying to steal a fur coat from a
Maryiand department store in 1965. She says that she went to pris-
on rehabilitation programs each time but that none had much of an
effect on her. “Iamendedtboaepmgmmssonwmﬁdlmkgoodm
myremrdwhenlwent Before:the parole.board,” sh
. );{uthglgseqnsmdeterher&omshopms,notemmesmet
< if-antther jail term. Onmeday that she stole her gundsons=caat,

sbewas awaiting sentencing in D.C. Superior Court after pleadmg
guilty in November 1990 to stealing bedsheets from the. downtawn
Hecht's store.

“I'm jist tEying:to:survive;” she says:
: CHAPTER ONE - i .

A Day in Court

osaLeehadchwherdotheaw&uﬁywbmsheamaredm
months earbier before Conumissioner John Treanor on Nov. 13,
1990. She wanted to look as poor as possible to draw his sympathy.
" She had worn an ill-fitting winter coat, gray wool overalls and a white
wool hat pulled back to show her graying hair. She had removed her up-
per dental plate, giving her a toothless look when she smiled. “My hom-
ey look,” she called it. “No lipstick. No earrings. No nothing!”

Her lawyer's statements that day matched her downtrodden ook,
Rosa Lee's life was a mess, he told Treanor. She was addicted to heroin,
a habit she had developed in 1975. She had the HIV virus. She was car-
ing for three grandchildren because their mother was in jail. ‘

Rosa Lee told Treanor that she was trying hard to turn herself
around. She was taking methadone every day to control her hercin
addiction and had turned again to the church. * got baptized Sunday,
me and my three grandchildren,” she said, her voice breaking. “And
l’mashmgyoufmmthebonomofmyhart.g;vemeachanceto
prove that I'm takmg my baptize seriously, "cause I know I might not
have much longer.”

Tears ran down her cheeks. *I'm asking you for a chance, please,”
she begged Treanor. “] know I have a jong record.”

Rosa Lee was stretching the truth. Yes, she had been baptized,
and yes, she was taking methadone. But no, she wasn't caring for her
grandchildren alone. Their mother’s jail term had ended several
months earlier, and she had returned to Rosa Lee’s two-bedroom
apartment to take care of the children, with help from Rosa Lee.

Treanor hadn't seemed moved by Rosa Lee’s tearful performance.
He glowered at her, and Rosa Lee braced for the lecture she knew
was coming. Both had played these roles before.

“Evexy time you pump yourself full of drugs and spend money to
do it,” he said, “you're stealing from your grandchildren. You're
stmlmgfoodfmmtlmphtes clothes from their backs, and you're

certainly jeopardizing their future. You're gomg to be one of the
youngest dead grandmothers in town. And you're going to have
three children that will be put up for adoption or going out to some
home or some yunior village or someplace.”

That had been Rasa Lee’s opening. “Can I prove to you that my
life has changed?” -

“Yeah, you can prove it to me, very simply,” Treanor answered.
“You can stay away from dope. Now I'll make a bargain with you. . . .
You come back here the end of January and tell me what you've been




doing, and then we'll think about it. But you're looking at jail time.
You're looking at a cemetery,” - )

Rosa Lee had won. Stay out of trouble until January, Treanor had
suggested, and she would stay out of jail. .

Rosa Lee came over to me, her cheeks still tear-stained but her
face aglow.

“Was I good?” she asked.

<Yeah,” | said, startied at her boldness.

“Thank you,” she said, smiling.

- Transformation

w hen she returns for sentencing on Jan. 22, 1991, a transformed

Rosa Lee stands before Treanor, She looks good. She has a
ciean report from the methadone clinic. She seems to have done ev-
erything Treanor has asked. L

She usually dresses well, but I think she has outdone herself today:
two-piece, white-and-gray cotton knit suit, tan leather boots, tan
pocketboak. )

“What would you like to say, Mrs, Cunningham?” Treanor says.

“Well, your honor, | know I haven'’t been a good person.  know it,”.
she begi .

Treanor cuts her off. His demeanor is softer, his words more sympa-
thetic than in November. “Wait a minute, now. Why do you say that?, . .
You're taking care of those three grandchildren, iso’t that right?”

“Yes, sir,” Rosa Lee says, keeping up the pretense.

“All right,” he says. “Now you’ve raised one family, and now you
have another one.” :

“Yes, gir,” she says. . :

“Which is really too much to ask of anybody. So I don't think you
should sell yourseif shart. You're doing the Lord's work. Your daugh-
ter’s in jail for drugs, right?” :

“Yes, sir,” Rosa Lee says. .
_ *And you have or have had a bad drug problem yourself.”

“*Yes, sir” ) : .
Then Treanor launches into another lecture about drugs. He
- doesn’t ask Rosa Lee why she steals. “You steal to support your hab-
it,* he says. “It’s as plain as the nose on your face.”
But it isn't that plain. Rosa Lee began stealing long.before.she be-

- r—r

came,a drug addict. ) ;
Finally, Treanor announces his decision: no jail. Instead, he gives her
a suspended sentence and one year of probation with drug counseling.
“Now, don’t you come back here,” he says.

CHAPTER . THREE

Lunch Money

osa Lee sometimes puts on 2 public mask, the way she wants the

world to see her. She fudges a little, omits a little there, even when
she is trying to be candid about her behavior. By her account, her steal-
ing started when she was a teenager. It was an older brother, Ben
Wright, who toid me that Rosa Lee’s stealing started when she was 9
years old. Her target: the lunch money that her fourth-grade classmates
at the District’s Giddings Elementary School kept in their desks.

“Jesus, Ben!” Rosa Lee shouts when I ask her about it.

“What's the matter?” [ say. “You said | could interview Ben.”

It is a late afternoon in January, not long after her court appear-
ance. We are talking in my car, which is parked outside Rosa Lee’s
apartment. We watch the teenage crack dealers come and go, mak-
ing their rounds of the low-income housing complex in Washington
Highlands, a Southeast Washington neighborhood near the D.C.-
Prince George’s County line. Rosa Lee's grandson and granddaugh-
ter are playing nearby on a patch of dirt where the grass has been
worn away. The sun is beginning to sink behind the buildings as she
tells me about her first theft. o

The year was 1946, and Giddings's imposing red-brick building at
Third and G streets SE .was a bustling part of the District’s then-segre-
gated education system. The school, now an adult. education center,
served black children living in Capitol Hill neighborhoods; some, like Ro-
sa Lee, came from poor sharecropping families who had moved to

Washington during the Depression, and they did not have the new.

clothes and spending money that their better-off classmates did.
- Rosa Lee’s father, Earl Wright, was an alcoholic who worked for a
paving contractor until drinking became the primary activity in his

life. He died of liver disease just after Rosa Lee turned 12, Her moth-
er, Rosetta Lawrencg Wright, brought in most of the family's money,
working as a domestic on Capitol Hill during the day and selling din-
ners from the family’s kitchen in the evening, always for cash so the
welfare officials wouldn't know about the additional income. They
lived in a rented house in the 800 block of Third Street SE that had
no electricity and no indoor toilets, - L
Other girls came to school with change to buy “brownie-thins"—
penny-a-piece cookies that the Giddings teachers sold with the free
milk at lunch. Rosa Lee’s family was too poor to spare even a few
pennies. She knew it was wrong to steal from her classmates’ desks,
she says. But she couldn’t stand being poor, either.
_ Rosa Lee soon found that she had plenty of opportunities to steal,
if she were daring enough. Selling the Afro-American newspaper

~door-to-doar on Tuesday and Thursday evenings during the sumsmer -

of 1948, when she was 11, gave her a chance to slip into neighbor-

. hood row houses and rifle through the pocketbooks that women often

left on their dining room tables, Washington was a safer place in
those days, and Rosa Lee discovered that many families would Jeave
their frong screen doors unlatched while they chatted in their back
yards, trying to cool off on hot summer nights. :

In the fall, she found a new source of money: the coatroom at Mount
Joy Baptist Church, a nearby church where her family had worshiped for
many years. She had started ushering during Sunday services and was
assigned to help in the coatroom. She noticed congregation members of-
ten left money in their coat pockets. “I felt like if they wanted [the mon-
ey}, they wouldn’t have left it in their damn pocket,” she said. ’

Rosa Lee said she would wait until the “singing and praying” started
before going ta the racks of coats, patting the pockets and listening for
the jingle of coins. Once in a great while she would find dollar bills. -

Her coatroom thefts continued undetected until one Sunday, when
Mount Joy’s minister, the Rev, Raymond M. Randall, announced to
the astonished congregation that someone had stolen several doilars
from a member’s coat pocket during the previous Sunday’s service,
Randall offered forgiveness and asked the culprit to come forward. If
the thief was hungry, the minister said, the church would try to help.

Rosa Lee could not bring herself to confess in front of her mother,
her family and her friends. “My mother would have KILLED ME! Do
you hear me? KILLED ME!" she shouted at me as she recalled the
scene. “And who is going to go up there and tell him that you're hun-
gry? That would only embarrass the hell out of you!”

For the next few weeks, she stayed away from church. When she
returned to her ushering duties, she was careful to steal only change.
She often did not know what to do with the money she stole, Her im-
mediate needs were small and simple: 35 cents for the Saturday
movie matinee at the old Atlas Theater on H Street NE, or a dime
for the snow cones that she loved. She gave away smali amounta to
brothers and sisters and friends, but never enough to attract her
mother’s attention. 3
_ Rosa Lee hid her stolen coins from her mother. “I would roll it up
in a stocking,” she said, and put the stocking under a rug, or under
her mattress or in her underwear. :

Forty years later, Rosa Lee stil] hides her money every night—
not from her mother, but from her five drug-addicted children.
Sometimes she goes to bed with a wad of bills stuffed into her sock.
“If I don't hide it, they'd steai it,” she said. :

Out of Style

f Rosa Lee felt bad about not having a few pennies to buy cookies

in fourth grade, she felt even worse about not having a stylish
wardrobe to match thase of her friends in seventh grade. She hated
the secondhand clothes that her mother bought for her; they were al-
most always out of style, :

Rosa Lee already felt at a disadvantage in attracting boys, and
thought fashionable clothes might help. “I was dark-skinned,” she
said. “] wasn’t like the girls with long hair and light skin, The boys al- |
ways went for them.” )

One morning, a girlfriend lent Rosa Lee a new gray skirt with “two
pockets on the hip,” one of the newest fashions. “My mother would
never buy me one,” Rosa Lee told me, her voice still smoldering with
resentment. Rosa Lee loved how she looked in it. .

During lunch, the girlfriend asked Rosa Lee in front of some class-,
mates to share her 35-ent meal. “] wouldn't give it to her,” R
Lee said. “T was hungry!”

The girlfriend blurted out, “I didn’t say that when you borrowe
my skirt!”



Rosa Lee's classmates howled with laughter at her embarrass-
ment., As she retells the story, I can see that time has not healed her
wound. Her voice hardens, her eyea narrow, her expression conveys
the raw power of the memory. “That hurt” Rosa Lee says. ‘]
thought, ‘God, this will never happen again o me.” "

Days later Rosa Lee walked into a five-and-dime store in the 600
block of Pennsylvania Avenue SE. She picked out a gray skirt and a
white lace blouse, folded them into two tight bundles, slipped them
under the skirt she was wearing and slowly made her way out of the
store. As she turned the comer, she crushed the skirt and blouse to
her chest in glee.

She hid the skirt and blouse from her mother. Embo]dened Rosa
Lee branched out to other stores in the Capitol Hill area. “I was de-
termined to have what other girls had,” she said.

At a party in early 1950, she met a light-skinned boy who was at-
tracting attention from the other giris. And Rosa Lee wanted to im-
press her friends by getting his attention; she enjoyed the other girls'
envious looks when he asked to walk her home.

She thought having sex would cement their relationship. She be-
came pregnant. “I haven’t seen him since,” she said.

When school officials found out she was pregnant, they told her
she would have to leave school until the baby was borr. She never
went back in November 1950, she gave birth to Bobhy, uamg him
Robert Earl Wright.

Not long after Bobby was born, Rosa Lee decided to dress for
church in one of her stolen outfits. She knew it was risky, but she
was tired of wearing hand-me-downs when the other ushers usually
came in stylish clothes. As soon as her mother spotted the gray
pleated skirt, she confronted Rosa Lee,

*Where did you get this from” Rosetta demanded.

“Is:nlextoutofastore.Heasedontnmkememke:tbacktethe
store, Momma!”

Rosetta was furicus. “I ain't going to say nothing to you now be-
cause you told the truth, but don't bring nothing else in here that
you've been stealing! DO YOU HEAR ME?

*“Yes, ma'am,” sdeosaLec tremblmgasshewmedforher
mother to hit her.

Buthermotberwmﬁ.'ﬁmtm.lzt'sseewhatyoulookﬁkem
R"

The Stolen Scarf

osal.eexgnomdknsemsmdertostopshophiung Whenever her

mother questioned her about some new item, Rosa Lee just denied
thatshestule;t.'Mymotherwmﬂdteume. ‘Stop that lying,’ and then
let it go,” Rosa Lee said.

Buxamdgewsn’tsohndwheakosal.eewasm shoplifting a
iewumﬂmhteratadmmdepanmentm.herﬁmmﬁe
sent her to a facility for juveniles for 19 days in early 1951. But the lés-

" son seemed lost on the 15-year-old Rosa-Lee; after her rejesse, she

went right back to shoplifting.

WhenRoaaLeewasaway.hermotheraredforlyear-oldBobby
Rosetta, who had her first child at age 15 in North Carolina, had accept-
ed Rosa Lee's first pregnancy, but she was angry because Rosa Lee was
pregnant again. The father was another teenager in the neighborhood.
“What do you think you doing, bringing ail these babies in here” Rosa

Lee remembers her mother saymg.

- Rosetta demanded that Rosa Lee have an abortion, but Rosa Lee
wmtabmmtolethermothertellherwhattodo—aboutbahx&or
shoplifting, or anything else.

Anxious to win her mother's affection, Rosa Lee decided to steal
something for Rosetta. One day after Rosetta came home from work,
. Rosa Lee took a multicolored, cotton scarf from under her coat and
handed it to her mother.

Rosetta took the scarf, turned it over in her hands and looked ques-
tioningly at her daughter. Rosa Lee waved both her hands, a sign to her
mother not to ask where she had gotten the scarf.

Her mother didn’t. *Rose, I NEVER had something like this!"

* Rosetta threw her arms around Rosa Lee. “She grabbed me, and 1
grabbed her,” Rosa Lee recalls. 7 couldn’t believe it!”

But the stolen scarf, and other stolen gifts that followed, did not bring
Rosa Lee the close relationship that she wanted. Rosa Lee savs her
mother didn’t like her shoplifting and continued to badger her about it.
The tension between them was always there, waiting to explode. One
day, when Rosa Lee was 22 and raising five children in an aparument
next door to her mother’s, it did.

Rosa Lee and a neighbor had a shouting match after the neighbor had



hit one of Rosa Lee's chikiren. When Rosetta heard about it, she was
angry. She stormed into Rosa Lee’s home,

“She told me that all I am is 2 troublemaker,” Rosa Lee recalled. *1
- told her that {the neighbor| shoulda't have hit my child. Momma said,
‘You nothing but a damn nuisance,’” and pow, right in my mouth.”

Rosetta’s blow left her daughter with one visible legacy of their re-
lationship: an upper denture to repiace the front teeth that Rosetta
knocked out.

It also left a lasting impression on Bobby, who saw the confronta-
" tion. He was 8. “It was spooky,” he told me. “Ain’t nobody supposed
to beat up Mom. As much as she went to get food for us and clothes
for us. I don’t care who it was.”

‘We Started Grabbing’

n the balmy Thursday night of April 4, 1968, a few hours after
the assassination of civil rights leader Martin Luther King Jr.,
looting and arson erupted in several of the District’s major commer-
cial corridors, overwhelming the city’s police force.
Rosa Lee watched as looters carried bags, boxes and portable tele-
visions past the ramshackie house she was renting at 149 L St. SE.
“Where ya'll get that stuff” Rosa Lee called out from her porch,
“H Street,” folks shouted.

Rosa Lee, 31 at the time, had -2 vague idea-of-King's-efforts- tc:)

improve” 1ifé {67 A&m Amenmnsf‘sun“the -destruction-did-not
“distirb-her~ She did ot bélieve the torching and trashing of busi-
nesses had any connection to her. The shops, she said, were run by
“greedy” merchants who gouged customers and took “whatever lxt-
tle money [ had” .
So when her son Bobby, then 17, drove upmaBmckdmRosa
Lee instinctively knew had been stolen, she didn't hesitate.

She turned to her seven other children and said, “All right! Who .

wants to go?” As usual, Alvin and Eric, then 15 and 12, held back.
On H Street, Rosa. Lee said, “everybody was grabbing everything
theycouldgetthexrhmdson.Westaﬂedgrabbmgtoo Didn't know
what we were taking. Just grabbing, grabbing; grabbing.”
The next day, when the looting began again, Rosa Lee kept her
chﬂdrenathnme.“Wenkeadyhadsomuchsmﬁ shesaxd “There
wasnoneedtogom"

" CHAPTER SEVEN | ,

Shopping for Bread
“M r. Dash,” Rosa Lee says as | am driving her to her apartment in
. February 1991, “stop at that High's so I can get a loaf of

Iglanceathm'.andshekmwawhatl'm thinking. “I'm not doing
wny shoplifting,” she says. .

] have told Rosa Lee that [ cannot be a party in any way to her
shoplifting. So when we pull into the parking lot at High's, she makes
1 big show of leaving her oversized black bag on the seat. Wallet in
1and, she heads for the store.

Fifteen minutes go by. My feet are getting iumb irom the cold, so I
lecide to see why she’s taking so kmg. Her head is visible above the dis-
day counter of canned goods. She is putting something into a large
rown paper bag, too busy to notice I've come inside the small store.

“ROSA LEEY" | shout.

She jumps at the sound of her name. She spots me standing near
1e smudged glass door. She crumples the top of the bag and walks
sward me. I feel her cold anger as she breezes past.

, “That’s the last time I wait for you outside of a store!” [ yell as we

“alk to the car, “You told me you weren't going to steal anything!”

+ She fires:back, her words.coming:out-in-a.steamy. vapor _fgggi the
3ld;’“1 m»uymg 1g-to-teed my family and I don’t have any money:
le'resjust:trying to-survivels.__.

"“That’s dead!” I say. “Save that:for-the-judges-at ‘Superior Court.

ou just threw away several al hundred dollars buying dope and crack
i your children.”

“You know so goddamn. much!” she snaps.as | start the car. ]

1ght to go upside your head!”

“You threaten ‘to go upside my head’ every other day,” I say.

She laughs, and the tension evaporates. She shows me what's in

'r bag: a loaf of bread that she bought, and the items she stolem

10 cans of spray starch and a can of baked beans,

1 am angry with Rosa Lee for violating my trust, and | am angry
with myself. The incident is a lesson to me: Why did I think that she
would behave differently around me?

' - CHAPTER EIGHT" .

Second Thoughts

few weeks after the shoplifting incident at High's, Rosa Lee and
1 are talking in her aparument. After spending so much time with
her, I realize [ don't always ask the questions that need to be asked.

“Rosa Lee,” I say, “there’s something I want to work out with you
about how you look at the world.”

I remind her of the time she took her granddaughter to steal a
coat. They were on their way to church, but Rosa Lee thought the
girl's coat looked ragged. so they went to. the thrift shop to shoplift.

Rosa Lee nods.

“How do'you put those two together?” I say. “One Sunday going to -
church to be baptized, and the next Sunday going to shoplift a coat?

“] don’t know,” she says. “1 didn't like to take her to church with
that dirty-looking coat.”

“But how do you take her out stealing then?” I say,

She protests that the thrift shop’s white owner takes advantage of
his customers, who are maostly black. “1 don’t understand how a thrift
shop can charge so much for things,” she says. “Do you know that he
charges $8.95 for stuff that don't cost that much brand-new?’

“That’s a rationalization, and it doesn’t dance,” I say.

That night, | am surprised to find a message from Rosa Lee on my
answering machine in the newsroom, telling me that she had had
“second thoughts” about taking her grandchildren to shoplift. The
next day, she explains. “You gave me something to think about,” she
says. She told her grandchildren that our conversation had made her
see that it was wrong to steal coats for them.

- Her granddaughter immediately went to the closet and got the
pink coat that Rosa Lee had helped her steal,

“What you want me to do with the coat?” she asked Rosa Lee.-

“Keep it. Keep the coat. But we're not going to do any more steal
ing,” Rosa Lee replied.

“Are you going to stick to that?” her granddaughter asked.

“So help me to God,” Rosa Lee said. “I'm going to stick to that.”

Rosa Lee looks at me, waiting for my reaction. I study her face.
She isn’t promising never to shoplift again, only that she won't in-
volve the children. Nonetheless, she seems sincere.

*You have a powerful influence on those children,” { say.

“I know it,” she says.

About This Series

n 1932, in the midst of the Great Depression, Rosa Lee -

Cunmnghams grandparents and parents gave up their
North Carolina sharecropping life for an uncertain journey
north. Rosa Lee is the link between past and present, be-
tween a world that has disappeared and the one that her chil-
dren and grandchildren face today in Washington. Her life
spans a half-century of hardship in blighted neighborhoods
not far from the majestic buildings where policy-makers have
largely failted in periodic efforts to break the cycle of poverty
that has trapped her and so many other Americans.

Many of Rosa Lee’s relatives, including two of her eight
children, managed to secure footholds in the mainstream of
American society; their relative success makes it ail the more
important to try to understand Rosa Lee’s life. Although her
story is discomforting and disturbing, she wants it told. “May~
be I can help somebody not follow in my footsteps,” she says,
That story—of the choices she had and the choices she
made-—offers a chance to understand what statistics only
suggest: the interconnections of racism, poverty, illiteracy,

- drug abuse and crime, and why these conditions persist.

The series, edited by Steve Luxenberg, The Post’s assis-
tant managing editor for special projects, will run through
Sunday, Sept. 25. The Post welcomes readers’ written com-
ments or phone calls. If you wish to leave a recorded com-

ment, please call PostHaste at 334-9000, Category 4646,
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RosA LEE’'S STORY.*

POVERTY AND SURVIVAL IN WhS"INGTO ~ )

Rosa Lee Pays a Heavy Tl for Illiteracy

Third of eight articles

By Leon Dash- -
Washington Post Staff Writer

osa Lee Cunningham is so weak

she cannot get out of bed.

| cradle one of her limp arms

while Richard Cunningham, 36,

one of her eight children, grips
the other. Gently, we lift her up and
support her as she tries to stand, She rocks
unsteadily, groaning and whimpering from
the exertion. We slowly lean her back
against a tall wooden chest of drawers to
brace her, but she slumps against it,

banging the chest into the wall. We hastily

return her to bed.
It is clear she needs immediate medical
attention. I tell Richard that | am taking

Rosa Lee to the Howard University
Hospital emergency room. “An exoeﬂent
idea,” Richard declares.

Later that morning— Tuesday, March
12, 1991-—doctors began searching for the
cause of her dangerously weak condition,
The next afternoon, with Rosa Lee resting
comfortably in Room 5N9, the mystery
unraveled.

Rosa Lee was a victim, it turmed out, of
her inability toread. -

The first clue came from a blood test. It
showed that she was overdosmg on—
Dilantin;a medication that-helpS prevent:
seizures. She had twice the recommended
level in her system.

She had been taking Dilantin only a few
weeks. Doctors had prescribed it for her
after another seizure—her fourth since the

fall of 1990—had landed her in Greater
Southeast Community Hospital. When they
sent her home, they gave her a written-
schedule of the four medications she was to
take each day. Under Dilantin, it said “100
mgs 3Xdaily.”

“The nurse didn't ask me if I could read

" the instructions,” Rosa Lee said. *1

wouldn’t have told her if she had asked.”

Rosa Lee didn"t know that “100 mgs”
meant 100 milligrams, or that she was
supposed to take one 100-milligram tablet
three times a day. She thought she could -
take more than one pill if she wanted, as
long as she took them three times a day.
"SomcL etimes | would take two of them,” she
sai

It became an unendmg cycle: The extra

Boe ROSA LEE, A8,Col 1
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CHANCY For Rosa Lee, who can’t read, taking medzcatwn can be risky.



She vowed never to reveal her secret

ROSA LEE, From Al

Dilantin doses made her feel disoriented and weak; as she grew
weaker, she would add another pill, thinking it would make her feel
better.

“} didn't know, Mr. Dash,” she said, her voice reflecting pain ani
embarrassment. “I was trying to get well.” .

CHAPTERONE

DBreaking the Code

osa Lee cannot read these words | have written about her life.

She is aware that I planned to use intimate details from her past
and present for this series of articles about how several generations
of one Washington family have lived with poverty, drug abuse and il-
literacy. We have spent hours discussing what | intended to write.
But she will have to rely on someone else's eyes to find out just what
1 have written, . )

. . She can recognize certain words-—enough to fool strangers—but
the newspaper itself is like a long string of indecipherable code:
Here's a word she knows, and here's another, but together they
make no sense.’

She often asks me to break the code for her, One 1991 morning at
McDonald’s on New York Avenue NE, where we often have break-
fast after her daily visit to the methadone clinic nearby, she asks me
to explain a letter she has received from the D.C. public housing

agency. .

She rifles through a rolled-up sheaf of tattered papers she always
carries in her pocketbook, scrutinizing each piece of paper for the
housing agency’s recognizable letterhead. The bulky stack is her por-
table filing cabinet, the place wheve she keeps all her documents,
some dating back years. She never throws anything away, because
she can’t read well enough to decide what she needs and what she
can discard.

Finally, she finds what she is looking for and hands it to me.

*This is the wrong letter,” I say. .

“No, it isn't?” she retorts. “Read the letter, It's from public hous-

1 shake my head and point to the date at the top of the letter:
1989, *This refers to public housing you lived in on Blaine Street NE

two years ago,” I say, “not to the application you have filed for a pew
aj » .

partment. ) .
“Are you sure, Mr, Dash? Read it and make sure.”
*This is not the Jetter. I've read it. In fact, you can throw this
away.” .
*“Don’t you dare!” she says, snatching it “T might need it.”

It is infuriating that someone with such a sharp and quick mind is -

shut out from much of the world around her. She cannot find an unfa-
miliar street on a D.C. map, but she skillfully navigates the compli-
cated bureaucracy of D.C. public housing, repeatedly securing apart-
ments for herself and her family ahead of other applicants on the
waiting list. Balancing a checkbook is out of the question, but she
successfully handled large sums of money when she was dealing
drugs in the 1970s and 1980s, satisfying customers and suppliers not
known for patience.- ) . :

She tries to hide her illiteracy by gomng on the offensive. Anyone
spelling a name for her is ordered to slow down while she prints each
letter in big, blocky capitals. Sometimes, she casuaily hands over pen
and paper and asks the person to write it for her, as if she were wo
busy to be bothered. She’s so good at covering up her illiteracy that |
find myself forgetting that she can't even read the few words on a
medicine bottle label.

On the afternoon after her release from the hospital—a blustery

March day that makes us weicome the warmth of her apartment—
Rosa Bee and I are sitting on the plaid couch in her living room. The
hospital has given her a new prescription schedule, and she has asked
me to help her take the medicine correctly this time. ,

~ What do you see it as?”

1 pick up one of the amber-colored plastic containers. “This is the
phenobarbital. I noticed they reduced the amount down to 30 milii-
grams.”When you left Greater Southeast, they had you up to 60 milli-

-1 shake several into my hand. “Now, do you recognize this tablet?

Rosa Lee squints at it. “The little white pill. That’s the kind that

. makes me drowsy.” .

I print “little white pill” on a sheet of paper and hold up a different
piil. “Tell me what you see this pill as. This is the Dilantin,”

“Is that one of the seizure pills?” .

“Yes.” :
o :A white and orange pill,” she says. “That's the one I took so many

“Right.” I say. “That’s what made you sick.” I write “white and or-
ange” on the hist. .

“Now this one,” I say, displaying a folic acid tablet that she takes as
part of her HIV treatment.

Rosa Lee studies it. “Little white pill,” she says tentatively.

“No, no, no. That's the phenobarbital. This pill is the yellow pill,
Here, look at it again.”

“The yellow pill,” she repeats, staring at the tablet.

"511 right,” I say, moving on to the last container. “This is the re-
trovir, the AZT. This is for your condition of being HIV-positive.
Now, you tell me how you see this pill” :

“My blue and white.” ‘

1 show Rosa Lee what I am writing.

“Okay,” she says, “but please put the p.m. and the a.m. for me.”

“] am. Now read this to me.”

. Shcreadsemhwurddow}y carefully, like a rock climber ascend-
mgachﬁ'.“htuewhxte pill: 8 am., 1 p.m. and 6 p.m. The white and
orange pill: 8 a.m., 1 p.m. and 6 p.an. The yeliow pill: 8 am.”

1 interrupt. “You only take that once.”

“Once. Olay. Blue and white pill: 8 a.m.. 2 p.m. and 8 p.m.”

“Right,” I say. “Now, will that work for you?”

“Yes,” she says.

Rosa Lee taped the list to the wall outside her bedroom so that her
grandchildren, who read better than she does, could help her. As her
strength returned and she spent more time away from home again,
she stuck it in her pocketbook. After several weeks, she memorized
the routine and the list became fust one more out-of-date item in her
portable filing cabinet. } :

- The Lessons Learned

0sa Lee has no trouble remembering when she began hidi
R illiteracy. s ‘ 8 {ing ber

It was 1953, -and she was 16 years old, separated from her hus-
band of 8 few months and raising three children in her mother’s
house anagizolHﬂLItwasme last place she wanted to be, Living
in Rosetta Wright's house meant living by Rosetta Wright's rules,
and those rules were choking Rosa Lee. :

Rosetta and her family had come to Washington in 1935, seeking
refuge from their harsh lives as sharecroppers in North Carolina and
Maryland, Her busband, Ear! Wright, worked intermittently on con-
struction jobs until his death in 1948, but Rosetta'’s domestic work
brought in money more regularly.

Just as Rosetta’s mother had prepared her to be a sharecropper, Ro-
sefta schooled Rosa Lee in domestic work. Long before Rosa Lee
turned 10, her mother taught her to scrub laundry on a washboard, to

‘wash 2 floor 50 it shined, to make a bed 50 it looked crisp and neat. Rosa
- 'Lee’s apartment is a monument to those lessons; no matter how many

people are living tl}ere, it is always tidy and well organized.
As the oldest girl, Rosa Lee was expected to do laundry for every-
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one in the house; by the time she was in the third grade, she was
spending hours at the scrub board every week, washing sweaters and
shirts for her parents and their 11 children. “My mother didn’t ask
me did 1 have my homework done.” Rosa Lee said. “School wasn't
important to her, and it wasn't important to me.”

Rosa Lee remembers asking her mother why she had to do so
many chores. Her mother told her, “You're going to find out. This is
the only kind of job we can find for black people.”

Rosa Lee isn’t sure how she made it as far in school as she did.
Each year, she was promoted to the next grade, despite her reading

problems. In the seventh grade, not long after her 13th birthday, Ro- .

sa Lee became pregnant and was forced to drop out of school. She
was supposed to return after the baby was born, but she had a sec-

. ond child at 15 and then, at 16, she married the father of her third

child.

Rosetta had insisted that Rosa Lee marry 20-year-old Albert Cun-
ningham. Rosa Lee didn't love Albert, but she was thrilled anyway.
Marriage meant she could leave her mother’s houge forever. Four
months later she was back; her husband beat her after he found out
that Rosa Lee had been sieeping with a neighborhood boy. Rosetta
told Rosa Lee to come home. ‘

Those few months of independence made it hard for Rosa Lee to
return. She and her mother argued often about Rosa Lee’s welfare
checks: Rosa Lee wanted the money to come to her, but Rosetta said
she was too young. “What are you going to do with'it?” Rosa Lee re-
members her mother saying. “Y ou don't even know how to pour piss
out of a boot.”

Rosa Lee craved her mother s love and affection, but she also
feared her. She looked at her mother’s broad back and powerful
hands, and could think only about how to avoid the stinging slaps Ro-
seita often delivered during their arguments. Forty years later, she
has almost nothing good to say about her mother, “My mother classi-
fied me as very dumb,” Rosa Lee told me one day. “It was almost as if
she was making fun of me.”

Rosa Lee saw public housing as her escape. With the help of
friends, and without telling her mother, she found her way to the
public housing agency one afternoon.

She asked a clerk there for help, telling him that she could not fill
out the application by herself. The memory of his sneer still causes
her mouth to tighten and her voice to thicken. “Back in those days,
they didn’t give you any sympathy when you said you couldn’t read o
she said. “It was like, ‘So what? It ain't my fault." *

Humiliated, she trudged back to her mother’s house, She vowed
never again to reveal her illiteracy to someone she didn't know.

“Can you read?” she asked her then-current boyfriend that day. Of
course he could read. Couldn't she?

No, Rosa Lee said defiantly. She sat next to him, brooding silently,
while he filled out the application to switch the welfare payments.

The showdown with Rosetta came four days later,

Rosa Lee was relaxing on the front porch, feeling good that she
had completed her chores for the day, when she felt Rosetta's st.rong
fingers jab her in the shoulder.

“Why didn't you tell me that you went and apphed for welfare?”
Rosetta demanded.

Rosa Lee had forgotten to check the mailbox. Now it was too late.
She decided it was time to stand up to her mother. “] wanted to get
me and my kids out of your hair,” she remembers saying. “It seems
like my kids were getting on your nerves.”

Her mother’s questions were tinged with anger: Who helped her?
How did she know where to send it?

“] got somebody to help me! You wouldn't help mel™ Rosa Lee re-
torted.

“Who are you talking to like that?” Rosetta said in the tone that
Rosa Lee knew so well.

“Momma,” Rosa Lee pleaded, “you would not help me fill it out,”

“How am I going to help you fill it out when I can't even read my-
self?” Rosetta shouted.

Rosa Lee was stunned. “Why didn't you tell me you couldn't read?”
“ 'Cause it wasn't none of your damn business!” Rosetta said.

CHAPTER THREE

‘She Was Teaching!’

he first-grade classroom that welcomed 6-year-old Rosa Lee

Cunningham in the fall of 1942 was a long way from the kind of
school that Rosetta Wright had attended 20 years earlier in rural
North Carolina.

Rosetta’s school year didn’t begin in September and end in June, It
was geared to the rhythms of the cotton fields; from the spring
through the fall, the sharecroppers had to work the crop, leaving the
winter months as the primary time for school. The harvest came
first, the classroom second.

The white landowners had no mtemt in encouraging the biack
sharecroppers to send their children to school. Education was a
threat to the sharecropping system that dominated much of North
Carolina and the South when Rosetta was growing up in the 1920s;
sharecroppers who could read and write might take their labor else-
where. Rosetta’s parents, Thadeous and Lugenia Lawrence, had no’
formal education; Rosetta went to school, but when she reached pu-

- berty, she went to work full-time in the fields,

There was one similarity between the schools that Rosetta and
Rosa Lee attended: Both were part of segregated school systems,
Rosa Lee's difficulty with reading and writing began in first grade,
soon after she enrolled at Giddings Elementary at Third and G
streets SE. She does not remember getting any special help from her
teachers. “If you didn’t learn it, you just didn't learn it,” she said,
Then one morning at the beginning of fourth grade in 1947, she
saw that school could be something more than a place of frustration,
She was talking with a girlfriend in her girlfriend’s classroom when
the teacher appeared and shut the door.before Rosa Lee could leave.
Trapped, Rosa Lee decided to take a seat rather than draw attention
to herself. Besides, she was curious about the teacher, Miss White-
head; Rosa Lee had beard Miss Whitehead did things differently in

. her second-floor classroom.

Within a few hours, Rosa Lee felt as if she had stumbled into a new
school. On the first fioor, where Rosa Lee had always been assigned,
she and her classmates rotated among four classrooms every day.
But Miss Whitehead's students stayed all day in the same classroom,
and Miss Whitehead handled all the subjects.

On the first floor, the teachers seemed to spend a lotofnmemthe
hall, talking to each other, while Rosa Lee and her first-floor class-
mates played “and meddled with each other.” By contrast, Miss
Whitehead's class seemed calm, orderly and exciting.

For three straight days, Rosa Lee climbed the stairs to Miss
Whitehead's classroom and sat there, undetected. For the first time
in her life, she found school fascinating. “She was teaching!” she told
me. “She made you feel like you were learning something.” Rosalze
planned to stay upstairs forever.

Why weren’t the children downstairs taught like that, she asked

' her girifsiend? The friend told her that the firstloor class was an

“ungraded class for slow learners.”

No one had told Rosa Lee that she was “a slow Ieamer. She re-
members angrily cutting her friend off.

It seems difficult to believe, but Rosa Lee went unnoticed in the
class for three days. On the fourth day, she raised her hand to ask a
question. Miss Whitehead appeared to notice her for the first time.
She asked Rosa Lee to stay behind during recess.

After the other students left, Miss Whitehead asked Rosa Lee
where she was supposed to be, and then told her that she would have
to return to her assigned classroom.

*But I like the way you teach up here,” Rosa Lee said. “Why won't
you let me come up here?”

“You're not supposed to be up here,” she remembers Miss White-
head saying. “You're supposed to be downstairs.”
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“Why?" Rosa Lee asked.

“Because you're a slow learner!” Miss Whitehead replied.

Rosa Lee retreated to the first floor. Her teacher, who seemed not
to have missed her, told Rosa Lee never to go upstairs again.

Later that school year, Rosa Lee began skipping school frequently.

On many mornings, she left the house as if she were going to school,
but she spent the day roaming the streets of Capitol Hill instead. De-
spite her unexplained absences, she was promoted to the fifth and
sixth grades. . .
- In the spring of 1949, after being held back twice, Rosa Lee was
called to the principal’s office. it was the end of her sixth-grade year,
and a school official told her she would be allowed to graduate to ju-
nior high. “She told me I was being passed on account of my age,”
Rosa Lee said, “not because [ had passed any of my classes.”

‘Read 1t for Me’

orty-three years later, on a January morning in 1992, Rosa Lee is

fretting over her telephone bill, She stares at the eight pages,
trying to figure out how her bill could be $241 when her monthly
service costs $15.38. ‘ '

She thrusts the bill into my hands. “Read it for me, Mr. Dash,” she
says, her lower lip trembling as it always does when she’s upset..

As we talk, Ronnie, Ducky and Richard are in the living room.
They are watching a movie on cable, which Rosa Lee had installed
for them. Patty is asleep on the couch. None of them is working at
the moment, and no one is helping to pay the $64 monthly rent, the
electricity and phone bills, or the cable.

Rosa Lee has the only steady income, not all of which is legal. She

- receives $437 a month from the Supplementai Security Income pro-
gram for the disabled poor; the government considers her disabled
because her medical problems and lack of skills limit her job pros-
pects. The rest of her money comes from selling shoplifted goods.

Money never lasts long in the Cunningham household, so when the
phone bill -arrived in late December, Rosa Lee was frantic. The
words on the first page—“Message Units” and “Federally Ordered
Subscriber Line Charge™—mesnt nothing to her. The subsequent
pages, each showing totals and subtotals, confused her even more,
She can’t add or subtract, so she couldn't check the numbers, much
as her sharecropping grandparents could not check the landowner's
math when he added up their “share” after each harvest.

She put the bill aside. Three days after Christmas, the phone com-
pany disconnected the line. When her disability check came after
New Year’s, Rosa Lee paid $140 and the service was restored. But
with $101 unpaid, Rosa Lee is worried.

1 wasn’t eager to get caught up in her personal affairs again. I sug-
gested she call her son, Alvin, who is literate and willing to help when
his-mother calls. Alvin and his brother, Eric—who live on their
awn—are the only two of Rosa Lee’s children who have never used
drugs. .

“NO, NO, NO,” Rosa Lee screamed at me, tears trickling down
her face. “Alvin’s going to be angry and fuss at me for letting these
grown-ass children live off of me! Nol You've got to help me! You've

+ got to call the phone company, If I call them, I'll only get flustered,

and they'll find out I can't read. These bills are kicking my butt, md‘

I'm not getting any help to pay them. PLEASE? PLEASE?”

- “Okay, okay, okay,” | reply, my head pounding, “but they won't be
able to hear me if you're crying.”

1 scan the bill, which shows a balance of $137 from November, and
quickly notice several problems.

