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Q
n

3
A

pril
2
0
0
0
, another

lovely
m

orning
in

low
er M

anhattan,

in
the

period
that

w
ill

alw
ays

lie
on

the
other

side
of

the

divide
leftby

the
destruction

of the
W

orld
T

rade
C

enter,
a

sm
all

team
of veteran

leaders
slow

ly
gathered.

W
e

brought
our

cups
of

coffee
and

tea
to

the
tw

enty-first
floor

of
74

T
rinity

Place,
one

block
south

ofthe
T

rade
C

enter, to
the

headquarters
of the

T
rinity

G
rants

Program
.

A
n

elegant
library

occupied
one

end
of

the

floor—
about

four
hundred

square
feet

of w
ood

paneling,
packed

shelves, and
stained

glass. T
he

view
out the

w
est w

indow
s

included

the
H

udson
R

iver;
sparkling

this
m

orning,
and

the
Jersey

C
ity

w
aterfront.

T
he

w
indow

s
facing

east
provided

glim
pses

of
the

crow
ded

canyons
ofW

all
Street.

It
w

as
a

norm
al

business
day

in

N
ew

Y
ork, but notat alla

norm
al politicalday.

A
round, w

ooden
table

dom
inated

the
center

of the
room

. R
ev

erend
Johnny

R
ay

Y
oungblood

settled
into

a
chair, along

w
ith

tw
o

ofhis
talented

associates, R
everend

D
avid

B
raw

ley
and

R
on

H
u

d

son.
R

everend
G

etulio
C

ruz
arrived,

after
dropping

his
son

off

at a
low

er M
anhattan

public
school.

R
everend

C
ruz—

in
his

m
id-

thirties,
the

father
oftw

o—
led

a
H

ispanic
Pentecostal

congrega
tion

on
the

low
erE

ast
Side.U

nlike
m

any
ofhis

fellow
Pentecostal

m
inisters,

he
participated

fully
and

enthusiastically
in

the
public

issues
ofhis

com
m

unity
and

city.
R

everend
H

eidiN
eum

ark
co

m
m

uted
by

subw
ay

from
the

South
B

ronx.
A

nother
South

B
ronx

leader,
a

tall,
serious

E
piscopal

priest
nam

ed
B

ert
B

ennett,
also

settled
in.

Fr.
M

arty
C

urtin
rushed

in,just
ahead

ofM
sgr.

John
Pow

is.M
sgr.

Pow
is,in

his
m

id-sixties,w
as

the
senior

m
em

ber
of

this
very

experienced
leadership

team
.

H
e

now
served

a
dynam

ic
and

dem
anding

parish
in

B
ushw

ick
after

a
tw

enty-five-year
stint

in
O

ceanhill-B
row

nsville.
H

e
had

experienced
his

baptism
by

fire
in

the
bitter

and
racially

charged
O

ceanhull-B
row

nsville
school

controversy
in

the
late

sixties—
w

hich
pitted

local
supporters

of
com

m
unity

control
against

the
leaders

and
allies

of
the

U
nited

Federation
ofT

eachers.
A

nother
controversy

threatened
to

consum
e

the
city,

and
w

e
w

ere
m

eeting
to

finalize
plans

for
a

discussion
w

ith
one

of
the

m
ain

players
in

thatcontroversy,M
ayor

G
iuliani,laterthatm

o
rn

ing.
U

ndercover
officers

had
shot

and
killed

an
unarm

ed
security

guard,
Patrick

D
orism

ond,
during

a
scuffle

in
front

ofa
m

idtow
n

bar.T
he

facts
w

ere
confused

and
conflicting.A

dvocates
rushed

to
link

this
shooting

to
the

killing
ofA

m
adou

D
iallo,

the
unarm

ed
A

frican
salesm

an
shot

in
the

vestibule
of

his
building

by
four

plainclothes
officers

just
a

year
before,

and
the

brutal
assault

on
A

bner
L

ouim
a

in
a

B
rooklyn

precinct
house.

T
he

m
ayor

reacted
by

asking
the

public
to

be
patient,

then
by

defending
the

police,
and

then
by

questioning
the

character
ofthe

dead
m

an.
W

e
knew

w
e

w
ere

m
oving

on
very

dangerous
ground.

O
ne

rail
that

ran
through

this
terrain

w
as

the
prim

al
need

for
safety.

In
m

ost
ofour

organizations,from
the

very
firstindividual

m
eeting,

training
session,

or
house

m
eeting,

people
talked

about
how

v
io

lence
and

street
crim

e
w

arped
their

lives—
w

hen
and

ifthey
held

C
H

A
P

T
E

R
7

A
L

I
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evening
m

eetings, w
here

they
w

alked
and

shopped,
w

hat
subw

ay
stations

they
used

and
avoided,w

hat
schools

they
sent

their
ch

il
dren

to,the
very

survivalof those
children,

especially
their

young
m

en,and, m
ostespecially, young

black
m

en.
In

one
ofthe

first
E

B
C

house
m

eetings
I

attended
in

E
ast

N
ew

Y
ork,

in
1

9
8

1
,

I
arrived

on
B

radford
Street

only
to

find
the

street
blocked

offby
saw

horses
and

a
resident standing

guard.T
he

resi
dent recognized

m
e,

pulled
one

ofthe
saw

horses
back,

and
let m

e
pass.I

could
see

thatthe
other end

of the
street w

as
also

blocked
off

and
guarded.

“W
hat’s

up?”
I

asked. T
he

unofficial
guard

told
m

e
thatthe

only
w

ay
to

persuade
everyone

to
com

e
to

the
house

m
eet

ing
w

as
to

guarantee
security.

“O
therw

ise,”
the

affable
resident

said,
“w

e
all go

hom
e

to
nothing,

and
w

e’ll never
m

eet
again.”

In
the

packed
m

eeting
thattook

place
thatnight,

person
after person

described
the

lives
of insecurity

and
terror

they
led.