Someone has been making calls to “900” numbers that charge $4 a
minute for sexually explicit conversations. After checking with Rosa
Lee, I ask the C&P billing office to put a block on the line that would
prevent any more calls to 900 numbers,

There aiso are 38°alls to"directory;assistance;-at-a-cost-of-$9:88,
JThat made sense: No one in the house can read well enough to use

the printed phone book, so everyone uses directory assistance to find
phone numbers.

And there are 511 “message units” for local calls outside the Dis-
trict—to phone numbers in Maryland and Virginia. This is a mys-
tery: Rosa Lee, who didn't realize that she had to pay extra for such
calls, says she doesn’t know who might be making so many calls.

As I get an explanation of the bill from C&P, I look at Rosa Lee ac-

cusingly. The 511 “message units” were all calls to the same number

in Prince George's County. This was on top of 340 calls made to that
number in November. What is going on? [ ask.

Rosa Lee looks both surprised and sheepish. She had been letting
a young woman down the hali use the phone to call her boyfriend in
Prince George’s County. The woman's phone had been disconnected -
for several months. But Rosa Lee had no idea the woman had been
making so many calls. '

It didn’t make sense. Why would the woman call her boyfriend 511
times in one month, nearly, 20°GAllS a day? And how did she do it with-
out Rosa Lee'§ knowledge?

The answer, it turned out, was drugs. The woman's boyfriend was a
crack dealer, and the woman was relaying orders for neighborhood cus-
tomers. She made most of the calls early in the day, when Rosa Lee was
out. One of Rosa Lee’s children would let her in. ~ *

Rosa Lee is upset that the woman has taken advantage of her. But
she is reluctant to cut off her use of the phone.

“What?” | say, “Why?”

“Sometimes | need some bread,” Rosa Lee says. “Sometimes |
need some sugar, or something . . . and I ask her to get it for me.”

When Rosa Lee’s arthritic knee is too painful to walk to the store.
she would rather send the woman than one of her children. “They
spend my money on crack and don't come back with my change or
my food.” Rosa Lee says.

1 get up to leave. “NO!” she shouts. “Don’t leave! Stay with me a
little while!”

She picks up the large brass crucifix that she keeps on top of her

television, clasping it to her chest,

“I need somebody to stand by me!” she says, her voice reverberat-
ing off the walls and into the second-floor hallway outside. “I don't
have nobody. I don’t have nobody. 1 can't do it by myself.”

About This Series

. ln 1832, in the midst of the Great Depression, Rosa Lee
Cunningham's grandparents and parents gave up their
North Carolina sharecropping life for an uncertain journey
north. Rosa Lee is the link between past and present, be-
tween a world that has disappeared and the one that her chil-
dren and grandchildren face today in Washington. Her life
spans 2 half-century of hardship in blighted neighborhoods
not far from the majestic buildings where policy-makers have
largely failed in periodic efforts to break the cycle of poverty.
Many of Rosa Lee's relatives, including two of her eight
children, managed to secure footholds in the mainstreans of
American society; their relative success makes it all the more
important to try to understand Rosa Lee's life. Although her
story is discomforting and disturbing, she wants it told. “May-
be | can help somebody not follow in my footsteps,” she says.
That story—of the choices she had and the choices she
made—offers a chance to understand what statistics only
suggest: the interconnections of racism, poverty, illiteracy,
drug abuse and crime, and why these conditions persist. ’
The series. edited by Steve Luxenberg, The Post's assis-
tant managing editor for special projects, began Sunday,
Sept. 18 and will run through Sunday, Sept. 25. The Post
welcomes readers’ written comments or phone calls. If you
wish to leave a recorded comment, please call PostHaste at
334-8000, Category 4646.
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She Wrestles With Recovery in a Changing Drug Culture

THE CLINIC: Rosa Lee Cuniningham réceives her dasly dose of methadone.
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. Fourth of eight articles

By Leon Dash
Washlogtos Post Stafl Writer

crowd is milling arcund the bank
of aluminum mailboxes that sits
on a grassy island outside Rosa
Lee Cunningham’s apartment
building. The midday sun is warm
on this spring day in 1992, and my car
window is open as Rosa Lee and I pull into

" the parking lot,

. *Has the mailman come yet?” Rosa Lee
shouts to her neighbors.
" *No,” comes the reply.

Ordinarily, the mailman's whereabouts
don’t generate much interest at the
Southeast Washington housing complex
where Rosa Lee lives. But today is the first

of the month, the day when government
checks are due to arrive.

Standing off to the side, surveying the
scene, is a group of teenage boys who sell
crack cocaine in the Washington Highlands
neighborhood that surrounds the federally
subsidized complex. They too are waiting for
the mailman. As soon as the checks are
cashed, they will begin their rounds, making
new sales and collecting old debts.

Even before Rosa Lee reaches the door to
i\{er second-floor apartment, it flies open,

er 34-year-old daughter, Patty, sticks out
her head. “Momma, have the checks come
yet?” Patty says urgently in a loud voice.

“Patty, you don’t have to shout,” Rosa Lee
says. “You know the checks don’t come until
1o'clock™

We step into the living room and the

See ROSA LEE A16,Col 1



. ROSA LEE, From Al
reason for Patty’s nervousness becomes clear: Seated on the couch
are two teenage crack dealers, known to me only as Two-Two and

Man. Between them is Ducky, 32, another of Rosa Lee’s eight chil-
~ dren. All three are staring at the television, watching an afternoon

soap opera.

Two-Two and Man have come to collect from Patty and Ducky. The

teenagers know they have a better chance of getting their money if they

* show up early, before Rosa Lee and Patty have cashed their checks. |
have seen this ritual many times since ] began spending several days a
week with Rosa Lee to learn how several generations of one family have
lived with poverty, crime and drugs. Even so, Two-Two and Man barely
acknowledge my presence,

Rosa Lee greets them. The boys nod, their facial expressions
masks of cool indifference. They are dressed in hip-hop style: over-
sized jeans, baggy shirts, expensive sneakers and baseball caps. Rosa
Lee has asked Two-Two and Man several times not to sell crack to
Patty and Ducky on credit, but they ignore her. I once asked her
why. “Because they know Momma is going to bail her children out,”
she says.

There is no hint of sarcasm or irony in Rosa Lee's voice, just a
simple statement of fact by someone trapped in a drug culture she
helped perpetuate. For years she sold heroin to addicts who would do
almost anything for a fix; now her own children beg her for money to
feed their habits, She herself is a recovering heroin addict who didn't -
quit until the fall of 1990, when an injection sent her into a life-
threatening seizure. But Patty and Ducky haven't quit, nor have
three of her other children.

It's the kind of environment that sociologist William J. Wilson has.
studied in his work on urban neighborhoods that have become domi-
nated by what Wilson calls *a concentration of poverty.” Wilson said
it is “extremely difficult” for family members living in close quarters
with drug users to come away unscathed. Rosa Lee and her family,
he told me, reflect “the effects of living in neighborhoods that are

impoverished with all the opportumnes for ﬂlegal ac-
tivities, with limited opportunities for conventional activity.”

1llegal activity swirls around Rosa Lee every day. She resents hav-
ing to protect her aduit children from drug dealers, but she aiways
comes to their rescue. With some pride, she tells me about the time
she saved Patty and Ducky from Two-Two's wrath.

it was Labor Day weekend in 1991. The checks had come early,
on Friday and Saturday, because Sept. 1 fell on a Sunday. Before
Two-Two and Man could find Patty, she had cashed her $252 wel-

. fare check and spent it all in a few hours. She paid Rosa Lee the
$100 that she had borrowed for crack the month before, paid off sev~
eral of the other dealers who found her first and then spent the rest
on more crack.

So when Two-Two showed up Saturday afternoon to collect $30
from her, $80 from Ducky and $150 from Patty’s boyfriend, Patty
hid in Rosa Lee’s bedroom and Ducky hid in the hall closet. “J want
my goddamn money,” Two-Two yelled, banging his fist on Rosa
Lee's apartment door. “Mama Rose, | don't mean no harm. If we Jet
them go, everybody will think they can do it. Would you rather |
knock on the door or do you want me to knock them on their ass?

Rosa Lee knew Two-Two and Man meant business. Though she
called them “young'uns,” they were tougher and less patient than
many of the dealers ghe knew in the 1970s and 1980s, when she
made a living selling heroin in Northwest Washi

She didn't want to pay them out of her $422 monthly disability
check.“ld:dn’tseeanywaytomakertthrough the month if I paid all
my bills and paid off their debts too,” she told me. -

“All of a sudden,” she said, “my mind started working.” She decid-
edmbecomeamck&e]ber,justfortheweekend.SheaskedTwo—
Two to introduce her to a crack supplier.

“What can | make with SSOO"RosaLeeasked the supplier, a man

. in his late twenties,

“You can double it,” he said, Later that evening, Rosa Lee handed
over $300 in return for 30 plastic bags of crack, each containing one
“$20 rocic.” She then sent Patty and Ducky to round up customers.

As the supplier prepared the packages, Rosa Lee's l4-year-old
granddaughter walked in. She understood immediately. “I don’t want
you to go back to jail, grandma,” she told Rosa Lee.

trooped up to Rosa Lee’s apartment until S am. She sold
some bags at a discount and gave in to Patty’s and Ducky’s pleas for
free samples. When it was all over, she hadn’t made enough to cover
her $300 outlay. She ended up paying off the debts out of her own

*1 could have made more if I hadn’t given Ducky something now
- and then, and Patty something now and then,” she said. >

Exhausted from being awake all might, she washed up and got
ready for church.

Since that weekend, Two-Two and Man have looked to Rosa Lee
whenever Patty or Ducky can't pay up. This particular afternoon is
no different. The mailman finally arrives, Rosa Lee agrees to cover
the debts, the checks are cashed at a nearby liquor store and the
money changes hands, -



" As soon as Twe-Two and Man leave, Patty and Ducky are off in
search of more crack.

‘Mama Rose’

t 8:15 one January morning in 1992, Rosa Lee slams the brown

metal door to her one-bedroom apartment and walks slowly
down the stairs to meet the government-run van for the six-mile nide
to the city methadone clinic.

She steps out into a biting wind, but is glad to leave her crowded
apartment,. Inside, her sons Richard, Ronnie and Ducky are asieep on
makeshift beds in the living room. Patty is in Rosa Lee’s double bed,
which they have been sharing for weeks.

Rosa Lee looks forward to this part of her day. At the methadone
clinic, she sees old friends she has known since she lived at Clifton Ter-

‘ race in the 1970s and early 1980s. They greet her with affection.

“Hi ya doing, Mama Rose?”

*“Ya’ looking good, Mama Rose.”

“Nice to see you, Mama Rose.”

“Mama Rose” is what they called her at Clifton Terrace. She likes the
name and the respect it implies. She drifts to the back of a line that
stretches down the corridor toward a counter encased in plexiglass. A
sign on the plexiglass sets the rules: “Attention ... Your methadone

will be in 3 ounces of water, Please do not ask the nurse for less.” Some,

patients believe the methadone works better if less diluted.

The line moves forward methodically, dozens of peopie from dif-
ferent neighborhoods and different backgrounds, ail bound together
by their addiction. Behind the giass, the nurse measures out the
bicod-red methadone inte a plastic cup, places it on a revolving tray,
then spins it so the patient can take the cup through the opening.
The patients receive different doses, depending on their weight and
how much they need to effectively curb their craving for heroin.

The nurse measures out Rosa Lee’s dosage. Following the rules,

Rosa Lee drinks it down as a nurse watches. The glass between

thern doesn’t encourage conversation. The transaction over, Rosa
Lee heads for the door. )

On many weekday mormnings, 1 meet her outside at the clinic, a
modern two-story coffee~colored building at 33 N St. NE, and we
nride two blocks to the McDonald's on New York Avenue NE.

The McDonald’s is Rosa Lee's preferred spot for breakfast. She
spends several hours there each day, chatting with other patients
from the methadone clinic and “regulars” who hang out there. Her
routine is the same: She orders Cheerios or the breakfast special of
pancakes, sausage and scrambled eggs.

This particular morning, she settles on Cheerios. She tears open
seven packages of sugar, dumps them in her coffee and then rips
open several more and emnpties them onto hex cereal. She can't stand
to eat anything until she drinks her methadone, so this is her first
food of the day.

A woman approaches. She hands Rosa Lee $3 in a folded lump

“More Darvon sales?” I ask.

“Yeah,” Rosa Lee says.

Darvon is a prescription painkiller lhat some methadone patients
use for a cheap high. They like Xanax, a prescription tranquilizer,
sven more. Rosa Lee often has a suppily of Darvon and Xanax to sell.
She was preseribed both drugs after she injured her back slightly ina
us accident in August 1991, She has used the injury as an excuse for
retting refills. As a Medicaid patient, she pays just 50 cents for the
10 pills that come in each prescription. She resells Darvon at $1 a pill
nd Xanax at $2,

She can't refill them too often without drawing suspicion, so it's
‘ot something that brings in a lot of money. But it gives her a certain
sature with the McDonald's crowd.

Some days, she will bring in clothes that she has shoplifted to sell
r give away. One time, she brought a toddler-sized yellow sweat suit
wat her sons stole in a burglary; she gave it away to a homeless
oman who was there with her 3-year-old daughter, “J just felt guilty
ying to sell it to her,” she told me.

A few months after [ began visiting Rosa Lee regularly in the fall
1990, she told me that several of her McDonald's buddies couldn’t
wderstand why she was allowing me to write about her. “They told
e, ‘Stay away from reporters. They put peopie’s business in the
reet.’ ”

1 smiled and told her it was true. “We're nosy and intrusive. I want

ur permission to follow you for a long time. There will be many

vs when 1 will ask you about the same thing over and over again,

4 then come back months later and ask you again. You might end

cussing me out.”

She laughed. “That’s all right. You look like you could handle it.”

Jur relationship has evolved from those early days. 1 have tried to

nain an impartial observer, but, inevitably, 1 have become 2 vital

1 of her life. Sometimes I am her driver, ferrying her to the meth-

»

»

adone clinic or the welfare office. Sometimes | am her transiator.

helping her to decipher paperwork that baffles her because she can't -

read. More often, | am her confidante, listening to her painful re-
criminations about her life and her children,
Staying at arm’s length is difficult. My refusals don't deter her

" from trying 1o get me invoived.

“Mr. Dash,” she says, tilting her head and softening her voice, “tell
me, what should I do?”

“I'm not in it, Rose,” I'll say.

* ‘T'mnot in it, Rose;’ " she mimics. “Why do you always say that? |
need your help. 1 don’t have anyone else to taik to.”

That’s why she enjoys her McDonald's visits. There, she can escape
her problems for a while. One day, as she ranted about her chiidren's
drug habits, she broke down in tears about how trapped she felt.

“Mr. Dash,” she said, “ don't have no friends. The only friends you
know | got is up there.”

“At McDonald's?”

“McDonald’s. That's all. And they’re not what you call friends, but
that's all { got.”

¢

CHAPTER TWO

The Cocoa Club

ost of the McDonald's crowd is a generation younger than Rosa

Lee. Once in a while, though, she runs into one of her old hero-
in customers from the days when she waited tables at the Cocoa
Club, a nightclub that once operated at the corner of Eighth and H
streets NE. “That's way back.” she says. “Not too many alive from
those days.”

“Those days” were the 1950s and 1960s. In the world that Rosa
Lee knows, in the neighborhoods where she grew up, in the places
where she raised her children, on the streets where she once bought
and sold drugs, there are many people whose lives ended too early,
cut short by too much heroin or too much alcohol or just simply too
much misfortune,

Oue day at McDonald’s, Rosa Lee pulls an old photograph out of

her pocketbook. It is a Polaroid, and it shows a younger Rosa Lee, in
her early thirties, dressed in a sleek black outfit, with matching pants
and top. Behind her is the dance floor of the Cocoa Club.

The photo was taken sometime in the late 1960s by a regular cus-
tomer at the club. Rosa Lee had run into the man recently, and he re-
membered the photo. He ran home to get it, and insisted that Rosa
Lee keep it.

It is the only photo I have ever seen of Rosa Lee at this age; she
looks smashing and vibrant. She looks as if she belongs. -

She never planned to work at the club. As a teenager in the early and
mid-1950s, Rosa Lee often went with her girlfriends to the Cocoa Club
to dance and drink. The club’s owner noticed her and asked her if she
wanted to wait tables. [i was her first job. She was 20, and had just giv-
en birth to Eric, her fifth child. The year was 1956.

The pay was good, and it was in cash, so she could hide it from the
welfare office. She worked at night, leaving her mother to take care
of her children. It was fun and exciting. There was live music and
flashy customers.

One was a heroin dealer. Soon after she started working at the
club, he took her aside and offered her a chance to make a little extra
money: If she would sell heroin to customers that he sent her way,
she could keep $25 of every $100 she sold.

She concealed the heroin, which was contained in small capsules,
inside her bra. The capsules sold for $1 each, and customers usually
bought three. “Friday nights was when | would sell them,” recaned
Rosa Lee. “Friday nights, I would sell hundreds in there. The owner
never knew | was seiling heroin, but he was always asking me why
my tables would be fuil with customers when the other tables were
empty. [ toid him, “ ‘Cause I take care of my customers!” "

The heroin business, she said, was nothing like the crack business
today. She never treated her customers the way Two-Two and Man
now treat Patty and Ducky. She thought of herself as several cuts
above the “juggiers,” the dealers who sold their heroin on the streets,
She was a high-class dealer with high-class customers; they paid
promptly and in cash.

She resisted the temptation to take a hit herself. She saw the pow-
erful grip that heroin held on her customers, and it frightened her.
Besides, she couldn't afford a heroin habit. By 1961, she had eight
children to support. She took a second job at another H Street night-
club, the 821 Club, as a “shake dancer”—slang for strip tease. Soon,
she was engaging in prostitution with club customers.

“The men would ask if they could take me home,” Rosa Lee said,
“T'd come right out with it. ‘Yeah, you can take me home. I got eight
children at home. We need some money for food!" ”

She also picked up additional things by shoplifting: shoes for little
Patty, pants for one of the boys. She was caught occasionally, but the




judge always gave her probation and sent her home. Then, in Octo-
ber 1965, her luck ran out.

She was arrested as she tried to steal an expensive coat from a
Maryland department store. Two security guards spotted her as she
went to the coat rack, took off her raggedy brown wool coat, slipped
into the plush new coat and hung the old one in its place.

She pleaded guilty. On Christmas Eve, the judge sentenced her to
a year in prison.

Her mother was sitting in the first row of spectator seats. “You're

not going to forget this!” yelled Rosetta Wright, waving her right
forefinger at Rosa Lee's face. “You hear me? Leaving all those god-
damn children! You're not going to forget this!”

CHAPTER THREE :

‘Are You Doing It?’

osetta took care of Rosa Lee's children for the eight months that

Rosa Lee spent in jail, but Rosa Lee felt little gratitude. The ten-
sion between them was as bad as ever. Rosetta told the welfare of-
fice that Rosa Lee's prison term showed she was an unfit mother;
this convinced Rosa Lee that Rosetta would like nothing better than
to have custody of the children and the weifare payments that came
with them. Their battles only deepened Rosa Lee's resolve to re-
trieve her children and move away from her mother’s apartment as
quickly as ghe coild.

After her release, she returned to her waitress pb at the Cocoa
Club and resumed her heroin sales, Within a few months, she found a
one-bedroom apartment on Bates Street NW, near North Capitol
Street. [t was small and roach-infested, but it meant that she was no

. longer under her mother’s thumb.

The children, especially the older ones, remember these years as
a time of constant turmoil. Between 1966 and 1968, they moved four
times before ending up in a public housing compiex in the Marshall
Heights area of Southeast Washington, The apartments had one

' thing in common: All were-located in areas known for illegal drug ac-

vty :

Hervin was available to anyone who wanted it, including teenagers, In
1967, Ronnie became the first of Rosa Lee’s children to try it. He was
15 and in the seventh grade, ’ )

As he remembers it now, his best friend offered him a capsule at.a
party, suggesting that Ronnie snort the whitish powder. He had been
searching for something that would give him more confidence, help him
to overcome his fear of girls and to control an embarrassing stammer
that took over whenever he was under stress,

“1 tried some,” Ronnie said “It stopped my stammering.” Within a
:g:rnmths.hemdhisnewgirﬁriendm“sidnmpmg'medmgm

arms, . .

He tried hard to hide his addiction from Rosa Lee, but there was a
trail of evidence: He needed money to pay for his habit, s0 he wouid sell
household items or steal from Rosa Lee's purse. He skipped schoal of-
ten and finally just dropped out in the eighth grade.

Rosa Lee didn’t connect any of this to a heroin habit. She had never
paid much attention to her children's performance in school, much as
Rosetta had never paid much attention to hers. Then, one day in 1969,
she found empty heroin capsules and syringes in Ronnie’s room.

“Are you doing it?” she asked him in a soft voice.

“Yeah,” Ronnie said, ashamed. “You want me to get out?”

“She told me, just like she told me when | started smoking ciga-
rettes, ‘You got to take care of your own habits!?’ *

CHAPTER FOUR '

‘Get Outta Bed!’

I n the neighborhood where Rosa Lee lived in the late 1960s, word
got around that she had heroin to sell. Addicts flocked to her
apartment on 57th Place SE, a long street that ends in a cul-de-sac
near the Prince George's County line. Some were banging on her
door before the sun rose,

“Some of them would be shaking,” Rosa Lee told me. “Some said
their stomachs hurt. Some said their backs hurt. And they were al-
ways begging, begging, begging. They did not have the full price. I'd
sell to them at a discount because | couldn't stand the begging and
sniffling and wiping their noses. . . . | wanted them to come back.
They’d pay full price when they came back that afternoon, after they
had a chance to steal something or hustie up some money.”

She sometimes let them use her bedroom to inject the drug. Her
youngest children often were getting ready for school, so Rosa Lee
told her customers to make sure the door was closed.

RosaLeeshmkherhead.Rmmiewassmpﬁsedbywhat}heaaid
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. "“After a few minutes, they come out of there completely changed,”
she said, “They were relaxed, not worried about anything. They'd
tell me how good the dope made them feel. [ was curious about what
dope could do for me, if | could feel good all day. . . . But | was still
too scared to try it.”
1t wasn’t long before police also heard about Rosa Lee’s business.
That's when the raids began.
" One night in 1969, the police battered down the door and the children
woke up to find officers, their guns drawn, waving flashlights and
shouting, “Get outta bed! Get outta bed!” Rosa Lee's youngest daugh-
ter, then 8, remembers she was so afraid that she wet her bed, .
The police never found anything, Rosa Lee kept her stash at a
friend's house nearby. But the raids continued, sometimes as often as
once a month.
The younger children had no idea why the police kept breaking
- down the door. But the older children knew too well what was going
on. “They raided us 80 often,” Ronnie said. “We were so hot.”

b * *
Rosa Lee’s First Hit

osa Lee’s first drug use started with her desire to lose weight.

It was 1973, and the family was living in a four-bedroom apart-
ment at Clifion Terrace. The police had battered the door at the
57th Place apartment 30 many times that D.C. housing officials grew
weary of fixing it. In the summer of 1972, they ordered Rosa Lee to
move. Rosa Lee said she gave $100 to someone in authority and her

narae went to the top of the waiting list at Clifton Terrace.
One day, Rosa Lee found out that Lucky, a close friend, was regu-

larly injecting something called “bam,” the street name for Preludin, -

an amphetamine-like stimulant. Lucky told her that bam helped re-
- duce her weight by curbing her appetite,

Bam didn't frighten Rosa Lee the way heroin did. Lucky had been
using it for months, and Rosa Lee hadn't noticed any change in
Lucky’s behavior. . .

Rosa Lee's weight -had been creeping up. She asked Lucky for a
hit. “Lucky wouldn’t hit me," she said. - :

Rosa Lee asked one of Ronnie’s girlfriends if she knew anything
about bam. The friend, 2 school-crossing guard at nearby Eugene
Meyer Elementary School, told Rosa Lee that she used bam in the
morning before she went to her post.

Every morning for the next year, the woman brought bam to Rosa
Lee's apartment. In the pre-dawn darkness, she would prepare the
solution and inject Rosa Lee and herself.

“1 liked the feeling,” Rosa Lee said. “I could feel it all in my stom-
ach. That's the first thing that shrinks. Your stomach. [ would go the
WHOLE DAY without eating, with 2 WHOLE lot of energy! | would
clean up the whole house. Nothing was clean enough, F'd take two or
three baths. I was on top of everything. In three weeks, | lost about
20 pounds.”

By 1975, two more of her children had joined Ronnie as drug us-
ers. Bobby, then 25, began smoking opium while serving in the Army

.in Vietnam. And Patty, who had watched Ronnie shoot up when ghe
waa 11, became a regular user when she was 17.

Rosa Lee had plenty of opportunities to try something stronger
than bam, but she still resisted. Then, at her 39th birthday party, she
gave in, .

It had been a difficult month. She was going through a breakupofa

- three-year relationship, At her party, all she could do was cry. Patty

suggested “a shot of dope™ might help her get over her pain.
* After that October night in 1975, mother and daughter became
daily heroin users. Rosa Lee was never able to inject herself, If Patty
or Ronnie or Babby weren't available, she went to a Clifton Terrace
“oilin’ joint,” and paid $3 for someocne to give her a hit.

" For 19 years, she had resisted the jure of the drug she sold. Now,
she fell to the same depths as the addicts who had knocked on her
door and begged for a fix: Her eyes were red and watery. Her stom-
ach hurt when the heroin wore off. Her body quaked and shivered as
it waited for the next hit.

Over the next 15 years, nothing motivated her to stop. In 1983,
she survived a misplaced injection that caused a bone in her neck to
become infected, and went right back to using heroin. In 1988, she
learned that she, Bobby and Patty had HIV, the virus that causes
AIDS, She continued to shoot up. Then a series of seizures nearly
killed her in the fall of 1990, and a doctor warned her that her next
injection might be her last.

Now her life is a daily struggle to stay on methadone and stay away
from the drug use that spins around her. Mostly, she succeeds. There is
no evidence that she took-a single hit in all of 1991; she was doing so
well that the clinic invited her to speak to a group of addicts about her
experience. That's why I am startled one day in early 1992 to notice
that the back of her left hand is swollen and red. It looks like the traces
of “skinpopping,” a methed of injecting heroin,

Y
»

“What are you looking at? she demands. hiding her hands in the folds
of her winter coat.
“I'm looking at your swollen left hand.” 1 say.

‘Would It Kill Me?’

R osa Lee isn't pleased that | have noticed the teli-tale sign of her-
oin use, but she decides to tell me the story anyway. _

Earlier in the week, she had been sitting in McDonald’s with sev-
eral of her methadone buddies. Everyone was chattering excitedly
about the Christmas gifts they had received from their children, Ev-
eryone except Rosa Lee.

Most of Rosa Lee’s children hadn't given her anything. “1 couldn’t
say a'word,” Rosa Lee told me. “1 just sat there and looked, and be-
fore 1 kmew it. I went into the bathroom and started crying.” . -

To cheer her up, one of her friends suggested they share a “billy”
or two of heroin, the quarter-teaspoon package cominonly sold on
the streets of Washington, Ordinarily, Rosa Lee would have dismiss-
ed the idea. Not this time. N

She wondered if it would be dangerous. “What Would happen if I
did some?” she asked her friend. “Would it kill me?", Her friend told -
her not to worry. Rosa Lee decided to risk it. -

. As soon as Patty heard about the plan, she was eager to join in. It
would be like old times: Patty would give Rosa Lee the hit, then hit
herself. Patty and the friend went looking for a neighbarhood dealer.

A short while later, Patty sat on Rosa Lee's bed and stuck the nee-
dle in the back of Rosa Lee's hand.

“Momma, can you feel it? Patty whispered,

Rosa Lee shook her head. .

Patty was worried about giving Rosa Lee too much at once, She
remembered Rosa Lee’s first seizure, and the panic she felt as Rosa
Lee’s eyes rolled back in her head. . '

“Are you ready to-take it all”" Patty asked.

“If you stay here with me,” Rosa Lee said,

Patty pushed the rest of the milky liquid into Rosa Lee's vein. Ro-
sa Lee waited for the familiar rush, But it never came, The metha-
done seemed to be blocking the high.

“] didn't feel anything I used to feel,” she tells me.

“Why did you take a chance on dying?” . '

She wriggles uncomfortably in her seat. *I didn't see it that way,
taking a chance on dying. I thought | might have a seizure, but |
didn"t think T was taking a chance on dying.”

1 remind her of the doctor’s warning, She mutters something and
averts her eyes. We spar for a few minutes, and it becomes clear that
the conversation is going nowhere. She completes my next question
before I can finish it. :

“You realty don't have a . . . " | begin.

“A good reason for why | took it?” she said. “No, I really don’t.”

About This Series

|
ln 1932, in the midst of the Great Depression, Rosa Lee

Cunningham’s grandparents and parents gave up their
North Carolina sharecropping life for an uncertain journey
north. Rosa Lee is the link between past and present, be-
tween a world that has disappeared and the one that her chil-
dren and grandchildren face today in Washington. Her life
spans a half-century of hardship in biighted neighborhoods
not far from the majestic buildings where policy-makers have
largely failed in periodic efforts to break the cycle of poverty.

Many of Rosa Lee's relatives, including two of her eight
children, managed to secure footholds in the mainstream of
tﬁmermn society; their relative success makes it all the more
important to try to understand Rosa Lee’s life. Although her
story i3 discomforting and disturbing, she wants it told. “May-
be I can help somebody not follow in my footsteps,” she says.
That story-—of the choices she had and the choices she
made—offers a chance to understand what statistics only
suggest: the interconnections of racism, poverty, illiteracy,
drug abuse and crime, and why these conditions persist,

The series, edxe;ftd by‘ Steve Luxenberg, The Post's assis-
tant managing or for special projects, began Sunday,
Sept. 18 and will run through Sunday, Sept. 25, The Post
welcomes readers’ written comments or phone calls. If you
wish to leave a recorded comment, please call PostHaste at
334-9000, Category 4646.
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a POVERTY AND SURVIVAL IN WASHINGTON |

BOSA LEE, From A1

s0 hard to escape. By the time he reached Rosa Lee’s apartment in
the low-income neighborhood of Washington Highlands, he was

. steamning. He strode into the living room and stood in front of Ducky,
who was lounging on the couch after a nightlong crack binge.

“You ve got to go,” Eric shouted.

“This is Momma's house,” Ducky said. “T ain’t got to gonowhere‘”

“You're going out of here!” Eric said heatedly.

DmkylookedatRmLee.Sberefusedtomme,soDu&y»
roseiromthesafaw:tharemgmdsmug,slmvedmedoﬂxeama
plastlc bag and left.

Eric turned to Rosa Lee. Recalling the scene for

melat.er,EmsaxdﬂmbefehRosalAewaapiamthcmcmnto

*  win his sympathy. But he had no sympathy for her at that moment,

. only anger—the same anger that has burned within him since he was

5 years old and learned that he was wearing clothes shoplifted by his
mother.

“You never instilled any kind of values in us that were worth any-
thing!” he raged at her.

“What do you mean, Cheetah?” she remembers shouung. using the
nickname she gave him as a little boy because of his tree-climbing
skills. “I'm not a good mother?”

Eric shouted louder. “You never made it a point to see that we
went to school! The things that you have taught us is that manipulat-
ing is good, if you can do it. Stealing is good, if you can do it and get
away with it, Using someone is good, if you can get away with it.”

But Rosa Lee gave as good as she got, shouting louder still that
she had taught all her children “to survive!”

Eric stormed off. He had heard it all too many times. Survival was

A LIGHT MOMENT Eric W’nght jokes with his mother Rosa Lez Cunnmgham . always his mother's excuse. Well, he didn’t buy it. He had survived
too—without resorting to drug dealing, prostitution or stealing. .

Two Sons Surmounted the Hurdles

Fxﬁh of eight articles o ltlhvg, and they é:;\;e taken care of themselves and MO t ov t .
families. are Army veterans; both have ' g F €S
. By Le;): &aﬁm : worked primarily in government jobs since leaving l a ln Orc
- ’ the military 20 years ago n a spring night in 1991, not long before Eric’s confrontation
ric Wright hung up the telephone in his As aduits, they have defined t.hemsem in ways with Rosa Lee, Alvin Cunningham is struggling to explain why
Prince George’s County apartment and that set them apart from the rest of the family. Eric he, like Eric, had turned out differently from his brothers and sisters.

, cursed out loud. He couldn't decide what = | has maintained a lifeong passion for music, hosting We are sitting at his kitchen table in his Northwest Washington:
angered him more—that his 33-year-old occasional talent shows and hiring himself out as a ~ home. A lawn service tends the grass; an alarm system protects the .
brother Ducky was badgering his mother disc jockey for local parties. Alvin and his wife saved house. He and his wife have government jobs; Alvin drives a bus for

again for money to buy crack cocaine or that his “enough money to buy a comfortable two-story Metro, where he's worked since 1981. It's the kind of stability that
mother was calling him once more to eject Ducky red-brick bungaiow in a middle-class neighborhood. ~~ was missing from Alvin's childhood; Rosa Lee moved the family nine
from her apartment. He is the only one of Rosa Lee’s children who owns - times before he turned 16.

As Eric, then 35, drove his white Jeep through the | his own home. _— , Alvin Jeans back in his chair, contemplating his response. His face
suburbs toward his mother’s apartment in the Both men have made it through rough - is small and angular, and he looks much younger than 38. He is self--
District, he steeled himself for the impending passages—both were teenage fathers and dropped effacing and slow to anger. When he loses his temper—as he some-
confrontation. He didn't mind getting involved, It just | out of school—but neither one let those events times does when he visits Rosa Lee’s apartment and finds his sister
didn’t do any good. No matter what he said, no knock him off the path to respansible aduithood. Patty or his brother Ducky engaged in drug activity—everyone
matter what he did, nothing seemed to change, “Ducky reminds me of myself at one time,” Eric told knows it is best to scatter.

Of Rosa Lee Cunningham's eight children, only we, “but I caught myself.” : “It's ot very complicated,” he said finally. “For one, I don’t like
Eric and his older brother Alvin have never used His mother's phone call on this June night in 1991 drugs because | saw what they could do to you” ) .
drugs. They are the only ones who have never been | Was just another reminder of what Eric had worked t:mmmymm&&ut he's no;e mem ’Elnwt
in prison. ve warked for most of their adull : Ses ROSA LEE, A10,CoL 1 statemen! 't want to be in € 100 was
in prison. Both have of t LEE. A10,Co unwilling at first. Not only would my questions open some painful and

personal chapters that they would rather forget, but they were con-
cerned about being associated with the family’s troubled history.

As they learned more about my efforts to understand how pover«
ty, criminal recidivism and drug abuse had affected their family, they
concluded that there was some value in discussing the contrast be-
tween their lives and those of their brothers and sisters.

Over the course of several interviews, it slowly became clear that
Alvin and Eric began to set themselves apart from the family during
their first years of elementary school. It wag not something they co-
ordinated, Nevertheless, both somehow came to recognize that they
had real alternatives within their reach, that they had the power to
make something of themselves if they didn’t give up.

Their reactions to their upbringing became motivating forces in
their lives. For Alvin, it was the shame and humiliation that he felt as
a young boy; for Eric, it was the anger and disgust that he has car-
ried to adulthood. At critical points, they benefited from an outsider’s
intervention—a teacher in Alvin's case, a social worker in Eric’'s.

By the time they reached their late teens, both decided that sepa-

" ration was the best way out. Alvin joined the Army at 18, married
the mother of the daughter he had {athered at 16, received his high
school general equivalency degree and took some college courses.
He has been steadily employed since his discharge from the Army 17
y?;{s ago. Divorced from his first wife in 1978, he has since remar-
i ; g

‘ Eric followed Alvin into the Army, spent a year in the Job Corps’
. - learning the fine points of wallpapering and then tried to make a liv-
. ing as a singer. When that didn’t work out, he bounced from one job -

to another before landing a contract as a street sweeper with the
District’s Public Works Department.. He worked his way up, eaming



several promotions and pay raises; he learned to operate heavy
equipment and secured a good job at the District’s Blue Plains Treat-
ment Plant. Then in 1992, he was laid off because of the District’s fi-

" nancial woes. Since then, he has taken several temporary jobs while
looking for something permanent.

He has raised his son on his own; his rocky relationship with the
boy's mother ended in 1982, when he discovered that she was using
heroin—and that Rosa Lee had introduced her to the drug. Eric has
never forgiven his mother for that. “She would do things that made
me turn totally away from her,” he told me.

In their family, drug abuse has become the dividing wall that no
one can scale. Alvin and Eric don't spend holidays with their broth-
ers, and neither one can remember the last time that Bobby, Ronnie,
Richard or Ducky came to their homes for a visit. If they see each
other at all, it is usuaily when Alvin or Eric comes to straighten out a
problem at Rosa Lee’s apartment,

Rosa Lee can’t explain the different outcomes for her children. ‘1
didn't do anything more for them than I did for any of my other chil-
dren,” she said during one of our many interviews on the subject.
“They always acted different, like they were shamed by it all. Even
when they were little.”

Alvin, in parncular showed his independence early, she said.
“There wasn’t any what you call ‘role model’ for him to copy,” she
said. “His father only came around a couple of times when he was a
boy, and Alvin didn’t see him again until he was an adult. No, he just
sort of grew up like he did all by himself.”

CHAPTER TWO : : .

- Young Alvin

vin Cunnmgham heard the horn of the green “welfare truck” and

bolted out the back door of his mother's apartment as fast as his
8-year-old legs would carry him. Whenever the flatbed truck arrived
at the public housing complex for its monthly distribution of food Al-
vin would make himself scarce.

Alvin still remembers the contents of those bags: tins of canned
meat and corned beef, rice, powdered eggs, cheese and pinto beans,
along with other bulk items. Rosa Lee saw these staples as a godsend
in her daily struggle to feed her eight children, including a baby girl
born just a few months earlier. Alvin saw the handouts as an embar-
rassment.

His brothers and uncles noticed his tendency to dxsappear when it
came time to unload the surplus goods that the government gave to
poot families. They assumed he was avoiding work. “He was embar-
rassed?” Eric said, “All these years, I thought he refused to go to the
truck because he was iazy“'

“Sometimes l did go,” Alvin said. “But it would bothe: me. | HAT-
EDit!"

It annoyed Alvin'that the truck's driver beeped his hom ‘when he
pulled into the small courtyard near the side-by-side apartments
where Alvin’s mother and grandmother were raising their families in
1961. Alvin had a crush on a girt who lived across the courtyard; she
was a year older than Alvin and a grade ahead of him at Richardson
Elementary School. Both her parents had jobs, and although they still
qualified for public housing, they made enough roney that they
didn’t receive any surplus food. He was afraid the girl would shun
him if she saw him carrying the sealed bags into his home.

Alvin didn’t understand why the family needed to take the free
food. His mother was working every night, waiting tables at the
nightclubs on H Street, and she often came back in the afternoon
with new ciothes for the family, “We had the best of shoes,” he re-
members. “Foot-Joys. She picked up expensive things for us. On Sun-
day or Easter, we looked real nice. Extra nice! It never dawned on
me that she was shoplifting.”

Rosa Lee didn't know what to make of her third-born son. Even as
a toddler, he had behaved differently from his older brothers. He
would follow her around the apartment, observing everything she
did. If she stopped to do something, he sat nearby and watched.
Some of Rosa Lee’s friends noticed his quiet behavior; Alvin over-
heard them teliing Rosa Lee that he would grow up to be a “good
person.” He liked the sound of that.

He didn’t like the things he overheard at school. Some of his
better-off classmates at Richardson Elementary, where he was a
third-grader in early 1961, made fun of children from “the 'jects”—
the Lincoln Heights pubhc housmg community where Alvin's family
lived.

Alvin managed to escape much of this “fone’in',” or teasing. Maybe
it was because he didn't respond to the taunts; maybe it was because
he befriended some of the boys who lived in the private homes along
nearby East Capitol Street NE. Whatever the reason, the things he

saw and heard while visiting his new friends opened his eyes to a new

way of life,
He took a close look at the well-kept furniture at his friends’
homes, comparing it with the worn secondhand furniture at his own.

.

'noth.mg'”

. ing!” he thunders.

" mistakes; he's too angry to see any of the obstacles she faced.

. grades. He fell behind; some days, he didn't go to school at all,

. four shopping bags of anything you can name,” he said. “Clothing. Ap-

~ you're stealing stuff.”

His friends had a bedroom and a bed all to themselves; he shared a :
bed with one, sometimes two of his brothers,

Alvin made other comparisons. His friends’ parents were teachers,
office secretaries, Post Office clerks; his mother left her children at .
night to wait tables at nightclubs, His friends’ families ate their meals *

at a dining room table set with flatware; his familv's meals were hap-

hazard at best.

“You look at the way they were hvmg and vou krew there was a
difference,” Alvin told me. “You'd see that difference. That's what |
picked up on, and I started to pick up on that more and more.”

CHAPTER THREE R . ¢
Young Eric |
ric has never had Alvin’s quiet temperament, not even as a little
boy. “1 was a bad-ass child!" he says. *“You couldnt make me do

He says this with the conviction of a man who knows himself and
the forces that shaped him. We are seated at his new dining room ta-
ble; the shiny black top gives the room a sleek, modemn jook. Eric
leans forward as he speaks, making sure the tape recorder catches
his words. “I remember my mother saying [ wasn t gomg to be noth-

He is unaware of how often he raises his voice when he talks about -
Rosa Lee. “My mother makes me feel like I owe her something, and |
don't think I owe her anything!” he says. He focuses mostly on her’

Evictions forced Rosa Lee to move the family in 1961 and 1962,
and Eric attended three schools for kmderganen first and second

Soon after the family moved to Ninth and F streets NE in the fall

of 1961, the principal at nearby Godmg Elementary School spotted

Rosa Lee’s children playing in the street one day during school
hours. Rosa Lee hadn’t enrolied them yet. The principal knocked on
Rosa Lee's door and told her, “It’s not permitted to let your kids run
around without being in school.” She registered them the next day.
Eric was assigned to second grade and Alvin to fourth,

Halfway through elementary school, Eric told one of his teachers

that he was having trouble learning to read. He remembers Lhe 1

teacher telling him, “Don’t worry, you'll get it in the next grade

Rosa Lee wasn’t much help. She had dropped out of school in the
seventh grade and couldn't read well enough to help her childreh
with their school work. On many days, she wasn’t home when Eric
and the other children returned from schoal, so she wasn't there to
check on their homework.

Eric often found himself the target of taunts at school. Rosa Lee
was selling some of her shoplified goods to the parents of Eric's
classmates. Word got around. “Your momma steals!” he remembers
some of his new classmates yelling.

Eric couldn’t shrug off the teasing as easily as Alvin, 11 fought
quite a bit,” he said. *T fought boys, girls. It didn’t matter. If they
were too big, ['d throw bricks at them.”

Worst of all, he suspected the taunts were true. “My mother would
leave the house empty-handed in the mormng and come back with

pliances, Curtains.”
One day, he remembers saying to Rosa Lee, “People say that

Rosa Lee didn’t deny it.

“Why do you do that?” he asked.

“So you can eat!” his mother said.

“But Ma, we're eating every day!” he said.

Rosa Lee said her welfare check was too little to feed and clothe
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all eight of them, but that didn’t satisfy Eric. ‘T just never understood
why she had to do that, but I think [ was really affected the older |

~ got,” he says now. “I really started feelmg and knowing the meaning

of embarrassment.”

Disillusionment

mid the constant turmoil, Bobby represented stability and order.
Rosa Lee often left her oldest son in charge when she went out,
and he did his best to make sure the children did the dishes and went
to sleep at assigned hours. Although Bobby was just 13, Alvin and
Eric saw him as the father they never had.
That began to change in 1964. Police caught Bobby breaking into
a drugstore at 11th Street and Constitution Avenue NE. He was sent
off to the city’s institution for juvenile delinquents on Mount Olivet

Road NE. At the time, Alvin and Eric didn't know that Bobby and




" . several of his friends had been' burglarizing stores and schools for
months.

_ A schoolmate taught Bobby how to break into stores. “The first
" store we got was Circle Music, if you remember that on 11th and H,”
" Bobby told me during an interview at Lorton prison, where he has

served several sentences for theft and parole violations since 1974.
 *I went in there from the roof and got about two or three thousand

* dollars worth of musical equipment. Lord knows I didn’t know what
to do with it... . . I took it back up to my Mom and said, ‘We’ll have
some money naw’

+ The family was living in a row house at 11th and C streets NE,
along with Rosa Lee’s mother, Rosetta, and nine of her children—19
people in all. Rosa Lee was looking over the equipment in the base-
ment when Rosetta appeared on the stairs.

Rosetta immediately understood the scene. She kicked off one of
her slippers, grabbed it and smacked Bobby on his backside. She

- screamed at Rosa Lee to get the stolen equipment out of the house.

That night, Rosa Lee passed the word to several musicians at the
club. They bought everything for $275. Bobby remembers that Rosa
.. Lee gave him $200. It was the most money he had ever seen. He
- gave her $50 and split the remainder with two friends who had
.. helped in the burglary. Over the next several years, he broke into

. more than a dozen stores, schools and churches. . :

Then, six months after Alvin’s 12th birthday, Rosa Lee was ar-
rested for stealing a coat from a Montgomery Ward's in Prince
- George's County and jailed in a Maryland prison for eight months.

» Upon her release, she collected her children from her mother and
- began a series of moves that took the family to five apartments over
the next three years,

Finally, in 1968, the family settled into a two-story apartment on

; 57th Place SE, part of the sprawling public housing complex in Mar-

shall Heights near the District-Maryland line. Alvin enrolled at Evans
; Junior High School, where he met a teacher who saw something in
Alvm——and he set about to help Alvin see it too.

Alvin’s Friend

artrell Franklin remembers the exact date that he met Alvin—
Nov. 1, 1968, Franklin's first day as a Instory teacher in the D.C.
" pubhc schools,

Both were newcomers to Evans Junior High School, an imposing
red—bnck building on East Capito! Street in Southeast Washington.
" Gartrell was 23, fresh from Howard University and bursting with en-

. ergy and idealism. Alvin was 15, an eighth-grade transfer.
Alvin wasn't Franklin's best student that first year, But Franklin
. was drawn to him. “He seemed more mature than children his age,”
Franklin recalled as we talked about Alvin at Franklin's suburban .
Maryland home. They have been friends now for 25 years. “He
_would ask you things after class, Students didn’t normaily do that.”
Just as the B-year-old Alvin studied the differences between his life
. and that of his middle-class friends, now the teenager Alvin soaked
‘up the guidance and friendship of Gartrell Franklin. His conversa-
" tions with Frankiin revolved around black history and the black con-
sciousness movement that had gotten started in the 1960s. Franklin
_organized an after-school Black History Awareness group; Alvin
joined and brought along three of his friends.

It was an exciting and difficult time to be young and black in Amer-
ica. Six months earlier, civil rights leader Martin Luther King Jr. had
been assassinated. His death sparked civil disorders in many major
cities, including Washington. Stores were looted, buildings burned.

Only a month before King's death, a presidential commission had
-issued its findings on similar disturbances the previous summer in
‘Newark, Detroit and other cities. The commission’s conclusion was
“stark. “Our nation is moving toward two societies, one black, one
whne—-sepamte and unequal,” its final report stated. “Discrimination
and segregation have long permeated much of American life; they
now threaten the future of every American.”

In this atmosphere, Franklin preached against drugs and pushed
" Alvin and his friends to make something of themselves. Alvin re-
members Franklin saying over and over: “Get that education. You
need that education!” Franklin was the first person in his life to em-
phasize the importance of education, Alvin said.

The boys regarded Franklin as more than just a teacher. “He said
all the things that a father, if he were there, would say and do,” Alvin
said. None of the boys had much, if any, contact with their father.

The boys wanted to know everything they could about every black
jeader, living or dead, in America. The boys even visited Franklin at
home on Saturday afternoons. They talked about the Black Panthers,
Malcolm X and the Nation of Islam and King’s Poor People's Cam-
paign. They hung on Franklin's every word, Alvin said,

He listened to Franklin because he was educated and forceful. “He
always carried paperwork around with him,” Alvin said. “He looked
like a professor. Upright! Strong!”

Then, on a spring night in 1969, Alvin put his future in jeopardy.
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Bobby invited him along on a school burgiary; for reasons he can no
longer fathom, Alvin said yes.

Alvin waited outside while Bobby and another boy broke into the
school. In the still night air, he heard the wail of a police siren, Some-
one had spotted them. Bobby and his friend emerged from the build-
ing, empty-handed, and they all ran.

Alvin eluded the police by hiding in the bushes of a nearby back
yard, where he found himself face-to-face with a startled German
shepherd. Even in his terror, he was angry at himself. He hadn't sto-
len anything. He hadn't even gone into the building. Yet here he was,
fleeing the police. “1 knew 1 would have been charged if the police
would have caught us,” Alvin said. “From then on, | knew I had to

“make a drastic change-in my life to stay away from this atmosphere.”

“h

Eric’s Mentor

he 1968-69 schoeol year also marked a turning point for 12-year-
old Eric.

Until then, Eric had found school an exercise in frustratmn and
anxiety. He prayed every day that teachers wouldn’t ask him to read
aloud. If they did, he would create a diversion “by saying something
w and gettmg in tmuble He often ended up in the principal’s of-

Then he trans(exred to Shadd Elememary where he met sixth-
grade teacher Hank Wilson. “He worked with you all the way to the
point that you could understand what he was teaching,” Eric said.

Eric confided in Wilson that he had trouble with reading and spell-
ing. Wilson gave Eric special exercises to create sentences using the
words Eric knew. When Eric accomplished the task, Wilson took him
out for pizza as a reward.

Wilson told Eric that the exercise demonstrated that Eric had an

- aptitude for learning. No other teacher had ever said that, “T felt

- great about myself,” Eric said, his voice still reflecting his excitement
25 years later. “T even went to schooi! I'd get up early and go to
schooll” . ...

Eric’s sudden enthusxasm for school ended when he graduated
from Shadd and entered seventh grade at Evans Junior High School.
No teacher encouraged him or worked with him as Wilson had the

- year before. He remembers being placed in an ungraded class with
unruly, slower leamers. He stopped going to school, and Rosa Lee
dxdn t intervene, .

About this time, social worker Nancy H. McAlhster walked into
his life, She came to Rosa Lee’s apartment one moming to check on
15-year-old Richard, who had just returned home after three weeks

. :t the juvenile detention center for burglarizing 2 Marshall Heights
ome,

As 3 ﬁ-equent visitor to Washington's poorest nexghborhoods

McAllister wasn't surprised to find several of Rosa Lee’s children at

home during school hours. “For three or four families on that street -

at that time, school was not a priority,” McAllister told me during an
interview, “The children knew that their parents wouldn’t bother
them too much if they didn't get up.” )

McAllister asked Eric why he wasn’t in schoal.

“He came out with some flimsy excuse,” McAllister recalled.

Then Rosa Lee chimed in, “They won't listen to me, | try to get

. them up. Maybe you could do something.”

McAllister did not believe Rosa Lee’s protestations. She sent Exic

back to Evans Junior High that afternoon.

Eric latched onto her as a mentor, frequently dropping by her of- .

fice at Shadd, his former elementary school. She gave him books; he

eventually told her that he had trouble reading them. She arranged .

for him to be tested and found the results significant: They showed
that Eric had no apparent learning disabilities,

She persuaded him to accept tutoring on Saturdays. Over the next
18 months, she drove him to the tutor’s house. Gradually his reading
improved, although it never became easy for him. Still, McAllister
was pleased.

It wasn't McAlhste:’s job to keep up with Eric. She dxd that on her
own. She saw.something in him—a strength of character—that she
wanted to preserve. But she was fighting agamst forces outside of
her control.

One force was sexual activity. In the spring of 1970 Eric learned
that he was about to become a father. He was 14-—the same age as

Rosa Lee when she gave birth to Bobby, As soon as the pregnant . -

girl's mother told him, he went to Rosa Lee. “My mother had no
problem with it,” Eric said. “Alvin had already gotten somecne preg-
nant.”

Alvin's daughter and Eric’s son were born about 10 momhs apart.
Eric now thought of himself as a father and too “grown” to go to ju-
nior high. McAllister implored him to stay in school, but Eric had
made up his mind. Alvin already had dropped out; at the end of the
school year, he qmt too.

He passed the time by hanging out on 57th Place. Three female

prostitutes who lived near Rosa Lee’s apartment offered l'um a3 deal o

Would Eric like to work for them, procurmg customers? Eric agreed.
“T used to set them up with old guys.” he said, his voice conveying
a tone of wonderment at his own behavior. “I didn’t fully understand
what [ was domg They liked me because they said I did not trea
them badly.” .
After several weeks, he bragged to McAllister about what he had

been doing. He was not prepared for the blistering lecture that fol- -

lowed. He doesn’t remember her exact words, but he remembers
how humiliated he felt. “She just said, “What do you think you are do-
ing!" " He stopped working for the prostitutes soon after.

Eric and McAllister have stayed in touch, Eric credits her and
Hank Wilson with steering him away from a life of crime. “I was on
my way” to jail, he said. *They showed me a better way of living.
They showed me the positive side of life. I already had the negative.
They showed me what was possible if I just cared about myself.”

’ . -
‘That’s My Son!’

0 n a July afternoon in 1991, Alvin and I are tatking at his house,
reflecting on al] that has happened to his family in the last 20
years. He and Eric went into the Army after their 18th birthdays,
served two-year stints and came back to Washington to find the fami-

ly in the grip of drug addiction.

“ didn’t let drugs grab me,” he says softly. “They were there. My
friends were using drugs: I'd seen them shoot needles into their
arms. Heroin. Cocaine. See, I was around it. ['ve seen them wrap a
belt around their arms and pump the veins up. | saw it. | ignored it. |
couldn’t see myself doing it. My friends respected me. They would
say, ‘He don't doit!’ "

He is pleased that Rosa Lee, after years of heroin, has enrolled in
a methadone treatment program and is sticking to it. Like Eric, he is
tired of Rosa Lee’s calls for help, tired of rushing over to her apart-
ment to act as a referee in a game that never ends, tired of holding
money for her so that Ducky or Patty or Richard won't be abie to get
their hands on it.

There is a story that Eric tells about the divergent paths Lhat he

" and Alvin took from the rest of the family. It happened in 1982, while

Eric was working briefly as 2 D.C. correctional officer.

Getting the job imade him feel good. Not only had he established
himself as a law-abiding citizen, he was now being entrusted with the
responsibility of guarding those who had taken the path he had avoid-
ed. “1 felt great,” he said. “I was in the government!”

He was assigoed to one of the Lorton prisons, but he often picked
up additional money by taking an overtime shift at the understaffed
D.C. jail. One night, he saw Rosa Lee. She was locked up on a shop-
lifting charge.

She spotted Eric in his navy blue uniform and shouted out excited-
ly to the other prisoners.

“That’s my son!” she said in a voice filled wﬁh pride, as Eric stood
by, embarrassed. “That’s. my son"’ R

About This Series

n 1932, in the midst of the Great Depression, Rosa Lee
Cunningham's grandparents and parents gave up their
North Carolina sharecropping life for an uncertain journey
north. Rosa Lee is the link between past and present, be-
tween a world that has disappeared and the one that her chil-
dren and grandchildren face today in Washington. Her life
spans a-half~century of hardship in blighted neighborhoods
_not far from the majestic buildings where policy-makers have
largely failed in periodic efforts to break the cycle of paverty.
Many of Rosa Lee’s relatives, including two of her eight
children, managed to secure footholds in the mainstream of
American society; their relative success makes it all the more
important to try to understand Rosa Lee’s life. Although her
story is discomforting and disturbing, she wants it told. “May-
be I can help somebody not follow in my footsteps,” she says.
That story-—of the choices she had and the choices she
made-—offers a chance to understand what statistics only
suggest: the interconnections of racism, poverty, illiteracy,
drug abuse and crime, and why these conditions persist.
. The series, edited by Steve Luxenberg, The Post's assis-
tant managing editor for special projects, began Sunday,
Sept. 18 and will run through Sunday, Sept. 25. The Post
welcomes readers’ written comments or phone calis. If you
wish to leave a recorded comment, please call PostHaste at
202-334-9000, Category 4646.
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POVERTY AND SURVIVAL IN WASHINGTON

Fricla, &,ot 33 /934

Daughter Travels the Same Yi‘oubled Path as Rosa Lee

BY LUCIAM PERKIS—THE WASHINGTCo¢ #OKT

AN EMBRACE: Patty Cunningham, who has spent much of her
adulthood living with her mother, RmLee,gxmhera hug. '

Sixth of quht articles

By Leon Dash
Washington Post Scalf Writer

atty Cunningham is sitting up
in her mother's bed, dressed
in her mother’s white
nightgown and surrounded by
her mother’s belongings. At

" 34, she is very much Rosa Lee

Cunningham’s little girl. Rosa Lee
bustles around the bedroom,
straightening this and dusting that,
although the room is as clean as ever.

Patty’s feeling much better today
than she did yesterday, when she ran
out of money and went into heroin
withdrawal, Yesterday was a day to
forget, a day of sweating, watery eyes
and a runny nose. When Patty awoke
this mild morning, June 16, 1992, she
was ready to face the world again.
Later on, she hopes, her friend Steve
Priester will give her money that she
can use to buy drugs.

Priester is lounging in a chair, listening
as | interview Patty He is one of Patty’s
three “boyfriends,” as she calls them.
They've known each other for about nine
months, ever since he moved into an
apartment on the ground floor. When
Priester’s roommate kicked him out in
December 1991, Patty invited him to
stay with her for several weeks in Rosa
Lee’s one-bedroom apartment.

Patty knows little about him, except
that he is 57 and comes from West
Virginia, He receives some sort of
monthly check, which he is eager to
spend on her. In some ways, their
relationship is simple enough: She sleeps
with him, he gives her money. That is
Patty’s relationship with many of the men
she brings to Rosa Lee’s apartment.

But Priester wants more than sex.
He tells Rosa Lee that he loves her
daughter and that he intends to break |
Patty of her drug habit. His declarations
seem odd because he knows that his
money ends up financing Patty's drug
use. Still, his concern for her seems
genuine.

More than once, Rosa Lee has
complained to Patty about her
prostitution, She can’t understand why

- Patty, who is carrying the AIDS virus,

makes no attempt to protect herself or
anyone else. Patty doesn’t tell anyone
that she is HIV-positive, and it angers
Rosa Lee that Priester and one of
Patty’s other boyfriends don't know.
Rosa Lee engaged in prostitution
herself when she was younger, before
anyone ever heard of AIDS, She did it,
she said, primarily to feed her children,
not her drug habit. Thereisa
difference, she said. Now, at 56, it kills
her to see her daughter travel this road.
“Patty makes me so shamed,” Rosa

See BOSA LER A13, Col. 1




ROSA LEE, From Al

Lee said one day. “I tell her, ‘When you go outside; Patty, don’t yod
feel those people talking about you? Don't you feel it?

And what does Patty say? | asked. -

Rosa Lee’s lower lip trembled, the way it always does when she is]
upaet. “She says, ‘Momma, don’t get mad at me. Ain't that the way
you did it?” ”

CHAPTER DNE

Meeting Patty

“You’re going to have to take off that damn tie and jacket bed

fore we go in there,” Rosa Lee said as | parked my car out:

side the three tan brick buildings that make up Clifton Terrace, the
federally subsidized housing complex.

That was fine with me. It was a hot, bumid Sunday afternoon in May
1988, and my shirt was already soaked. We had come to Clifton Ter.
race to look for Patty; Rosa Lee had offered to introduce her to me, .

I had known Rosa Lee for five months at that point. Our relations

" ship consisted of several lengthy interviews at the D.C. jail, where

she toki me in detail about her family. She was serving sevemw
months for possession of heroin; I was interviewing the jail’s officers
and inmates about drug trafficking inside the jail. She was eager to.
share her story, and | was interested in learning how her fife had afs
fected the lives of her eight children. We agreed to get togethet
ter her release from jil. -

Rosa Lee wasn't sure of Patty’s whereabouts. She had hmxd
through the prison grapevine that Patty had turned over her Clifton’
Terrace apartment to several New York crack dealers, who were:
using it as a base of operation. In return, t.heywerepaymghezsso
a day in cash, and $50 worth of crack.

Rosa Lee hoped that her son Ducky, whohvedonthetopﬂoor
one of the Clifton Terrace buildings, could tell us where Patty was. j
staying. ThelastnmeRosaLeehadseenDucky,hehadbeeam
ing for the same New York dealers. ba

Duckyameredourknock.}imshghtfnmewasswxmmmgm
badly wrinkled pin-striped. three-piece suit. It was light green. The
collar of his tan shirt was open and darkly soiled. The sag in:
shoulders, the weary look in his eyes, thewaybemoved allmade’
hard to believe he was 28 years old. .

Hehstenedwarﬂyaskosal&eexphmedthatlwasmmted 1
writing about the family. He said he had just returned from chmth.
“I'm very religious,” he said. “I've been born again.” As he
about his renewed commitment to Christ, RosaLeeshaokherheaid
as a warning to me not to believe him.

Finaily, I interrupted. “Your mother has told me that you cuok

cocaine into crack for New York City dealers operating &
out of your sister Patty’sapartmemmtl'nsbmmmgand thatym
have been addicted to crack for some time now.”

Ducky shot his mother a questioning, alarmed look.

*I told him everything, Ducky,” Rosa Lee said, soyoucanswpnll;
that *born again’ shit.” iy

Ducky’s religious cloak fell away. He said that he and the New .
Yorkers had spiit. They had accused him of stealing some of the co-*-
caine and beat him. Now he was trying to sell crack on his own,

Rosa Lee asked if he knew where Patty was staying.

“Pussycat’s,” he said, -

Rosalzescowled. Pussycat ran an “pilin’ pmt"manaparuneat :

one floor below, a place heroin users could gather in privacy and rek: .

ative safety. Pussycat charged $3 for entry. She also rented :
“works™—a syringe and a hypodermic needle—for $3. '

1 asked Pussycat’s real name. *1 don't know her real name,” she
said brusquely. “I wish you'd stop asking me about iast names and
real names. People don't want you to know that. You mlght be set-
ting them up to be arrested by the police or something.”

Rosa Lee rapped hard on Pussycat s door. Someone opened it a
crack. “Hello, Mama Rose,” a man's voice said.

The door swung open. When the man saw me, he quickly began
to close it. Rosa Lee stopped him, -

“He's with me, Bernard,” she said with quiet autharity.




Bernard stood aside. Behind him, two women lay on stained,
sheetless mattresses on the living room floor. their bodies limp. We
had found Patty and Pussycat.

It was s0 hot it was hard to breathe. :

“You can go into the back!” Rosa Lee commanded Bernard.

She bent down over Patty, who wore black slacks. a red shirt and
no shoes. “Wake up, Patty, wake up,” Rosa Lee said. slapping her
face. “I want you to meet someone,” Each time Rosa Lee slapped
her, Patty's eyelids opened for a few seconds.

“This isn't going to work,” Rosa Lee said. “You'll have to meet -

Patty another day.”

CHAPTER TWO ‘

A Conversation in Jail

wo months later, I finally talked with Patty. I met her at the D.C.

jail, where she was being held on a drug charge. jail meant a forced
withdrawal from heroin, so | didn't know what to expect. But she
seemed to be bearing up well. She had gained weight and looked noth-
ing like the emaciated woman | had seen on that mattress.

She spoke rapidly, looking down at the chewed ﬁngemgils_ of her
right hand as she described some painful or embarrassing incident. |
was not prepared for her candor; Within the first hour, she told me
that a male relative had raped her when she was 8. He threatened
to hurt her if she told anyone, and the assaults continued over the
years. I later confirmed her account with the relative, who agreed to
discuss it as long as he was not identified. o

When Patty was a teenager, several of her brothers found out
about the relative’s behavior and beat him soundly, they said. .

The first rape happened in 1966, while Rosa Lee was in jail.
When Rosa Lee was released a few months later, Patty tried to tell
her about it, but she didn’t know how. Looking back, she said she
believes her mother should have known something was wrong,

should have wondered why the man was hanging around her room. ",

“] feel like she could have done something to stop it,” Patty said.

CHAPTER THREE .

The Unbreakable Bond

y the time Patty was born in january 1958, Rosa Lee already had
five children, all boys. Rosa Lee named her Donna, but no one has
ever called her that. When she was little, she was known as “Papoose,”

because Rosa Lee thought the shape of her eyes resembled those of an

American Indian baby. Over time, Papoose became Patty. :
When she was young, Patty had long, straight hair that Rosa Lee
liked to twist into a single braid down her back. She had her moth-
er's dark skin and her father’s round, cherubic face. Otherwise, ber
father didn't have much of a role in her life; when he died in 1982,
Patty didn’t even consider attending his funeral.
Things might have turned out differently. Rosa Lee met Patty’s

father, David Wright, in the mid-1950s. They had.a long relation-.

ship that lasted untii the early 1960s, and he fathered three of Rosa
Lee’s children, But he never lived with the family. “Back in them
days, the welfare didn't permit no man to live with you,” Rosa Lee
said. “That’s how [ lost him. We were going to try to live together,
but the weifare wouldn't let us.” :

The man had a job, but Rosa Lee didn't see how they could make
it without welfare; Eventually, the man married someone else. Oc-
casionally, when Rosa Lee needed money, she would gather up the
children and march them over to his house. If he was there—and his
wife was not—he would give her $15 or $20.

Home during the 1960s was a succession of row houses and
apartments that never had enough beds for all the children to sleep
alone. The boys shared mattresses, while Patty often slept in her

mother’s room and, at times, the same bed. At bedtime, Patty usual-

ly had the room to herself because Rosa Lee worked nights as a
waitress at the Cocoa Club and as a dancer at the 821 Chub, two
popular spots on H Street NE.

v

On many nights, Rosa Lee brought home some of the customers,
who paid her for sex. Rosa Lee didn't try to hide her prostitution from
the older children. Afraid that some of her customers might rob her,
she enlisted' the help of her oldest son. Bobby. He was 11 when she
started bringing men home. She remembers telling him. “You're Mom-
ma’s little man. You have to help me. I'm doing this to feed y'all””

She would telephone ahead and instruct Bobby to meet her at the
door. As soon as she entered the apartment, she demanded that the
man pay the $20 in advance. Bobby took the money and hid it. “I didn’t

. want one of these ‘tricks’ trying to take the money back or something
like that,” she told me. “That was a rough crowd that came to those H
Street clubs. It was just me and my kids in that bouse!*

Bobby didn’t challenge his mother’s explanation. “I didn’t see it as
having anything to do with sex,” he told me. “It was all about making
money to feed us. It was all about us surviving as a family.”

Survival is a word that Rosa Lee often uses to explain her actions,
a battle-hardened shield that she puts up to fend off further discus-
sion. “You keep talking about prostitution,” she said heatedly one
day. *I saw it as survival.”

Rosa Lee had sex with the men in the same room where Patty often
slept; from a young age, Patty learned the art of pretending to be
asleep. It could have driven a wedge between mother and daughter,
but those nights in the dark seemed to forge an unbreakable bond.

In 1969, when Patty was 11, one of her miother’s customers
made an unusual request: He asked Rosa Lee if he could have sex
with Patty. ’ :

There’s no way to recapture exactly what went through Rosa
Lee's mind as she considered this request. It is not something that
she wanted to remember or talk about, After Patty told me about it,
| wnited a long time before broaching the subject with Rosa Lee.
When 1 did, she angrily denied that it ever happened and accused
Patty of lying. She was sure that if | asked Patty again in her pres-
ence, Patty would admit that it was a lie,

Several months later, I gingerly raised the issue while the three
of us were eating lunch. . '

Rosa Lee turned to Patty and waited in silence for her daughter
to answer, - . .

Patty looked her mother in the eye and named the man. -

Rosa Lee began questioning Patty, as if getting more facts might
help jog her memory. “How old was you, Patty?” and “Was 1 on
drugs then?” and “Did he approach me, or did he approach you?””

“He approached you about it,” Patty said calmly. “Cause ] was a
little girl. You asked me about it, and I said, ‘Yeah, I want to help
you.” Remember that? You were feeding everybody and doing it ali
on your own.”

Rosa Lee turned toward me. There was pain in her eyes. “Okay,"”
she said. “1 just feel so shamed.”

Piece by piece, the story came out. Patty said her mother asked

her to have sex with the man, who was then in his mid-forties. Patty -

agreed. Rosa Lee told the man it would cost $40—twice as muchras

she had been charging him. The man then drove Patty to his Capitol ! .

Heights home. When Patty returned, she put two $20 bills in Rosa
There were other men after that, perhaps as many as a dozen. -

The men offered to pay much more than Rosa Lee's usual rate, .

*$100 or more, amounts that made Patty’s head swim. Patty said her
mother always asked her if she was willing. Patty never turned her
mother down. *1 went with ‘tricks’ for my mother,” she said. “I saw
how hard it was for her to take care of all of us. I love my mother, so
I would do it all over again. . . . At times I wanted to hate her, but [
couldn’t see myself doing that 'cause my mother's too sweet for

that.”

Trouble at School

) A s @ third-grader at Shadd Elementary School in the fall of 1969,
Patty stood out for all the wrong reasons. At 11, she was three
years older than most of her classmates. She couldn't read. Her at-

- tendance was spotty. She was headed for trouble, and her teachers

didn’t know what to do about it,




Na.ncy H. Mce\lhster. a social worker who had an office at Shadd
that year, tried to intervene. McAllister already knew the family.
She had been assigned to work with Patty’s older brother. Richard,
15; he had just returned home after serving time in 2 juveniie deten-
tion facility for burglary. McAllister established relationships with
four of Rosa Lee’s children. Eric, who was 13 when he met McAllis-
ter, credits her with helping him to make something of his life and
zvoid drug use and criminal behavior,

McAllister made frequent visits to Rosa Lee's apartment during
the day, and she often found Patty there. Rosa Lee would tell her
that Patty was sick, but McAllister didn’t believe it. “I'd see her just
laying around in bed,” she said. “I would get her to go to school.”

But what concerned McAllister most was the way Patty dressed
on Fridays. “l remember being so amazed at this girl,” McAllister
said. “She used to came to my office in a wig. . . . She always wore
tight, short skirts, At 11, shewasverys}mpely

McAllister asked Patty why she dressed the way she dxd

“Oh, this is my evening to do my thing,” McAllister remembem
Patty saying.

“What thing?” McAllister asked.

“Oh, you know,” is all Patty would say.

“She was really beyond her years,” she said. “The kinds of things -
that she would talk about were not kid things.” McAllister suspected
something was wrong, but she had no conclusive evidence that she
could report to authorities. Besides, Patty wasn't the only student
whose home life seemed troubled. “The teachers probably had 10 to
12 other kids with the same kind of background. It was just over-

|ming.” "

- Rosa Lee didn’t even enroll Patty in school until she was 7 or 8.
The other children teased her because she couldn’t read. “Girls used
tsgl‘]) li'E 311 the time in front of boys who might like me. ‘Spell cat!
Change the name and go backward 20 years, and it’s hard to tell
the difference between Patty’s school record and Rosa Lee’s. Both
fell behind at an early age. Both began skipping school regularly,
Neither one had a parent who believed education was important.
Neither one learned to read by the time she dropped out.
There's one more parallel: Rosa Lee was 14 when she gave birth to-
. Bobby, her first child. Patty was 14 when her son, Rocky, was born.
And like her mother, that's also when she dropped out of school. )

Ties That Bind

Patty learned about drugs much the same way that she learned
- about sex. ]

. She was about 1] years old. She had noticed that her older broth-
er, Ronnie, 17, and his girifriend would lock themselves in his room
in the afternoon. Patty wondered what they were doing. One day,
when she should have been at school, she hid in the bedroom closet.
Ramieandhisgirﬁxiendhmﬁedmmymokontabagoiwhim
powder, cooked it into a liquid and filled a hypodermic needle, Patty
had a clear view through the slightly open door. “1 watched Ronnie
put the needle in his arm,” she said,

. After Ronnie had pushed the liquid into his vein, she watched as
herbmther’swoniedimwnchangedtoalookofpleame.

* She stepped from the closet. Neither Ronnie nor his girlfriend
showed any reaction until she told Ronnie she wanted to try it. “You
better not,” he said, "butthenagam if you're going to try it, let me
hit you first.”

Ronnie refused to m)ect her that day. But, Patty told me, *1 knew

> then, ‘Well, l'magonnatrythatcneday" .

That day came in late 1973, just a few weeks before Patty’s 16th
birthday. Early one morning, as the gray-light of dawn seeped into
the bedroom where Patty lived with her infant son, she woke up to
find Rosa Lee and another woman huddled in a corner. Patty pre-
tended to be asleep and watched.

She saw the woman prepare some sort of ixqmd draw it into a hy-
podermic and inject Rosa Lee. Then, using the same needle, she in-
jected herself. Patty wasn’t sure what drug they were using, but she
was sure that she wanted to try it



A 0€ arug was "oam,--8dng for an ampnetamne-uxe sumulant
that produces a feeling of euphoria and high energy. Rosa Lee and
* her friend had been using bam for months. They had tried to hide it
from Rosa Lee’s children by shooting up early in the morning, be-
fore anyone was awake. ' )

Patty sat up in bed, startling the two women. “I want a hit,” she
said.

Rosa Lee refused. “You're too young to start drugs,” she said.

Patty told her mother that if she couldn’t have a hit, she would
find someone in the hallways of Clifton Terrace who would pay her
for sex and use the money to buy the drug on her own.

As Rosa Lee tells me about this critical moment, she look,s
pained. She says she did too much “dirty living,” that if shp hadn’t
used drugs, her children wouldn't have either. But at the time, she
felt as if she had no choice, that she had no way to stop Patty from
traveling the same road she had.

“Give her a hit,” she told her friend. .

A year later, Patty graduated to heroin. A year after that, so did
Rosa Lee. For the next 15 years, they shared heroin and needles. ‘

Now, there is yet another tie that binds: Both are carrying the vi-
rus that causes AIDS. :

Life With Patty

t is a July morning in 1992, and Rosa Lee has Patty on her mind.

We are having breakfast at McDonald's, as we often do after Rosa
Lee’s visit to the methadone clinic. Rosa Lee is upset: Her latest
urine sample was “dirty"—the second time she has tested positive
for heroin in recent months. One more strike and she would be re-
quired to appear before a team of counselors, who could decide to
suspend her from the program. B

“Mr. Dash,” she says, “I can’t go back to the way I used to be.”

For more than a year, her urine samples had been clean; she had
such a good record that a market developed for her urine among the
other methadone patients. In the bathroom, someone would wh:;-
per, “Rosa Lee, you clean?” and hand over a dollar or two. The clinic
didn’t monitor the bathrooms closely, so the risk of getting caught
was low. .

Then, for some reason, she began to slip. Over the next six
- months, she used heroin six times. Every time, Patty was involved.
Six times is not the same as a daily habit, but it’s still not good
enough.

Patty is part of the problem, Rosa Lee tells me. If only Patty

weren't addicted to heroin, if only Patty didn't bring heroin into her-

apartment, if only she could get Patty into methadone treatment—if

only she could do something about Patty, then she wouldn’t be fac- .

ing the risk of getting thrown out of the program. o

She teils me that she plans to take Patty to the methadone clinic
the next Monday and .enroll her. Monday comes and goes, without
Patty enrolling, and I hear nothing more about it.

A few weeks later, on Aug. 11, 1992, Rosa Lee is arrested for
shoplifting several expensive scarves from the downtown Hecht's
store. After spending a night in jail, she called the next day to tell
me about it. She needed money, she said, to pay off one of Patty's
drug debts. The dealer had threatened to hurt Patty.

Rosa Lee is planning to plead guilty. I remind her that the last
time she appeared in court, in early 1991, the commissioner had
warned her that another shoplifting charge would iand her in jail for
‘a long time. ’ )

On Sept. 2, she tells Commissioner john W. King that she is
guilty. King listens intently as her criminal record is outlined—a to-
tal of 13 convictions for shoplifting and drug-related charges—and
then pronounces sentence: two years probation.

Rosa Lee decides to celebrate. On the way back to her apartment
in Washington Highlands, we pick up a pizza. Lucian Perkins, a Post
photographer who has been working with me since the beginning of

" the project, arrives.
Patty is happy to hear the good news. As we eat, I notice a flurry

ot actmity. There's a knock at the door. it's a drug dealer who lives
on the first floor. He and Rosa Lee talk quietly and the dealer
leaves. [ assume that Patty has persuaded Rosa Lee to buy her a
bag of heroin. Sure enough, Patty brings out a metal bottle cap, mix-
es some powdered heroin with water in the cap, and heats it with a
match. She injects herself in her abdomen.

Patty motions to Rosa Lee to lie down. To my surprise, she does.
Using the same needle, Patty injects her mother in the leg. Her
eyes flutter for a brief second, and our eves meet.

Patty has allowed Lucian to photograph her before while injecting
heroin, but this is the first time that he has seen Rosa Lee do it.
Over my left shoulder, | can hear the whir and click of his camera,
When we leave, neither Patty nor Rosa Lee say. anything about what
has happened, and neither do L.

When I return from a few days of vacation, there is an urgent
message on my answering machine from Rosa Lee. I call her, As
soon as she hears my voice, she interrupts. “I want to apologize. ]
know you didn’t like what you saw, and I wanted you to know I'm
sorry. Very sorry!” : .

“You don’t have to apologize to me.” I tell her.

“You can try that on someone else, buddy,” she says. “1 saw your
face when Patty hit me. You were in front of me. I saw your eyes!
I'll never let you see me take another hit!”

I hadri’t realized I had shown any reaction, even though it was dif-
ficult for me to watch. Nor was I prepared for her apology. After all,
she had told me about other slips. Why did it matter so much if I saw
it rather than heard about it? ’

But it did matter. To Rosa Lee, it mattered a great deal.

Over the next several months, the slip-ups stopped. She began
badgering Patty once more.about having unprotected sex with
Priester and other men. She talked about moving again—this time
to a senior citizens’ housing complex—to get away from the drug
traffic in her apartment.

Rosa Lee had tried to cut ties with Patty before, without much
success. This time, she told me, would be different: She would make
arrangements for Patty to take over her apartment; Patty would
pay the $64 rent out of her welfare check.

I asked Rosa Lee what she would do if Patty spent the money on
drugs and lost the apartment. .

“Mr. Dash, that’s her business,” she said. “ don't care.”

About This Series

I 0 1932, in the midst of the Great Depression, Rosa Lee
Cunningham’s grandparents and parents gave up their
North Carolina sharecropping life for an uncertain journey
north. Rosa Lee is the link between past and present, be-
tween a warld that has disappeared and the one that her chil-
dren and grandchildren face today in Washington. Her life
" spans a half-century of hardship in blighted neighborhoods
not far from the majestic buildings where policy-makers have
largely failed in periodic efforts to break the cycle of poverty.

Many of Rosa Lee's relatives, including two of her eight
children, managed to secure footholds in the mainstream of:
American society; their relative success makes it all the more
important to try to understand Rosa Lee’s life. Although her
story is discomforting and disturbing, she wants it told. “May-
be I can help somebody not follow in my footsteps,” she says.
That story—of the choices she had and the choices she
made—offers a chance to understand what statistics only
suggest: the interconnections of racism, poverty, illiteracy,
drug abuse and crime, and why these conditions persist.

The series, edited by Steve Luxenberg, The Post's assis-
tant managing editor for special projects, began ‘Sunday,
Sept. 18 and will run through Sunday,. Sept. 25. The Post
welcomes readers’ written comments or phone calls. If you
wish to leave a recorded comment, please call PostHaste at
202-334-9000, Category 4646. :
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POVERTY AND SURVIVAL IN WASHINGTON

A Grandson’s Problems Start Early

Seventh of eight articles S o »

By Leon Dash
Waakingtan Pow Staff Wricer

osa Lee Cunningham sensed
that something was wrong
as soon as she stepped off
the A-6 bus and started to
walk up Fourth Street SE.’
On most sunny afterncons, the drug
- market outside her apartment building
is in full swing. But on this Saturday in
June 1991, the crack dealers who
. usually congregate on the parking iot
and sidewalks were nowhere to be
seen.
. Squinting in the midday sun, Rosa
" Lee scanned the street. To her
surprnise, she spotted two of her
grandsons, 11 and 12 years oid,
standing at the entrance to the parking
jot. One was looking up Fourth Street,
the other down. Across the street, ina
cluster of teenagers, stood another
grandson, 18-year-old Junior. Rosa Lee
koew that Junior occasionally sold
crack, but she didn’t know why his
young cousins were hanging around.
“What are you doing?” she demanded
of ane of her grandsons. '
* got Junior's back,” the 11-year-old
said.