T
he

second
rail

w
as

the
ongoing

concern
about

police
p

er
form

ance
and

responsiveness.
O

ften,
in

1
9
8
1

and
throughout

the
eighties, the

police
just w

eren’tthere. A
nd

w
hen

they
w

ere
present,

itw
as

som
etim

es
w

orse.
Police

w
ould

hail
a

m
iddle-aged

A
frican

A
m

erican
w

alking
hom

e
from

w
ork

this
w

ay,
“H

ey,
n_________

w
e

w
ant

to
talk

to
you.”

T
housands

of
harsh

w
ords,

hard
looks,

stops
and

searches, illegal entries,
corrupt practices

by
rogue

cops
like

M
ichael

D
ow

d
(w

ho
adm

itted
his

guilt
in

testim
ony

before
the

latest
high-profile

investigation
of

im
proper

police
behavior

conducted
by

the
M

ollen
C

om
m

ission),
and

slow
responses

to
dom

estic
crises—

the
drip-drip-drip

of
disrespect

and
insensitiv

ity
and

w
orse—

had
created

a
painful

knotof distrustand
distaste

w
ithin

the
very

people
w

ho
needed

the
cops

the
m

ost.
T

his
real

and
psychic

terrain
w

as—
and

is—
the

A
m

erican
equivalent

of the
B

alkans.
It

is
a

place
of currents

and
undertow

s,
of blood

feuds
and

grow
ing

grudges,
ofreal

slights
and

innocent
m

istakes, of incidents
decades

old
that feelas

fresh
and

im
m

ediate
as

the
evening

new
s.

It
is

a
landscape

crow
ded

w
ith

dem
agogues

A
m

biguity,
R

eciprocity, V
ictory
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and
apologists,

tyrants
and

opportunists,
rom

antics
and

double
agents.

It
dem

ands
a

w
riter

capable
ofproducing

greatliterature,
superb

travel reporting,
top-flight political

science,
sociology

and
psychology,

a
know

ledge
of religious

and
culture

history,
and

the
right

m
ix

of
objective

distance
and

personal
em

pathy.
A

m
erica

needs
a

new
R

ebecca
W

est,
w

ho,
right

before
W

orld
W

ar
II,

poured
all ofher pow

ers
of intelligence

and
insight and

w
it into

the
m

ore
than

eleven
hundred

pages
ofher

m
onum

ental
w

ork,
B

lack
L

am
b

and
G

rey
falcon. T

hatgraphic
guide

to
C

roatia, Serbia, B
o
s

nia,
and

beyond
is

as
useful

and
relevant today

as
itw

as
m

ore
than

sixty
years

ago.
B

ut
there

w
as

no
R

ebecca
W

est
to

guide
us—

just
very

high
anxiety,activists

accusing, cops
reacting,a large

castofpublic
p

lay
ers

reprising
roles

from
earlier

crises,
and

a
m

ayor
w

ho,
to

put
it

m
ildly,

kept
proving

that
he

lacked
a

feel
and

an
ear

for
the

co
m

plex
reactions

of black
and

H
ispanic

N
ew

Y
orkers.

So
w

e
thought

thatw
e

w
ould

try
to

detailthose
reactions, the

expressions
ofpain

and
fury

and
despair

our
m

inisters
and

leaders
heard

every
hourof

every
day,

face
to

face,
directly

to
the

m
ayor,

in
depth.

W
e

knew
him

w
ell enough

to
understand

thatw
e

w
ould

be
jeopardizing

our
public

relationship
w

ith
him

.
T

his
relationship

had
developed

fitfully
over

a
period

of
fifteen

years.
It

had
becom

e,
strangely

and
unexpectedly,

a
very

productive
relationship.

T
he

production
could

be
seen,felt,

and
m

easured—
in

the
num

ber
of hom

es
built,

streets
paved,

police
response

sharpened,
parks

im
proved,

and
public

housing
projects

cleaned
and

secured—
in

com
m

unities
that

had
long

been
ignored.

A
nd

itw
ould

allbe
at

risk
in

an
hour

or
so, w

hen
w

e
w

alked
up

the
steps

ofC
ity

H
all,

for
our

m
eeting

w
ith

him
.

T
he

R
udy

G
iulianiw

e
firstm

etin
1986

w
as

a
m

achine-busting,
m

ob-busting
U

nited
States

attorney
w

ho
had

captured
the

a
t

tention
of the

entire
m

edia
establishm

ent—
from

right
to

left.
H

e

r
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looked,
sounded,

and
acted

unlike
any

public
figure

in
the

region

at
the

tim
e.

H
e

m
ade

the
unindicted

m
achine

hacks
and

graying

V
illage

progressives
look

like
w

ax
figures

in
a

m
useum

of political

types—
bloodless,

colorless,and
m

otionless.

W
e

sought
him

out
because

w
e

found
ourselves

in
a

situation

that
dem

anded
the

attention
of

G
iuliani

the
law

enforcem
ent

officer,
not

G
iuliani

the
em

erging
politician.

O
ur

E
ast

B
rooklyn

organization
w

as
building

hundreds
of hom

es
a

year
in

B
row

ns

ville
atthe

tim
e.A

m
ajor trade

union
began

to
pressure

ourbuilder

to
m

ake
contributions

to
the

union’s
health

and
pension

funds.

T
he

union
representative

handed
our

builder
a

listof thirty
ghost

w
orkers

and
told

him
to

m
ake

the
paym

ents
in

their
nam

es.
T

he

union
fellow

politely
explained

that
he

w
ould

then
spread

the

m
oney

around
to

the
other

unions
involved.

In
return,

w
e

w
ould

have
“peace”

on
our

construction
site.

W
e

already
had

“peace”
on

our
site, so

w
e

told
the

fellow
also

politely,thatw
e

did
notplan

to

m
ake

any
paym

ents.
A

few
w

eeks
later, m

ore
than

a
dozen

guys
from

the
local cam

e

to
our

office
and

trooped
up

the
narrow

stairs
ofour

m
odel hom

e.

I.D
.