“What do you mean, ‘You got
Junior's back?” * Rosa Lee sputtered.

Before the boy could explain, Junior
sprinted over.

“Grandma,” Junior said. “They ain't
doing nothing. All they doing is earning
afew dollars.”

“Yeah, and earning a little time in
jail,” Rosa Lee said.

Later, when [ interviewed Junior, 1
found that his behavior that day was a :
striking example of the dangerous tests Y LUICAAN SRIGI— TR MASHINGTOM ST

of manhood that occur on the streetsof  REFLECTIONS: Rasa Lee Cunningham’s grandson
Beo ROSA LEE, A12,Cal 1 Junior was in Lorton prison in the spring of 1992. .
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‘Don’t let them take me!’

ROSA LEE, From Al

some Washington neighborhoods and take the lives of so many young
black men.

Junior said he had paid the boys $10 each to keep watch for a
peighborhood drug dealer who had been selling crack to his mother,
Patty. Junior believed the dealer was planning to kill him to settle a
grudge, He told the boys to warn him if they saw the dealer’s white
car.

The previous day, Junior had “stepped to” the dealer. It was a
beef about my mom, at first,” Jumior told me. “My mom owed him
money and never paid him. My mom wasn’t ever going to pay him.
So he said that he was going to lmrt her. I said, ‘Hey, if I catch you,
I'm going to have to hurt you." ”

Rather than hide, Junior had decided to bring the confrontation to
a bead. He had to be on the street or lose face, He borrowed two
guns from a friend and hid them in bushes nearby; first sign of the
dealer's white car and Junior would retrieve either the .44 with the
extended clip or the Tec-9, whichever was closer.

Word of the possible shootout had spread through the Washington
Highlands neighborhood, clearing the street of all but the fearless,
the foolish and the unsuspecting. But the dealer never showed up, he
later decided to let Patty’s debt go.

RmLeedsdn’tkmwanyofthxswbensheconﬁ‘mtedherthree
grandsons. She knew only that the drug culture had worked its way
into a third generation of her family,

CHAPTER ONE

Junior's Mask

nlike his mother and grandmother, Junior has never used drugs.
“The people who use leave their minds on the street,” he tells
me one day in September 1991. “I'm not going for that.”

The idea scares him, just as it scared Rosa Lee when she started
selling heroin in the late 1950s. For more than 19 years, Rosa Lee
shunned the drug while selling it to others; when she finally tried
it—at Patty’s suggestion—she got as hooked as ber customers. Now
she is on methadone, which satisfies her craving for the drug. Patty,
however, is a regular user of heroin and crack.

As a young boy living in the Clifton Terrace hmmng complex, Ju-
nior watched the stream of men and women come to his grandmoth-
er's apartment to buy heroin and inject it. He saw how heroin de-

- stroyed his mother. Drugs were a fact of life at Clifton Terrace, and

he decided at an early age that he wanted no part of it. “] wasn't m-
terested in drugs at all” he says. “When 1 heard about pot and all
that, I wasn't with that. . . . ] wasn't with all that smoking and get-
ting high.”

He says this matter-of-factly, as if we might be talking about yes-
terday’s weather, It is our third interview, but | have yet to break
through Junior’s mask. He only lets people see as much of himself as
he wants them to. If someone shouts at him, he rarely shouts back.
His doelike eyes remain blank, his voice stays level, his facial expres-
sion reveals nothing.

. He smiles, though, when [ challenge his reputed ability as an ex-
cellent boxer and an above-average basketball player. “T don't beat
up on oid men,” he says, offering instead to take me one-on-one in
basketball “any time and any place.”

Junior’s controlled demeanor resembies that of the teenage “en-
forcers” who come by Rosa Lee’s apartment once a month to de-
mand that Patty and Ducky pay their crack debts. It is the demeanor
that psychologist Richard G. Majors calls “cool pose.”

Majors, a researcher at the Urban Institute, has studied the atti-
tudes of teenage boys in poor urban communities. “The emotioniess-
ness is nothing more than the notion of masculinity,” Majors said.
*“These youths are obsessed with issues of pride and dignity. Never
lose your cool, even when you are fighting. All they have is this cool.
All they have is this mask.”

Junior’s uncle Ducky, ‘one of Rosa Lee’s six sons, knows better

. than to cross Junior. Ducky once tried to steal some of Junior's mon-

ey so0 he could buy crack; when Junior found out, he wasted no time



in setting his uncle straight. Using boxing techniques that he learned
during his years in juvenile detention, he pummeled Ducky until he
had to be pulled away. As his fists flew, his face remained impassive.
Afterward, he showed no sign of anger or satisfaction. Ducky may
have been family, but this was business. : C

1 don't know how extensively Junior has become involved in deal-
ing crack. He tells me that he is working occasionally as an enforcer
for some of the neighborhood's top dealers but that he isn't selling
right now because his new 15-year-old girlfriend has asked him to
stop. “She felt it might take me away from her,” he says. *1 was mak-
ing money. I was making over $600 a night.” :

Earlier in the week, | had suggested that we go together to see
“Boyz N The Hood.” the John Singleton movie about three boys
growing up in south central Los Angeles. Doughboy, played by rap
star Ice Cube, deals in drugs and sees no future for himself; Dough-
boy’s brother, Ricky, has a chance at a football scholarship if poor
grades and test scores don’t get in his way; the third, Tre, has the
brightest prospects thanks to a strict father who has raised Tre with
strong values. An argument over a girl and turf ends with a gang of
boys hunting down Ricky and killing him in a drive-by shooting.

Junior seemed interested in my offer, but before we could make
plans to go, he saw the movie on his own. He doesn’t trust me yet. |
may be brown-skinned like him, but I grew up in a middle<class sec-
tion of Harlem and graduated from college. I expect he'll always see
me as just 2 middle-aged man with a graying beard and a good job.

He liked the movie, he said, because it was real. It reminded him
of Clifton Terrace and Washington Highlands, the two neighborhoods
he knows best. He has seen “guys bumping you just to get some at-
tention” and then pulling out a gun.

He says he identifies more with Doughboy than with Tre. Dough-
boy wouldn't back down from a fight; Tre did.

“] grew up like that,” he tells me. “Tre didn't. Ice Cube was like
me‘” N

) CHAPTER TWO

' How He Grew Up

e was born when Patty was 14, By the time he was 2, his mother .

was using heroin. Some days, she says, she was so high that she
has a hard time remembering how she performed even the simplest
. tasks—-changing his diaper, feeding him, getting him ready for bed.

One of Junior's earliest memories is of police breaking down the
door of Rosa Lee’s apartment looking for drugs. He was two months
shy of his fourth birthday. *“1 just remember them knocking on the
door,” Junior says. “We all woke up. They hollered, ‘Open the door or
we're going to chop it down!” ” .

He remembers the sounds more than the sight: the sound of ax on
wood, then shoes, then the shouts of the officers. One image stays
with him: his grandmother, her hands cuffed behind her back, being
led out of the darkened apartment, Police found 60 bags of marijuana
that day in Rosa Lee’s apartment. She served seven months in jail,
records show.

At the time of the raid, on Aug. 18, 1976, Rosa Lee was selling
heroin and marijuana from the four-bedroom apartment, where she
was living with Patty, Junior and three of her other children,

By the time he was enrolled at Meyer Elementary School at age 6,
Junior already had a reputation for being hard to handle. Patty says
she was summoned to school several times during Junior's first-
grade year because he was threatening classmates with a knife and
demanding they pay him a dollar. .

That same year, 1979, Patty and Junior moved into another Clif-

- ton Terrace apartment with a man she refers to as her common-law
husband. His nickname was Joe Billy, and he sold heroin on 14th
Street NW. Patty and Joe Billy lived together untii 1985, when Joe
Billy died of a stroke while in custody at the D).C. jail.

Junior has always blamed Joe Billy for his mother’s heroin addic-
tion, although he knows now that Patty had her first hit three years
before she ever met Joe Billy. “He brought my mom down,” Junior
says. “That’s why [ hated him.”

Junior remembers the first time that he saw Joe Billy and Patty us-

S,

ing heroin together. They had just maved to the new apartment, and
he was waiking past their bedroom. He saw two needles on the
dresser and Patty and Joe Billy hunched over a “bright light.” They
looked up, saw him and shut the door.

C . CHAPTER THREE . ‘

‘I Can’t Control Him’

B y age 9, Junior had a reputation at Clifton Terrace. He hung out
with the older boys in the housing complex-—teenagers who had
dropped out of school and already spent time in juvenile institutions,
The older boys liked him, Junior says, because “I was vicious back
:éam I'd take you out in g minute, whether you were grown or not.
*Cause growing up around Clifton, you grew up like that, Everybody
was wild around there!” gem®

Occasiosally, Junior would do something to annoy Patty and she
would use her fists to let him know. “Junior mostly had his way, but
when [ did hit him, [ was mostly high,” she told me one day at Rosa
Lee’s apartment. “J would whale on his ass with my fists” ’

To fend 91'{ her beatings, he threatened to use his knife on her. He
now says his threats were justified. “She was trying to hurt me! She
was using her fists. | remember she blacked my eye. That was child
abuse, what she was doing. . . .That’s my mom and everything, but |
wasn't going to let her hurt me.” X

By the fall of 1982, when Junior was 10, Patty had lost what little
cont;ol she had over him. He began to commit burglaries with some
of his teenage friends; he shared some of his take with Patty and she
used the money to support her heroin habit. .

Junior was arrested six times between October 1982 and the fol-
lowing summer, mostly for committing robberies with a knife. Sud-
denly, the outside world became.intensely interested in Patty, Junior
and their life at Clifton Terrace.

One social worker concluded that Patty was afraid of Junior and
rarely attempted to discipline him; another social worker said the 24-
year-old Patty seemed to treat Junior more like a brothe¥ and did not
take !us delinquency seriously. Junior skipped school about half the
time, missing 87 days of the 1982-83 school year. .
court, .

Patty says she didn’t realize until she arrived that the judge, who
was aware of her drug problem, was considering taking Junior away
from her. When the crucial moment came, she found herself giving
up rather than fighting. “There’s nothing else I can do,” she remem-
bers tedling the judge. “1 can’t control him. Go ahead and take him.”

The judge ordered a U.S. marshal to take custody of Junior, who
remembers the scene vividly. *] went off,” he told me. “Started cuss-
ing, throwing chairs.”

A second marshal was called to help. Junior kicked at them, des-
perately trying to work himself free, “Momma,” he cried, “don't let
them take me! I'll be good!” - ' '

He turned toward Rosa Lee. “Grandma! Grandma!” Rosa Lee
shrugged her shoulders in a show of helplessness. -

Junmr screamed obscenities as the marshais wrapped their arms
around his chest and legs, Years of anger about his mother and her
relationship with Joe Billy began to spill out: “You let that [expletive]
MAN IN OUR HOUSE! HE MESSED UP EVERYTHING!

CHAPTER FOUR
L]
Exile
ar the next seven years, the government was Junior’s parent and
the juveniie system was his home,

His first stop was the D.C. Receiving Home, where officials quick-
ly concluded that he needed a highly structured program to help him
overcome his severe educational deficiencies and emotional difficul-
ties. He made progress during his two years there, then was sent to
a foster home in Virginia. Within a few weeks, however, he was ar-
rested on theft charges with two older boys. After his conviction in
1985, he was shipped off to a juvenile group home in Pittsburgh.

A few months after arriving in Pittsburgh, Junior ran away. Still
only 13, he made his way back to Washington and showed up at Pat-

ty's Clifton Temce apartment. After five days, Patty notified the
city's human services agency. He was shipped back to Pittsburgh.

The breaking point came at 2 September 1983 hearing in juvenile
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For 7 years, juvenile system was home

... Twice aver the next year, he came to Washington for approved ,
.visits. Both times he ended up in trouble. He was caught in a stolen ’
.ar: He ran away from the counselor who was supposed to escort
him on the return trip to thtsburgh. He was arrested by police for
possession of a handgun,

By the summer of 1987, the p.vemle authmu& decided Junior

~needed more discipline if he was ever going to straighten himself
out. They sent him to Vision Quest, a program in rural Pennsylvania
for teenage delinquents who have washed out of more conventional
group homes. “We take the toughest of the tough,” said Michael
Noyes, a Vision Quest spokesman.

Developed in the 1970s when pressure- began building to do more
than just warehouse delinquents in decaying urban facilities, Vision
Q\!&t symbalizes the evolution of society’s thinking about juvenile
<rime. The program seeks to take troubled youths out of their urban
‘rtvironments and teach them a new set of values in the wilderness.
‘The teenagers learn to “master any environment,” Noyes told me—
dnd thus, the theory goes, bmldasenseofselfsufﬁdencyaxﬂself-
esteem that will turn their lives around. -

*The different quests are modeled after Ame.ncan Indian rites of
pmmge, Noyes said, and are structured “to provide the opportunity
Jor the kids to reflect on past” behaviors and future goais.

_Junior had a difficult time adjusting to the strict discipline and lim-
rfs. He went on 10-day hikes with no eating during the day, then
qmnt a year on a horse-drawn wagon train quest to Florida and back,
& 4,000-mile round-trip with 75 other teenagers. The trek itself is
arduous, and the counselors impose a work ethic that matches. The
youths work with animals, prepare meals, set and break camp, all in
2n effort to foster a sense of cooperation and seif-discipline.

"+ *You chop wood,” Junior said. “You stay in tepees. Then you go on
3 quest. A quest is if you want to starve yourself for three days, you
can. Hiking to meet your destiny. After the quest, you go on the
train. You clean the wagon. You clean the horses. And you move,
move, move. . . . When it gets cold one place you move somewhere
where it is hot. Intbatpemdofume,youresupposetochangemaﬂ
xhat time. Then you're out.”

Astarashewascnnmed.tbewunsdersandwagonmasters
bad nothing but contempt for black kids like himself. "There salot of
prejdice there,” he said. “They used the word, ‘nigger.” A lot of
them are from Georgia, and a jot of them are from Tennessee.”

. He said some tobacco-chewing counselors would get so close to
hmthattheywmﬂdsmybrownswtﬂemhmfaceas they yelled at
him. He got into a fight with a wagon master for choking him and
Yeaving marks on his neck.

** 13 this a fair description of what he empenanoed?'[‘here snawayto

. Vision Quest officials don’t think so. This mueh is certain: Ju-
‘nior eompieted his quests but changed fittle. He went back to the
Pittsburgh group home in 1989 and immediately landed in trouble.
He and several friends from the Pittsburgh home stole a car, went
Yoy riding and were ﬂught. Junior spent the next nine or 10 months
n the home’s “lockup,” its most restrictive living quarters.

“In July 1990, the home's officials decided he had been there long
emugh."rheygavemea bus ticket back to D.C.,” Junior said.

..,.,,(\ 5
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‘A Nomadic Existence’

unior and I are still getting to know each other when [ hear that
two police officers came to Rosa Lee's apartment complex with a
warrant for bis arrest. They found him in a hallway with Rosa Lee’s
11-year-old grandson, handcuffed him and took him to the D.C, jail.
Two weeks later, on Feb. 25, 1992, | am interviewing him in a
small conference room at the jail. He is wearing an orange jumpsuit,
the standard garb for a new prisoner awaiting trial. There’s an irony
to the scene: I first interviewed his mother, Patty, in the jail in 1988,
when she was awaiting trial on a drug charge.
. Junior doesn’t want to say much about the case. I know from court
records that he is charged with attacking Deon Cheeks, 18, on Nov.
- 30, 1991, at Clifton Terrace NW. According to the records, Junior
surprised Cheeks in a corridor about 11:30 p.m., stabbed him and
. fled with $100 that Cheeks had in his pocket. Cheeks was treated for -
. a cut at a hospital and sent home. Junior says he doesn’t have any
idea why he'’s been charged. Hesayshewasntanywhereneax(lhf—
. ton Terrace that night. He remembers spending the evening at Rosa
‘Lee’s apartment in Southeast Washington.
" He says he knows Cheeks—the two grew up together at Clifton




Perrace in the 1970s. He says the police might be confused because
e and Cheeks had a fistfight not long before the night in question,

Junior is upset because no one in his family has come to bail him
sut. “I don't like this,” he tells me. “I have never been locked down.
've just been in group homes and Vision Quest. This is the first time
‘ve ever been in a secure jail.”

His bail had been set at $1,000, which meant under court rules
‘hat he needed to post $100—10 percent-—to be released. He's par-
icularly mad at his mother and her erack habit. If she wasn’t so ad-
licted to that “little nasty stuff, she could have got me out of here,”
- 1etells me.

But Junior has learned not to rely on his mother for money. If she
doesn’t pay her debts to an impatient crack dealer, there's no reason
10 expect that she is going to come up with $100 for Junior's bail,

His lawyer tried to get the court to reduce his bail. But Judge
“heryl Long looked at Junior's juvenile record and decided that Ju-
xior was “likely to flee” before his trial.

“The defendant does not appear to be a stable member of the com-
nunity,” Long wrote. “He is 19 years old, has virtually no record of
:mployment and has lived intermittently with his mother and his
junt, and with other undisclosed persons prior to his residence with
s aunt. This is an extremely nomadic existence for a person of hig

»

SR CHAPTERSIX M
Reunion at the Jail

P rosecutors held Junior’s case for grand jury action, which meant
it would be months before he would stand trial. While he was
waiting, he was transferred from the crowded jail to the Modular Fa-
clity at Lorton. .

He made collect calls to Rosa Lee, pleading for help; he cafled so
asften that she stopped accepting them.

One day she hands me a letter from Junior and asks me to read it

10 her. The letter has capital letters and commas missing in crucial

spots, an indication of Junior's writing skills. One test indicated that
ne reads at about a fourth-grade level, which is typical for inmates
between the ages of 18 and 24, according to a Lorton study,

“Hi how is the family?” Junior wrote in a neat and legible script.
“fine | hope. Me I am thinking like this. When | come out 1 will do
good with some ‘Help.” I mean I will do better with Help!t® -

“my mom I hope she give up coke so she can get her own apart-
ment. you stop the coke from taking your life and you feel good. my

mom needs that feeling. . . . | will make my mom see the light be-

cause here make me see it.”

Then he returns to his own plight. 1 hope God see to forgive me
for the thing I did. . . . Love you all. God will help the ones who need
Him. He will help the ones who love him so | will try and help me.”

Jundor's concern about his mother is still evident when [ see him at
the Modular Facdility a few months later. It is early August, and Rosa
Lee and I have come to spend a few hours with Junior and her oldest
som, Bobby, who is also locked up there.

Rosa Lee embraces Bobby and reaches out to touch Junior’s shoul-
der. Rosa Lee and Bobby, mother and son, hold each other tenderty
for a long time. Bobby’s thin arms rest on Rosa Lee's broad back, a
stark reminder of his recent battle with pneumonia. “I had one foot in
the grave,” Bobby murmurs to Rosa Lee.

Doctors feared that Bobby's immune system had succumbed to
full-blown AIDS. He was diagnosed in 1989; Rosa Lee and Patty also
have tested positive for HIV.,

Bobby and Junior listen quietly as Rosa Lee complains about Pat-
ty’s crack use and her prostitution. Bobby and Junior don't say any-
thing, but when Rosa Lee begins to make excuses for Patty’s behav-
wr, Bobby explodes. “I don’t want to hear it!” he tells her,

“I'm just letting you know how far it's gone, Bobby,” she snaps.

She turns to junior. “I'm just letting you know how far it's gone,
Junior. I'm sorry, but I have to tell the truth.”

Bobby is worried that Patty’s luck is going to run out, that one day
she won't pay off her debt and someone—Patty or Rosa Lee or Ju-
mor——is going to get hurt.

“Let Patty start dealing with her problem,” Bobby says, agitated.

Junior jumps in. “When I get out of here, I wish to put my mom in a
program. The one where you are locked down. You can’t go out.”

Junior wants to have his mother committed to a psychiatric hospi-
tal. I point out that the courts can’t force someone into this kind of
treatment unless they are a clear danger to themselves or society.

Jm_xipr won't give up. He reminds me that Patty has tried to commit
- suicide several times, and that’s proof that she's a danger.
“She just needs someone to pull her in,” Junior says. “That’s the
only thing that's going to help my mom now.”

‘What I Have Done’

fter months of saying that he knew nothing about the stabbing of
ADeunCheekx.jmﬁorpleadedgtﬂtytotbeamck.OnJm?.
1993, the case of IS, #. Rocky Lee Brown Jr. is called for sentencing
in Com‘;rmm 210 of D.C, Superior Court. Rosa Lee, two of her
grandchildren and I take a seat near the front.

“Mr. Brown, do you have anything to say before I pass sentence?”
Judge John H. Bayly asks Junior.

“Yes, 1 do, Your Honor. I want to say I'm sorry, you know, for
what | have done. . . . 'm asking you 1o, you know, give me a chance
so that I show that | am sorry for what I have done, Your Honor.”

Bayly says nothing in response. No lecture about the lure of the
streets, no threats about what he might do if Junior comes back to
his court on a new charge. Bayly sentences Junior to two to six years
in prison, but suspends it because Junior has been lpcked up for 16
months awaiting trial. Then Bayly gets tough: He puts Junior on pro-
bauqn for three years, orders him to work 200 hours of community
service, rﬁqugas hx;n to seek a job and fines him $500.

“Does he have $500 to today?” Bayly asks Junior’s
Pred oo > pay today?” Bayly J lawyer,

“No, Your Honor, actually he’s been on a $1,000 bond since Feb-
ruary of "92, unable to pay that bond, so it is going to take him a
while to accumulate that kind of money.”

Bayly backs off a little. “Well, I'll make the $500 due by the third
of june of 1994 in its entirety.”

_ The prosecutor in the case, G. Michael Lennon, takes note of Ju-
nior’s troubled background in telling the judge that Junior must be
held accountable for his actions.

“No one could fail to recognize the problems that he had as a child
and as a teenager,” Lennon says, “but what’s troubling is all the in-
tervention so far appears to have very little positive effect. And |
think that some of the responsibility for that has to be Mr. Brown's.”

Later, I ask junior what he thought of Lennon's remarks. Junior
replies in a voice edged with anger.

“He’s.saying they gave me a lot of help but that ] ain’t respond to
none of it,” Junior says. “] say they didn't give me no help.”

About This Series

In 1932, in the midst of the Great Depression, Rosa Lee
Cunningham'’s grandparents and parents gave up their
North Carolina sharecropping life for an uncertain journey
north. Rosa Lee is the link between past and present, be-
tween a world that has disappeared and the one that her chil-
dren and grandchildren face today in Washington. Her life
spans a hali-century of hardship in blighted neighborhoods
not far from the majestic buildings where policy-makers have
largely failed in periodic efforts to break the cycle of poverty.

_Ma.ny of Rosa Lee’s relatives, including two of her eight
children, managed to secure footholds in the mainstream of
American society; their relative success makes it all the more
important to try to understand Rosa Lee’s life. Although her
story is discomforting and disturbing, she wants it told. “May-
be I can help somebody not follow in my footsteps,” she says,
That story—of the choices she had and the choices she
made—offers a chance to understand what statistics only
suggest: the interconnections of racism, poverty, illiteracy,
drug abuse and crime, and why these conditions persist.

The series, edited by Steve Luxenberg, The Post’s assis-
tant managing editor for special projects, began Sunday,
Sept. 18 and will run through Sunday, Sept. 25. The Post
wgleomes readers’ written comments or phone calls. If you
wish to leave a recorded comment, piease call PostHaste at
202-334-9000, Category 4646.




RosA LEE’S STORY

POVERTY AND SURVIVAL IN WASHINGTON

SAYING GOODBYE: Rosa Lez holds a portrait of her som Bobby, who died of AIDS
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complications, as
she sits in a limousine after his funeral. He had been released from pm shortly before his death,

gave her money so she wouldn't have to
engage in prostitution, but the money
only fed her drug habit.

Rosa Lee told me that Patty had
admitted to participating in the
robbery. The police had her confession
on videotape. Even if Patty had no role

in the murder itself, she could expect a
substantial jail term.

In the past, whenever something had
gone wrong in her family, Rosa Lee
always fell back on the same litany: I did
the best I could. I did what [ had to. I
survived.

Not this time. After Patty’s phone
call from police headquarters, Rosa Lee
didn’t know what to do. Ordinarily, she
would have called someone for help or
consolation. During the years | have
been interviewing her about the family,

See ROSA LEE, A20,Col 1



ROSA LEE, From Al

she has cailed me dozens of times, seeking advice or just a shoulder
to ey on. But after a sleepless night, she called no one——not even
Alvin or Eric, the only two of her eight children who have never used
drugs or broken the aw, the only two of her children upon whom she -
can truly rely, .

On the night when her daughter was accused of first-degree mur-
der, Rosa Lee chose to be alone.

CHAPTER ONE

The Videotape

hat same weekend, police filed a warrant in court that more fully
described the murder of Steve Priester.

“On Friday, Dec. 4, 1992, at about 2 p.m.,” the warrant began, “of-
ficers at the Metropolitan Police Department were called to an
apartment at 425 Atlantic Street SE for a complaint of a burglary,
When police entered the apartment, they discovered the lifeless body
of the victim, Steve Priester, handcuffed and gagged, inside a closet
of the apartment. . . . He had suffered a bullet wound to the head.”

According to the warrant, police had arrested two suspects and
were looking for three others. Police had learned about Priester’s re-
lationship with Patty from talking to his neighbors and that she was
the last person seen with him before his death.

Ten days later, in Judge Cheryl Long’s softly kit courtroom, the
videotaped image of Patty Cunningham appears on a television moni-
tor. The screen is positioned to give the judge the best view: she has
to decide whether the videotape provides enough evidence to hold
Patty for trial. )

Patty is watching too, from the defendant’s table.

On the videotape, Patty is sitting at a desk. She is wearing red
slacks and a red blouse. A white scarf is tied around her head. The
date and time flicker briefly, then disappear: “Dec. 4, 1992, 10:10
pm.”

A detective, identified as Det. Vivian Washington, asks Patty if she
understands why her answers are being videotaped. Normally, a sus-
pect is interviewed without a camera present and then is asked to re-
view a typed transcript for accuracy and sign it.

“] can't read,” Patty tells Washington.

As the videotape rolls, it is clear that Patty already has told her
story to the police and is repeating it for the camera. She speaks rap-
idly and stammers repeatedly. Her account is confusing, but it pro-
vides the basic outhine of how she became mixed up in the robbery
scheme.

She and Priester were at Rosa Lee’s apartment on Thursday
night, Dec. 3, when someone knocked on the door about 10 p.m. It
was Turk, a 16-year-old who lived in the building next door.

Turk said two friends were thinking about robbing Priester. They
had seen Priester around the compiex and knew that he spent a lot of
money on Patty. Did Patty know if Priester had any money on him
right now?

Patty said she went outside, where she met Turk’s friends—a
“tall, dark-skinned dude” and .a “short, brown-skinned woman with a
mole on her cheek.”.If Patty knew their names, she didn't use them
on the videotape. She told them that Priester didn’t have any money
on him. . .

A plan was hatched to rob Priester at his apartment, where pre-
sumably he kept some cash. It would be Patty’s job to let the robbers
in




Patty tells Washington that she agreed to the scheme but only be-
cause the “tall dude” had threatened 10" hurt her if she didn’t.

About 11 p.m., she says, she walked with Priester to his apart-
ment a few blocks away. Minutes later, there was a knock at the
door. It was Turk, his two friends and another man, Patty let them
in. “The tall dude gave me $22 for opening the door,” Patty says on
the videotape.

Ammtmmsmmwhmhewwmefowwmemw
his apartment and Patty leaving?

“He just looked at me,” Patty tells Washington.

' CHAPTER TWO

Life Without Patty

n New Year’s Day 1993, about two weeks after Long held Patty

for trial, Rosa Lee moved out of the federally subsidized apart-
ment complex in Southeast Washington where she and Patty had
been living.

Resa Lee had been planning to move for several months, long be-
fore Patty’s arrest, but her new apartment hadn't been ready until
now. Rosa Lee was happy to leave; the old apartment held too many
painful reminders of the deterioration of her family. It had seemed so
chaotic when Patty was there; now it just seemed empty.

Her new place is a one-bedroom unit in the senior citizen's wing of
a building on North Capitol Street NW: she had applied for it after
one particularly bad weekend of fending off Patty’s and Ducky's re-
quests for money to buy drugs. She qualified not because of her
age—she was only 56 at the time she applied—but because of her
medical disability.

The new apartment still smells of fresh paint when | arrive a few
weeks later for my first visit. We sit in Rosa Lee’s bedroom because
her son Richard is sleeping on the living room couch; he recently got
out of jail, and Rosa Lee has let him stay with her.

Her bedroom television is on, as usual. It is Inauguration Day. On
the screen, crowds are gathering at the Capitol to see Bill Clinton
take the oath of office, Rosa Lee pays no attention. She has no inter-
est in politics or government. She has never voted. *It’s not going to
make one difference in my life,” she toid me one day.

In her mind, white people still had ail the power and they didn't

. care about blacks. “l wouldn't go TWO blocks to vote,” she said. “I
have seen too much and hasn't nothing changed. The only thing
that's changed is we don't have to ride in the back of the bus.” .

There is almost no connection between Rosa Lee’s world and the
world of Washington's policy-makers and politicians. One day soon
after the election, | mentioned Clinton during a conversation with
Rosa Lee; she didn’t seem to know his name or that an election had
been heid.

On the television, Clinton is making his way to the platform for the
swearing-in. Rosa Lee is showing me some of Patty’s letters from
jail. The letters are in someone else’s handwriting.

“She sounds like a child in her letters,” Rosa Lee says. “All she
talks about is coming home! Coming home! It’s almost like she
doesn’t realize what she did!”

Her lower lip is trembling. “She didn’t kill him! She was drunk, I
know Patty when she gets drunk She’s just Like a Gttle child. [ don't
think I ever let her grow up.”

Rosa Lee’s tears run down her face in unbroken streams, soalnng
her white blouse.

“She wouldn’t have hurt Steve,” she says. “That man tock care of
her so good.”

It would be months before we would know how the courts viewed

Patty’s involvement in Priester’s death.  trv to divert Rosa Lee's at-
tention. “Here comes vour president.” I say, pointing to the televi-
sion. :

“I'm not thinking about that man!” she replies.

The ceremony begins. "I do solemniy swear...”

Rosa Lee listens 1o Clinton repeat the oath, then gets up heavily
fram her bed and goes to the bathroom to wash her face.

- CHAPTER THREE

Rosa Lee's Trip

osa Lee can see my excitement, It is April 1993, and [ have just

returned from a trip to Rich Square, N.C,, to research her fami-
ly’s history as sharecroppers. Through census records at the court-
house, I was able to trace her ancestors back to the turn of the cen-
tury. Her family tree has many branches, including several in the
Rich Square area; I looked up two of Rosa Le¢’s relatives——cousins
she didn't know-~and told them about my study of Rosa Lee and her
family. They gave me a message for her: Please come for a visit.

Rosa Lee has never shown much interest in her family’s history,
but she is eager to do something other than sit around her apartment
and worry about Patty. The case seems to drag on and on. Police
have arrested three more suspects, and all five have been indicted on
first<degree murder charges, Patty is willing to plead guilty to lesser
charges and testify against the others, but negotiations are on hold
for reasons that Rosa Lee doesn't understand.

For weeks now, Patty has been calling her collect nearly every
night. Frustrated at the slow pace in the case, Rosa Lee is grateful
for a reason to leave town.

She had been to Rich Square only once, when she was 9, and she
didn’t have fond memories. She showered me with questions. Did
they still live in those gray, weathered wood shacks with the rusty
metal roofs? Did they have indoor plumbing, or were they still using
outhouses?

1 laugh. Many sharecropper shacks still stand, [ tell her, but no one
lives in them. They were abandoned years ago, after the sharecrop-
ping system had faded away. Her relatives, | assure her, have indoor
plumbing.

In early June, on a Thursday morning, the two of us are rolling
along Interstate 95 through Virginia. The methadone clinic has given
Rosa Lee enough doses for a four-day trip. As we cruise along, Rosa
Lee is reminiscing about Rich Square in the summer of 1945.

She is fixated on plumbing. The two-room shack where she stayed
didn’t have an outhouse. During the day, people walked into the
nearby woods to relieve themselves, always watchful for snakes that
lay in the grass. At night, the family used a tin “slop jar." Every
morning, the slop jar was emptied into a freshily dug hole.

“It smelled!” recalls Rosa Lee with an upturned nose and a shud-
der.

The shack resembled the typical dwellings that white landowners
built throughout the South for black sharecroppers. There was a
front door, but no front window. In the center of the main room was
a wood-burning stove. The shack’s wooden planks were the only bar-
riers to the outdoors; there was no insulation. Rosa Lee could feel
the wind when it blew through the spaces between the planks.

The house had three windows, one on each side and one at the
rear, Rosa Lee remembers rubbing dust and moisture from the
thick, vellowed plastic in the windows so she could see outside, Glass
kerosene Jamps provided light at night. There were crates and boxes
to sit on, but not one chair. A hand pump outside supplied water.
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Rosa Lee recalls asking her mother, “Momma, how did va'll LIVE
down here?”

She remembered Rosetta Wright looking at ‘her with a pained ex-
pression and turning away.

Forgotten Memories

e reach Rich Square in the early afternoon. As I turn into Hilda and
Bud Tann's driveway, Rosa Lee stares in amazement at the large,
modern tan-brick house where her cousin lives. Big Bud, as everyone
calls him, answers our knock. Hilda welcomes Rosa Lee with a big hug. .

Hilda, 63, is a large woman with a light-brown complexion and an
infectious, high-pitched laugh. Arthritis has locked up her left hip and
knee, requiring her to lean heavily on a cane or a walker—“depend-
ing on how I'm feeling,” she says.

She has prepared a big dinner, and Rosa Lee and [ help ourselves
to chicken and dumplings and collard greens. After the meal, Hilda
and Rosa Lee settle into the two overstuffed couches in the living
room. I sink down in the upholstered high-back chair to listen.

Hilda tells Rosa Lee that one of the couches belonged to Rosa
Lee’s maternal grandmother, Lugenia Whitaker Lawrence. Lugenia
was a sharecropper here until she and her family, including Rosa
Lee’s mother, left during the Depression. In 1985, Lugenia came
back to Rich Square after 50 years in Washington and stayed with
Hilda for a few months before her death at age 88,

Rosa Lee and Hilda swap tales of the family, and Rosa Lee begins
to open up about her life of crime and drug addiction. I knew that Ro-
sa Lee was nervous about revealing too much, fearing rejection. But
Hilda already knows some of the story from other family members.

“You needn’t worry about it now, Rosa Lee,” Hilda assures her.
“That’s all behind you now.” ,

“Yes, you're right,” Rosa Lee says in a quiet voice. “Praise the Lord!™

They talk untii the shadows darken the living room. The only light
is from the television. I say goodnight and ieave for my motel. Rosa
Leexssobmytalkmgthatshehardlynomes.

The next morning, we pick up another relative, 90-yeax-old Daisy
Debreaux, at her white-and-green wood-frame house and go off in
search of the land that Rosa Lee's mother and grandmother once
farmed. Daisy lived on the plantation until the early 1950s but hasn't
been there for 40 years.

Daisy is 2 thin, brown-skinned woman with a head of thick, white
hair, She speaks in a deliberate cadence, barely parting her lips when
she smiles. When something strikes her as fimny, she lets loose with
a deep, body-shaking chuckle. She and Rosa Lee’s matemal grand-
mother were first cousins.

We turn east onto the dirt-and-gravel Benthall Cook Road and
head toward Bull Neck Swamp, 3 fertile piece of land on the north

. bank of the Roanoke River. Daisy sucks in her breath in surprise.

Where generations of Lawrences once toiled stood all the compo-
nents of the modern farm: a two-story office, large hangers for huge
farmmg machinery, two large gray-metal silos. No matter which way
we ook, there is no visible evidence of the life that Daisy once knew.
"There used to be dozens of houses on both sides along here,” Daisy
says, pointing to fields of young cotton and tobacco.

As we walk through the cotion fields, Rosa Lee is overcome by
emotion. A forgotten memory reemerges: Every day for two weeks
in that summer of 1945, Rosa Lee’s mother woke her before dawn
and took her to the cotton field. They worked for three hours before
breakfast, returned to the fields for several hours before lunch and
then again in the late afternoon.



After a few days of this regimen, Rosa Lee remembers asking her
sother. “Momma, why do [ have to pick cotton?®”

“That's what | brought you down here for,” her mother said. “To
0w you what we’ve had to go through in life to take care of you and
-ed you.”

BEEENEE  CiTeRrve

A Song of Redemptibn

A 1 Sunday morning, we attend services at Chapel Hill Baptist

Church, founded the year after the Civil War ended. The original
hite, wood-frame building was replaced with a red-brick one in
973. Three generations of Rosa Lee's ancestors belonged to the
nurch, including her grandparents and her mother. Four genera-
ons of her living relatives are active members today.

Near the end of the two-hour service, the Rev. Frankin D, Williams
r. invites Rosa Lee to say something to the 125 or so worshipers. He
ad heard about her visit from one of her relatives, Rosa Lee beams. All
yes are on her as she walks quickly to the front. She is wearing a pink,
Fo-piece suit with a wine-colored blouse and a string of white pearls.
ier red shoes match her long red fingernails.

“] was 9 years old the last time I was here,” she says. Until this
ip. she had not understood the difficulties that grandparents and
arents had faced when they sharecropped on the nearby plantation.
he has looked back over her own life, she tells them, and is not
roud of much of what she has done.

“When you change the way you've been living all your life, any-
1ing is possible,” she says. “1 thank God for giving me another
hance in life.”

Rosa Lee shuts her eyes, pushes her palms together and belts out
ae opening verse of a gospel song she learned as a child at Mount
sy Baptist Church in Washington.

“Oh, search me, Lovd!  *

Oh, search me, Lord

Turn the light from heaven on my soul

If you find anything that shouldn’t be

Take it out and strengthen me.”

Older members join in. The Rev. Williams rushes to the piano and
egins to play. Even the small children, who moments before
quirmed with impatience, sit transfixed. The entire congregation
ways in the pews,

{ sit in wonder at the power of Rosa Lee Cunningham. She steps in
ront of people who have never seen ber before and inspires them to
ing this song of redemption. I can't help but think that if circum-
tances had been different, if she hadn’t faced so many obstacles in
-er life, her drive and her .charisma might have created a different
fe for herself, her children and grandchildren.

I want to be right.

1 swant to be saved.

1 soant to be whole.”

BN cHAPTERSIX

Painful Delays

l‘he investigation of Steve Priester’s slaying takes a turn in Patty’s

ty's statement that her role in the robbery was to open the door for

“Turk and the other three. If Patty will agree to testify against the

others, Pasichow will drop the first-degree murder charges against
Patty.

As plea bargains go, it's not a bad deal, Patty still faces a substan-
tial prison term, but at least she doesn’t have a life sentence hanging
over her head. On Oct. 22, in Judge Long's courtroom, Patty pleads
guilty to first-degree burglary and conspiracy to commit robbery.
She won't be sentenced. however, until she is finished testifying. If
all the defendants go to trial, that could take months.

The delay is excruciating for Rosa Lee. Whenever she sees me,
she badgers me for details about the case. She thinks of little else.
Then, in mid-December, a late-night telephone call gives her some-
thing eise to worry about.

It is 11:45 p.m. and she has just fallen asleep. The caller is the se-
curity guard in the lobby of her apartment building. A Robert Cun-
ningham is here, the guard says. Do you want him to come up?

Rosa Lee is confused. Bobby is supposed to be in jail. What's he
doing here?

A few minutes later, she opens the door and draws back in disbe-
lief. Standing in the hallway, dressed in a prison-issue blue cotton
jumpsuit and a thin windbreaker, is a shrunken version of her oldest
son.

His breathing is labored and heavy. He tells her that he has just
walked from the jail, a distance of about three miles, He has been giv-
en a medical parole because he is dying of AIDS, His weight has
dropped from 160 pounds to less than 100. '

Two days later, Bobby collapses on Rosa Lee’s bathroom floor.
Rosa Lee can’t lift him. She calls 911, and soon her tiny apartment is
filled with paramedics and equipment. They take Bobby to Howard
University Hospital. where he deteriorates quickly. When he dies on
Jan. 18, 1994, he weighs 72 pounds. '

Bobby is the first of Rosa Lee’s children to die, and she has no
money to give him a funerai. Because she is poor and Bobby has no
estate, the city’s Department of Human Services agrees to pay the
funeral costs and, later, the cremation.