R
obbins,

our
peppery

and
savvy

builder,
and

I
sat across

the

table
from

the
union

crew
. T

hey
hadn’tm

ade
them

selves
cleaithey

said.
T

hey
needed

to
m

ake
us

understand
how

things
w

orked

around
N

ew
Y

ork. T
hey

w
ere

even
giving

us
a

better
dealbecause

w
e

w
ere

w
ith

“the
churches.”

In
fact,

the
president

oftheir
union

had
justbeen

nam
ed

m
an

ofthe
yearby

C
atholic

C
harities, so

w
e

w
ere

really
allon

the
sam

e
team

.

R
obb

ins
listened

and
then

told
them

that
w

e
couldn’t

afford

to
pay

anything,
not

for
one

ghost
w

orker,
m

uch
less

thirty,
not

a
penny.

H
e

told
them

w
e

w
anted

a
break,

a
pass,

and
that

w
e

w
ouldn’ttell a

soul ifthey
gave

us
one. T

he
key

union
rep

got ex
er

cised. W
e

didn’t seem
to

get it.T
hey

had
already

given
us

a
break.

A
nd

they
w

ere
offering

us
a

discount.A
nd

there
w

as
no

w
ay

they

could
letsom

eone
get by

w
ithoutpaying.

H
ow

w
ould

thatlook
to

everyone
else

in
B

rooklyn?
A

nd,besides, w
ho

the
hell did

w
e

think

w
e

w
ere

going
to

tell,
anyw

ay?
T

hese
often-bizarre

negotiations

continued,
over

several
m

eetings,
for

m
any

hours,
w

ith
m

em
bers

oftheir team
som

etim
es

w
hining

abouthow
w

e
w

ere
m

aking
them

look
bad,

som
etim

es
threatening

us
w

ith
tales

about
w

hat
the

unfortunate
accidents

could
occur

ifw
e

didn’t
resolve

w
hat

they

called
a

“labor
dispute.”

R
obbins

didn’tgive
an

inch.
So

the
local

started
to

picket
us.

T
his

w
as

the
first

tim
e

w
e

had
been

picketed
at

all,
m

uch
less

for

not agreeing
to

respond
to

a
shakedow

n.A
drow

sy
union

rep
satin

a
folding

chair
near

our
office

and
held

up
a

sign
if

anyone
h
ap

pened
to

look
his

w
ay.

N
o

other
union

w
orker

stopped
w

orking.

T
he

hom
es

keptrising
on

block
after block.T

he
only

people
upset

by
this

action
w

ere
a

few
progressives

and
liberals

w
ho

visited
us

and
couldn’tunderstand

w
hy

w
e

w
eren’t m

ore
m

ortified
by

this
la

bor
crisis.
T

hen
the

phone
calls

started.A
tfirst, the

callers
w

ere
justgruff

and
abusive—

not
m

uch
w

orse
than

a
norm

al
N

ew
Y

ork
phone

conversation.T
hen,they

prom
ised

to
kill som

eone
connected

w
ith

our
efforts.

T
hen,

the
calls

began
to

com
e

to
our

hom
es.

T
hat’s

w
hen

w
e

w
ent

to
the

U
.S.

attorney
and

described
w

hat
w

as
g
o

ingon.
A

ll
the

qualities
G

iuliani
has

dem
onstrated

throughout
his

public
life—

a
feel

and
an

ear
for

a
crisis

involving
corruption

or

crim
e

or terrorism
,an

appetite
for the

details
ofa

situation,a
quick

com
m

itm
entof resources

to
respond

to
the

crisis,and
a

determ
ina

tionto
follow

up
and

follow
through—

w
ere

evident alm
ostim

m
e

diately.
In

fact,
his

office
had

already
launched

an
investigation

of

the
union

threatening
us, based

on
com

plaints
from

other builders

and
groups.

T
his

w
as

encouraging—
but

only
up

to
a

point.
T

he
pressure
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keptincreasing.T
he

presidentof the
union

called
for

a
finaln

eg
o

tiation.
O

ur
team

m
et

and
decided

that
tw

o
R

om
an

C
atholic

priests
w

ere
bestsuited

for
this

session
in

M
anhattan.

O
ur

th
in

k
ing

w
as

fairly
shallow

atthis
stage:

the
union

president w
as

a
m

ajor
R

om
an

C
atholic

figure; the
m

ob
seem

ed
reluctantto

harm
R

om
an

C
atholic

clergy;
and

the
U

.S.
attorney’s

team
w

as
closing

in.T
his

analysis
m

ade
sense

to
everyone

butthe
tw

o
priests

picked
for

the
m

ission.“W
hat,”

one
ofthem

asked,“ifw
e

w
ere

w
rong?”

O
n

the
m

orning
of

m
eeting,

the
priests

w
ent

dutifully
offon

their
assignm

ent.
I

hadn’t
read

the
T

im
es

that
m

orning,
and

n
ei

ther
had

they.A
s

they
later

described
it,

they
arrived

atthe
local’s

plush
headquarters

and
w

ere
w

arm
ly

greeted
by

another
top

union
officer.

T
he

president
and

secretary-treasurer
w

ere
unexpectedly

tied
up,they

w
ere

told, and
he

w
ould

be
happy

to
speak

w
ith

them
.

H
e

offered
coffee

and
D

anish.
H

e
asked

how
things

w
ere

going
in

the
parishes.

H
e

talked
in

a
loud

and
clear

voice—
very

loud
and

very
clear—

about
how

m
uch

he
loved

the
N

ehem
iah

effort,loved
the

churches,
and

loved
to

think
that

his
m

en
w

ere
building

such
fine

hom
es

for
the

w
orking

poor.
O

ur
tw

o
priests

began
to

relax.
T

his
w

ent
on

for
tw

enty
m

inutes.
N

o
threats.

N
o

last
offers.

N
o

pressure. Finally,one
ofthe

priests
asked, “Isn’tthere

anything
else

you
w

ould
like

to
say?”

T
he

union
official expressed

dism
ay,“W

hy,
no, Ijustw

anted
to

tellyou,
on

behalf ofm
y

local,
how

m
uch

w
e

love
the

N
ehem

iah
Plan.”

H
e

addressed
his

com
m

ents
directly

tow
ard

the
m

iddle
oftheir

chests,w
here,he

m
ust have

assum
ed,a

w
ire

w
as

recording
every

w
ord.

W
hen

they
reached

the
street,the

priests
raced

for
the

firstpay
phone.

T
heir

relief
and

surprise
surged

through
the

line.
“It’s

a
m

iracle!”
they

said.“Y
ou

w
ouldn’tbelieve

it.T
here

m
usthave

been
som

e
m

isunderstanding
som

ew
here.”

I
asked

if
they

had
seen

a
new

spaper.
T

hey
hadn’t.

A
T

im
es

headline
announced

that
the

U
.S.

attorney’s
office

had
indicted

tw
o

union
officials

for
shaking

dow
n

other
construction

sites
in

the
city.

A
year or

so
later,in

the
m

onths
leading

up
to

the
1989

m
ayoral

election,
the

leaders
of our

three
organizations

in
N

ew
Y

ork
C

ity

at the
tim

e—
E

ast B
rooklyn

C
ongregations,

the
Q

ueens
C

itizens

O
rganization, and

South
B

ronx
C

hurches—
m

et w
ith

both
G

iu
li

ani and
D

avid
D

inkins.W
e

asked
each

candidate
to

agree
to

m
eet

individually
w

ith
fifteen

leaders—
five

in
each

borough—
in

the

hom
e,

apartm
ent,

or
parish

house
ofthe

leader.W
e

believed
that

the
candidates

w
ould

geta better
sense

ofus
and

thatw
e

w
ould

get

a
m

uch
better

sense
of

them
in

these
face-to-face,

one-to-one

sessions. A
nd

w
e

asked
each

candidate
to

attend
a

public
account

ability
assem

bly,
of

about
one

thousand
leaders,

near
the

end
of

the
cam

paign.
D

uring
this

period,
other

aspects
of

both
m

en’s
characters

em
erged.

G
iuliani

the
candidate

seem
ed

less
focused,

m
ore

d
is

tracted
and

reactive, than
G

iuliani the
prosecutor. O

ne
afternoon,

w
e

m
et

him
in

a
pizza

parlor
across

the
street from

the
C

athedral

ofSt. John
the

D
ivine

in
M

anhattan. R
ichard

G
reen, the

A
frican-

A
m

erican
chancellor

of N
ew

Y
ork

C
ity

Public
Schools,

had
died

suddenly
ofasthm

a.
G

iuliani
agreed

to
m

eet
after

the
funeral

for

thirty
m

inutes
to

be
briefed

about the
individual

m
eetings

he
had

agreed
to

do
and

the
assem

bly
com

ing
up.

T
he

candidate
arrived,

tailed
by

an
aide

w
ho

carried
a

cell

phone
so

active
it

seem
ed

to
be

sm
oking.

T
he

aide
w

as
short,

breathless,
and

w
ired.

G
iuliani

seem
ed

intense
as

w
ell.

H
is

knee

kept pum
ping

up
and

dow
n

under
the

table, as w
e

talked. T
he

aide

w
hispered

that
the

T
im

es
w

as
on

the
line,

pressing
for

the
can

d
i

date’s
position

on
N

orthern
Ireland.

W
e

w
ere

trying
to

get
him

to
focus

on
m

ore
local

issues,
like

crim
e,

affordable
housing,

and

poorly
perform

ing
public

schools. W
e

w
ould

talk
m

inute
or

tw
o,

then
the

phone
w

ould
ring. T

he
aide

w
ould

answ
er, listen, w

hisper

into
G

iuliani’s
ear.

G
iuliani

asked
about

the
assem

bly.
T

he
aide

hissed,
“T

he
Tim

es.”
G

iuliani’s
knee

w
ould

pum
p

a
little

faster.

H
e

w
ould

sim
ultaneously

try
to

talk
about

the
assem

bly
and

jot
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G

oing
Public

notes
on

a
napkin.

T
he

w
ord

“Ireland”
stood

outin
the

m
iddle

of
his

scraw
l.

W
e

asked
w

hy
the

hellhe
had

to
com

e
up

w
ith

“a
position”

on
N

orthern
Ireland

w
hen

he
didn’teven

have
one

on
how

to
produce

hom
es

and
apartm

ents
in

N
ew

Y
ork.

G
iuliani

turned
to

his
aide

and
started

to
ask

him
,“Y

eah,w
hy.”

T
he

aide
shotback,“B

ecause
there

are
lots

of
Irish

in
the

city
and

because
it’s

the
Tim

es.”
B

y
then,the

candidate
w

as
scribbling

m
ore

notes.T
he

notes
w

ere
b
e

com
ing

a
statem

entofsom
e

sort.A
nd

the
statem

entw
as

notabout
housing

in
N

ew
Y

ork.
In

the
m

ost
im

probable
of

all
outcom

es,
G

iuliani
follow

ed
through

on
his

com
m

itm
entto

m
eetindividually

w
ith

fifteen
lead

ers,
and

his
opponent,

D
inkins,

did
not.

W
e

w
ould

pick
him

up
early

in
the

m
orning,drive

him
outto

B
ushw

ick,the
South

B
ronx,

or
Southeast

Q
peens,

and
drop

him
off

at
his

first
appointm

ent.
H

e
w

ould
be

alone,
w

ithout
aides

and
cell phones,

w
ithout

press
releases

and
m

edia
attention—

a
m

iddle-aged
w

hite
m

an
in

a
suit

w
alking

into
H

ope
G

ardens
H

ousing
Projectto

m
eetfor

a
halfan

hour
w

ith
E

B
C

leader
A

lberta
W

illiam
s.

T
here,

he
learned

about
life

in
public

housing
and

on
the

treacherous
streets

ofB
ushw

ick.
A

nd
A

lberta
W

illiam
s

w
ould

learn
about

w
hat

m
ade

this
m

an
think

he
could

be
a

m
ore

effective
m

ayor
than

his
opponent.