B cHaPTERSEVEN I

Death in the Family

osa Lee is standing near a lavendar-colored coffin when I arrive

at Frazer's Funeral Home in the 300 block of Rhode Island Ave-
nue NW. The casket lid is closed. “I didn’'t want anyone to see the
way he looked when he died,” she whispers.

1 take a seat in the second row, next to one of Bobby’s cousins. Ro-
sa Lee's son Eric comes into the parlor. He looks around the room,
sees Rosa Lee in the first row then decides to sit next to me. He has
never resolved his anger at his mother for the way she raised him.
Several family members are late for the 11 a.m. service, so the Rev.
R.E. Dinkins decides to wait a few minutes. Finally, Rosa Lee mo-
tions to Dinkins to go ahead anyway. Dinkins leads the dozen mourn-
ers in prayer, then asks anyone who wants to speak to come forward.

Richard rises. “Bobby has taken care of me and all my brothers.
He had a good life, and he did the best that he could. I'll never forget
him.”

A fermale relative delivers a more pointed message.

“To the family, I would like to say, be not ashamed of your son or
your brother. God had him here for some reason, some purpose in
his life.” She looks toward Rosa Lee. “As he sleeps away, it is time

favor in October 1993. Prosecutor Heidi Pasichow accepts Pat- See ROSA LEE, A22,Col 1
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for you all to get your act together. Get your act together, acknowi-
edge the Lord and serve Him!”

A hush falls over the room. Now it is Rosa Lee's turn,

“First, I'd like to say, thank God for giving me the strength to be
and to get up here,”

She pauses, then cries out: “Bobby!”

His name echoes through the silent parior.

“I love you son,” she says, “and so do your brothers and your sis-
ters. But I know now that you are in a better place. All of us will al-
ways love you. Take care of him God, 'cause he was my oldest.
Thank you.”

B, CHAPTER EIGHT I

Patty’s Apology V

osa Lee has a plan for persuading Judge Cheryl Long to reiease

Patty on probation. The day before the sentencing, she delivers
two letters to Long's chambers-—one from her doctor that details
her deteriorating medical condition and a personal plea that her 17-
year-oid granddaughter wrote for her, imploring the judge to let Pat-
ty come home to take care of her. When | remind her that she left
her old apartment to get away from Patty's drug-addicted lifestyle,
she waves me away.

When I pick up Rosa Lee on the afternoon of May 10, 1994, she is
nervous, almost shaking. She is still weak from her latest bout with
pneumonia, which put her in the hospital for two weeks, and she uses
a cane to walk from my car to the courtroom,

It is close to 5 p.m. by the time Patty's case is called. Patty is
brought from the lockup. She looks healthier than she has in years.
Eighteen months in jail, away from regular drug use,-has given her
body a chance to recover, She has lost the saliow, drug-induced pal-
lor that | remember. She sees Rosa Lee and breaks into a big smile.

1 whisper to Rosa Lee that the prosecutor’'s recommendation
could be crucial in deciding Patty’s sentence. The judge will want to
know if Patty has held up her end of the plea bargain.

All the defendants in the case have pleaded guilty before trial, so
Patty never had to testify in open court. Prosecutor Pasichow tells
Long, “1 feel absolutely compelled to let the court know that she's
been cooperative.”

Patty’s role in Priester’s murder, Pasichow says, “really comes
down to, in part and to a large extent, Ms, Cunningham’s greed in
terms of her addiction, in terms of her need for money and in terms
of the type of lifestyle that, unfortunately, Ms. Cunningham was liv-
ing at the time.”

That doesn’t excuse her actions, Pasichow says. “What she did was
set in motion something that she now regrets, but something that
she really could have stopped.”

As prosecutor’s statements go, this is a pretty mild one. Pasichow
could have asked Long to sentence Patty to the maximum time in
prison, but she asked only for an “appropriate” sentence.

“Ms. Cunningham,” the judge finally says, “this is your opportunity
to speak to the court.”

Patty stands. The words rush out. She tells Long that she agreed

‘to let the robbers into Priester’s apartment only because she was

afraid that they were going to hurt her. ‘I'm really sorry for what
happened to Mr. Priester, Because I loved him too. A lot! And ] ask
him every night to forgive me for what happened. And if | could have
changed it, I would. . . . ,

“This is the first time—this is the first time that [ ever been with-
out drugs this long. And it feels really good to me. it gives me a
chance to get my life together, make my life much better. So i'm
asking to be put on probation.”

But Long is in no mood for redemption. She is too troubled by the
statement of facts on Priester’s murder.

After Patty left Priester at the apartment that night, the robbers
repeatedly asked Priester; “Where is the money at?” Priester pleaded
with them to leave him alone. The robbers gagged him, handcuffed
him and bound him at the knees and ankles with beits and ropes. All




four robbers took turns hitting Priester in the face with a heavy wine

bottle and a brass ornament. The robbers then tied a hood tightly
over his face and shot him in the head. As far as police could deter-
mine, the assailants left without finding any money in Priester's
apartment.

“What they did was just completely unnecessary,” Long says to
Patty. “Completely unnecessary. But they did it anyway. And [ think
that when you decided to let them in the house and made it possible
for them to get into the house, you knew that you were doing a favor
for some pretty bad people. . . .

“It’s bad enough that people do this to total strangers,” Long says,
“but there is no real way to excuse what you did to someone whois a
friend to you.”

Long announces Patty's sentence: one to three years for the con-
spiracy conviction and seven to 21 vears on the burglary conviction,
to be served consecutively. She will be eligible for parole in October
1998,

“You should pay a price for what vou did, and you should not basi-
cally just get off the hook simply because you and your mother are in
bad health,” Long says. ’

Last Words

few hours later, we sit in my car in front of Rosa Lee’s apart-

ment building and rehash the sentencing. Rosa Lee is distraught.
She wanted a chance to speak to the judge. As Patty’s mother, she
says, shouldn’t she have had the opportunity to explain?

1 had been warning her for months that Patty’s lawyer might not
let her say anything in court, that he might decide it would do Patty’s
cause more harm than good. But Rosa Lee kept rehearsing her
speech, as if this were her trial, not Patty's. One day, months before
Patty’s sentencing, she gave me a preview of what she would say to
the judge if she got a chance.

“I want to say, ‘Judge Long, my name is Rosa Lee Cunningham. I .

just want to clear my conscience and my mind the way | feel about
my daughter being in jail on account of I feel that I brought my child
up wrong 'cause I didn't know better. I didn't know no other way.
Not only Patty, all of them children,

* ] don't feel too good about it, Your Honor. I never have.. ..l
wasn't thinking right and | wasn't thinking clearly. I just didn’t want
her to become hurt like me. I didn’t want her to want things and
coukin't get them bke me. . ..

“ ‘Your Honor, I love my children very much, but somewhere
down the line, I didn't raise them right, and it is hurting the hell out
ofme....'"

it was a harsh assessment, and undoubtedly designed to elicit
Long's sympathy. Yet, it was direct and honest in a way that went far
beyond our first interviews six years ago.

But then, Rosa Lee's not the same woman as she was when we
first met, In 1988, she still shoplifted regularly, sold heroin on the

street, used heroin and cocaine frequently while sharing dirty nee-

dles with Patry. Somehow, she also was taking care of her young
grandchildren because their mother was strung out on crack,

Then Rosa Lee found herself paying a heavy price for her past.
She learned she was carrying the virus that causes AIDS. She suf-
fered a series of seizures after injecting heroin. She came close to dy-
ing from an overdose of seizure medication because she couldn't read
the dosage instructions. Then came Patty’s arrest for murder, fol-
lowed by Bobby’s death. Now she spends hours praying for herself,
judging herself, endlessly asking questions for which there are no
easy answers. She wants more than survival at this point; she wants
peace from a life with almost none. -

There are many ways to look at Rosa Lee’s story. Some may say
that Rosa Lee is a thief, a drug addict, a failed parent, a broken wom-
an paying for her sins. Others may see her as a victim of hopeless cir-
cumstances, born to a life of deprivation and racism.

There may be truth in both views, but neither extreme reflects
the compiexity of her life, or the compiexity of the crisis in the na-
tion's inner cities. Rosa Lee’s story shows the immense difficulties

that await any effort (o bring an end to poverty. illiteracy, drug abuse
and criminal activity. In the poorest neighborhoods. white and black.
these problems are knotted together: there’'s no way to separate the
individual strings, especially in those communities overwhelmed by
drug abuse. Reforming welfare doesn't stop drug trafficking; better
palicing doesn't end illiteracy; providing job training doesn’t teach a
young man or woman why it’s wrong to steal.

But complex is not the same as intractable, Rosa Lee’s fate was

~ far from foreordained: her sons Alvin and Eric, both of whom reject-

ed the lure of the street, are testament to that. So are many of her
brothers and sisters. They, like many others who grew up poor,
learned the importance and value of personal responsibility, and it
gave them the edge they needed to invent a different way to live.
For now, Rosa Lee has adjusted to life without Bobby and Patty.

_Her apartment remains a haven for those children with nowhere else

to go. Richard and Ronnie are staying with her: Ducky, however, is
back in Lorton serving time for theft.

Rosa Lee keeps herself busy by helping to take care of the family's
newest generation—her great-grandson. The baby’s father is her
grandson Junior, 21; the boy’s mother is a 15-year-old girl, a 10th-
grader at a District high school. Rosa Lee looks aftew the infant on
weekdays so the mother can go to school. Junior can’t help out; he's
in jail, awaiting sentencing on new armed robbery charges.

On school days, the baby's mother meets Rosa Lee at McDonald's,
near the methadone clinic. On a recent Thursday morning, she hand-
ed Rosa Lee a still-warm bottle of formuia, quickly washed down a
sausage sandwich with soda, kissed her son and left for school.

“You're a good-looking boy, you know that?” cooed Rosa Lee as
the eight-week- old infant sucks his bottle. He finished the milk, and
his eyes began to droop. ’

She gently rocked the baby on her lap. “He’s such a beautiful baby
and so easy to look after,” she said, stroking his cheek as he fel
asleep. '

About This Series

ln 1932, in the midst of the Great Depression, Rosa Lee
Cunningham's grandparents and parents gave up their
North Carolina sharecropping life for an uncertain journey
north. Rosa Lee is the link between past and present, be-
tween a world that has disappeared and the one that her chil-
dren and grandchildren face today in Washington.

Many of Rosa Lee’s relatives, including two of her eight
children, managed to secure footholds in the mainstream of
:&merkzn society; their relative success makes it all the more
important to try to understand Rosa Lee's life.

Although her story is disturbing, she wanted it told. “May-
be | can help somebody not follow in my footsteps,” she said.
That story——of the choices she had and the choices she
made——offers a chance to understand what statistics only
suggest: the interconnections of racism, poverty, illiteracy,
drug abuse and crime, and why these conditions persist.

The series, edited by Steve Luxenberg, The Post’s assis-
tant managing editor for special projects, ends today. Since
the series began last Sunday, The Post has received more
than 3,000 telephone calls from readers. Readers who wish
10 leave a recorded comment can call PostHaste at
202-334-9000, Category 4646 until Tuesday at midnight,
when the number will be discontinued.

‘Many callers have asked about organizations that work
with troubled families. A partial listing appears on Page A23.
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ORGANIZATIONS THAT CAN HELP

ke following is a partial list of organizations in the

Washington metropolitan area that offer social services.
Several are umbreila agencies that could provide referrals to
neighborhood-based organizations. The white pages of the
1994-95 District of Columbia telephone book also lists
community services on Pages 41 and 42.

mm INFORMATION:

-n.c. Hotline, 202-223-2255 |
‘Provides information‘on free or iow-cost servrces retating to mental
health. housing, financial assistance, medical treatment. social
services and support groups. ' i

u Self-Help Clearing House, 703-941-5465
A project of the Mental Meaith Association, Self-Help Ciearing House -
is connected with more than 18.000 support groups in the D.C. area.

-AIDS/MIV SERVICES

w National AIDS Hotline, 1-800-342-AIDS

u Whitman-Walker Clinke (main facility}, 1407 § St., Nw,
202-797-3500 '

A comprehensive outpauent "AIDS service organization in the D.C.
area.

uAleo&olm Anonymous, 202- 966 8115 in the District and Maryland.
' 703-281.7501 in Northern Virginia
mCocaine Anonymous, 202-726-1717 .

= Cocaine Hotline: 1 -800-COCAINE.
A 24-hour national information service.

# Narcotics Anonymous, 202-399-5316

» National Cbarittmfnrmcohdand Drug Information,
1-800-SAY-NQ-TO

= Nationai Federation of Parents for Drug-Free Youth,
1-800-554-KIDS ~

® National Institute on Drug Abuse Hetline, 1-800-662-HELP

# WACADA (Washington Area Council on Alcohol & Drug Abuse),
202-783-1300. )
A hotline for drug- and alcohol-related concerns.

& Alanow/Alateen, 202-882-1334 in the District ana Mary!ana
703-241-2011 in Northern Virginia.
Support groups for friends and famities coping with aicoholism.

- mNaranom, 301-876-4316
Support groups for families of drug addicts.

‘LITERACY GROUPS -

Local governments offer fiteracy classes through aduit education
programs. Contact them or these umbreila agencies for information:

s Literacy Volunteers of Americs, 1325 W St., Nw, 202-387-1772
- # Washington Literacy Council, 1799 Swan St.. NW. 202-398-9029

# Big Brothers of National Capital Area, 331 587-0021

®Big Sisters of the Washington Metro Area Inc., 202-244-1012
®Boys and Girls Clubs of Greater Washington, 301-587-4315
s Concerned Black Men inc., 202-783-5414

# Arfington County Volunteer Office, 703-358-3222
= Fairfax County Volunteer Action Center, 703-246-3460

W Greater D.C. Cares, 1201 New York Ave. NW, 202-289-7378
" Connects volunteers with community-based service organizations. .

- Montgomery Courty Volunteer Service, 301-217-4049
® Prince George’s County Voluntary Action Center, 301-699-2800
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Rosa Lee Cunningham’s Story

of Rosa Lee Cunningham by Post reporter

Leon Dash, based on years of observation
and interviews, was an extraordinary journalistic
achievement. But it was also a deeply disturbing
and lacerating portrayal of a District family—a
mother, her children and grandchildren—wasted in
an environment in which drugs, AIDS, crime, hus-
tling and time behind bars were the common and
acceptable experience. This was, as well, an envi-
ronment @ which public assistance meant to help
them-and, no doubt, in some part derived from
taxes on working people not much better off than
they-—was habitually squandered on more drugs.
Judging from the thousands of responses received
thus far, most readers say the series has left them
with a better understanding of the strong ties
between marginal education, welfare dependency,
chronic joblessness, drug abuse and criminal recidi-
vism, and how—as in Rosa Lee Cunnin, gham’s
case——those conditions can persist from generation
to generation, in part as a consequence of societal
failure, in part as a consequence of personal failure.
That was what the series set out to accomplish,

A smaller but significant number of readers,
however, have been clearly incensed by what they
have read To them, eight consecutive days of
front-page stories about intergenerational deterio~
ratian in a District family perpetuates racist stereo-
types of African Americans and plays into the hands
of those who would have government retreat from
its social responsibilities. There is always a chance
that will happen in this kind of journalistic enter-
prise. But those seeking to use this series to
support their racial prejudices will have to look for
camfort somewhere else,

Rosa Lee Cunningham's personal story is not
representative of all African Americans, While her
grandparents and parents shared the experience of
the millions of African Americans who migrated
fram the South to urban areas several decades ago,
most children of migrant famiiies did not end up kike
Rosa Lee. But then, neither did most of her 11

T HE RECENT eight-part series on the life

siblings. Likewise, there are thousands of District
women on welfare and Medicaid; most don’t lead
lives like Rosa Lee's. They don't steal or teach their
children and grandchildren to rip-off others. They
don’t prostitute themselves or their daughters.
They don't sell or do drugs, or harbor criminals or
teach their children to lie. They haven’t gone to jail
12 times, or served years behind bars for theft and
drug abuse. They aren't HIV positive. To conclude
from this series that Rosa Lee’s life is the way the
poor live is to senously misread and mistake what
has been written. And yet there is much to learn
from the series.

Within the nation’s capital, as in inner cities across
the nation, there are plenty of Rosa Lee Cunning-
hams-—and people like her daughter, Patty, her sons
Bobby (who died), Ducky and Richard, and her
grandson, Junior-—who are the real stories behind
the hard-core drug, crime and socgal welfare statis-
tics we read or hear about. The next time a
discussion gets started on the devastating impact of
crack cocaine on families or a community, or the
faihire of prisons and juvenile facilities to rehabilitate
repeat offenders, or school systems that callously
push through and then push out students who can't
read their own names, or the next time you hear talk
about secret sins of child sexual abuse or the power
of the family (or the interdependence of the patho-
logical)}—think of Rosa Lee Cunningham, her chil-

" dren and grandchildren. But don’t stop there.

Think, too, of her two sons Alvin and Eric, who set
themselves apart from the family and turned the
other way. There are other Alvins and Erics who
need to know they have choices, that there is
something better than hustling and manipulation of
others within their reach, that life, despite it all, can
be better. The series showed that Alvin and Eric
were helped by the intervention of teachers and
mentors who could channel their remarkable and
stubborn will to free themselves—and now their
own families—from the terrible cycle of dependency
and desolation in which the rest of their siblings were
caught. In that there is surely a lesson.

,?-4
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o [Omhximn.SepLZS] I, too, fail to see

the reason or need for your paper to write
about Rosa Lee Cunningham’s life [front

‘ _ page, Sept. 18-25). It has no newsworthy
value

and. perpetuates the negativity that
your paper has been accused of, especially
bamtswvetageoftheﬁfnmnmn
community. While you may have printed
11 positive stories in the past six weeks,
mregeivedthemgrﬁtude of coverage
by ’

as Cunningham

In all Ekelihood, the article will not deter
anyone headed down the path Cunningham
followed because these individuals are gen-
erally not readers of your paper. Nor will it
result in legislation or additional funds for
pmgmmandmmtohelppeupiehke
Cunningham make wiser choices in thexr
lives. And, last, most people, like me, will
not understand bow and why Cunningham
ielge.gadmmakeﬁcdwwshedd'm

fwManI_)m Mitchell

‘ LemDashssmesﬁ:RosaLeeCm—
ninghani did more to harm the image of

. prosti-
ummazmeagednmxiuthegmeof
- peeding money to feed her children. Rosa
Lee is a.morally bankrupt individual who
refuses to take responsibility for her ac- -

tions even to this day. She perpetuates the
stereotypes that -s0 many black people
have worked 8o hard to erase. There are
numerous poor people who would never
resort to theft; -drug using and selling and
prostitution as a way of life.

"The -image of poor blacks would be
much better served with more articles
such a3 Dorothy Gilliam's Sept. 24 account
on Shavar Jeffries. Here is 2 young man
who has faced more adversity than Rosa
Lee, yet be pot only survived but is
striving for excelience in all that he does.
That story deserved to be on the front

. ~Rita A. Skl
R .

Your series “Rosa Lee's Story” was
powerful—a story that needed to be told. |
could hardly wait untif the next install-
ment. .

I am*a 53-year-oid black male, about

Rosa Lee's age. I have a son and six
siblings in California, and I plan to share
this series with them. I can see in this
series why, I believe, that four of us have
been: modestly successful and why my two
brothers have had problems in their
lives-—one is in prison for using and selling
drugs and the other is in and out of jail for
the same reasons. The verdict is still out
on my younger, college-educated sister,

1 have a master's degree from UCLA
and am a Department of the Army civilian
who has attained the grade of GS/GM-14
and retired as a lieutenant colonel from the
Army Reserves after more than seven
years on active duty. But we all came from
a background similar to Rosa Lee’s, | want
RosaLeetol-mowthatherstorymllmake
a difference in how my grandson and my
siblings’ grandchildren are raised.

— Hollis E. Barnes
Leon Dash is to be congratulated for his
eight-part series on Rosa Lee and; her

family. It gave readers a painful Jook at
how poverty, drug use and crime can

- devastate a family. Eight children is more
. than any single mother should be expected

to be able to discipline, supervise, nourish
and educate, How I wish Rosa Lee had

_ known about Planned Parenthood and its

prevention and. abartion . facilities. 1 was
disappointed that it was not listed with the
organizations that can help at the end of
the fina) essay on Sept. 25. Planned Par-
enthood clinics in the District and in Vir-
ginia and Maryland are listed in the tele-

phone .
—Sarah . E’pstein
B L2 ekt

. me what z stupid kfe I have led. Why did I

work and slave 5o hard to make a living
when I could have had the easy life—
stealing, selling drugs and working the
numerous social welfare systems as de-
tailed in the articles.

Too late for me at 82, but younger
types may well be inclined to take a tip
from Rosa and live off us taxpaying suck-
ers. And if such a life is interrupted
occasionally by a rest period in the hoose-
gow, 50 what? Society pays for that also.

No doubt deep thinkers like psycholo-
gists and social reformers will think of
even more ways to throw money at social
ills such as those portrayed here. They will
never realize that they are part of the

problem, not the solution. Ever since Roo-
sevelt, we have been throwing money at
the poverty-stricken. The able-bodied take
the money and work the system for even
more.

When will we realize that there are
milions of Rosas out there and that we
don’t do them or society any good by
letting them produce successive genera-
tions to follow in their footsteps?

—Joseph L. Hudson

"
Thow shait not steal. Most law-abiding
citizens live by this motto. Rosa Lee does
not. Leon Dash’s articles seem to disre-
gard this societal norm and in fact glamor-
ize the art of shoplifting. As | read about
Rosa Lee’s efforts to suppart her drug
habit and her successful ploy to stay out of
jail, 1 became ill. This woman shoukd not
havebeengmnapageandahaﬁufpmt
each day to flaunt her illegal activities.

If the original intent of Dash's series
was to deter future thieves, the result so
far has not been achieved. Only twice in
the first article did a negative word appear
concerning the ramifications of stealing. [
hope Washington’s impressionable youths
do not read this series; if they do, the
District’s crime rate will soar.

1 recognize the plight of the poor and
sympathize with their struggles in life. But
many welfare programs and organizations
(i.e., Salvation Army) exist and are willing
to chip in if an honest job does not bring in
enough cash. Rosa Lee’s situation is not
uncommon. People strive to overcome
every day. But some do pot resort to
crime. A hard-working, honorable woman
should have been chasen as the subject of

‘this- series. Her triurophs and failures

would have earned a reader’s respect and
touched his/her heart, Unfortunately, Rosa
Lee deserves po respect. .

—Annette Jurkonie

"

-To describe Rosa Lee Cunningham's
story as “discoraforting and disturbing”—
as Steve Luxenberg does in a postscript to
each article——is a tremendous understate-
ment. One must read the entire series to
grasp the full depth of the Cunninghams'
depravity. To me, the most abhorrent
example (of which there were many) was
in the Sept. 23 article in which Rosa Lee
admits to recuting her 1l-year-okd
daughter to join her in prostitution. Rosa
Lee excuses her actions by claiming that

Y L { POST

she did whatever it took to ensure her
family's survival. To the contrary, Leon
Dash'’s acoount of Rosa Lee demonstrates
that she did whatever it took to feed her
base proclivities, regardiess of the immea-
surable cost to the children who depended
upon her. Moreover, she imbued most of
her offspring with the same sense of
indifference to familial and societal respon-
sibilities.

Luxenberg notes the articles’ focus on
the interconnections of racism, poverty,
illiteracy, drug abuse and crime. An obvi-
ous addition to that list is our failing
welfare system. Rosa Lee and her family
clearly have received an abundance of our
government’s generosity in the form of
welfare checks, food, subsidized housing,
free or discounted medical care and medi-
cation, job training etc. Indeed, it would be
interesting to calculate the sum that we
have gpent on this family so far. Despite
and perhaps because of all these welfare
programs, only two of Rosa Lee's children
liffed themselves out of the deepening pit
that their mother burrowed.

Those two succeeded because they per-
ceived the difference between night and
wrong, understood that they would define
themselves every day by the choices they
made, and accepted responsibility for their
actions. In contrast, Rosa Lee and her
dysfunctional children choose to seek in-
stant gratification regardless of the cost to
themselves and others.

The series leaves me convinced that the
current welfare system breeds and perpet-
uates this self-defeating conduct. At some
paint, we must say, “You have enough
money for drugs (as well as other so-called
‘necessities’ such as television and long-
distance phone service), you obviously
don’t need -our money for food, clothing
and rent!” By cutting off the exploiters and
reevaluating how we distribute charity,
funds could be redeployed to people who

may truly need and appreciate the assis-

tance.

Iy on the concept of redemption. That
Rosa Lee regrets her ways toward the end
of life and sings in church (once!) is hardly
the work of a redeemer. Redemption is a
process of actively correcting past wrongs,
and nothing in the final article indicates

that Rosa- Lee is doing anything to pay -

back the cormmunity for what she took or
to save her children from the disastrous
lifestyle that they learned from her.

—Kenneth Ryan

In the final article, Dash leans too beavi-
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What One Famlly Told Me—and America— About the Urban Crisis

By Leon Dash

OR FOUR intense years, I followed Rosa

Lee Cunningham, her children and five of

her estimated 32 grandchildren. I became

absorbed by Rosa Lee’s story—and deeply

troubled. 1 also realized that the series that fol-

lowed—on the intergenerational nature of under-

¢lass poverty, crime and drug use in one family—
would disturb and anger some readers.

AIthough the great ma;onty of responses were

e, it did not surprise me that many 6f those’

“series angered most are middle-class African
Aipemms They felt that The Washington Post,
by devoting eight days to a three-generational

family of welfare-dependent petty criminals, had .

given this growing urban crisis the wrong kind
ofattention. Why, many asked, didn't I write a
“positive” story about the many honest single black
mothers whose children went on to lives of Ameri-
can success and achievement?

e answer is simple. Stories about successful
mdmduals who have overcome societal barriers

Leon Dash is a member of The Washmgtou Post's
mc:al profects reporting umt.

.-Bronx in the Patterson public housing project, not

have a place in journalism, but these mdzvxduals .

and families are not part of the crisis in urban
America. | was interested in writing about the cri-
sis. Every one of us should be alerted to it. I want-
ed readers to be uncomfortable and alarmed.
Others feel the same way—Ronald B. Mincy,
for example. Ron Mincy is himself a “positive” suc-
cess story of an African-American man who over-
came tremendous odds. He and his two brothers
were raised by their single mother in the South

far from the East Harlem neighborhood where I

“grew up. An expert on urban poverty, Mincy

earned a doctorate in economics from the Massa-
chusetts Institute of Technology. He, his wife and
two sons live in Harlem today out of a commitment
to making a change where change is most neéded.

Mincy also believes the crisis of poverty and
crime in our cities needs to be written about in a
way that people can understand it. He understands
that this problem is growing not receding.

Every evening Mincy leaves his Ford Founda-
tion office in mid-Manhattan and travels north four
miles into a large swath of real estate with rows of
boarded-up and deteriorated 19th century tene-

ments. Nearing his West 122nd Street hoine, Min-
. ¢y passes through a street-corner drug market
brazenly operated by the newest male generation

“of Harlem’s underclass.

“As | round the comner, there are drug deals
happening on the corner,” says Mincy. The kids at-
tending the nearby junior high school “are coming
inand out of that all the time.” :

This scene is rephcated on street corners in ev-
, ery major city in America. The adolescent drug
sellers and their destitute adult clients are just the
observable symptoms of continuing inner-city de-
cay. This decay is intricately interwoven with oth-
er dead-end ingredients of life within America’s
bottom tier of poverty: adolescent childbearing,
child abuse and neglect, foster care, dropping out
of school, welfare dependence, single parenthood,
chronic unemployment and neighborhood crime
and violence.

“In most cases, there is not a father in [these]
households,” said Mincy. “There is not even a posi-
tive older brother! That is a situation that is tragic.
It is an intergenerational thing.”

Reams of poverty statistics cross Mincy’s desk

See ROSA LEE, C3,Col. 1
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Rosa Lee’s Story:

The Readers React

In response to Leon Dash’s series, “Rosa Lee’s Sto-'
ry,” the Washington Post received more than 4,600:
phone calls to a special line set up to allow readers to
leave recorded commenis, About half of the callers ap-
proved of the publication of the story while about a
quarter were critical of the Post for running it. An-
other 20 percent of the callers offered observations that
were nesther critical nor supportive; the remainder of-
fered judgments that were both positive and negative.
This was not a scientific survey of reader reaction.

Here is a sampling of the comments:

It was an extremely well-done article and extremely
interesting. Each day [ waited for the next installment of
the story. Right under our noses, there are people who
are living this way. The type of life they led is completely
foreign to me, unlike anything I've ever read. My sug-
gestion to The Post would be to do an article about an-
other family that came from similar background. My
great grandparents were sharecroppers and came to
Washington in 1946 from South Carolina, Our lives were
not at all like Rosa Lee’s. No one went to jail, nobody on
drugs, everybody’s working, everybody got an educa-
tion. | think we should see the other side of this story.

—~Gwendolyn Aughtry, Landover, Md.

1 am tired of reading stories about black people and
poverty. When are you going to do a story about a white-
person who moved from Appalachia and is still in a trailer
park three generations later? This is an old story, a tired
story. We're waiting to see the story of the two children
who made it into middle and working class ., . . .soa child

who’s in high school, struggling to get out of that circum- -

stance understands what positive steps can be made.
This is why people hate The Post. .
—Cecelie Counts-Blakey, Northeast Washington

I don’t understand why The Washington Post is trying
to engender support or sympathy for this woman, Her
probiems don't have anything to do with racism, she’s a
drug addict. She’s enabling her children to become drug
addicts. The only thing that poverty has to do with it is
that it allows her to use government money to support
her drug habit and her children’s drug habits.

—Denise Kellogg, Arlington

I 'am a 52-year-old black woman who has gone through
some of the same things that Rosa Lee Cunningham did.
I've. been keeping up with the story all week. It has -
touched me so deeply, the things that she has endured. |
started having children at 15 and it has been a struggle
with raising them. I've never taken any drugs, but [ was
abused and I can relate to so many things that she went
through. It just moved me. I'm praying for Rosa Lee.

—Minnie Barnes, Northeast Washington.

I thought it was truly excellent. I am an upper white
class, middle class, let’s say, girl, used to be a very pret-
ty girl, and I am a heroin addict. I'm on methadone now.
And reading your story really breaks my heart. I am so
impressed with this I'm cutting it out and taking it to the
clinic tomorrow to hang up because no one seems to un-
derstand and [ think that you somehow in your heart do.

. —Candace Ricks, Crownsville, Md

All people face probiems, the question is how do they !
solve their problems. This is where the black church -
should have come in and helped these people, if not ini- ~
tially when they came to Washington, then when they :
got on drugs. When people leave rural areas to go to the |

city it seems like they leave religion out of itheir lives. |

This exodus is a point that [ think should be developed.

—A. Mills, Upper Marlboro '

[Dash] doesn't seem to explain . .. how the racist
structure of our society allows a situation like this to hap-
pen in the first place. The information on her life so far is

beginning to show how poverty and education impacted ’

_ them—but not racism. But it’s The Washington Post so I

wouldn't expect that part. So I hope that, unlike in most
Post stories, you will work hard explaining how the racial
structure has impacted on their lives and given them the
number of choices that they had and didn’t let them ben-
efit fully from the contributions they have made.
~~Wayne Young, Southeast Washington.

As a black person I find this story very troubling but |
guess it’s kind of necessary to tell this story. It's very in-
teresting and very compelling.

: _ —~Alan Patterson, Columbia, Md.

I really sincerely hope that other people are as an-

gered at this person’s justification for all of her irrespon-

sible behavior as I am. This is disgusting. My parents
were poor Oklahama farm kids that worked and never
stole and never took anything and never did drugs. My
father came from a family of alcoholics and he himself
battled with it but still managed to hold down a job and

Rosa Lee & Me

ROSA LEE, From C1

every week, but the tales that drive his search for salu-
tions are the stories he reads every day in newspapers. A
Washington Post story about a 14-year-old boy who an-
ticipates dying by age 17 stiil haunts him.

This, Mincy says, is “usually the only picture” the pub~
lic gets. But he argues that in reading the life stories of
Rosa Lee Cunningham and her family, some readers “will
realize that in addition to sort of being horrifying, this is
also tragic. Some will be struck by a sort of compassion”
for the growing number of persons trapped in patterns of

That's why I wrote about Rosa Lee Cunningham. Ron
Mincy and other experts say that, among those living in
extreme poverty, her family is not unique. Consider the

a In the past generation, America’s urban underclass
tion has tripied in size—to an estimated 2.7 mil-
lion persons (according to Urban Institute studies): By
the time of the 1990 census, the underclass was growing
at a rate of 8 percent per decade. America’s history of
racial discrimination has had a disproportionate impact
on black Americans, who make up 57 percent of the un-
derclass. Whites and Hispanics compose 20 percent
each. The remaining 3 percent is made up of Asians and
Native Americans.
= Members of families like Rosa Lee’s, in which criminal
behavior is “a continuation from generation to genera-
tion” make up 15 to 20 percent of Washington’s prison
population of about 10,000, says Jasper Ormond, who di-
rects Washington's substance abuse treatment for in-
mates. Ormond estimates that this population is “respon-
sible for 60 to 75 percent of the criminal activity.”
~That's why it's such a significant group to focus on,”

I Wit Le0n Dast i o
Heed to ook at a little further. -

educate two kids. My sister and I have never been in:.

In,nd of trouble. This woman is simpiy irresponsible . .

It’s not a black thing. It's an irresponsible thing,
~—danice Dodd, Arlington, *

P'm the executive director of the House of Ruth. -
greatly impressed with Mr. Dash’s reporting. [ think -
have a lot in common in terms of the experiences we
gthahned.andwhatRmLeli'ammphﬁes" ina

e women we're seeing. | thought it was extrem
in-depth with a lot of warmth.
- ~~Christel Nichols, Northeast Washing

As an African American woman who was born in
North and educated in the South in college I was
moved by it that I almost cried. It’s one of the best his
1y lessons ever, It should be published in every hist.
book across America.

~—Erica Simpson, Hyattsville, }

I know as an African-American woman, [ feel eyes -
on me in stores, and this story I think perpetuates t
m?thfmatﬂlcomem“dthmylddsmdadmpert
U'm going to steal something. Also, if you're going
write a story about poverty, why don't you talk about ;
flip side, the great number of people who work m
than one job to try and take care of their families. | kn
that’s how it was in my family . . . . So, congratulati
m perpetuating a myth. '

~Sugan Smith, Annandale

I'm glad The Post has done something in-depth
wverty and racism and abuse, My only concernis I w
he underlying causes could be explored, the why mrc

LA YO COmpenaeay oar

) «  —=dJohn L. Moore, Northwest Washing

I'm a divorced young black female. Too often this t-
of stuff goes on in the biack community.... Pec
think I'm a very strict parent when it comes to my ¢
dren, but stories like this cause me to be even m-
sma....ltj\;stbafﬂesmetoﬁndouthowpeople:
turn out like this . . . . Apparently they didn't have 3
sion or hope . . . in life. Without a vision, you suffer.

, : ~~Doris Rainey, Laurel, }

It’s one of the most poignant, emotional experienr
I've gone through in reading. I read all kinds of artic
and books . . . but this one just kept drawing mein . .
Any journalist who takes six years needs to be listen
to, I think. [ don't understand how some of her childr
did turn out all right. That’s the reai heroism.

. . . ... ~—~Ruth Worthen, Roslyn, \
el ."\'.fnh' o

_lfmatnidd_leaged,whitehwsewifemsumrbanv
ginia and | think this has been s really interesting arti
to read. Being a person. that sometimes judges peoy
without thinking, | was able to stop and see a differe
perspective—to not be so quick to udge the lifestyles
people. it’s hard to imagine people living like that b
when you describe:the circumstances arcund the de
sions they made, it just shines a different light on it.

) .. #. =Debbie Miller, Sterling, ¥
[ didn't like the articles because the recurrent messa,
was that socety is at fanlt, a3 in so many of these types
Mygfnndmﬂl:ermadave—mewmmseriinm

sayspru;md:a‘éﬁnﬁipsymst.'?wm?isthet

fgyl{lggfm&fgehasbemmasamyoutoﬂpc

« Half of Lorion’s prison population can be classified.

=d for new crimes a short time after being paroled. T1

;vt;rage nnniteiabetwemmmd%, grew up in ¢
8 poorest' neighborhoods and reads just

e X just above t}

n()qelpmeofundexdassmwthisteemge chil.
»earing in poor urban communities. Nationally, the tee:
'ge birthrate in 1991 of 94.4 children per 1,000 gir
8—19’yars of age “was higher than in any year sinc
872, according to the National Center for Health St:
istics, ’I:he rates for teenagers ages 15-17, stable :
1-33 births per 1,000 mothers between 1977 an
l?yag’ *have risen sharply since, by 3 to 8 percent anm

~ Washington's teenage birthrate in 1990 rose to 87 be
ies borm for every 1,000 teenage girls from a rate of 7:
abies born to every 1,000 teenagexs 10 years earlier. |
7ard6, which includes parts of Anacostia and Capitc
ill, 15 percent of households live in poverty. There, th:
senage birthrate more than doubled to 139 babies bor:
r every 1,000 girls ages 14 to 19 compared to a birth
ite of 63 a decade earlier. Wards 7 (far Northeas:
‘ashington) and 8 (far Southeast Washington) have the
ghest percentage of households in poverty—18 per-
nt and 26 percent, respectively. Their increases ir
rthrates were 95 percent and 73 percent, respectively
F_oster_we is becoming increasingly dominated by mi-
mity children, because African American and Hispanic
ildren are entering and being retained in foster care a1
zher rates than whites. Moreover, increasing numbers
physically and sexually abused children from poor ur-
n communities are ending up in foster care, which is
safe haven. ’
In the decade since 1982, the number of children in
ster care nationwide has climbed from 260,000 to
-2,000—a 70 percent increase, according to Toshio

D siemad o
Samta


http:fauJt,.as

wa~-ang sne came here as 3 teéenager and worked i a
shoe factory all of her life. She never learmed to read and
write in any language. Her husband worked in a shoe facto-
ty all of his life and they managed to squirrel away money
and raise their children. She made sure that her children
took advantage of the educational opportunities here.
That’s the key to escaping poverty. The lack of education
and the vaiues system in poor families, that's the common
denominator that keeps the poor poor. It’s not society, it's
broken value systems within farmilies.

—Annemarie Brown, Falls Church, Va.

I'm a judge in Superior Court. I've been reading your
story about Rosa Lee. I've been assigned to a drug court
here now for almost three years, 1 am so caught by your
captuxing the essence of what this whole problem is, I
think this'is a story that deserves a Pulitzer Prize . . . .
This is the kind of thing that may actually change some
people’s lives, if they take it to heart.

—Bruce Beaudin, Northwest Washington -

It's a phenomenal story, one of the best things I've ev-
er seen in the newspaper, It tells what the real story is
and how people get trapped in these cycles. Getting out
is not quite as easy as comfortable middle class folks like
me have been led to believe. Mr. Dash was very even-
handed-—neither overly sympathetic nor overly harsh.

—Maria Wheeler, Ashburn, Va.

F'm concerned that vou don't make it clear enough
that Rosa Lee isn‘t typical of most women on welfare and
that most women on welfare don’t commit crimes and do
drugs. You risk perpetuating a stereotype unfairly.

. —Susan Manning, Wheaton, Md.
As a black person who started out in the ghetto and
now lives rather comfortably in the suburbs, I have a
huge sense of guilt and of obligation. for people like her
whom nobody seems able to help. Someone should do a
cost-benefit study of her and her children, the cost from
all sources, that goes to maintain Rosa Lee and how
much positive is coming out of that. The point being, as
Jesse Jackson says, that it may cost us more money to
keep people in jail than it ever does to educate them and
keep them out. Maybe that’s not all of the solution but at
least if the Caucasian public would understand that lock-
ing up people . . . may not be the best public policy.
—Calvin Young, Fairfax Station, Va.

Being an African-American male and 37 years of age, [
keep getting negative images of African-American peo-
ple in the newspaper. This disturbs me. It's on the front
page, I'm not learning anything from it, I don’t see
where the racism has perpetuated the drug use or the il-
literacy of the family and I think that they perpetuated it
themselves. I think that the story should have been more
geared to the children who made a success of their kives,
how they were able to escape, what people could leam
from them and how they got around the poverty.