T
o

this
day,he

rem
ains

the
only

public
official w

ho
took

the
tim

e
to

do
individual

m
eetings

w
ith

leaders
like

R
everend

Y
oungblood

and
R

everend
H

aberer
R

everend
N

eum
ark

and
P

atO
ettinger

W
oody

H
ead

and
Fr.G

range.
T

hen,just
as

im
probably,

he
did

not
attend

the
accountability

event thatw
e

sponsored.
It w

as
then

thatw
e

noticed
another

trait
in

his
public

character—
a

tendency
to

fade
com

pletely
and

u
n
p
re

dictably
out

of
a

relationship
for

extended
periods

of
tim

e.
W

e
never

im
agined

or
assum

ed
that

w
e

w
ere

close
to

either
him

or
D

inkins.
W

e
w

eren’t
even

interested
in

the
kind

ofpartisan,
per-

A
m

biguity, R
eciprocity, V

ictory
[109]

sonal,
friendly,

first-nam
e

relationship
that

m
any

others
sought.

H
e

w
as

never
“R

udy”
to

our
leaders,

just
as

D
inkins

w
as

never

called
“D

avid.”
W

e
w

anted
a

m
ore

public
relationship,w

here
there

w
as

m
utual respect, m

utual understanding, som
e

agreem
ent, som

e

disagreem
ent, and

the
rightam

ounts
of tension

and
form

ality, e
n

gagem
ent and

distance. Forlong
stretches, w

e
had

thatkind
ofre

lationship. A
nd

then
w

e
sim

ply
didn’t.

W
hile

G
iuliani

disappeared
in

the
w

eeks
before

the
election,

D
inkins,

w
ho

refused
to

do
the

individual
m

eetings,
decided

to

attend
the

assem
bly.

O
ur

leaders
packed

the
basem

ent
of

St.
Paul

the
A

postle
C

hurch,
right across

the
street from

Fordham
’s

M
an

hattan
cam

pus.
W

hen
D

inkins
arrived, the

assem
bly

had
already

started
and

R
everend

Y
oungblood

w
as

speaking.
D

inkins,
im

p
a

tientand
grouchy, paced

in
the

sanctuary
and

told
one

ofthe
o
rg

a

nizers,
“T

ell that
preacher

to
stop.”

N
o

one
told

R
everend

Y
oung-

blood
any

such
thing.

Y
oungblood

concluded,
and

D
inkins,

the

first
serious

A
frican

A
m

erican
candidate

for
m

ayor,
received

an

unexpected
standing

ovation
w

hen
he

appeared
on

the
stage

and

approached
the

podium
. T

hen
he

gave
a

long
and

dreadful speech,

lecturing
the

audience
on

technical
issues

of
housing

policy,
not

seem
ing

to
know

w
here

he
w

as
orw

hom
he

w
as

addressing. B
y

the

end
ofhis

rem
arks,

m
any

of
the

sam
e

people
w

ho
stood

and
a
p

plauded
sat on

their
hands, even

quietly
booed.

D
inkins

w
on

the
1

9
8
9

election
by

forty
thousand

votes.
H

e

proceeded
to

govern
the

city
in

m
uch

the
sam

e
w

ay
he

behaved
at

our
assem

bly—
im

periously
attim

es, distractedly
at tim

es, quickly

squandering
the

deep
racial

and
ethnic

pride
that

he
em

bodied,

and
talking

technically
in

settings
and

at
tim

es
that

dem
anded

a

m
ore

political and
relational touch. Four years

later,he
lostto

G
iu

liani by
aboutthe

sam
e

num
ber ofvotes, in

part because
those

w
ho

cheered
him

early
in

his
first term

had
grow

n
disgruntled

and
d

is

appointed
by

election
day

in
1
9
9
3
.T

hey
sim

ply
stayed

hom
e.
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G
oing

Public
A

m
biguity,

R
eciprocity,V

ictory
[1

1
1
]

fo
r

the
firsttw

o
years

ofG
iuliani’s

initialterm
,w

e
w

orked
rea

sonably
w

ell
together.

H
e

strongly
supported

the
continuation

of
the

N
ehem

iah
effort.In

fact,w
hen

his
firsthousing

com
m

issioner,
w

ho
did

notvalue
N

ehem
iah,secretly

cutthe
budgetappropriation

designated
for

affordable
hom

e
construction,w

e
called

for
a

m
eet

ing
w

ith
the

m
ayor.

H
e

agreed
im

m
ediately,

scheduled
a

m
eeting

the
day

after
our

call,
sum

m
oned

the
com

m
issioner,

and
ordered

her,in
ourpresence,to

reinstate
the

funding.W
e

had
an

adequate,
w

orking,
public

relationship
w

ith
the

city
adm

inistration—
direct

access
to

the
m

ayor,
direct

access
to

all
com

m
issioners,

and
direct

answ
ers,

som
etim

es
satisfactory

and
som

etim
es

not,
to

reasonable
requests.

T
hatrelationship

began
to

fray
in

1
9

9
5

.W
e

w
ere

m
eeting

m
any

people,through
our

congregations
and

elsew
here,w

ho
w

ere
doing

city
w

ork
as

em
ployees

ofprivate
contractors.

T
hey

w
ere

security
guards,

food
service

w
orkers,

clericalw
orkers,janitors,

and
data

entry
people.T

he
contractors

paid
them

m
inim

um
w

age,w
ith

no
benefits,

and
pocketed

large
profits.

O
ur

sister
organization

in
B

altim
ore

had
already

authored
and

passed
the

nation’s
firstliving

w
age

bill.W
e

decided
to

see
ifthe

m
ayorw

ould
agree

to
negotiate

a
living

w
age

standard
into

the
contracts

that
the

city
w

as
signing

w
ith

various
service

providers.
W

e
held

three
hourlong

m
eetings

w
ith

the
m

ayor
and

his
top

aides
on

this
m

atter.W
e

w
ent

to
greatlengths

to
describe

the
real

costoflow
w

ages—
in

public
assistance

needed
by

these
low

-w
age

w
orkers

sim
ply

to
survive,in

higher
turnoverand

reduced
p
ro

d
u
c

tivity,
and

in
the

necessity
to

w
ork

tw
o

or
three

jobs
to

feed
and

support
a

fam
ily.T

he
w

orkers
them

selves,
decent,

m
oderate,

and
hardw

orking,
spoke

for
them

selves
in

these
sessions.

T
he

m
ayor

and
his

stafflistened,butdisagreed.
E

ach
m

eeting
becam

e
tighter

and
grim

m
er.

B
y

the
end

ofthe
third

session,
itw

as
clear

thatw
e

w
ere

getting
now

here
and

thatthe
m

ayorcould
notbelieve

thatw
e

w
ould

take
this

issue
on.

W
e

found
an

unlikely
ally

in
the

C
ity

C
ouncil—

m
averick

B
ay

R
idge

councilm
an

SalA
lbanese, w

ho
had

already
begun

to
discuss

a
living

w
age

bill.A
lbanese

could
nothave

been
m

ore
isolated

and
m

ore
m

arginalin
a

counciltotally
controlled

by
speakerPeterV

al
lone.

B
ecause

A
lbanese

refused
to

toe
the

V
allone

line,
he

had
no

chairm
anship,no

perks,
and

no
status

in
the

council.H
e

did
have

a
relationship

w
ith

K
evin

M
cC

abe,V
allone’s

no-nonsense
chiefof

staffand
the

second
m

ost pow
erfulperson

in
the

counciluniverse.
So

w
e

began
to

m
eet w

ith
M

cC
abe

and
A

lbanese
and

designed
a

lim
ited

living
w

age
bill thatV

allone
decided

he
could

support.
W

hen
the

bill
w

as
introduced,

w
ith

hundreds
of

our
leaders

present,the
m

ayor
counterattacked. First,several deputies

told
the

m
edia

that
M

etro
lA

P
seem

ed
to

w
ant

to
turn

the
clock

back
and

rebuild
the

B
erlin

W
all—

another
not

so
subtle

attem
pt

to
say

that w
e

w
ere

socialists.
T

hen,
a

reporter
asked

the
m

ayor
w

hy
he

w
as

fighting
w

ith
R

everend
Y

oungblood
and

M
etro

IA
F

, “W
asn’t

M
etro

IA
F

a
sacred

cow
?”

G
iuliani

said,
“Sacred

cow
s

m
ake

the
bestham

burger
m

eat.”
It

w
as

a
w

onderful,
all-out,

N
ew

Y
ork

political
brouhaha.

In

July
of1996,the

C
ity

C
ouncil

overw
helm

ingly
passed

a
m

odified

billby
a vote

offorty-one
to

seven.T
he

m
ayor prom

ptly
and

loudly

vetoed
it.

W
e

organized
m

ore
support,

derided
the

m
ayor’s

veto,

and
kept

pushing.
T

he
council

then
overrode

his
veto

by
an

even
greater m

argin.Ittook
the

city
com

ptroller
six

m
onths

to
w

ork
out

the
prevailing

w
age

figures
for

each
ofthe

categories
covered.B

ut

eventually
the

contract w
orkers

received
raises

of
anyw

here
from

three
to

five
dollars

an
hour.

T
he

m
ayor

rem
ained

unreconciled.

T
he

lines
to

C
ity

H
all

w
ent

dead
in

1996.
N

o
m

ayoral
aide

a
n

sw
ered

or
returned

a
single

phone
call.

M
ost

of
the

form
erly

re

sponsive
com

m
issioners

stopped
responding.

Som
e

w
ent

on
the

offensive
against

us:
the

housing
com

m
issioner

at
the

tim
e

cut

all
future

funding
to

a
seven-hundred-house

N
ehem

iah
phase

planned
for

an
area

called
Spring

C
reek,

citing
“environm

ental
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G
oingP

ublic

concerns.”
A

few
com

m
issioners

sentback-channelm
essages:they

w
ould

m
eetw

ith
us

only
ifw

e
agreed

to
m

eetoff-site,w
ithoutm

e
dia,

and
w

ith
absolutely

no
leaking

of
this

to
the

m
ayor

and
his

m
inions.

W
e

had
know

n,w
hen

w
e

decided
to

cham
pion

the
living

w
age

bill,
that

one
casualty

of the
cam

paign
could

be
our

relationship
w

ith
the

m
ayor.

C
learly,

the
concept

ofa
governm

ent-determ
ined

w
age

standard
clashed

w
ith

the
m

ayor’s
free-m

arket
view

s.
T

he
m

erits,w
hich

w
e

had
painstakingly

detailed,
did

not
m

atter
here

as
w

ell.
W

e
decided

the
passage

of
the

bill,
the

potential
im

pact
on

the
lives

ofthe
w

orkers
involved,

and
the

signalthat
successful

legislation
in

N
ew

Y
ork

w
ould

send
to

other
m

unicipalities
m

ade
the

risk
w

orth
taking.

W
e

didn’t
know

that
the

freeze-outw
ould

deepen
and

last
severalyears.

A
nd

w
e

had
no

idea
how

,
or

if,
the

freeze-outw
ould

end.B
utw

ebelievedw
ew

ould
find

aw
ayto

force
the

m
ayor

back
into

the
relationship,

or
there

w
ould

com
e

a
day

w
hen

he
w

ould
see

the
need

to
renew

his
relationship

w
ith

us.
T

hat
day

cam
e—

suddenly,
unexpectedly,

violently,
terribly—

w
hen

four
police

officers
shotA

m
adou

D
iallo

in
the

vestibule
of

his
apartm

entbuilding
in

the
B

ronx.
T

he
killing

polarized
the

city.
R

everend
A

l
S

harpton
quickly

established
him

selfas
the

focalpointfor
the

large
num

ber
ofN

ew
Y

orkersw
ho

soughtto
respond

to
the

shooting.R
eligious

and
civic

leaders
w

ho
rarely

or
grudgingly

associated
w

ith
S

harpton
took

part
in

the
daily

protests
and

expressions
of

civil
disobedience.