—Anthony Frizzell, Northeast Washington

This is a deeply moving series . . . the American 20th
century version of Oliver Twist.
—Ken Kerle, Northwest Washington

The thing that impressed me most.about the series

Tatara, director of research for the American Public
Welfare Association. For 1993, Tatara forecast another
5 percent increase (to 464,000 children) when ali the fig-
ures are in.

“There is no single answer to account for” the 4n-
crease, says Tatara. But after 1986, he adds, “parentat
drug abuse” caused.by the crack cocaine epidemic “is one
factor” in children being taken away from their parents
and placed in foster care.

“You also find a lot of [child abuse] in the foster care
system,” says the Ford Foundation's Mincy. “The num-
ber of black children in foster care is extremely high, and
they tend to remain in foster care because of the low
rates of adoption One of the real dirty little secrets of
the foster care system is that those children are often
victims of rape.”

In Washington, the number of children in foster care
jumped from 1,760 youngsters in 1992 to 2,218 by last
June—an increase of 26 percent, according to Human
Services Department spokesman Larry Brown.

“Rosa Lee's Story: Poverty and Survival in Washing-
ton” ran from Sept. 18 through last Sunday. It told how
the repeated imprisonment of Rosa Lee, six of her eight
children and 2 21-year-old grandson had no effect on
their willingness to engage in new crime. Two teenage
grandsons have begun dealing drugs, even though
they've seen their 21-year-old cousin go in and out of
prison.

ike successful African Americans, families like Ro-

sa Lee's are not difficuit to find. At the start of the

project, 1 interviewed 20 men and 20 women,
heads and members of recidivist families in Washington’s
jail, cailed the Central Detention Facility. Every family
contained the same histories of drug abuse, repeated im-
prisonment, chronic unemployment and marginal educa-
tions extending over three generations. | selected four
families to follow. From this small group, | gradually fo-
cused on Rosa Lee’s family alone. Just keeping up with
three living generations in her family occupied me full

was the two success stories of Rosa Lee’s children—the

two that made it. And what reallv helped them was the
intervention of two people in their lives—one was a So-
cial worker and one was teacher—and the other children
did not have exposures to people that couid help them
and act as role models. 1t seems to me that all the re-
sources that we spend on crime prevention and drug pre-
vention, we really need to be spending on children.
—Donna Labadie, Gaithersburg, Md.

As an African American and an honors graduate of
Stanford University, I'm totally disgusted with this arti-
cle because you're reinforcing every negative stereotype
about African Americans. | think it would have been in
your best interest if you had focused on heart transplant
surgeons or business people, people doing volunteer
work in the community, and run an eight-part series on
them. something positive instead of something so nega-
tive. | think that the editor, Steve Luxenberg, should be
horsewhipped. This is frustrating angi it is untimely espe-
cially with al the racial division in this community.

. —Kim Metters, Arlington, Ya.

It's a sham, this article about this woman who should
have been in jail, who should have been incarcerated a long
time ago, who's now teaching the third generation to steal.
1 think it's a shame that the guy who wrote this article
made ber out to be a hero, She'saﬁneexamp}ecfw}':at 50+
ciety has to look forward to. I da?'t know Oﬂfleiat yc:gi re ‘m;t
partiall ble as an accessory for some of her thieving.

. v culpa —Thomas A. Stallone, Bethesda, Md.

1a iate you writing the story on Rosa Lee. She is
my aunt. ['don’t know too much about my fraternal family
because of the brealup of my family, the lack of closeness
and unity after my grandmother’s death. My grandmother,
Rosetta Wright, was a strong loving- woman who did ev-
erything to keep her family together and I loved her forit.
1 am a young African American, and it's interesting that |

never knew this about this side of my family.
—Ms. Wright, Prince Georges County, Md.

[ have mixed feelings about this story: When | read this
story, 1 think: Why is The Post spotlighting this family in-
stead of spotfighting African-American families who have
made it? It makes me wonder what's going on with The
Post. Because of the climate in D.C., if you walk down the
street and you're black, everyone thinks you're a criminal,
I come from a family of 11, have been in and out of prison,
1 have a master's degree and make over $51,000 a year.
The question you ask, you wart to know why in some fan'u— .
fies in D.C.. some people make it and some people don’t.’

'3 elementary—you wast to.
ts i —onice Washington, Leurel, Md.

Fal

Never before has a newspaper article affected me in
suchaway.Thispastweek.IfeelmceRosaLgehasbe-
comea partofmylife.andit’ssoeasyfor\gtod;sregardg
person in Rosa Lee's situation. But because of these arti-
cles, I've become much more compassionate to the cir-
cumstances of such despair. We are losing generations,
and 1 hope that Rosa Lee’s story will make a difference in |
educating others in her situation, and more importantly,
changing the way America regards such peopie,

—Toni-Marie Chieffalo, Northwest Washington

" think the series is really . . . educational in terms of

showing exactly how messed up the famiiy can be. By go-
ing into a lot of detail, instead of just making generaliza-
tions, you can see the inner workings of this family and
how the cycle repeats itself. T think it's useful especially
because it seems like there is a racial divide in the city,
that a lot of people don't understand the issues that the
poor face and don’t understand why Marion Barry got re-
elected. The white people basically are just clueless about
what poverty really is . . . . .

—Gail McGrew, Silver Spring, Md.

1 read all eight instailments before 1 called because I didn't
want to make a hasty judgment. My concern is that I think
everyone has this image of the African-American commu-
nity. | would like to see an eight-part series devoted to
something equally positive that's going on in the African-
American community. | would fike to see struggles of mid-
dle class peopie who go to work every day, who_worig hard,
who practice Christian vaiues, who raise their children,

wboseldd.sdon’teadupondmgsandwbogoqn_to_rais‘e‘
normal, stable families where education and Christianity is

the cornerstone of family living,
~Yvette Lewis, Silver Spring, Md.

A

When [ first began to read the story, ihad a diffgrgm
opinion aitogether. But at the end of the story, my opinion

had really changed. I think Rosa Lee is a very brave wom-

an, she's been through hell, I pray for her, her daughter
Patty and ali her children. If there’s anything I could do for
her, I would. 1 am constantly praying for her to keep the
faith that she will overcome and everything will work out
with the help of God, The Post wouid be doing the public a
favor if they ran more stories like this.

~Doretha Parks, Northeast Washington,

.

time for four years. Above all, I realized that most recidi-
vists, men and women, become parents as teenagers, but
that we never hear about what happens to their offspring
as the parents cycle through repeated incarcerations, 1
wanted to know what these children face as their parents
are sent off to jail. '

Among the callers who complained about the series,
there were those who said the articles were “racist” be-
cause they perpetuate American stereotypes about
blacks living on welfare and engaging in criminal enter-
prises. B

In fact, the stories were about human poverty st the un--
derciass level Tragically, many famibies canght in these
circumstances and having a restricted vision of what their-
opportunities are make the same bad choices as Rosa Lee
did. Many more do not. -

People often asked me, “What is the solution?” There
isn't one clear answer—the many problems in families like
Rosa Lee's are too intertwined. The third-grade reading
leveis of Washington's criminals, however, do offer one
clue: They tell us when the criminals stopped learning., -

Intensive work with children in the first six years of ele-
mentary school can begin to make a difference. Many of
these prisoners went on to junior high school without the
academic foundation to do junior high-level work much less .
be able to function academically at the high school level.

These men and women are not stupid, They know
they do not have the academic skills to be employable in
the American job market; they see crime as an alterna-
tive source of income.

Of course, providing a basic education won't save all of
them. But it will give many more of them an avenue into
stable employment and conventional American life. After
that, you can see the connections just as you can see the
connections to a life of crime—and society should see why
it needs to make sure they acquire that basic ability. There
are, after all, very few high school graduates in prison,
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The Rosa Lee Story «ei  Richard Cohen

‘Of Rosa Lee .Cunningham’s eight
children, five have different fathers
and all but two have been to jail,
Cunningham herself, a 57-year-old
grandmother, has been a prostitute,
thief, drug pusher and drug addict. As
a parent, she has been an imperfect
mentor. She never cared if her chil-
dren did their homework or even if
they attended school. But she did
instruct them—and some of her 32
grandchildren—in the craft of shop-
liting. For three generations, Rosa
Lee’s family has been feeding the
jails,

Cunningham’s life was recently
chronicled in a Post series, and her
story had me in the throes of mood
swings: Sometimes | wanted to take
Cunningham into.my arms and say,
“Oh, you poor woman.” At other
times, | wanted to punish her in some
way. To put it mildly, she made me
furious.

What's to be done w:th someane
like Cunningham? The woman's close
to amoral. Stealing, scams and rip-offs
have almost always been the way she
made money,

She’s been an moompetent mother
and only fleetingly a wife. While she
exhibits a certain canniness, she con-
ducts her life in a self-destructive
manner—drug addiction (she's now
on methadone) being only part of it.
She rips off the public and in turn
she’'s ripped off by some of her own
children. They steal from ber, using
what money they earn—and what the
government proviges the family—to
buy drugs. Canningham herself is
HIV positive.

There are two ways to see Cun-
ningham. The first is to say that here
is a woinan who is the sum total and
consequence of racism and poverty so
severe that it has left her outside the
main culture. In other words, she is a

© victim—and we owe her. The other is

to wonder whether what we feel we
owe her—the various welfare pro-
grams that help sustain her—has not

crippled her and made thmgs worse

for society in general. Cunningham,
after all, is not some statistical rarity,
‘She’s all too typical a member of the
criminal and dysfunctional underclass
that lives, more or less, on our buck,
Among other things, she lives in
publicly subsidized housing ($120 a

I

Even after she
confessed to crime
after crime on page
one of The Post,
nobody from
government dropped
by her home to
enforce the law.

month in rent) and has dxpped in and:

out of various public assistance pro-
grams—welfare, food stamps, Medic-
aid, emergency grants of one sort or
another and a Social Security pro-
gram for the disabled that now gives
her $437 a month.

Much of her money has gone for
illegal drugs for her or her children.
Under Medicaid, for instance, she
pays 50 cents for 60 pills of either
Darvon or Xanax and re-sells them
for either:$1 or $2 to methadone
patients who use them for a cheap
high. She may be illiterate, but she’s
something of an entrepreneur.

It's hard to know what to do with
Cunningham and, by implication, oth-
ers like her. But I do know that
Cunningham has been a thief—she
says she no longer steals—and the
money she took is ours. It's our wel-
fare payment and our public housing.
It's our Medicaid and food stamps.

after the Post series “concluded -1
asked the series’ author, Leon Dash,
if Rosa Lee had been visited by a

single federal or local agency. Not

one, Dash said, and he speaks to
Cunningham on a daily basis.

When Sen. Dapiel - Patrick Moym- .
han {D-N.Y)) coined the phrase “defin- -
ing deviancy down,” he could have had .
Rosa Lee Cunpingham in mind, Aside

from the_ shoplifting, for which she.
“was convicted 12 times for a total of

_five years in jail, the rest of Cunning-
ham’s illegal activities. elicit a virtual -

.shrug. from officialdom—a case of
. crimes becoming so ordinary they are
.no Jonger treated as crimes,
- Even after she confessed to crime
after crime on page one:of The Wash-
ington Post, even after her children

were-photographed using drugs, ndt a '

single member of thie vast clt}ufederal

bureducracy dropped by her home to
enforce the taw. Dévlancy, of which
ersonifica:
ed dawn,

Rosa ‘Lee is the vittual
tion, has not just been def
it has been defmed out of emstence

Of course, govemment agencnes—- :

from the cops. to welfare workers—
are hard-pressed—and Rosa Lee is
not a violent criminal. But if govern-
ment cannot enforce its laws, it can-
not then enforce morality—hecome

the .parent that, in many respects,:
Cupningham has. never been. The-.
practical difference between indiffer- --
ence and permission becomes blurred -

and  government itself becom,es dis-
credited. v

This is what's happened to welfare :

and associated programs. You. tan

blame Rosa Lee—and she is hardly .-

blameless—but you can blame gov-
emment as well. Like Rosa lee, it
has its own morality—and in this case

it amounts to none at all.

o

Richard Harwood =
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- IS Anybody Listening?

The money for these and other’
programs comes from our tax dollars, -
We're all getting ripped off and no -
one is doing anything about it. A week

American journalists have rarely en-

“joyed great public esteem. They have
: been stereotyped over the years as

political hacks, itinerant drunks, sob

- sisters and propagandists, the kind of

ple want the press controlled by the

"govemment I a constitutional conven-
" tion were held today, would the First

Amendment survive in its présent
form? There is fear within the news
business that it might not. A recent poll
‘taken for Time. magazine and CNN
reports that 83 percent of adult Ameri:

“cans think the press has acquired "too
‘much influence oh government” We
- are. at the top of thal list akmg m!h
““the wedithy” and “large corporations.”

Last week we were given a glinpse
of a poll suggesting that joursabisls
themselves are not entirely convinced

that their role in American life is vital,
Only a third of them “strongly agree”
with the statement: “Without journal-
ism the public wouldn't know what to
support.” A quarter of the journalists

itors. In the New York Review of
Books, the journalist Thomas Edsall
wriles:

+ “For the past two years, Rush Lim-
baugh I has done:more to shape the
tone of national political discussion than
any member of the House and Senate,
than any Cabinet appointee, than the

clairmen of bath the Democratic and -

Republican parties or the anchors of
the wajor network news broadcasts,”

In the election for president in 1992,
it was widely conceded in the press that
Bit Clinton's victory owed more to

cable television, including MTV md to
:gik shows, than to the tradmonal me-

We may have become disenchanted
with the increasing acceptance of “tab-

about the black famx!y of Rosa Lee’

Cunmngham

The series has been highly praised,
according to The Post’s ombudsman, .
but has also brought down on The Post -
charges of racism for perpetuating “the - -
notion that black people are a problem.”

The conjunction of these develop-.
ments—erosion of audience, a sense of -
ineffettunlity etc.—is all in the day's "

people who—-'.-h'ke Charles Colson of the  disagree with the statement “strongly”  loid-ism" as an acceptable journalistic . ¢ -

- Nixon gang in the White House—ex-  or “somewhat.” Only 9 percent of the  form. More than 30 cable and petwork -
hibit a willingness to run. over their  politicians “strongly agree” with .the programs fill both daytime and prime- = =

- grandmothers in search of a story. statement, and more than half of them  time hours with lurid tales from the

Their social §landmg, as :\lhruk'. ln:!s . disagree in whole or in part. Surpnsmg~ netherworld, the supermarkets are full '
been as marginal as their ecolomic  ly, the public “strongly agrees™ with the  of newspapers in the same genre,and

_eondnlnpn.Wastungtqn is one of §h¢ few  staterient slightly more than journal  the establishment press has begun to ..
:gxoe'?tlong. to that l’g]]e Bﬂtf “lS jourual--jsui's practitioners: 34 to 32 percent.  find this fare tempting. The media orgy .
.m a;e lm?:zc problems Offtl xt';urtomz These numbers are contained in a2 over the 0. ]. Simpson case resumes -

Yy are olien seen as afildent aud  report on “Politicians and the News . this week. [s that what idealistic news =~
e, s e U s ek e by e et F e vt e s i
:gle cynicism and%iutrﬁ%t . Pt F“SE Am?ndment antergt Var- Yet another discouraging factor for v,

But also e the § ht;(‘;ms we have - derbilt Unlveralty. The report is to be reporters and editors may be a senseof !,
been sustained by fzﬁ(l)h in the' idea that releascd on Octas.socl? 2t the amnual  futilty about their work. W‘empmmv& -

- what we do matters. In thdt sense v:fc - mceting of theassoaa ated Press Man-  ample information on which lgnorem” e
are idealists. We believe that in gal}ler- aging Editors jion, The report's  act, but as often as not they P

" ing and presenting the news honestly ;:;g;::;:g:: on its findings will be made ?)l; mlSﬂgtemre:awhat thwe gmm X ?.

: er. past months, B¢

' .5‘!3: m ‘:ﬁaﬁem:a?;bgfnsffxgﬁ‘ -There' are several. posscble expiana— : ate has been inundated: with informa» &

" withoist access to the information citi- tions for. the Iukewarm attitudes of —fion al?out health care reform; instead S ow
- zens need to govern themiselves. That's journalists toward the work they do. of action we have gotten legislative = -

( It may be that many of us have gridlock. e
~ what we try to do. That's what presum- | been skeptical tha . , Co .
ably gwes our vocation moral standing Always been S gpm* L we are indis- - . The *.)OSt has just m‘ude‘,l astun- !
anid rationalizes the privileges we onis pensable to sociely and the workings of  ning sociclogical report on the intersec-* i

privileg oy democ . . . )

* tirider the First Amendment. emocracy and that our attitudes to- - tions between poverty, .crime, igo-— =

- Whether this idea has broad public lw?;d our work have changed very rance and dependence. Four years of . ..

‘acceptance has been debatable for ttle work went m‘to it and it is certain to. .,
years. A lot of evidence has accumulat- It may be that we feel a sense of become a major work of reference for .

“ed that in certain circumstances—  displaceriient as other media erode our  future studies of the American under-~ -~
wars, national security atfairs and inva- audicnees. A najority of @ncrtcans say glasseg. The author is'a brilliant black w“
sions of privacy, for example—1the peo- they now get most of their news from  joumalist who wrote with great sympa- ;

television. And there are other compet-  thy, compassion and understanding-

work, of course, hut provides no an- .- .-

swers or reassurances for people in the -
news business who have begun to won-

der what it is all a_bout‘

»
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Szdeskow on the Schools

T HE HOUSE 1s scheduled to take up today a.

conference report on a- ‘bill extending’ the
basic' forms. of federal aid to elementary .

- and* secondary education. Congress has - been
L workmg on the legislation-for more than a vear,

-  without it, admnmstratton offxcxals say- they can't «

fund: the federal programs next school year. But:

. Repubhcans rather than let.it pass, are threaten-,

- ~ing to offer stagy amendments having to do with

" éither school prayer or what the authors” descnbe

o as the homosexual “liféstyle.”

- ""The threatened amendments have nothmg to .
" do with' the central purpose of the. leglslatlon
. The basic goal “of -the’ federal programs :is to -

, 'pmwde compensatory education to the poor. ‘The " \
" ‘prayer ‘and” homosexuahty issue$ have: nonethe-

;- less been much debated in both houses. They are

" among the many reasons this bill, the passage of
. which should have been relatwely routme, has
taken so long.

The conference report contams provxsums on

~both. sub;ects The' proscnptxons are moderate
They seek fo avoid putting federal ofﬁcrals in the -,
position of pohcmg decisions by local authorities
on ’questions as_sensitive as these: You rmght

think that such deference to local wishes would |

appeal to. Repubhcans Not s6. The amendments

‘would have- federal. officials -making -sure that "~ .
‘local districts'did nothing to interfere with consti- .-

tut:onally perrmssxble prayer nor did anvthmg to’
~ suggest that homosexuality- represented a “posi- .

. tive' lifestyle.” Failure. to comply would mean loss
»of federal funds. .. -

“The alternatwe of course would be to leave
these decisions. to Jocal officials ‘and the courts,

‘where they belong. The Republicans keep com-
plarmng that they are shut.out of serious gover- .
--nance ‘in, the House. Then a: ‘moment’ of gover-
_nance - arisés, .and’ they. posture instead. They
‘3ought to back off: and let: thlS mostly umnspnred

but necessary measure pass..

,\w" ) P

Rosa Lee Cunnmgham s Story

HE RECENT etght-part serxes on the life -
-..of Rosa Lee' Cunningham by Post reporter .
- Leon Dash, based on.years -of observation

, .and interviews, was an extraordmary journalistic .$

. .achievement.- ‘But it was also a deeply disturbing

+: and - Jacerating : portrayal of a - D:stnct farmly—a

" .mother, her children and grandchxldren—-wasted in’

fan environment in which 'drugs, AIDS, crime, hus- -
* tling -and. time behind bars were the common and -

acoeptable experience; This was, as.well, an_envi- .

- - ronment,in. which pubhc assistance meant to help

them—and, no’doubt, in some.part derived from’

- taxes-on working ppeople not: much better off: than
: mey-waswy_sqmderww drugs.;
.+ Judgirig from the thousands. of responses Teceived -
-thus far, most readers say the series has left, them

.- ~with a_ better understanding of the ‘strong; ties -
- »between marginal education, welfare- dependency.
., .‘chronic joblessness, drug abuse and criminal recidi: -
vism, ‘and -how-~as’ in: Rosa Lee Cunnmgham s .

o case——those conditions ¢ar persxst from generation ..

’ 1o generatlon, in part as a consequernice of societal -
* failure, in part asa consequence of personal failure. .
B ‘That was what the series set out to accomplish.

A smaller but: sngmﬁcant number . of readers, :

‘ "however, have been clearly incensed by what they -
~ have read. To them, .eight consecutive days ‘of

- front- page stories about mtergeneranonal deteno—

" ration.in a District family perpetnates racist’ stereo- -
rtypes of African Americans. andT)lays into. the Rands

o of those who would have government retreat from -

e T e T
its social responsrbthtres ‘There is a}ways a chance’

. that “will"happen in this kind of }ournahstlc enter- -
‘. -prise. 'But those seekmg ‘to use . this series to
.. support their racial prejudices: wx]l have to Iook for
~'comfort soméwhere else; .., . C
.+ Rosa Lee Cunningham's personal story: IS not .
. represw of all African Americans. the~her
- grandparefits-and parénts shared the experience of ..
 the: millions of’, African Americans who. rigrated
: -...-v’:_Atrom the South to ‘urban areas several decades ago:
" "most children of mxgrant families did not-end up like -
‘»~Rosa Lee. But ‘then, neither ‘did’ most of her 11"

EEN 4

-

' siblings.- L:kewxse, there are thousands of sttnct
-'women ‘on welfare and Medicaid; most don't lead
lives like Rosa Lee’s. They don't stealmthexr
=ehildren- and'“grandchﬂdren to rip-off ‘others. They
don’t prostitute -themselves: or- their - daughters. -

“They don't sell or do drugs, or harbor criminals or -
" teach their children to lie. They haven't gone to, 3311
12 times, or served’ years behind bars for-theft and -
_ drug abuse. They aren’t HIV positive. To conclude

- from this series that Rosa Lee’s life is the way the’ ,' -

poor live is- to seriously misread and mistake. what
has been wrxtten ‘And yet there is. much to leam
from the series. . : .

‘Within the nahon 'S capttal as in inner cxtles across -
the nation, there -are plenty. of Rosa Lee Cunmng—-

ihams—and people like her daughter, Patty, her sons. * -

. Bobby ‘(who died),. Ducky ‘and- Richard,” and. her
grandson, Jumor—who are the real stories behind -

the hard-core drug, crime and social welfare statis- -

tics- we. read or -hear -about. The next- time a -

 discussion- gets- started on the devastating impact of

- crack cocairie on famxhes or’'a- commurity, or the’:

" failure of prisons and juvenile facilities to rehabilitate
. ‘repeat’ offenders,- or school systems -that callously

push through.and. then push out students who can’t’

read theit own names, or the next time you hear talk

about secret'sin$ of child sexual abuse or the power -

" of the family (or the mterdependence of .the patho- -

logxcal)—thtnk of Rosa’ Lee Cunningham, her chil-

~dren and. grandchﬂdren But dontstop there. . - - .t
_ Think, too; of her two sons Alvin and Eric, whoset -+ = -

'Ithemselves apart from the family-and tumed the -
other:way. There are ‘other Alvins and’ Encs who = -
; need to know they have . choices;. that there 'is

methmg better than hustling and mampulatlon of

. others within their reach, that life, despite it all; can -
bebetter.- The series showed ‘that Alvin and- Eric-"

were' helped byzthe,_mtervennon-of teachers and
. mentors who™ coxﬂd-charmel-thetr remarkable and.
‘stubborn ‘will_to..free- themselves—and .now their *

own families—{rom" the"terrible cycle of dependency:

and desolation in which the rest of their srbhngs were.
caught In that there 1s surely a lesson -

'
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The rhetoric of the Clinton- Yeltsm
summit says that two good buddies
are cooperating and working on. their
differences, but the reality is that on
the Russian side there is a creeping
apprehension that cooperation on
American terms may seriously dzmm
ish the Yeltsin reform regime, & -

Russians, pointing to progress on ‘
the political and economic fronts at *

home, believe their country is becom-
ing “normal,” a status they treasure.
Americans are not entirely sure, but
they want it to happen. Russians,
picking up the hesitation, think that
Americans have not entirely' shed
their Cold War reflexes of distrust.
They want Americans to make ample
room for them in their thoughts and
in their policies and to recognizé Rus-
sia's interests as a great power. The
result m Moscow of American hesita-
tion, they fear, is to reinforce cur-
rents of nationalism on the one hand
and isolationism on the gther.
These-are some of the grievances

that outlasted the summit and contin-
ue feeding Russian discomfort:

- w Washington seeks a global system of
-restraints on certain high-tech and mil-

;taxy exports to states lxke Iran, an
okl : e

does not heed' the potennal of nationalist’

" backlash against Yeltsin for “bowing” to~

Clinton on arms for Iran. Meanwhile,
the United States ignores exports of
Islamic fundamentalism and terrorism
from Saudi Arabia, an American friend.
The reaction could yet lead Russia to set
up a separate system of r@tramts

s Even as Russia is criticized for| leaning
on the former Soviet republics in its
“near abroad,” Americans umore Mos-

Why We Need a

‘E{' l
K
i B

cow’s huge subsidies ($17 bﬂhon in a
year) in un- and under-paid energy ship-
ments to these otherwise bereft new
states. But if Moscow went isolationist
and demanded full and prompt payment,
the resulting stress would generate
“millions” of refugees to Russia.
w Washington insists that the United
Nations make ready to subsidize a
" second-stage Haiti intervention for
which Russia would partly pay. But it

- a paralle] intervention in Georgia's

. Abkhazia, Russia is criticized. for its:
policy there, even as- the Uhnited .

States does far pushier things in—ah,
yes—Haiti, where Russia goes along.

" = To settle down the war between Ar-

menia and Azerbaijan, Washington
pushes Moscow not to deploy its own
forces. Instead it supports the summon-
ing of an all-European security group,
which happens to have no military expe-
rience or capability and no budget.’
Yeltsin came to Washington on the
heels of a well-publicized Russian in-
~telligence report declaring that the
West had no good reason to equate
Russia’s natural and helpful attempts at
“*“reintegration” among the former Soviet

the Russian mainstream.

No‘matter, Yeltsin had a point about
reintegration: These links with the
new states, if done right and on a
voluntary basis, promise mutual bene- |
fit. No one else is ready to police the

~ tremendous disorder in the Transcau-
casus and Central Asian regions. No

lets the U.N. duck Russian appeals for

republics thh a reassemon oi empire,
¥ d. the - ;

hang in there. The “pationalist” ‘position, ,

although not its fascist aspect, is now in ’ ‘ ¢
* doesn’t mean Yeltsin must be accom-

emocratic Russia

government in Moscow can ignore the
several tens of millions of Russians left
marooned bv the Soviet breakup:
“Once they lived at home,” said Yeltsin,
“and now they are guests and not
always welcomed.” Though slowly,
Russia has released the Baltics. It
nurses Ukraine, a difficult patient.
Still, Russia needs to be more alert
to the suspicions generated by the
spectacle of Russian troops on the
move. The army has units left over in .
nearly a dozen of the old Soviet re-

-publics—a political presence if not a

military lever. Russians can be too
quick to dismiss historically - based
skepticism about their intentions as
evidence of foreign pressure and in-
cipient encirciement.

1 am, nonetheless, persuaded that
the Yeltsin circle, as friendly to Ameri-
ca as any group you could imagine
ruling in Moscow, is dead serious about
the political risks of its policy. To its
right are the nationalists, an ugly crew,
who want to throw Russian weight
around. To its left are the isolationists,
living in a dream world, who want
Russia to pull up the ladder and to
retreat from concern for the security
and welfare of the other new states.
Engagement with the Umted .
tates’offers a.middle:path, But:
expanded and “sustained, ‘it

‘done 6n terms that allow Yeltsin to ~

maintain his political balance. That

modated whatever—on fencing the
old East Europe off from NATO, for
instance. §t does mean Washington
must never undervalie its interest in
the consolidation of a normal demo-
cratic state in Moscow.

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR

77:9 U.N.’s Firm Line on Russia

A recent Rowland Evans and Rob-
ert Novak column [‘Ye tsin's ‘Peace-
Keeping." " op-ed, Sept. 15] misstated
Ambassador Madeleine Albright’s po-
sition concerning Russian peacekeep-
ing operations mn the Newly Indepen-
dent States.

The Umited States recognizes -that
Russia. Like other countries, has legit-

. imate political. economic and security.
interests in stability along its borders.
Unitke European colonial empires, .
the Soviet Union was geographically
contiguous. Thus, the process of dis-
solution was mevitably comp ex, But -
as Ambassador Albright said recently
in a statement in Moscow from which
the Evans and Novak column quoted,
but whose central thrust it ignored:
“|The past imposes a burden. Rus-
sian poiicies and actions must reflect
the fact that it 1s no ionger surround-

ed by vassals, but by independent,
sovereign states.”

In the wake of the Cold War, the
United States and Russia have devel-
oped a strong and cooperative rela-
tionship in many areas. As far as their
actions in the former Soviet empire
are concerned, we have taken a re-
spectful, but firm, lLine.

We have insisted that NATO alone
determine its membership; there can
be no Russian veto. We successfully
encouraged the withdrawal of Russian
troops from the Baltics. As the col-
umn admits, we have called upon the
Russians to honor their agreement to

_ withdraw troops irom Moldova within

three years. We are pressing for a
solution to the dispute between Ar
menia and Azerbaijan under the aus-
pices not of Kussia but of the Conier-
ence on decurnty and Cooperation in -

Europe. We have insisted that U.N.
observers monitor the actions of Rus-
sian peace-keepers in that country.
Ambassador Albnight has said that
Russia “bears the burden of proof” in -
defending its action in the new repub-
lic. And both the president and secre-
tary of state have stressed that the
NIS has the right to treat Russia as an
equal despite its size, power and prox-
imity. Finally, more than half of the.
assistance we are providing to the
former Soviet Union is allocated to
states other than Russia.

Evans and Novak suggest deals
witere there are no deals, and naivete
where sober realism exists,

JAMES P. RUBIN

Enrector of Commumication «
U8 Miseron to the Unnted Nations
New York
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" Of Rosa Lee Cunnmghams elght

’ c!uldren. five have . different_fathérs
‘and all but two have beén to jail.
“Cunningham' herself, a 57-year-old
' grandmother, has been a prostitute,

. parent, she-has been an imperfect
“mentor. She never cared if her chil- -
-dren did their homéwork or. even if.;
they attended' school. But she "did
.. instruct ‘them—and some. of her 32
- grandchildren—in. the: craft of shop--
“lifting. For ‘three ' generations, Rosa
Lee's' family “ has been feedmg the -
jails. -
’ Cunnmgham N hfe was recently
I.chronicled in_a Post series, and her.-
-story had mie in the throes of mood -
. ‘swings: Sometxmes I 'wanted to take -
- ‘Cunnirigham mto my-. ams and say,_
“*“Oh, you poor ‘woman.” At other

“way. To .put it rmldiy. she” made me
furzous. -
‘What's to’ be' done with- soméone

like Cunningham? The woman’s close -
P . to amoral, Stealing, scams and np~offs
" have almost always been the way she -
" made money. &
. She's’been an mcompetent mother
and only* fleetingly a wife. While she
X ‘. extiibits a certain canhiness, she con- ”
ducts her life.'in a “Self-destructive .
g, , manner—drug addiction (she’s now
" on methadone) being only part of .it.
“She rips off the public and in turn’
" she’s ripped off by some of her own
. children. - They -steal from-her, -using *
. - what money they earn—and what the .
- government provides the farm]y-—to
- buy drugs.’ Cunnmgham herself :s
HIVposmve. L et
Thére are two, ways. to see Cun-
nmgham The first is to say that'here -
is a woman who s the.sum.total and -’
. " corisequence:of: ral’@g_g and-foveity-sc go
- sBvere” that-it-has lefther-outside: the ‘

-

1

- -fhain; culture In other words, she i isa’
wcﬂm—and we owe her: The othér'is
" to wonder whether what we feel we

‘ .,; owe her—the various welfare. pro-'.

grams that help sustam her—has not

The 'Ros‘a 4Lee' Sto.ry

;confessed to- crzme
‘after crime on page
“one of The Post b

times, T’ wanted'to-pimnish her in some

~

chhard Cohen

_crippled her’ and made ttungs ‘worse -
for - society. in general. Cunningham, .

‘after all, is not some statistical rarity.
She’s all too- tymczl a member of the . -

" _criminal and dysfunctlonal underclass
) that livés, -more or less, on our buck.

Y

Even after she

nobody from - -
“government dropped

- by her home to. -

enforce the law., |

- ;month in rent) and has d1pped in andfl )

“out of various. public assistance pro-

‘aid, emergency grants of.oné sort or.

" another and~a "Social Secunty pro- .
_gram for the. dmabled Lhat now gnves v
. her $437 a month. .
. Much. of-her_ money*has gone for y
dlegal “druags-for=her-or her-children: -

Under Medlcaxd for™ mstance, ‘she .

_-pays 50 cents for 60°pills of either .

Darvon: or Xanax .and, re-sells .them

“for either-$1. or. $2 ‘to methadone
" patients who use them for a cheap

high. She may be illiterate; but she s

: ‘somethmg of an entrepreneur. . ...
" It’s hard to know whatto do. thh .

~Cunningham and by unphcatlon oth-~

ers 'like _her. ‘But .1"do know . that, "

Cunningham has- been a thief—she

says she no longer steals—and. the
".money-sheé took is ours. It's our wel-"

_fare payment and our public housing.
; It s our Medicaid and food stamps. -

de:' -

.

programs comes from ouir tax dollars.

- Wel re_al}‘getung,npped..bff and no

afte?“’th = Post~series concluded-al N
asked “the series’ atithor, Leon Dash, >

Among other things, ‘she-lives in” /lf Rosa  Lee had ‘been vns:ted by a’
publlcly subsidized - housmg (sxzo a \

‘Cunningham-on~ a'dally-bamsw

- five years in jail, the rest of Cunnmgv

" ham'’s illegal actmnes elxcat a,virtudl - -
-..shrug ffgm___quga_ldom—a case of 7

. crifiiés becomifig 50 ordmary they are
-no Jonger: treated as crimes. .

_enforce- the Taw. Devi”ancy, G

; ,grams—welfare f ood stamps M ed;c-,hf ‘Rosa ‘Lee is’ the viftual® persomf cas

it haé been deﬁned out of exxstente

" not then enforce morahty—-—become

credxted

*'plame -Rosa Lee—and she is: hartﬂy
blameless——but you, can blame ‘gov:

~ernmént-as well. Like ‘Rosa_Lee, it o
~.of,a poll Suggesting ‘that. journalists”
. themselves are not entxrelv convmced

has its own morality—and in this case
1t amounts to none atall. -

‘The money “for these and other‘ T
- "*pyed great public esteem: They have -

single federal. or “local -agency. Not
onex.Dash said, and he speaks 107

- -tion, has riot just been defmed down, ““de‘ the First Amendment. - -

"*acceptance has. beén' debatable for
) years. A lot of eviderice hai-ac cunud it
~ed that "in certain ' circums tances— ..

- Of course, govemment agen01es-—
from the cops. to welfare workers—-—f_
Aare hard—pressed—-and Rosa’Lee is - wars, national sectirity Affairs and invi:
. not_a.violent_criminal. But if govern-

“ment_carinot’ enforce its laws, it can- . ple want the ‘press. controlled by the -

govemment If a constitutional copven-
_.the parent that m many, respects, ;

1Cumungham has!-never been.: The:-:
" practical differénce between indiffer- - .
_ence and permission becomes; blurred
and govemment 1tself becomes dis-

Amencan Joumahsts have rarely en-

= beén “stereotyped over the years as
© political “hacks, itinerant drunks,’ sob_
sisters and propagandists, the kind of
- péople who—like Charles Colson of the
-Nixon. gang in' the White Houxewex—

Jhibit a willingness to fun.over their -

grandmother‘; in search of a ‘;tory
- Their social qtamhng, asa.rule, lns .

- i
- When Sein. Damel Pitrick: Moyru been as margindl: ds their - ecotomic

. han(D-N.Y) coined the phrase “deﬁn-,« -
" “ing deviancy down,” hé could. Have had.
~ Rosa’ Lee.Canningham in, mind. Aside -
" from the. shophftmg, for which -shé .
- was convicted. 12 times for a total of-

COndltlon - Washington is one of the few

; exoepttons to that rule. But’its jouriial-/~

‘ists have i unage problems of their own. . -

They are: often seen as affluént - and .
- arrogant’ ms:ders and, like the city's

pohncxans ‘are regardcd with conszdér—~
able cyruc:sm and distrust.’ ' ;
But also like-the pahtu:xans. we have .-
“heen sustamed by faith in the idea tlidt
- what we do matters. In ‘that sénse, we

; " “are idealists.'We believe that in gather- -
Even after she: confeSSed to ‘crime’” .
after crime'on page one-of The Wash-
{'mgton Post; even after her chﬂdren"'
‘were-photographed using: drugs nota .’
single member of thie vast city~federal
-~ buredticracy dropped by her home to -

Ting "and presenting the news lu)nestly,
and fairly we_perform a_public service.

- ‘We think -that_democracy can't work

without access to the iriformation. citi--
“zens need to goveri thenisclves. That's |

 what we try to do. ‘That's:what presum-*
- " ably gives our vocation moral. standing

and rationalizes the privileges we. (‘tljuy

- Whether -this’ idea has bioad puhhc !

-sions of privacy, for- example—-the peo- -

-fioss 'were held tdddy, would the First
Amendment. survive in .its. prbseut .
form? There is -fear. within the news”

. _-tussiness that it might not. A recent poll- .

‘taken for ‘Time: magazine “and.*CNN

. reports that 83 percent of adult’ Amen—
Thls is’ what S happened to welfare :

and associated -programs.’ You' can - -
s are‘at the.top”of that list alung with

' ‘caris think the press has acqulred “too
"much mﬂuence on governnicnt.” We

;“the wedlthy” and “large corporations.”
* Last week we were given a glinipse

. support.”
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. Is Ahjfbody Llstenmg

that their role’in American life is v:tai
“Only:a third of them “strongly: agree”
- with the statement “Without _journal- -,
-ism the_ pubhc wouldnt know what to-

A guarter .of the.journalists
dmgree with the statement: “strongly'

..or “somewhat.” Only 9 percent of the .
" programs-fill both-daytime and prime- :

politicians “strongly agree” with the °

. statement; and more than half of them ..

dxsagr(\e in whole or in part Surpnsmg~
ly, the publlc ‘strongly agrees” with'the .
statéinent shghtly more than pumal
isni's practitioners: 34 to 32 percent
These numbers. are contained’ in a
report on “Politicians and the News
- Media,™-prepared by the Freedom Fo-
.rum’s First Amendment Center at Van-
“dérbilt Umverqlty The report is to be

; released. on . Oct. 12 “at ‘the annual

meetmg of the. Associated Press Man-
-aging Editors Association, The feport’s -

find this fare tempting. The media orgy. .
“over.-the 0, J. Sunpsoncaserwuws P

“¢laboration- ‘o its: ﬁndmgs wdl be made -

pubhc then.

-There: are several. pos&ble explana~
tions, for: .the lukewarmi attitudes_of ~
Joumallsts toward, the work they do. .

» It may-be that many . of us - have

pensable to® society and the workings-of

. demouacy and that our attitudes, to-
“ward our - work have changed very .
- fittle

lt may_be’ that we_ feel a sense of
displacement as other. media erode our -
audiences.'A majority of Americans 'say .

- they 'now gef.most-of their hews from . :
" thy. compassmn-and.,_understanding
- about=the - —black-family of Rosa Lee

télevision. And there are other: compets’

- jtors, in -the -New York Review “of
-Books, the Joumalxst Thomas Edsall
.~wntes

“For the. past two” years, Rush Lim-
baugh 11l has done:more to-stiape the.

" toné of national pohtlcal discussion than
“any member of the; ‘Housé and Senate, .-
than ‘any Cabinet appumtee. than .the .’

chairmen’ of both the Democrat:c and

" Republican -partiés or the anchom of
. the miajor rietwork news broadcasts,”

In the election for- president in 1992

|t was widely ‘conceded in the press ‘that -

'13111 Clmtons wctory owed more- to

- Over the past_ 18 months, the elector--.

’alwayq been skeptncal that we are indis- B

. .‘twns between poverty, crime, ignos

\4

Joid-ism”- as _am’ acceptable Joumahsuc

" netherworld, the. supermarkets are full |
. of 'newspapers inthe same. genre, and

- people want to be associdted with?
- ample mformatlon on whk:h voters am

. dct, byt as often as not; they ignore us -

of action we have gotten leglslatwe

: work:wm it,. and- it 15" CETtAIn to -

'accordmg to The Post’s ombudsman,

-,charges of racism for perpetuatmg “the -

" news business who have begun to won- B
der what (t is all about -

\ .

Rz(‘haz (1 Hm wood 3

. cable tekwswn mcludmg MTV and to PR

tatk show% than to the tradlt!ona! me«
dia.-

We nﬁy have become dxsenchanted
with. the increasing acceptance of “tab-.
form. More than 30 cable and network

tirme -hours. with lurid tales ﬁ'om the.
the establishment. press has begun to

this week.- Isthatwhatldeahstmnewsu‘

s'Yet anothér dxscouragmg factor for
.reporters and editors may be a sense of
. futility . about  their- work. We prov:de

or misinterpret . what ‘we are. domg

‘ate has been - inundated: with qurmav
tion about health care . reform; instead. ;

gridlock.. R
- The Post has Just concluded a stun« S S
ning sociological report on the interse¢-~ it

-rance and- dependence. Four . uryears o(

‘become’a major work of reference for
future studses of‘the “American- under

cla&ses !he author _@_@M black

Cunmngham L Sl
The series has been hlghly praxsed K

but has also brought down on The Post -

nonon o that™ black~people area problem." T
_THES cﬁju*xﬁtion-of”m%e ~develop-.
mems——eros:on of audience,-a sense of .
meffectuahty etc.—is all in the day's .
work; of course, “but provides 0o “an- <
swers or reassurances for pedple in the -
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' Stop the dlscnnunatlonnow e

here seems to be a certain amount of disinfor-

mation, sowed in no small part by the Clinton
administration, about the Supreme Court’s
. decision not to review a controversial affirmative
action case. In Texas vs. Hopwood, the Fifth Circuit
Court of Appeals declared unconstitutional an admis-

- sions policy at the University of Texas Law School
that flagrantly judged white carididates differently
from black and Mexican-American candidates.

Some are saying that the Supreme Court’s unwill-

ingness to hear the case leaves the law in a state of
- confusion, with such race-based admissions schemes

outlawed in Texas, Louisiana and Mmsnssxppn but -

uncertain in the rest of theicountry.

Nothing could be farther;from the truth. TheFlfth N

_Circuit panel might have thrown out the Texas admis-

sions policy for any number of reasons. Instead, the

majority opinion was uneqmvocal in drawing out the
essential implication of a string of recent Supreme
Court decisions on race. The Supreme Court recent-

ly overruled itself and rejected the notion that there
can be such a thing as “bénign” racial discrimina- -
. tion, Any racial classification, the Supreme Courthas

held, compels “strict scrutmy” — an assessment of

o

T ),

lslae

‘Al

whether a govemment policy is “narrowly taﬂored"
to advance a “compelling” government interest. But
the promotion of “diversity,” when it entails dis-

-criminating against people who have done no harm

in favor of people who have suffered no injury, is not

- and can never be a compelling government interest.

If the Supreme Court thought the Fifth Circuit had

" gone too far, it could have heard the case and said so.

As things stand, however, the court’s decision to pass

Aonmecasesendsanuneqm\ncalsxgnalmalﬂaw

schools and every other state actor besides: Discrim-
ination in pursuit of diversity is unconstitutional.
Admissions committees, even outside the three
states of the Fifth Circuit, ignore this at their peril.
The Fifth Circuit rulmg in Hopwood makes it;clear
why: Any student whois now the subject of this sort
of discrimination, the court noted, would have an
excellent case for collecting punitive damages from
those who knowingly discriminate against her.
Chances are that victims outside the Fifth Circuit
will avail themselves of similar arguments. And for
good reason. Discrimination is wrong. Admissions

departments should know better. Thanks to Hopwood,
- they do. So they should just quit dxscmmnanng

i
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* Ducking on Affirmative Action -

In a hurtful blow to affirmative action in higher
education, the Supreme Court said on Monday that

- it would not hear an appeal by the state of Texas

from a lower court ruling that barred public univer-

- sities from using race as a factor in selecting-
- students. With, this sidestepping, the Court left offi-
-tials in at least three Southern states who are

working to open educational opportunities for mi-
norities in an untenable state of uncertainty. It also
sowed confusion nationwide — hardly an uplifting
way for the Court to finish its term and head into
recess. The Court should instead have seized the

- opportunity to reject the lower court’s flawed pro-
"nouncement and reaffirmed its historic commit-

ment to carefully designed affirmative action.

The high court seemed insensitive to the long
history of racism at the University of Texas Law
School, whose affirmative action program was chal-
lenged by rejected white applicants, giving rise to
the case. As late as 1971, the law school admitted no
black students. The Court also ignored the Clinton
Justice Department, which filed a brief warning
that the ‘‘practical effect” of sthe lower court’s
holding “‘will be to return the most prestigious
institutions within state university systems to their
former ‘white’ status.” | o

. The refusal to hear the case left standing a
ruling by the United States'Court of Appeals for the

_ Fifth Circuit that caused justifiable consternation in
- the academic world three months ago. An appellate

panel invalidated a special admissions program at
the Texas law school aimed at increasing the num-
ber of black and Mexican-American students. In
doing so, the panel took the gratuitous, additional

‘step of declaring the Supreme Court’s landmark

1978 affirmative action decision in the so-called
Bakke case no longer good law. That case, involving
a suit by a rejected white applicant who sought
entry to a California state medical school, resulted
in a ruling that barred the use of quotas in affirma-
tive action plans but permitted universities to use

7'3’5?‘
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race as a factor in choosing among applicants to
serve the “compelling interest” of creatmg a di-
verse student body.

- If Bakke is no longer good law, it is. for the

Supreme Court to declare. But instead of grabbing .

the case to reassert Bakke's sound principle, the
justices found a way out in the odd posture of the
case. In an unusual one-paragraph opinion that was
also signed by Justice David Souter, Justice Ruth
Bader Ginsburg said that the Court was denying
review because the case did not actually present a
live controversy. The kind of two-track admissions
system that inspired the legal challenge is no longer
used or defended by Texas, she explained. Like
most other colleges and universities, the University
of Texas Law School now uses a single applicant
pool, in which race is one factor to be considered
among others in choosing among the qualified.

Justice Ginsburg’s message, a welcome one,
was that the Court’s refusal to hear the case should
not be read as an endorsement of the Fifth Circuit's
analysis. But, in fact, there was a remaining live
controversy before the Court in the Fifth Circuit's
direction to a state's leading law school to complete-
ly exclude race as a factor in future admnssnons‘ The
shame is the Court declined to address it.

Instead, the Court left behind a mess. Its refus-
al to hear the case has put educational institutions
in the three states that make up the Fifth Circuit —
Texas, Louisiana and Mississippi — in a terrible
spot. They could face punitive damages if they fail
to change their practices to conform to an ill-
considered ruling that may ultimately be judged an
incorrect statement of the law,

Nervous educators elsewhere in the natlon can
find some comfort at least in Justice Ginsburg's
benign explanation. Eventually, this equal rights
battle will find its way back to the Supreme Court.
Meanwhile, it is premature to give up on affirma-

.tive action programs still needed to blot out historic

racial bias and promote educational diversity.

ki
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' REMARKS BY THE PRESIDENT , : .
COMMEMORATING THE 35TH ANNIVERSARY OF THE PEACE CORPS oy

The Rose Garden

E 5:14‘P,M.”EDT;}”Q o : o -_‘._:w‘“ﬂﬂfv,_:j,

:f THE PRESIDENT'f Thank you.# Mandy, where ‘are your

"family" Stand up there. Let's give theém a - hand (Applause )y Thank

you very much You ‘did a. .good job there.r Thank you very much.

: To Sargent and Eunlce Shrlver, thank you so much for the
Peace Corps, for:'the Spec1al Olymp1cs, for everythlng you have done -
for Emerica and for the world. Senator Wofford; thank you.for the
- Peace Corps and,for National Serv1ce and. for everythlng -that happened

. in between. ' Thank you, Mark Gearan, for, proving that there is life -

after the White House. . (Laughter )" .To all the former‘volunteers who .

'are here, to the d1st1ngu1shed members of Congress, to. Ambassador ;o

SplO -Garbrah, thank -you, sir, we're honored by your presence and by
our- fr1endsh1p w1th your country -w,; X L '

RSN The Peace Corps, for.. 35 years, has shown Amer1ca at 1ts
best.. In the summer of.1961, as’ ‘has. been sa1d ‘there were 80 young
“Americans standing. ‘where" these Americans. stand today. Wearlng their
Sunday best they ‘waited. exc1tedly ‘to meet: Presldent Kennedy, ‘and I .
understand they were chatt1ng occaslonally among themselves AncTwi, o
the- language they would have to use more frequently as they moved
along (Laughter ) - _x,' o ,p.- “_1,, ‘ o ;.

More than half of them were preparlng to leave for

‘Ghana, ‘about to launch one of - the greatest experiments: in serv1ce to

- humanity in-all ‘Auman h1story ‘. They would. 1live as the- people of
‘Ghana' lived and be active as a part of the communltles they served
They ‘were - tralned ‘to- teach, but they were.going to learn and to L

‘ br1dge the gaps of. development and. custom w1th sturdy bonds of

- e .D
NI .

fr1endsh1p and compasslon

: _ On that day, Pres1dent Kenredy sald "The future of the
Peace corps- really rests’ w1th you.-'If you - do well then the Peace {
Corps ‘will be- developed ‘and more and mere. Amerlcans will go abroad,
and we w1ll find a, greater and: greater rasponse to serv1ng our'- -«
country n The men ‘and’ women of ."Ghana 'I" 'did the’ Pre51dent the .
Peace Corps, .and” Amerlca proud I am very grateful to all of youHand o
I'm glad to. have you back in- the Rose Garden today, 35 years later.; o
(Applause ) _ u

N v
cN

' : When Pre51dent Kennedy created the Peace Corps 35 years A
ago w1th the extraordlnary support of. Sargent Shr1ver, ‘Harris.

Wofford, Ted Sorenson and many others, he tapped an. overflowing :

‘reservoir: of.energy. and -idealism. - Thousands of young people answered

" .the- call to 'serve- at .the’ vanguard of the new frontier.  Among. the

N,

first was the Vice: Presldent S beloved s1ster, Nancy Gore'Hunger.‘S,-ﬁ
They gave of themselves to help others’ around the world to become the

{ best they could' ‘be; 'and " to brlng to them the message by the! example of

P

thelr lives that ‘our nation is a great country 'standing for: great
1deals, a country that cares about human progress everywhere in the
world ' : qL : : .
The Peace Corps symbollzed everythlng that 1nsp1red my
generatlon to serv1ce It was, based on ‘a 51mple yet powerful 1dea'

RN
.

B MORE.
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That none of us alone will ever be as strong as we can all be if
we'll all work together. None of us can reach our fullest potential
while others are left behind. Community counts, and every member of
our community matters at home and on this increasingly small planet
we share. : ‘ i

Since 1961, as Mark said, more than 140,000 Americans
have served as Peace Corps volunteers. Today the Peace Corps'
towering task 1s just as vital as ever. I am very grateful for those
who serve today. And their mission is just as 1mportant today as. it
was 35 years ago Even as we meet, the Peace Corps is hard at work
in countries few could have 1mag1ned g01ng to back in 1961. Indeed,
the Peace Corps 1s hard at work today in countries that dld not ex1st
in 1961. ‘

It has traced the rlslng tide of freedom to meet new
needs around the globe from Central America to Central Europe to
Central Asia, sharing the skills of private enterprlse in:nations
‘struggling to build a market economy: empowering women, protectlng
the environment, and always showing others the path to help
themselves. I'm proud to say that in April, after an absence of
nearly five years, Peace Corps volunteers returned to Haltl to help
the Haitian people make the most of their hard-won freedom. Just a
couple of days ago, the First Lady and I had the honor to:welcome to
the White House 'for a brief visit former President Aristide and his.
wife. And he talked in glowing terms about the 01tlzensh;p of the
Americans who have come to help Haiti, from those who came in
uniform, including 200 Haitian-Americans who could speak Creole to
the people of Haltl, to the. Peace Corps volunteers who labor there
today.

With the agreement that the Vice President 51gned last

December, as has already been said, our Peace Corps volunteers will
go this year to serve in South Afrlca for the first time.| They must
be so excited. So many others have gone before them, but/they can
prove -- they can prove -- that South Africa can make 1ts dreams and
its promise real
; I'm also proud to announce the establishment. of a Crisis

»Corps within the Peace Corps to help the relief community;to cope
with international emergenc1es. It will draw on the Peace Corps'
recent successful experlence in helping people affected by disasters,
such as rebuilding homes in Antigua that were destroyed by Hurricane
Luis and helping Rwandan refugees to grow their own food.;

The dedlcated service of Peace Corps volunteers does not
‘end when their two-year tour is over. Today returned Peace Corps
volunteers, as has been said, are making a difference in our
administration, 'in the Cablnet like Secretary Shalala, or those on
Capitol Hill who have already been introduced. And I want to thank
them all, Republicans and Democrats alike. I wish we had'them up
here explalnlng what the role of their service in the Peace Corps was
in anlmatlng their future careers in public service. There are many
leaders in journalism, in business, in education, 1nclud1ng many who
are here today. . Thousands of volunteers just serve in. their -
- communities today or offer their time to teach schoolchildren about
the world in which they live, in which they, the volunteers, were
fortunate enough to explore at an earller tlme in their llves.

l

Thelr spirit of service is the spirit of America. In
that sense, it's more than 35 years old; it's as old as our country
itself. And I can't help but note that not all our 140, 000
volunteers have been so young. They just had to be young at heart,
young in spirit, young in imagination. And thank you, s1r, for
making me feel that I might have a future in the Peace Corps.
(Laughter.) I’m glad to see you. Thank you. (Applause.j

.
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- comfort- and support to deallng w1th problems here in the Unlted
vStates.- o .

"God bless you. (Applause )

i
R

f We all remember the legendary mother of former Pres;dent

Carter ‘and her wonderful stories of how the Peace Corps changed:her
' llfe. The Peace Ccrps is’ for all Amerlcans whc wlsh to serve.,ﬂ,

When I became Presldent we challenged Amerlca to‘%f

'reklndle that spirit of service. I thank Senator Wofford for worklng

to support the creation of’ Amer1Corps in 1993, to.give young people a’

,'chance to serve; thelr country here at home, and for doing more by’

runnlng the Corporatlon for National: Service tcday.- Amerlcans now,‘
in addltlon to the 140,000 of you who have worked in the Peace Corps,
we've 'had 40 1000 young: Amerlcans lifting ‘their own llves by glVlng

I

i T

Last month when I spoke at Penn State, I asked ourpvx'

I asked Amerlca s ‘institutions. of higher educatlon to 'use more of

‘their WOrk/study money: to promote communlty service here at home. "

and I challenge évery community to get our ‘students to answer the.

‘@ call of service.’' With our help, a year from now we want service
o scholars. to.be honored- at every high school graduation in Amerlca‘
| We. have to take the spirit of the’ Peace. Corps into the llves of: every

young person.-in-this country.. Every citizen needs to know that we
glve and we: get that we grow by glVlng and serv1ng o

. l

: : so let us always remember that the truest measure of the o
' Peace Corps' greatness has been more than its: 1mpact .on development. ‘
,g.The real gift of the Peace Corps is 'the 'gift of the human heart,

) pu131ng with the spirit of c¢ivic respon51blllty that 1s ‘the, core of

America's character. It is? forever an- antldote to cynicism, a llVlng

;“vchallenge to 1ntolerance, an endurlng promise that the future can be’

better and that people can lIive richer lives if we have the falth and
strength and compass1on and good sense to work together, <'A

e S Thank you all fcr maklng that llve 1n our country And-

F
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e people to further spread the -ethic of service throughout our natlon.vA‘
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’ l‘MEMORANDUM FOR THE SECRETARY OF HEALTH AND HUMAN SERVICES

"‘SUBJECT % Chlld Support Inltlatlve. . 1h Qk'tfi_ : *ﬁ;_'

~ \

’-I hereby dlrect you to 1mplement the plan T am announc1ng today
- to strengthen. the Chlld support system and promote parental
~respon51blllty : ,: }

e ’ ' ) - 2

I dlrect you to exerc1se your legal authorlty to take the

S follow1ng steps, to 1mplement that plan

vll '1lssue proposed regulatlons relatlng to paternlty f
establlshment that : : Coa

‘ (a) clarlfy the deflnltlon under the Aid'to e o
-, Families with Dependent Children  (AFDC) program,
- of. "cooperatlon“ with paternity. establlshment '

o ~ by requiring that a mother provide both the name

- . " "of the, father and.other 1dent1fy1ng 1nformatlon

- deemed approprlate by the State (except when . ;<"*~? L

. there 'is good cause, such as’ being -in. danger .
=Jof domestlc v1olence, for not cooperatlng)u.‘

WL (b)) requlre all appllcants for a581stance under
.. - . the:AFDC program to cooperate with ‘paternity :
Lt T niestabllshment efforts prlor to the recelpt of .
' o <fass1stance, and : L L »

(c) :requlre that appllcants for a581stance under ;
" the AFDC program. be referred to’the State child.
.. support agency W1th1n 2 days- of. appllcatlon, :
:sb-thatthe- agency can’ 1n1t1ate1a legal paternlty
'*Hactlon, and gv“,,. ..¥ : .
2) slmplement a pllot program matchlng new- hlre data"
© collected by: part1c1pat1ng .States with' Federal Parent .
‘ Locator Serv1ce data in order to .better track parents
;. owing child- support obllgatlons who have taken a ]Ob
© "in another State e : : B
‘ The plan I have outllned w1ll help strengthen chlld support
fﬂoperatlons by toughenlng the paternity establishmert require-: -
ments. for applicants for welfare and- by enabllng ‘States to

‘ﬁglocate, and -withhold wages  from, child support obllgors who' . .
“have taken a job in another State,. Its prompt 1mplementatlon Jjﬂ"

s 1ntegral to achleVLng our goal of promotlng the Amerlcan
value of parental respon81blllty o .. V;;,«q

' “WILLIAM J. CLINTON - e
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i PRESIDENT CLINTON DECLARES MAJORDISA,STER'IN; PENNSYLVANIA -

. . . L B
. , PN L . B - L 3
A

Pre51dent Chnton today declared a major dlsaster e:nsts in the Commonwealth of

.Pennsylvama and ordered Federal aid to supplement s state and local recovery efforts in
the area struck by ﬂoodmg on June 12, 1996 R I AT a

3

The Pre31dent s acnon makes Federal fundlng avatlable to affected 1nd1vxduals m
Bucks County o “_:; L CHP LT s u.’,

P A s

. A5513tance can- 1nclude dlsaster housmg, grants low-cost loans to- cover umnsured
property losses, and other programs to help individuals and business owners recover from
~the effects of the disaster. Federal fundmg is also avallable on'a cost-share ba315 for

hazardmmgatlonmeasures R R PP ‘ ‘\ T

Lt

¢

The Federal Emergency Managernent Agency is contmumg to conduct damage ) i
. surveys in. other areas and addltlonal countles may be added after the assessments are

£ H

completed YO A 1
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"'JMEMORANDUM-FQR THE SECRETARY OF LABOR T A AL

i

4 SUBJECT. j~;j Chlld Support Inltlatlve

v“.

I hereby dlrect you to a551st 1n the 1mplementatlon of the plan

e T am announcing today to, strengthen the chlld support system and

“promote parental respon51b111ty.
»{<I dlrect you to exer01se your legal authorlty 1n a manner that

*wlll ass1st the 1mplementatlon of the plan. by encouraglng those

-State employment secur1tybagenc1es that collect new-hire" .
"information for use. in child. ‘support enforcement to report such
. information to ‘the Department of Health and Human Service's . :
;pllot program for matchlng new-hire data with Federal Parent
Locator: Serv1ce data in order to better track parents ow1ng :
gjchlld support who have taken a job ‘in another State.“4 :

. The plan I have outllned wlll help strengthen Chlld support
;.operatlons by toughenlng the paternity establishment require-. .
ments for applicants for. welfare and by enabling States to
“locate, and withhold. wages from, child . support obligors: who )
- have taken a job in another State.ﬂ Its prompt 1mplementatlon
©.is integral to- ach1ev1ng our’ goal of promotlng the Amerrcan
‘\value of parental respon51b111ty .

‘r

"§WILL§AM7J;;CLINTOR‘.} -
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STATEMENT BY THE PRESIDENT

I spoke w1th Premdent Yeltsm thlS mormng and conveyed through him to the
,Russmn people my warm congratulattons on the elecuon, Whlch 1s a success for Ru551a as

‘awhole L A - |

_ On Sunday, more than 70 mﬂhon Rusman cmzens - representmg about 70% of -
the ehglble voters -- voted-in the first round of the preSIdentlal election that will.

determine who will lead: the Russian Federation for the next four years." They Were able -

" to choose’ among ten candldates representmg a wide range of political views in.a |
contested election. Russian and international observers have reported nothmg thus far

v

Lo to 1nd1cate any 51gmf1cant 1rregular1t1es in the votmg process. I SR

Tlns is- an 1rnportant mllestone in’ Russm s hlstory as a democracy and a welcome

“'51gn of just. how far that ‘country has come in a few short years. ‘The run-off round w111

"‘,‘,allow the Ru551an people to complete the process of electmg their pre51dent

-

A cntlcal element of our post-Cold War relatlonshlp w1th Ru551a 1s 1ts contmmng

; development as a democracy The United Statés will remain steady in its pohcy of actlve
*-engagement with Russia to support polmcal and -economic. reform and Ru551a S - ~
: mtegranon w1th the West R T T '- g

" June 18,199

A}
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' S REMARKS BYSAMUELRBERGER
DEPUTY ASSISTANT TO THE PRESIDENT FOR'NATIONAL SECURITY AFFAIRS
/ © . - THEWILSONCENTER. - '~ "+ . :
WASHINGTON DC.. o P
JUNEIS 1996 ( :‘»'. e . - ;

. ; It is a pleasure to be at the erson Center and to see, many farmhar faces I want to thank Sam o
o Wells for that warm mtroductron AN v o R ;; N

1 want to speak to you today about the challenges and the opportumtxes that America faces in. the
_ ‘world at this’ extraordmary moment - half way between the end of the Cold War and the dawn of B

;anewcentury P . Coo

. 3

Itisa moment of hlstonc opportumty Not too many years ago, Amencans were grxpped by a TV. .

gt movie called “The Day Aﬁer ” which portrayed in graphrc and homfymg detarl what actually

- would happen in the event ofa nuclear war. The genuine possibility.of a massive nuclear exchange‘ o

L was vmd and real and cast a glant shadow over most of the last 50 years ' o B

o /Today, the gnndrng burden of the Cold War has been hﬁed ‘Our natron is at peace Our ' »
. .economy is strong. ‘The tide of democracy and free markets is rising around the world. We have - -
experienced the emergence ofa global economy and a cultural and mtellectual global vrllage ’
: ‘These developments ennch our llves in countless ways every day S R
i C : : i ‘ o
’ ,In the last few months I have been in Pakrstan, Azerbauan, Korea, Japan and Moscow In each of :
- these countries, T turned on CNN and was instantly plugged in to events around the world ,
Remember that only 52 ‘years ago, when Franklin Roosevelt gave the order to-launch 1 million

R men across the English Channel on D-Day, he didn’t find out the results for several days. Iuse

© . CNN only as a vrsrble 'symbol of the’ revolutionary advances of'the mformatton age, which has so roo
. increased the goods, services and knowledge that are. avarlable to us -- and made Amerlcans the S
most fortunate mhabttants of the global vxllagc T ; : - =

-
. But:thl_s promising new s=ra'ls brn.o means risk-free. Lo
; A R . ' ' T ' Iy
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Democracy may. be on the rnarch, but forward progress is not assured and the gams are not’
irreversible. We know this is true in Russia and many of the other states of the former Soviet
Union. It is also the case in our own hemisphere. Less than two months ago, the democratlc
government of Paraguay narrowly avoided a coup -- and elsewhere in Latin Amenca, the
power of the drug cartels throws an ominous cloud over some natronal governme:ntsI

(R Globa] communism and fascism have exited stage left and stage nght But the forcerr of
intolerance and hatred, ethnic strife and regional conflict persist in brutal and dangerc[gus
forms, from Northem Ireland to the Balkans from the Middle East to parts of Africa.’

|

" e The threat of nuclear anmhrlatxon has receded, but the danger that weapons of mass -
- destruction -- biological, chemical and nuclear -- will spread into unreliable hands has grown
as the technology becomes more widely accessible.. and can in some cases be called 1 up be on
: the Internet 5“
|

: As the President has noted, the very openness and freedom of movement that enriches our
lives also make us more vulnerable to the forces of destruction -- terrorism, drug cartels and
international criminal organizations. We have seen this in the bombing of the World Trade
Center...in the sarin gas attacks in the Tokyo subways...and the gunning down of Joumahsts
pohce and govemment officials by drug lords in many countnes

:;
k
;

Because thls new era of possibility carries wrth it so many real threats as well as new
opportumtles the United States cannot afford to sit on the sidelines. Instead, American -
.. engagement in the world today is more important than ever. We cannot -~ and should not - go it
alone or take full responsibility for combating the new dangers of our age. But at the same time,
" we know that without American leadership, more often than not, the job will not get done One
of the most striking facts of the last few years is the extent to which -~ after the end of the East- -
~ West rivalry -- others look to us...whether it is Arabs and Israelis in the Middle East.. Mushms
. Serbs and Croats in the Balkans...or even, grudgingly, the nations of Europe and Asra as they seek
~ to deal with the same threats that faceus. . h

i

‘There is only one supcrpower now On earth: America. That leads to one inescapable fact:
' America must lead in the world if we are to maintain our security and increase our prospenty
‘We cannot hunker down if we want our chrldren to live safely and thrive. !
From the begmmng of his Adnnmstratxon, President Clinton has recogmzed America’s .
responsibility to lead in today’s world. Let me focus on four dimensions of this leaderslup for the
future that have been at the center of our attention over the past three and a half years.: They are
_"the comerstones of our eﬂ’orts to build peace and prospenty for America in this prormsmg but
uncertain era. . o L

. The first dimension is our nation’s strength: military and economic. e
. b
- America’s military today is undergoing its most fundamental transfonnatron in half a century Our
' armed forces are simultaneously downsrzrng and upgradmg A military that was desngned to stop

; t

t
;
i?



: ; a mas51ve mvasmn across Centrai Europe today is prepared to deal not only thh tradmonal war-; .
- fighting centmgenaes - in the Perstan Gulf or the Korea pemnsula for example —-but has the®

. 'f'ﬂexrbrhty and training to deal with a range of new, missions: restormg democracy in Haiti without .

. firing a shot -keeping the | peace in Bosnia.. .of dehverrng nearly 15,000 tons of food, medicine,
“and supplles to Rwanda’s refugees. ‘When"you consider that’ ‘only a few years after: Vietnam, an |
." Army chief of staff described a “hollow army”.. this reshapmg of capability and doctrine has been
* an extraordinary achrevement Today, our armed forces are smaller than they were at the herght

e .- of the'Cold War, but they are also better more ﬁexxble and more sophlstlcated than at any txme in.

\

',.iournatronshrstory R RTUR L |

i

n Increasmgly, our natron s mtematlonal posmon rests on the strength of our: economy And that o

~'in turn, depends on our competitiveness in the global economy. Over the past three years, the_

. C Pres1dent has spearheaded the most dynamlc program of i innovation in international trade in .

Amencan history. He has eXpanded our American economy by expandmg the global.- e
‘economy.. completmg the Uruguay Round.. .passing NAFTA...securing the APEC agreement for
free trade in the ‘Asia Pacific- region... and forgmg more than one hundred brlateral trade pacts as

S = well. Today, exports are the fastest growrng part of the U.S. economy We are, once agam, the

. :largest exporter in: the world and the most competrtlve SR g
. The second drmensron of Amencan leadershlp is eﬁ‘ectrvely to use our capamty to be al
o peacemaker We cannot be: evexywhere and'do everything. But where our 1nterests and values '

L ’are at stake the Umted States must take nsks for peace R

.,l
¥

’ -~

. We see jUSt how much we can aclueve when we look at the rernarlcable progress of the last three _—
_ . years in'the Middle East. TIsraelis, Palestinians and Jordamans who;were once sworn eniemies © .

~ . together for a better future for the region. The agreements that have been forged between Arabs - .
o and Israehs have changed the Iandscape of the regton profoundly ‘ o

L We stand ready to help this work go forward Let me emphasxze The Umted States remains.

v comrmtted to goal of a comprehensive and lasting peace That’s why we will work with’ Israel ‘
" -and the Palesnmans to help them implement their agreements.and resolve the i 1ssues that remam :
: .That s why ‘we w111 seek to strengthen relattons between Israel and the Arab world R

o In each of these efforts the Umted States w111 work olosely w1th the new Israeh govemment of -
Prime Mmster-eleet Netanyahu and: we hope to-build strong and- productive’ relationship with hnn :
. as we did with his predeoessors ‘We weloome the Prime Minister’s commitment to- eontmurng the .-

. peace process -And we urge our Arab friends not to prejudge the new government iniIsrael but to
. focus on: preserving the achrevements of the last three years: and the mornentum to go forward to

i 'newones I P S O P L o
. ) :

» The Umted States is usmg its umque capacnty as peacemaker to try to estabhsh a lastrng o
‘settlement in Bosnia. We have undertaken thxs task because continued war in the Balkans " .

. threatened both our interests and. values The fire that burned in the heart of Europe:since 1991

. would. have spread and engulfed our fnends and alhes - and drawn us rnto a wrder conﬂtct on, thrs

R



 continent fer the thrrd time in a century. And the unspeakable brutahty we all wrtnessed was an

¥

- -affront to our humamty ) : : ;‘_v i
" American leadershrp was essential to put.out the fire and stop the slaughter. We strengthened
/7 NATO’s response to the, unrelentmg Serb assaults on Sarajevo and other civilian areas More
.. effective use of that power enabled our diplomats to make vital breakthroughs and produce the
" Dayton Peace Agreement. ‘ . 1, _
. Six months later, the most dramatic fact in Bosnia is that the guns are silent.. The war has ended.
- That change -- from war to peace -- is the single most important reality for the people of Bosnia.
- It means that killing fields are once again playgrounds. That cafes and marketplaces are full of
. life, not death. That running an errand doesn’t mean nmmng a death race against smpers and
shells. That women are no longer prey to systematic campaigns of rape and terror. That the
. water and lights are on...and there is shelter from the wind and the cold. Peace means all these

~ very basic things. As we work to make sure peace endures ‘'we must not !ose sight of i 1ts reahty

. Now we must help the people of Bosnia build an enduring peace they sO desperately want The
* hard work of civilian reconstruction has begun. It must move faster. We must contmue to assist
" refugees to return...continue the work of the war crimes tribunal...help the Bosnians buxld the

* institutions of a national government. That is why it is important to hold the elections rnandated
. by the Dayton Agreement on time. Bosnia they will enable to take another step forward toward
. creating the institutions and stability that will keep the peace and help give that nation future of
. hope. | | ‘ . ;

- The Middle East and Bosnia are just two of thé regions where America is engaged in work for -
' peace. We are at a pivot point in hlstory when real change is possible -- and consrstent with our
. interests and our resources, we must seize this moment and make the most of it: in Northern
~Ireland...on the Korean peninsula...in Haiti...and other places around the world.. We must not -
7%, overreach. We must work with others. But at this moment in history -- when turmorl,l radicalism
. - and instability are faces of future s threats -- America is umquely pcsmoned to be a powerﬁrl
. force for peace. : I A : " r
’:. The third imperative of American leadership in the post-Cold War era is to continue to reduce the
. nuclear threat. - In recent years, we have taken a giant step back from the nuclear precipice.
* Already, under START I, some 9,000 nuclear weapons are being removed from the arsenals of
Russia and the United States. It is extraordinary to see a team of Russians sawing up a Backfire
i~ bomber or dlsmanthng missile silos and turning those sites into wheat fields. With reductrons
%, agreed upon in Start II -- which we hope the Duma will soon ratify -- the cuts will go even
i+~ deeper: U.S. and Russian arsenals will be reduced by two-thrrds from their Cold War levels
i Our efforts to diminish the nuclear threat go further Because of Presndent Clmton s agreement
I with President Yeltsin, Russian missiles no longer target American cities. Through detenmned
.diplomacy, we helped persuade the Belarus, Kazakstan and Ukraine to give up the nuclear
" weapons left on their soil when the Soviet Union crumbled -- and as some of you may. know, the.
 last nuclear warheads in Ukraine were shipped back to Russia for dismantling just two'weeks ago. -

i

e i e
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But even as we destroy the weapons of the Cold War we must mtensxfy our eﬁ'orts to prevent
spread of : weapons’ of tomorrow. That is why we worked hard to secure the unconditional and

C indefinite: extension of the Non-Prohferatton 'I‘reaty We achieved an agreement with North

\ '~,frsasrtshouldbe

progress PSP

Koteato freeze and dismantle thetr nuclear program -- and that agreement is being comphed wrth
g under 1nternatronal supervision. 'In the weeks ahead, we hope to sign a Comprehensive Test Ban -
' treaty a goal of American leaderssince Dwight Eisenhower.' We are ‘working with the»Russrans

" “and Europeans to make it harder to smuggling | nuclear matenal .to keep Iran from. acqumng the
matenals it needs to build a bomb...and to-curtail dangerous arms races like the one in Southern

Asia. This is the most’ ambrtlous arms-control and non-proliferation agenda. ever set. by an -

* American Admrmstratron Because this is the best. chance to. reduce the nuclear threat that we are
ever hkelyto see - dwe are detemnned to seizeit. . - C ‘, S

- Fmally, there 1s one more great challenge for Amencan leaderslnp in’ thrs new era: to construct

" new institutions and new. arrangements that reinforce the growth of democracy and crvrl socrety

- where thei iron fist of totalrtanamsm crushed freedom for decades. We see: tlus 1mperattve o
o nowhere more clearly than in Russra, wluch isin the rmdst of a great decrsron Lo ;

i
i

All who belteve in democracy saw in the votmg on Surtday a sttrrmg event Seventy mltlhon -
_ Russians =- rlearlyr 70% of eligible: voters — went to the polls to.exercise their newly won: nght to,
elect their country’s: presrdent They did so in a way that observers are calhng free and fair. -

| 1 "Whrle we awatt the results of the runoff democracy already has scored a wctory ok

Y :The chotce of Russra s leedershtp ifis for the Russran people to declde it1s: not for usto tell them |

. how to vote. | As Sunday’s results show they have their own strong vrews on the subjeet -a wlnch N '

C
: But we Stlll have an enormous stake in the outcome. We have made clear our unwavenng _
¢‘ support for reform and reformers Nothmg that has happened in the Iast week has changed that )
' “We support reform because a democrattc market-onented Russxa is more hkely to pursue goals
. that are compattble with our own....it is more likely-to- be a reliable partner.. .and to respect the
rndependence and live in peace with tts*nerghbors mcludrng those that were once part of the
Soviet Union* ' A Russia that chooses to stay-on the course of reform is one that will be more
L lrkely to.continue to reduce the. nuclear threat.,.to work with us;to promote peace a.round the
E world and create new markets for our products and Jobs for Amencan workers RN

' We don’t have a vote in the Russran electton And we don thave a crystal ball But !several

" points are clear for the United States: Frrst We must support- not an tndtvtdual but & direction = .

the ‘direction of reform, democracy and free markets: We must; in Central and Eastern Europe, = -

continue to build new bridges to the West -- through NATO expansron Partnershlp for Peace and .

| -EU membership.” And ive must do that in a way that strengthens the relatxonslnp between NATO
and Russra ‘We must proceed wrth steadmess and judgment but the fact is, we have' made good

»l

l
- | ) . . : . - - : x‘.
l
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Aswe look over the map, there is obvmusly a great deal that I have not had time to dlscuss the

. tremendous growth in Asia and the extraordinarily important relationships with China and’
Japan the positive developments in Latin America and parts of Africa. I’ll be happy to answer
your questxons on these and other issues in 2 moment. | ;

But let me leave you first with a final thought While the need for American leadership has never
been greater, our willingness to lead is very much in debate. The threat today is not so much from -
tradmonal isolationism, although that still exists on the left and the right in our society. Today,
tbe more dangerous threat to American engagement are those who “talk the talk” of |
Amtematlonahsm but who “walk the walk” of lsolatlomsm :

.These are the people who argue that we must lead -- but say we must not spend Already,
-America’s spending on international affairs has plummeted 40% in just a decade. Asa result,

i Amenca, the world’s richest nation, now ranks last among industrial nations when it comes to the
b percentage of GNP devoted to development aid. -

‘ese are the people who say we must be engaged in the world -- but never want us to do 5o -
: where our engagement is needed. They say yes in the abstract. But then they say no to; *
Bosnia...no to Haiti....and no to Russia. :

'A‘menca cannot lead in the abstract. This new era demands concrete engagement -- if we want to
“:defeat the new threats we face....and if we want to turn the opportunities of today into tanglble
.,:.-;beneﬁts for the American people: We cannot do so on the cheap...or simply through rhetonc .or
. “'by empty posturing. But if we grapple with the challenges before us honestly and dlrectly ifwe
'.{;f,devote the resources needed to matter...if we are prepared to take risks for peace...then Wwe can.
make the difference for Amenca s security...America’s prospenty .and Amenca s future. :

% .
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. I am pleased to announce > the appomtment of former U S Representatwe Dr. o
S ‘Howard Wolpe as Special Envoy of the President and Secretary of State for Burundh e
* " Peace Negotlatlons He will work’ closely with Ambassador Richard Bogosian who ' L

- “continues to serve as the Rwanda/Burund1 Special Coordinator workmg from .
‘ ,Washmgton to' coordmate 1mplernentat10n of overall pohcy toward these two countnes

o , Dr Wolpe will lend U S. mﬂuence and support to efforts armed at’ bnngmg an
- endto the crisis in Burundl, which has clatmed more. than 100 000 lives in the last two- |
and-a-half years. Dr: Wolpe brmgs to.this mission a wealth of experience, gamed durmg
':14 years as a member of Congress from Michigan, including 10 years as Chairman of the
‘House Foreign Affairs Subcommittee- on Africa, and recently as a Visiting Fellow at the
~Brook1ngs Institution. Dr. Wolpe received his Ph.D. from the Massachusetts Instltute of
Technology in Polmcal Smence focusmg on Afnca ST S
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Presmdent Cllnton Meets w1th Pre51dent Clerldes of Cyprus

w“\ . . . ~

c Pre51dent Cllnton met today wlth the Pre51dent of Cygrus,'x
. Glafcos' "Clerides.. The two leaders affirmed" the excellent L
Arelatlons ‘that ex1st between .the ‘United- States. ;and the Republlc",
" of. Cyprus. - They- rev1ewed the:situation on the 1sdand andi T
discussed how:’ the United" States: could. help promote prospects for'

. a. lastlng and peaceful . solution. Pre51dent Cllnton reafflrmed /
© 'his persorial ‘commitmeént to- this. goal and- 1nformed ‘Presidehnt . .