O
thers

sided
w

ith
the

m
ayor,called

for
patience

and
prayer,or

re
m

ained
silent.O

urow
n

leaders
and

m
em

bers
w

ere
outraged

by
the

incident,
but

felt
trapped.

If
w

e
participated

institutionally,
as

M
etro

IA
F

,in
the

grow
ing

protests
w

e
w

ould
be

throw
ing

our
su

p
port

behind
a

strategy—
ritual

protests,
ritual

gatherings,
a

te
n

pointplan
thathad

no
chance

ofbeing
im

plem
ented,

and
d

em
o

n
ization

ofthe
m

ayor
and

all police—
thatw

e
knew

w
ould

fail
and

A
m

biguity,
R

eciprocity,V
ictory

[113]

that
ran

counter
to

our
best

instincts
ofhow

to
create

lasting
and

m
eaningfulchange

in
the

city.
O

n
the

other
hand,ifw

e
did

notact,w
e

w
ould

be
ignoring

the
deep

pain
and

anger
of

the
vast

m
ajority

of
the

m
em

bers
of

our
congregations

and
associations.T

he
follow

ers
ofR

everend
Y

oung-
blood

and
Fr.

G
range,

ofIrving
D

om
enech

and
M

aria
N

ieves,
of

M
arty

C
urtin

and
B

ertB
ennett,w

anted
their

leaders,
and

M
etro

IA
F

,to
do

som
ething.

B
ut

w
hat?

W
e

had
long

discussions
and

argum
ents,

through
tw

o
evening

m
eetings,

involving
tw

enty
top

leaders,
until

w
e

cam
e

to
tw

o
conclusions.

A
ny

individual
or

institution
that

w
anted

to
participate

in
the

ongoing
protests

should
feel

totally
free

to
do

so.B
utM

etro
IA

F
,collectively,w

ould
seek

to
carve

out
a

third
position

in
the

city—
not

supportive
ofthe

m
ayor

and
not

supportive
ofSharpton’s

response—
butrooted

in
ourow

n
sense

of
w

hat
needed

to
be

done
to

im
prove

the
recruitm

ent
ofm

ore
m

i
nority

officers
and

the
response

of
the

N
Y

P
D

to
legitim

ate
local

com
plaints

aboutpolice
behavior,

attitude,
and

response.A
nd

w
e

w
ould

seek
a

m
eeting

w
ith

the
m

ayor
to

see
w

here
he

now
stood.

In
m

id-F
ebruary

of
1
9
9
9
,

w
ith

the
intensity

level
rising,

the
dem

onstrations
grow

ing,
and

the
m

ayor
increasingly

isolated,w
e

called
the

one
figure

in
the

city
w

ho
knew

the
m

ayorw
ell,knew

us
w

ell,and
spoke

to
both—

H
erm

an
B

adillo.
Seven

m
inutes

afterw
e

called
B

adillo,
asking

him
ifhe

thought
the

m
ayor w

ould
w

ant to
m

eet, B
adillo

called
back.H

e
had

spoken
to

the
m

ayor.T
he

m
ayor

did
w

antto
m

eet.T
he

sooner
the

better.
O

n
2

2
february,

a
top

team
ofM

etro
IA

F
leaders,

N
ew

Y
ork

citizens—
R

everend
Y

oungblood
and

A
lberta

W
illiam

s,
M

sgr.
Peyton

and
Fr.

C
urtin,

R
everend

N
eum

ark
and

R
everend

C
ruz,

A
nn

Scott
and

B
etty

T
urner

R
everend

Patrick
O

’C
onnor

and
R

everend
John

V
aughn—

trooped
into

C
ity

H
all

for
a

m
eeting

w
ith

the
m

ayor.
In

the
distance,

tw
o

blocks
aw

ay,
dem

onstrators
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1

w
ere

chanting
in

front
of

police
headquarters.

Security
at

C
ity

H
allw

as
even

tighter
than

usual.
A

nd
w

e
w

ere
tight,

tense,w
o
r

ried
that

either
som

eone
in

the
m

ayor’s
cam

p
or

som
eone

in
the

anti-m
ayor

cam
p

m
ighthave

tipped
off the

m
edia

about this
d
eli

cate
m

eeting.
R

everend
Y

oungblood
opened

the
m

eeting
by

recognizing

H
erm

an
B

adillo,w
ho

had
served

as
an

honestbroker
for

this
ses

sion.
T

hen
R

everend
Y

oungblood
addressed

the
m

ayor,
w

ho
w

as
on

tim
e,

focused,
and

a
little

tense
him

self
A

sim
ple

w
ritten

agenda
had

been
placed

in
frontof the

m
ayor. It

read:

i.
R

ounds
and

Introductions

a.
iV

letro
IA

F
Expectations

of a
R

enew
ed

W
orking

R
elationship

w
ith

C
ity

H
alland

C
ity

A
gencies

3.
M

ayorG
iuliani’s Expectations

of aR
enew

ed
W

orking
R

elationship
w

ith
M

etro
IA

F

4.
Specific

Issues—
H

ousing,
Police,

Education,
R

egular
W

orking
M

eetings
and

A
ccess

to
C

om
m

issioners

5.
N

ext M
eeting

D
are

R
everend

Y
oungblood

explained
that,

throughoutour
tw

enty-

five-year
history

in
the

city,
beginning

w
ith

E
d

K
och,

w
e

had

alw
ays

had
tension

w
ith

m
ayors,

as
w

ell
as

m
any

m
om

ents
of

com
m

on
agreem

ent.W
e

w
ere

not
looking

for
anything

special
or

different—
renew

ed
access

to
the

m
ayor,

regular
m

eetings
w

ith

com
m

issioners,a
professionalpattern

of responses
to

our
requests,

public
recognition

w
hen

things
w

ent
w

ell,
public

criticism
w

hen

they
did

not,
and

no
am

bushes
by

either
side.

R
everend

Y
oung-

blood
presented

this
quietly,

m
atrer-of-facdy,

and
directly.