, Clerldes that .the United’ States . 1ntends to’ 1nten51fy its efforts,‘

'“fthrough further consultatlons, to. narrow the’ dlfferences between'g’

the two communltles on Cyprus, leadlng to a comprehen51vel ; ‘

settlement 5- T, ,,;q - L T ' i

V L

To thlS end, he w1ll send hlS Spec1al Emlssary,:Rchard

’!t Beattle, to the reglon 1n July to begin discussions - on. the key

“-issues-involved in a comprehens;ve settlement, with spec1al
empha51s on securlty President Clerides said he welcomed thlS
initiative and looked. forward to: rece1v1ng Mr Beattle durlng hlS

'uocomlng v151t I

[
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'x; Samuel R Berger, Deputy A531stant to the Pre51dent for
National. Securlty Affalrs,\Wlll dellver On-the-Record remarks on
the security- challenges:. fac1ng ‘America over the last four years

; - .and as the m111enn1um<approaches. Mr. Berger w1ll speak on .
.. Tuesday, June 18, 1996, at noon before .the Woodrow Wilson
. Internatlonal Center for Scholars in the Center’s lerary located
.~ ‘on.the" thlrd floor of the Smlthsonlan “Castle" Bu1ld1ng, 1000
; "Jefferson Drlve, S W., Washlngton, D. C._ This event 1s open to
' theé. press. b e .*'" '*Jez,,u‘ v "'fy. )

S Medla plannlng to cover thls event should contact Chrlstlna
...+ ‘carhart, Wilson Center Office of External Affairs, 202- 357”4335
. . or.Steven .Naplan, Natlonal Securlty Counc1l Communlcatlons ‘

- office,. 202-456+ 9394." T Lo ki
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Premdent Hosm Muba.rak of Egypt has accepted the Presuient s mvnauon to ieet

i ‘m Washmgton on July:30th for an official working visit.’ ‘The two leaders will dxscuss
regional issues, mcludmg the Mlddle East peace process, as well as’ bllateral and other

: matters of Inurual mtcrest _

\
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. I am deeply saddened by the death of Ella Fltzgerald Y The -
jazz world and the nation'have suffered a tremendous loss .in the.
passing ‘of someone: w1th so much - talent grace, and CIass.¢”Ella s"
phenomenal voice and wonderful phras1ng will remain close to the

“hearts.of American’s for generations to ‘come. Hlllary and'I
extend our deepest condolences to her famlly.
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BY THE PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA

R . o ) . X‘;
R A

A PROCLAMATION S o r({;.; B

L s C -l : o V' .
. s Lo

Amerlca owes a debt of gratltude to the fathers that
.-help our, Natlon s children grow up safe and happy. Prov1d1ng

“ia wellsprlng ‘of love for:their. families to draw- ‘upon, these men -

strengthen our. communities and enable their daughters. and sons -

;" to master life’s. lessons .with confidence.: They share- with us.

their experiences and energies, creating the strong foundation
~-on which our children build thelr lives.. A father’'s arm-is

there to protect and steer -- whether cradllng a. newborm baby, .
‘ﬁxsteadylng the’ rlder of a- flrst two-= wheeler, or walklng hls Chlld_
vdown the alsle ‘_ . . A :. : . ‘,'j e

- Fatherhood prov1des one. of llfe s most profound joys and
one. of its most. solemn respons1b1&1t1es ‘Everycne who has ‘been ’
" blessed by a father's. love. knows the abiding respect it 1nsp1res -
. and the self- esteem that can’ grow from a dad’'s affectlonate I
_ rguidance: -We must-do all .we-can to encourage fathers. as’ they
istrive to- prov1de the fundamental emotional and economi¢ support"

" ‘that’ helps énsure.their families’ well-being. Programshllke the

‘;Fatherhood Initiative,’ the Responsrble Fatherhood Progect and
Parent’s Fair Share work to support Amerlcan fathers;, empha81ze
their role as’ “mentors and prov1ders, and advocate. thelr N

‘glnvolvement 1n thelr chlldren s health and educatlon ﬁ-'

N

On thlS Father 'S Day and throughout the year, let us thank
”ffathers for their sacrlflces -and- struggles and celebrate the '
' special care they glve thelr loved ‘ones every day. Wlth :
grateful words and- actlons, ‘we honor all those who have embraced
fatherhood's unlquexrewards ‘ »1 L . . ﬂA .

NOW THEREFORE I, WILLIAM J CLINTON Pres1dent of the ,
'United States of. Amerlca, in accordance with -a. jolnt resolution
©. of the Congress' approved Aprll 24, 1972 (36 U.S.C..142a),

“do’ hereby proclaim Sunday, ‘June 16, 1996, as Father s Day
‘ .'I invite the States, communltles,iand all the citizens. @f the
United States to observe'.this day.with appropriate: ceremonles

“and activities that- demonstrate .our deep apprec1atlon and w1
,affectlon for our fathers : , : ”’F

g -~ IN WITNESS WHEREOF T have hereunto set my hand thls :
'thlrteenth day of June in the year of our Lord" nineteen hundred
- and ninety-six, -and of.the Independence of . the’ Unlted States of
Amerlca the two hundred and twentleth S 5 ." .

o ; e Do ’ : . ‘ .

S WILLIAM 9. CLINTOR @:“?v R
v o Hr

e T
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PRESIDENT CLINTON NAMES A.\ VERNON WEAVER AS
U S REPRESENTATIV E TO THE EUROPEAN UNION'

|

i : ’ A1
- . . ')

S

I

i

i

]

y ,\ . -
) Presrdent Clmton today announced hrs mtentron to nommate A Vernon Weaver of
thtle Rock Arkansas to'become the U.S. Representatlve to the European Umon w1th the rank
and status of Ambassador Extraordmary and Plempotentlary S
B Durmg the past 15, years Mr Weaver has served as Assrstant to the Chmrman of the
' 'Board of Stephens. Group and-Stephens Inc., an investment bankmg firm of Little Rock,

* Arkansas. Dunng that time, Mr., Weaver also acted as President of Stephens Overselas ‘ S
o ‘Servtces supervising mtematmnal operatlons n’ Europe and the Pacific Rim.- In 1984, at the -
,‘_mvuatlon of the British Delegatlon of the European Economxc Commumty, Mr. Weaver -
~ -served as a key advisor to the delegation. In the Carter Admmtstratlon Mr. Weaver served as
" Administrator of the U. S. Small Business Administration from 1977- 1981. -As Admmlstrator
’ Mr. Weaver .initiated the- Cemﬁed Bank Program, which transferred admlmstratron of e
‘ govemment-guaranteed small business loans from the Small Busmess Admmxstratlon to

_ certified private banks. From 1964-1976 Mr Weaver was President and Chief Executive
- Officer of Union Life Insurance Company of Little' Rock, Arkansas Mr. Weaver presently
o serves as a Member of the Board of Vlsnors to' the u. S Naval Academy o :

. “x" )

. Mr Weaver was born in Mramr Flonda on Aprtl 16, 1922 He earned a.B: S in’
: fElectncal Engtneermg from the us. Naval Academy He served as an officer i in the U. S.
Navy from "1946-1953. “He is married to Joyce McCoy Weaver and has three daughters

_Valene McNeese Vanessa Weaver and Daphne Weaver C t DR
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EXECUTIVE -ORDER » .
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N

AMENDMENT TO EXECUTIVE ORDER NO 12963 ENTITLED
' PRESIDENTIAL ADVISORY COUNCIL ON HIV/AIDS b

EN e t

"
3 Lo
N

By the authorlty vested in me as Preszdent by the;

‘{Cdnstltutlon .and the laws.-of the United States of Amerlca, and

‘in order to increase the membershlp of the Presidential Adv1sory
‘Council on HIV/AIDS, it is hereby ordered that Executive Order :
No..12963 is amended by deleting the number "30" in: the second

.ff‘sentence ‘of section 1(a) of that order and 1nsert1ng the number'j
’;"35" 1n lieu thereof Lot " o :

. .
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PRESIDENT CLINTON NAMES VALERIE J BRADLEY CHAIR AND MEMiBER QF
|

B _i,a'

-

Lo THE PRESIDENT S COMMITTEE ON MENTAL RETARDATION

!,.

The Presrdent today announced hlS mtent to appomt Valene J. Bradley as challr and

o member of the Presrdent's Commrttee on Mental Retardanon I oo T

Valerle T Bradley of Cambndge Massachusetts 1s presxdent of" the Human Services
Research Institute in Cambndge a non-proﬁt orgamzatron that for 20 yéars has carriéd out’
r major pohcy analyses and research studies in the areas of mental retardation, developmental
disabilities and merital health. Prevxously, Ms. Bradley 'served as a’'research analyst in the" _
o California Leglslature Ms. Bradley has served on the board of the American Assocranon on
' ,Mental Retardation. (AAMR) and was also presrdent of. AAMRs Legal Process Dwrsmn ‘She
_* has written: w1dely in the. .area of program reform for people wrth mental retardation and has a
: : pamcular interest in the areas of famrly support and quahty assurance. Ms. Bradley eamed a
L k:B A. from 0cc1dental College in 1965 and an MA from Rutgers Un1vers1ty in 1966

’I’he Presndents Commrttee on M.ental Retardatron provxdes such advrce and assrstance

" inthe area of mental. retardation as the Presrdent or Secretary of Health and Human Servrces
o rmay request and makes annual reports to the Presrdent concemmg menta.l retardauon
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151t of the Pre51dents of Estonla, Latv1a and thhuanda
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Pre51dent Cllnton has 1nv1ted Pre51dent of Estonla Lennart Merl,
Pre51dent of Latv1a Guntls Ulmanls ‘and Pre81dent of thhuanla
Alglrdas Brazauskas to v151t him in Washlngton on -June -25. ! The

three . Pre51dents have accepted the 1nv1tat10n. "The four leaders‘

w1ll discuss. the growing: political, economic and security ties

"

“between- the United States and the Baltic states and the = ¥

‘vmarket democrac1es., N

1ntegrat10n of these countrles 1nto the communlty of Western'
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L ANTHONYLAKE L
IR ASSISTANTTOTHEPRES[DENTFOR RN
ERE TR NATIONALSECURITYAFFAIRS SRR &
Y000 GEORGETOWN.UNIVERSITY |
o TUNEI4 19960 S
S S i Bosma Aﬁer Dayton T

Lo : EIN . . ; : Cew L g '|'
SlX months ago today in Parls the leaders of Bosma-Herzegovma, Croatra and Serbra made a
fateful decrsron to tum Bosma from the horror of war to the prormse of peace o ;:.: oo
Many of you in th1s room closely followed the Dayton negotlatlons that produced the peace ‘
accord. You know that, hterally until the last minute, the outcome was in doubt -- mdeed our ,' 'ﬂ .
negotrators had their bags packed and, inthe early ‘morning hours, were ready to head home.:

. without an'agreement. But the Balkan leaders decided, in the end, to make peace. 'I‘hey dld O™
because in the cold light of that Dayton dawn the: altematlve simply was too temble to pursue: *

. renewed ‘war, ‘with all the horrors that came with it -- skeletal prisoners... mass graves.. ; endless L

hnes of reﬁlgees econotmc chaos mternatlonal 1solatlon a wasted future P ‘g

R Understandmg the altematlves makes iteasier to, take drﬁicult steps - and smce Dayton that is’ f )

- what has kept the parties movmg forward along the pathtoa lastmg peace. Slowly.... ;"
grudgmgly sometimes two steps forward; one, step back. But moving forward. For three and a. .
haif years, the peoplé of Bosnia lived the day=in, day-out destructlon of war.” These past six .
- months, they have begun to enjoy the quiet blessings of peace " The morethey understand the .
chorce between war and peace the starker it seems.. the more lrkely peace ‘will endure .

e b -

o Wrth that dynarmc in mmd I d hke to dlscuss wnh you today what we've accomphshed since:

. -Dayton, -what we haven’t accomphshed and the hard work that liek ahead "I don’ t want to play
“down the disappointments we’ ve encountered so far, or the drﬁicultles we still have to face.’

- Freedom of movement, expressron and association are not nearly as free as. they should be. .

L Indrcted war criminals, most notably Radovan Karadzrc and General Miadic, have: ot been tumed
~ . over to the War Cnmes Trrbunal or fully withdrawn from authorrty Fewer reﬁlgees have o

retumed home than we would like. Econormc actmty 1s just resummg L ,

. S B
s e e e e g i
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But I wouid ask everyone here first to step back for just a ‘moment and look at the central facts

*" One year ago, war raged in Bosnia -- the worst war in Europe since World War II. Today, there
is peace. A very fragile, 1mperfect peace, to be sure. But peace. That change -- from war to

- .peace -- is the smgle most important fact of life for the people of Bosnia. It means that kllhng

o " fields are once again playgrounds. That cafes and marketplaces are full of life, not death. |'That

- running an errand doesn’t mean running a death race against snipers and shells. That worpen are
" no longer prey to systematic campaigns of rape and terror. That the water and hghts are on.. . and

" there is shelter from the wind and the cold. Peace means all these very basic things. As we work

E to make sure peace endures, we must not lose sight of its reahty I‘

: |
Thus far, the peace has held because IFOR, the NATO Implementatlon Force has done its

.. carefully defined job -- and done it very well. In the days after Dayton, when President Clmton
. committed 20,000 American troops to lead a 60,000 strong IFOR force, the skeptics predlcted

..~ gloom and doom. They warned of terrorism.... renewed fighting... American casualties... rand

embarrassing retreat. , | ‘ ]

-

. — ]L

" The reality has been the opposite. IFOR has maintained the cease-fire and compelled the parues
to pull back their forces and weapons from a 3-mile wide separation zone -- without sngmﬁcant
incident. Nearly all heavy weapons have been placed under IFOR supervision and r many will be

- destroyed as part of the arms control agreement to be signed in the next few days. Already, more
than 100,000 soldiers not based in barracks have been demobilized. And hundreds of sq{lare miles.
of territory were transferred from one entity to another without a shot being fired. {

IFOR also has stopped the w1despread killing of civilians and restored security to Sarajevo, where
people now walk the streets in safety. Virtually all prisoners of war have been released land those
few still in custody are being held as war crimes suspects. IFOR has moved aggressxvely to take
~ down internal checkpoints and, while far from perfect, freedom of movement has improved --
between ten and fifteen thousand people cross the boundary between the Bosma—Croat Federation
and the Serb Republic every day. - . o I

As the climate in Bosnia becbn;es more secure, humanitarian assistance and reconstr_llctlifon efforts
have begun -- slowly -- to improve the lives of its people. On the American side alone, we’ve
already spent $86 million in “Quick Impact” aid the President announced after Dayton -- restoring
heat, hot water and electricity and providing medicine and winter clothing for hundreds; of

o thousands of Bosnians. The recent Donors’ Conference in Brussels added $1.2 billion to the $600

million raised earlier for Bosnian economic recovery -- including an American pledge of $200
* million in reconstruction aid for this fiscal year, in addition to over $350 million in humanitarian
aid, support for electlons demining and other 1mt1at1ves « - -

‘ I
As I speak to you dozens of projects are underway -- to build new housing... to rehablhtate
- utilities, schools, community centers... to fix roads and factories -- that will have a tanglble impact
- on the way people live. To cite just a few examples, we have a program up and runmng to repair

B - 2500 homes for 12,500 people in 44 villages that will also provide 2000 new jobs. Next month,

we will begm spending $70 million to rebuild Bosnia’s economic mfrastructure And we Il start

l'f
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dlsbursmg an equal amount m loans to small busmesses and mdustnal enterpnses to Jumpl start the .
' economy, createjobs and- spur growth B TSI .|i A

As Pres1dent Clmton made clear in comnntttng our troops to IFOR, the poxnt of thxs extraordmary .
mtemanonal effort is stratghtforward to give t the people of Bosnia_ the breathmg room they need .
to begin to rebuild thetr lnves and their land and to gtve peace a chance to take ona hfe and’

logxcofttsown AT Lo 'l" Do ./,A : l L
Prestdent Clmton has made equally clear what the pomt is, not it is not to take on responsnbxhttes ;
“that are not our'own -- and to create in Bosma an unsustatnable dependency mstead of givingits . - :
people a chance to act mdependently The United States is not in the business of bulldmg other. -
nations -- but we can help natlons butld themselves and gtve them ttme to- make a start of i 1t ’
. . . N B -Il’ -
That s why the next step in the Dayton process - Bosma-w1de electlons - is so nnportant Only
- after elections are held will the Constitution fully take effect... only aﬁer elections are held can the .
o . structures of a unified Bosnian state be created... only aﬁer elections are held will Bﬁsma[ have a
Parhament a Presidency and a Constitutional Couirt that represent the interests of all the =people of
Bosma, including the hundreds of thousands of refugees and millions of displaced persons only !
aﬁer elections are held will government agencles be uip and running and ‘able to pursue forelgn '
" trade and oversee customs and i 1mm1granon only aﬁer electlons are held can the | prormse of
Dayton be shaped mtoapohttcal reahty RS gj; SRS T
A few hours ago inF lorence Bob F rowxck, the head of the OSCE n‘ussxon in Bosma,
- recommended that the OSCE certlfy that condltlons will be suitable for holding free and falr
elecnons in Bosnia on September 14 - as'called for'i in the Dayton Agreement The Clmton '
Adrmmstratton strongly supports that recommendatton, and we hope and expect the OSCE w1ll
endorseltsoon N T N :
Some people who share our goals in Bosma dlsagree They would postpone electrons beyond the "
Dayton deadlifie because the partres have, as of this moment, failed to megt all the necessary -
o condmons Let me tell you why we’ beheve they are wrong LT

v

‘.

i
I3

Ifyou took a snapshot of Bosma, would it show that condmons for faxr electlons exnst nght now’?
" The answer is no. But that’s the wrong plcture to look at. ‘Our focus should be on whether those L
' condtttons will exist by September 14 And if you switch from still frarnes to moving plctures and Y
.pan: three months down the road, very dlfferent images of Bosnia, will begin to unfold. They -
' "would show people takmg small; steady steps every day-to put in place the mechamsms for free L
*and fair elections-=- just as they have’ for the past six months by opening up new medta outlets s0
more voices can be heard... by formmg new polmcal parties representmg different pomts of
© view.. . by setting up local election committees to oversee voter registration: I ‘believe, those are
the 1mages we wxll see more and more of between now and elecnon day “Here’s why l
The very fact of settmg an electlon date is-a forcmg event. It w1[l concentrate the mtnds of the v
parties on the progress they must still make -- and that they committed to in Dayton™-- to expand
' freedom of rnovement and assocxatton open the news medxa to opposmon candldates and
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 viewpoints... gwe reﬁjgees and dlsplaced persons the ability to vote and run for ofﬁce in t}%elr

. - original places of residence:..make sure that war criminals have no part in the electoral progcess.
- We will hold them to those commitments. And 3200 international supervisors and monitors will
7. - make sure the elections themselves run smoothly and openly '

: : ' ' ' si

" Some assert that elections risk cementlng the hold of extremists on Bosnia and, in effect, |

i+ partitioning the country. Well, it’s a little hypocritical for those of us who wave democracy s
- banner around the world to say that, Just because you fear the possible result of an electlon, you

L shouldn’t hold it. Besides, as the campaign proceeds and more voices and viewpoints are: heard
‘" the forces of tolerance will grow stronger. We will work hard to return more refugees and

. organizing absentee voting. The sooner elections are held, the sooner people of dlﬁ‘erent[;

- backgrounds will begin to work together and bridge some of the differences that divide them.

M

- The argument that elections will hasten partition fails to explain how delaying them could poss1bly
" make things any better. On the contrary, it would make things worse for the Bosnian people

- Without the incentive of an election and a deadline, we’d see less progress -- not mete --'on

- freedom of movement, speech and association and on refugee rights. Delay would freeze into
place the status quo... prevent practical interaction between the Federation and the Serb !
Repubhc reinforce extremism and promote separatism on all sides. As the Balkan leaders said

. in Geneva earlier this month: “Delay in the elections risks widening the divisions which éontmue

" to exist.” : }‘ ‘

" You don’t have to take their word for it -- or mine for that matter. Listen to the people/who
- matter most -- the Bosnian people. Polls show that the average Bosnian -- whether Muslim,
_Croat or Serb -- wants elections: Ninety-three percent of Bosnia’s Muslims, 79% of the Croats
- and an equal number of Bosnia’s Serbs said elections are important. The overwhelmmg majority
of each group intends to vote -- 93% of the Muslims, 86% of the Croats, 80% of the Serbs So
- instead of making the perfect the enemy of the good, we should heed the will of the Bosnian
people and move forward with elections. If they want to vote, we shouldn’t stop them]|
. l'

.- Some people point to the continued presence of Karadzic as reason enough to postpone electlons
~ We all want him out of power, out of Bosnia — and in the Hague to stand trial for war crimes.
- But let me remind you: ‘under Dayton, he can’t run for public office. He can’t hold pubhc office.
So even if he’s still there come September, elections would guarantee his removal from official
positions of authority. Postponing electlons nught 1romcally, allow him to clmg to power

1&

There’s been some confusion about what we’ve done and what we will do between now and

. election day to work for the removal of Karadzic and Mladic. First, we will continue to pressure
* President Milosevic to make good on his commitment in Dayton and strengthen alternative -

political forces within the Serb Republic. f
. : o p

" And, to be very clear: IFOR has not been given the mission of hunting down mdlctedfwar

- criminals -- indeed, the reason IFOR has been so successful so far is that we have msxstcd on
limiting its mandate to clearly achievable military goals. But let there be no mistake? 1f IFOR

- comes into contact with Karadzic and Mladic, it will detain them. Now that IFOR has completed
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most of 1ts rmhtary tasks 1t will conduct more vrsrble and wrde rangmg secunty patrols vi& . .
throughout Bosnia, ‘This will have the added benefit of. restrtctmg Karadzrc and Miladic’s freedom, .
‘of movement. It will make therr active parttctpatton in the electxon campalgn extremely nsky and -

A [

N
Electlons are a part of the begmmng, not the end of the hard work requtred to bnng democracy
to Bosnia. Aﬁer so much bloodshed and loss, there is no guarantee that Muslims, Croats and -
~Serbs will come together --.and stay together -- as'citizens of a- shared . state with a common
destmy But the whole point of Dayton is: to give them the chance o try. Elections are the _
necessary next step along the long, dnfﬁcult road to a-unified, peaceful Bosnia. Ifwe let them shp,

ooooo

RN

~that same detertmnatton to makmg sure the electtons in Bosma are free and fair, o [ r

As we. Iook to. the electtons ancl beyond lt is absolutely vxtal that we avord the paralysrs of

© pessimism.. That’s an affliction common to just about every difficult forelgn pohcy-tmtratwe If -

-we had let it overcomie us in Haiti, we never would have sent our: troops to pave the way ‘for . -

democracy s return. After all, the chorus of Chtcken Littles was deafening -- Port au Pnnce will E

“‘burn... Ansttde will never return... the electrons will never be held... Aristide won’t step. down
. And'so on,- Well, Haiti still has a’long way-to go. But we can be very proud of what wel
achteved ‘The dictators are gone, democracy is back, the flow. of refugees to our shores has

stopped -and the Haman people have therr best chance ever to burld a decent future in freedom
: \ L f . S |, PO

4

In Bosma it's not hard to ﬁnd places we ve fallen short of our’ goals The pace of economic. .
- ‘reconstruction is too slow. ‘Not enough refugees have returned to Bosnia:and too few. people ’

R SN : 'p,.-

_ But mstead of throwmg up our hands in despalr at the‘ problems we must redouble our eﬁ'orts -
and solve them. That- means seeing the elections through. But it also means makmg clear that our
comnutment to Bosnia’s future extends well beyond the elections and the withdrawal of| ,]FOR

. Not by acting as a guarantor. Not by doing the hard work in place of the Bosman people ‘But by
dorng our part for- a lastmg peace as long as they do thetrs P

Cd

14 . . . .
1

In the months ahead the people of Bosma can count on us to help them strengthen dembcrattc
- institutions. To establish a stable nuhtary balance of power. To monitor the departure of forelgn
forces To train a civilian police force. To help more refugees return To secure cooperatlon -
‘with the War Crimes Tribunal.. To help foster economic reconstructlon, growth and prospenty

These are the bulldlng bloeks of peace As each one falls tnto place the peace will beeome more “ -

andmoresecure e R . l o

L . . R - . s . %

will succeed But already, in less than a year, we’ve. changed the face of Bosnia. The war is over.

The peace is Just begtnmng If we. have falth inits prormse whtle feanng 1ts fatlure -- and if we ‘

P

’ »
o 3 -
SRy s s e e

) other cruc1al provrsrons of'the: Dayton plan could Sllp And that sa slope we don’t want to be on. - o

[

o wrthm Bosnia have ‘been able to reclaim their old homes." Political, reconethatlon has not yet met
. our expectatlons -- not just between Muslims and-Serbs, but a.lso between Musluns and Croats
: who have worked together as’ part of the Federatlon for two years now Lk

C A That sa lot to. accompllsh No one‘can guarantee we w111 succeed == or that the Bosman people o



" work away at its problems -- peace in Bosnia can last, it will last.

] -
’\
That’s our mission. Not just o

‘" ‘for those of us-in government, but for all those who care so deeply about Bosnia’s future,
including many people I see in this room today. Some of us have disagreed on tactics in the past.

-.. No doubt we’ll continue to have our differences in the months to come. So let’s keep debatmg
But above all, let’s keep actmg, and moving forward, together. We owe at least that to thé .

g people of Bosnia. A ; |
B 3 . — !;
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" ~For Immediate Release |, = x
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| STATEMENT BY JACK QUINN, COUNSEL TO rnE‘PRE,S‘ID,ENT[ b
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We have today put in place a series of reforms governmg the way 1n whtch the Whtte

'

iHouse requests background mformatton frOm the FBL - . R ST
2 - - PN R o BNy | “ .

’ v 'I'hese reforms mclude a provrston requxrmg that a current consent form 31gned by the

- individual who is- the subject of the background check be provided to the FBI ‘before |

" ‘background information can be released to the’ Whlte House. These: reforms ‘will impose: -
'rrgorous procedures 1o protect both the pnvacy of mdtvxdua]s and the mtegrlty of thts process

In amvmg at these reforms my ofﬁce commumcated our’ mtentrons »to the FBI
Counsel s Office to ensure that our efforts would work well ‘with any changes bemg f
contemplated by 'the ’FBI. We have’ been told by the FBI that they believe our refonfns along

b thh reforrns they w111 be announcmg today, will operate together effecttvely i
; . e . . g ;
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MEMORANDUM FOR LEON PANE'I'I‘A “ T PN

- - o . .‘>s. oy . . '1“ s
R CHIEF OF STAFF R T T S
. ;mng CUBACKQUINN o e
Ch e COUNSEL TOTHEPRESIDENT ,
_{';s,UBiECT: SR WHITE HOUSE REQUESTS TOTHEFBI '
: v . T N ) . P % R . o B ’ }

.

As you know the thte House has lnstorlcally requested mformatton from the FBI m ‘ . .

~ order to evaluate the suitability of persons. for Presidential appointments, nommattons and
recogmtlon employment at.the White House, and access to the White House. In hght of
. recent events, [, have mstttuted the followmg rules and procedures to cover White. House

3 requests to the FBI for background mvestrgatron mfonnatton effectrve unmedtately]

o : : 1 'thte House requests to the FBI for background 1nvestlgat10n mformatton wﬂl ‘

- be.made -only with the express written consent of the 1nd1v1dual who s the PR

‘.J.

subject ofthe mvestlgauon . Lo R . ‘

B 0 b fThts rule apphes to requests for any mformatlon beyond the type of
computenzed criminal history check requrred in the-regular |

. C , 3 "jfappotntment clearance process at the thte House complex k.
| . .‘,The mdmdual s consent must be current Specrﬁeally, it rnust have
) ~been 31gned by the mdtvrdual wnhm tlurty days of the Whlte‘House
i '.'request to the FBL. o L | -
,“0‘ N ‘The mdwrdual’s express written’ consent must accompany the' request
o made by the Whlte House to. the FBI for the 1nformatlon ‘
e No mformatton may be obtamed thhout the mdwrdual’s consent cxcept :
Coo~_in extraordmary clrcumstances set forth in'a letter of Jusuﬁcauon to-the -
~.General Counsel of- thé FRI: signed by the Counsel to the President and
S concurred in by the Attorney General or the Deputy Attorney General
B g’! 3
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| Eaéﬁ'request to the FBI must be approved and signed by the Couxisel, tdfzthe -

2.
President or a specifically designated Counsel’s Office attorney: whose regular
duties include the review of such information. Each request must also be
sxgned by the security or vetting officer who initiates the request. l’
) Signing for 0'1" in the‘ name of another is prohibited.— -~ }r’
° The security or vettmg officer who initiates the request must cemfy that .
the request.is made for official purposes only. : |
{
] The Counsel to the President will provide to the FBI the names Eﬁpf no
more than three Counsel’s Office attorneys who, in addition to the
Counsel, are authorized to approve White House requests to thce,1 FBI for
background information. No other persons may approve such requests
- .
3. Each request must identify the reason why the information is bemg rcquested

(e.g., Presidential nommatxon, White House staff security clearance)

‘.

4. Only those White 'House employees authorized in writing by the Chief gzof Staff
and the Counsel to the President whose assigned duties require the review or

processing of such mformatlon will have access to FBI background

investigations. 4 : [l;

. ' * ' ' . |{‘
J
We communicated these changes in proposed form, to the relevant officials of the
~ FBI in order to make sure that our procedural reforms will be workable when taken together
* with changcs the FBI is considering. These reforms were acceptable to the FBI andI s0, we
are now moving forward with them. . In addition, I am requesting that the FBI assnst» us as
~ promptly as possible in a thorough review of the background investigation files that lwe:
currently have to make sure that all of the files that were requested mistakenly have been

- returned to the FBI. o f o

T
r
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- John. Frieden (KS- -02)

. Connie Deluliis (MD- 02)

THE WHITE HOUSE

Ofﬁce of the Press Secretary

} ) .

" For Immediéte' Rele’ase' L - S :"June'14,~;19.96

BTV ' O L . ’ - ’ S

'I‘he Pre51dent meét w1th the followmg Democratlc congressmnal candldates today
at the Whlte House .k : SR ,

Boyce Davis (AR 03) ‘ N R S S
Steve Owens (AZ-06) E VT P U A
Roberts Braden (CA-02) S T RO
 Richard Lane (CA-15) ', S

~ Brad Sherman (CA-24) e A Lo
Diane Trautman (CA-25) o e
‘Bob Conway (CA-40) T I S
- Dan Farrell (CA-48) T

. Rita Tammerius (CA-5S 1)

- Al Gurule (CO-03)

Joan Fitzgerald (CO- 06)

= Bill Finch (CT-04)

Charlotte Koskoff - (CT -06)
Kevin Beck (FL—Ol) T
~Robert."Bud" Feather (FL-07).
Jerry Provenzano (FL-09) SR e
‘Mike Canady (FL-12) R
" Rosemary Kaszans (GA‘Ol) R

o Jim Chafm (GA-03) L .\/.;/:'\», S N . .‘"‘ . f A

., David Bell- (GA-10) - T R
Clem Balanoff, (IL-11) B
~ Jerry Houseman (IN- 04) R ST e

Dennis Null (KY-01) B T
"Chris John (LA-02) = ° o S I N e L
Steve Eastaugh (MD 01) T

-Don’' Mooers (MD- 08) |
- Lisa Donaldson (MI- 04) ST
* Kim Tunnicliff ML-07) - .
- George Parrott (NC- 03) I
- Mark Costlcy (NC-06)

~-more-
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- Mike McIntyre (NC-O7)
' Mike Daisley (NG-09)
Ben Neill (NC:10) .
Ruth Katz (NJ-02)

> John Leonardi (NJ-03)

- Kevin Meara (NJ-04)
- . Chris Evangel (NJ-11) .
David Delvecchio (NJ-12)

""" Nora Bredes (NY-01)

Dal LaMagna (NY-03)
Tyrone Butler (NY-13)

- Richard Klein (NY-19)
;i7" Yash Aggarwal (NY-20)
* Stephen James (NY-22)

~ Marty Mack (NY-25)
* Bruce MacBain (NY-31)
Annie Saunders (OH-05)
Richard Blain (OH-7)
Cynthia Ruccia (OH-12)
.Cliff Arnebeck (OH-15)
Tom Coyne (OH-19)
Darrell Roberts (OK-03)
' Mike Dugan (OR-02)

" John Innelli (PA-07)

John Murray (PA-08) -

~ Monte Kemmiler (PA-09)
. Joe Cullen (PA-10)

. Joe Paolino (RI-02) -

- Ddrrel Curry (8C-04)

. Mark Stewart (TN-04)

" Jim Turner (TX-02)

Janet Richardson (TX- 06)

“*. Charles Jones (TX-23)

. Jeff Grey (VA-06)

" Rodric Slayton (VA-07)
-Bob Weinberg (VA-10) -
Tom Horton (VA-11)
Paul Asmus (WA-02)

. Glenn Phipps (WA-04)

Jerry Maiers (WI-01)
Lydia Spottswood (WI-01)

- Tim Bakken (WI-03) -

Jay Johnson (WI-08)

-30-30-30-



A, made us all so. happy. (Applause ) -
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THE WHITE HOUSE _— Agf B

Offlce of the Press Secretary

For Immedlate Release; ‘ ;(;w‘j»l - ‘.1' -tmﬁiz~ June 13 1936T B

. " REMARKS BY THE. PRESIDENT T
AFTER THE ENTERTAINMENT AT THE STATE DINNER
"f*"ﬂff7“r;f-}¢.;:_sputh;Lawnﬂf: S -l}fx‘é* :
THE PRESIDENT.( Weren't they wonderful ton1ght°' They~

"W o I also want to say to Pre51dent Roblnson that she "
brought America a-little of the luck of the Irish., I am. pleased to

- announce to you that whlle we were here at dinner the long standoff
’w1th the freemen 1n Montana ended peacefully tonlght.. (Applause )

i want to‘thank the FBI and the. local law enforcement

all of our people when .we say we'll all say a little’ prayer tonight

“of gratltude for this peaceful resolutlon of a: dlfflcult 51tuat10n.‘y‘;

(Applause ) Gl .--;.‘ ST -

Flnally, you heard Pres1dent Roblnson say thls is an o
Irlsh ‘event " and ‘it can't. end -early, ‘so after we break up, " the Air-

- Force Alrmen of Note will be playlng here. . We - urge you to stay and

dance to your heart's content == or till-the’ angry nelghbors run us

off.\ (Laughter ) My experience is that- wlll be qulte some tlme.'ﬂlm;~
~ You can make it untll dawn. (Laughter ) : : K -

Agaln, I thank you, Mary Chapln Carpenter, thank you,

"AMary Black, ‘thank: you, gentlemen. It was a wonderful, wonderful. ‘-
.. evening. ~ And most of all, thank you, Pre51dent Roblnson. Thank: you,-“
- Nick. : It was. wonderful for Hlllary and’ me to - have you here. Bless
“you. (Applause ) .v.._ o . L :

B T
\:

PRESIDENT ROBINSON' Well Mr. Pre51dent 1t’s not- just

' theé luck. of the Irish,. I'm going to have to make a blg concession
here, ' ‘and'I'1ll do it graclously because ‘that's the way we do it 1n
. Ireland -- you win., (Laughter.) ~You said that: you ‘would at least
offer: the warmth and hospltallty you- had received in- Ireland - You
‘win, you have done ‘that.’ You: have certalnly more than offered. that.
. (Applause. ) “And I can be- ‘truly . gracious in acknowledging, as I do,.\
 that wonderful warmth and hospltallty and thoughtfulness and all that

today has’ meant; because I was thlnklng this evenlng, everythlng is-
going exactly the way it -should. . There's.'a reverse takeover taklng

'place. The Irlsh are taklng over thls country, so all'is well

Good nlght ”Thank:you.< (Applause )
.( A V";END'f. o =

) - '
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‘off1c1als and say’ ‘T am very, . very proud of them.; I'know -I. speak. for Lo

-
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RADIO ADDRESS BY THE PRESIDENT TO THE NATION",

Clte Internatlonale
TR, . Lyon, France
('.-.

1

' THE - PRESIDENT Good morning.: VI'm:Speaking'to you"

,today from Lyon, France,V,where ‘the " leaders ‘of.. the world's
'1ndustr1allzed democrac1es have gathered for :our annual summit.

We're: meet1ng at 'a time of peace and prosperity,-but in the shadow.

of terrorlsm.. The cowardly, brutal attack on- Amerlcan m111tary c

personnel 1n Saud1 Arabla 1s on everyone S, m1nd’ .

ThlS weekend all Amerlcans w1ll 301n me 1n mournlng

jthe 19 Amerlcans who. lost - their: llves in sending: prayers to their

loved ones. I've made it clear that I'll do everythlng in my- power

- to dlscover who s respons1ble, to pursue them and to- pun1sh them.

. S
! v

- I am pleased that our summlt partners here agreed w1th

f'me to dlrect our ‘agenda to the work we .can do together to.’ f1ghtﬂ
terrorism and international crime: - This is ‘especially 1mportant7u
‘ now. While the international perlls of the 20th century ‘== fascism
.. and. communism -- have been defeated new dangers. are rising up to
. take. their place as we enter the. 21st., .New: technologies and the

rapid. movement.. of 1nformatlon, :money and ‘people across borders:

. bring-us. closer together and enrlch our- llves. But they also make .-
us all more vulnerable to rogue states crlme drugs and: terrorlsm. '

Unllke the. prev1ous great struggles of th1s century,

7we must confront these. threats along-a moving - ‘front’ from the
“Tokyo. subway . to the streets ,of London, - from -a bus in. Parls to -the.

”'-World Trade Center in New York and the heartland in Oklahoma C1ty'

'and of course in. Saudl Arabla.ﬁ

S
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But just as no enemy could drlve us from the flght to

‘jmeet our -challenges and -protect  our values durlng World War II and
~.the €old War, we will not be driven. from the frontiers of our fight
.. against: terror1sm today ' wOrklng with ..our: partners around the
© world, _we w1ll take ‘on the forces of terror.; T :

T
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As a result of Un1ted States leadershlp, here 1n Lyon'

'gwe have' adopted spec1f1c recommendatlons to combat crlme ande

u‘ .
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Alterrérism,-4 practlcal steps -that all governments can take andn

should take. They fall into four key areas.

First, we need to make 'sure that criminals and

terrorists have nowhere to hide. So we will strengthen our efforts .

to prosecute and extradite major criminals and terrorists, to share
information, and to develop joint witness protection programs.

Second, we must deny criminals and terrorists the

. resources they need to do violence to our citizens. So we will
work to- seize their assets, to gather more information on their
financial transactions, and to shut down money laundering.

Third, we have to strengthen the defense of our national
borders so that criminals and terrorists cannot violate them. So
we will crack down on weapons trafficking, alien smuggling. We'll
do a better job in safeguarding travel documents from fraud and
abuse. And we will track forged or stolen documents together.

Flnally, we must stop crlmlnals and terrorists from
mlsu51ng the high tech communications we all rely on for commerce
‘and cooperation, so we will take the  fight to those who would abuse
government and financial institutional data bases.

, There's more we can do together, so we directed our
senior officials to come together as soon as possible to discuss
additional steps to intensify the  worldwide fight against
terrorism. All these steps against terrorism, international crime,
drug trafficking and the spread of weapons of mass destruction are
part of a campaign America has been leading for three years now.
Without our leadership, the job will not get done.

The goed news is, the United States at this G-7 summit .

1s in the best position we've been in for years to protect the
physical security of our people, in part because of our strong
leadershlp toward a more stable and prosperous economic future for
ourselves and our allies.

When I attended my flrst G-7 in Tokyo three years ago,

the United States was not in a strong position to lead. Oour -

partners said instead of telling us what to do, you should get your
own house in order.

well, they were right. When I took office, our budget
deficit was at an all-time high. Unemployment was more than seven

percent. We had the slowest job growth since the Great Depression.’
And we were being outcompeted in everything from automobiles to

computer chips. But America has traveled a great distance from
Tokyo in 1993. : ‘ : -

-more-~
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W»competltlve natlon on Earth. g~‘_w~ '-.: o e

. ' We.. stand on the brlnk of a new: century and an age of7rt
great p0551b111ty. L To reallze 1ts potentlal” we . must face: the

o . Here in .Lyon in 1996 I was gratlfled to hear ourf
.partners pralse “the strength of our economy. -We cut the budget
~deficit in half and ‘proposed a plan to: balance the budget.r Lower-
interest rates have helped us to slash unemployment to 5.6 percent .
"and create 9 7 mllllon new jobstf Inflatlon is near a 30-year low. .
Interest. rates. have stayed ‘down. Business. 1nvestment i% up nearlyr
'c30 percent And Amerlca is ' the number one exporter and the most:

- B

threats to our generatlon, just as previous - generatlons faced the -

threats to theirs.. 'If we show strength ‘and steéadiness-and. Jjudgment
and’ flex1b111ty in the face of change, if America. continues to lead

 the world and to work w1th others .as we have here in Lyon, .we w1ll
.meet our challenges and protect our values. . And we" will enter ‘the
. 21st century prosperous and secure Wlth the greatest opportunlty of‘"
. any tlme in our hlstory L
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Thanks for llstenlng y‘”‘:ltl L e
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