G
iu

li

ani
looked

up
from

the
agenda

and
said,

“T
hat

sounds
all

right

to
m

e.”
T

hen
R

everend
Y

oungblood
asked

the
m

ayor w
hathis

ex

pectations
w

ere.A
nd

the
m

ayor
said,

“T
he

sam
e.”

T
he

room
w

as

quiet.
W

e
had

not
asked

him
to

explain
his

reasons
for

trying
to

relegate
us

to
political

Siberia—
m

uch
less

ask
him

for
an

apology

w
e

knew
he

w
ould

never
give.

H
e

did
not

ask
us

w
hy

w
e

had

launched
a

living
w

age
cam

paign
thatled

to
an

em
barrassing

p
u

b

lic
defeatfor

him
and

his
adm

inistration.
N

or
did

he
ask

us
for

an

apology
he

knew
w

e
w

ould
never

offer.

T
he

m
ayor

just
said,

“T
he

sam
e.”

A
nd

w
e

then
began

to
do

public
business

on
a

w
ide

range
of com

plex
and

thorny
issues—

in

cluding
how

to
recruit

m
ore

m
inority

officers
for

the
N

Y
P

D
. T

he

m
ayor

never tried
to

use
the

fact that w
e

w
ere

m
eeting

as
a

w
eapon

in
his

ongoing
public

battle
w

ith
R

everend
Sharpton.

R
everend

S
harpton

never
tried

to
criticize

R
everend

Y
oungblood

and
the

other
M

etro
IA

F
leaders

for
m

eeting
w

ith
M

ayor
G

iuliani.
In

one

of
the

m
ost

polarized
and

com
plex

m
om

ents
in

recentN
ew

Y
ork

political history, our leaders
had

m
anaged

to
stake

outa
third

p
o

si

tion
in

the
city

and
to

renew
a

productive
relationship

w
ith

a
m

ayor

and
an

adm
inistration

w
hose

actions
and

decisions
had

im
pacton

the
daily

lives
of m

any
poor

and
w

orking
poor

N
ew

Y
orkers.

T
hat

renew
ed

relationship
translated

into
tangible

gains.
W

e

keptbuilding
hundreds

of the
m

ost affordable
hom

es
in

the
city

in

E
ast B

rooklyn
and

the
South

B
ronx

(for the
record,G

iuliani never

tried
to

stop
our

ongoing
efforts;

his
com

m
issioner

had
pulled

the

plug
on

any
future

w
ork).T

he
“environm

entalissues”
proved

to
be

m
inor,

and
the

funding
for

the
seven

hundred
hom

es
w

e
planned

to
build

at Spring
C

reek
w

as
restored.W

e
persuaded

the
adm

inis

tration
to

invest
in

the
upgrade

of
the

forgotten
park

areas
along

the
E

ast R
iver

in
low

er
M

anhattan. T
eam

s
of leaders

from
public

housing
projects

in
the

South
B

ronx
and

upper
and

low
er M

an
h

at

tan
pressed

for im
proved

response
from

the
housing

authority
on

a

w
ide

range
of concerns,

and
began

to
receive

it.
T

he
m

ayor
asked

our
groups

to
help

recruitthousands
of

children
for

an
expanded
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health
care

program
called

H
ealthS

tat,
and

w
e

enthusiastically

agreed.
O

n
Sundays,

poor
fam

ilies
lined

up
outside

rectories
and

church
basem

ents
in

W
ashington

H
eights,

B
ushw

ick,
and

the

low
erE

astSide
to

sign
up

forhealth
coverage.W

e
w

orked
w

ith
the

N
Y

P
D

to
recruit

m
ore

m
inority

officers
and

kept
the

pressure
on

the
departm

ent
to

continue
to

crack
dow

n
on

ram
pant

drug
activ

ity
in

m
any

of
our

areas.
W

orking
w

ith
the

m
ayor,

w
e

attacked

the
bloated

and
corrupt

bilingual
education

establishm
ent

in
the

B
oard

of
E

ducation
and

forced
a

reluctant
chancellor

to
agree

to

an
aggressive

reform
package.

O
n

issue
after

issue,in
agency

after

agency,
affecting

scores
of

com
m

unities,
our

organized
team

s
of

leaders
learned

w
hat

itw
as

like
w

hen
a

focused
governm

ent
actu

ally
w

anted
to

respond
to

focused
citizens.

N
ow

;
a

little
m

ore
than

a
year

later,
in

M
arch

of
2
0
0
0
,

there’s

another
incident,

another
police

shooting.T
here’s

another
young,

black
m

an,
Patrick

D
orism

ond,
lying

dead
in

the
street.

T
here’s

another
outcry.T

here’s
another

tim
e

ofintense
racialstrife.

W
hen

it’s
a

quarter
ofnine

on
a

M
onday

m
orning,and

the
city

is
inflam

ed,
and

you
are

preparing
to

m
eetw

ith
a

m
ayor

w
ho

has

m
ade

som
e

terrible
errors

in
judgm

ent.

W
hen

you
realize

thatm
ostpeople

can’t geta
m

eeting
w

ith
this

m
ayor,

and
it

is
a

risk
in

itselfjust
to

have
the

m
eeting,

because

those
in

the
hate-the-m

ayor-cam
p

m
ay

decide
to

turn
on

y
o
u
...

W
hen

you
know

thatthe
m

ayorhas
recom

m
itted

to
a w

hole
se

ries
of

practical
strategies

that
have

already
benefited

scores
of

thousands
ofpeople

and
could

benefit
m

any
m

ore
for

decades
to

co
m

e...
W

hen
allthat,and

m
ore,is

in
the

politicalm
ix,th

a
t w

hen
you

realize
thatyou

are
going

to
earn

your
m

oney
thatday.

O
ver

the
w

eekend,
I

have
spoken

w
ith

alm
ost

every
person

gathering
in

the
library

this
m

orning,
testing

som
e

ideas
on

them
,

getting
theirthoughts,trying

to
sense

how
m

uch
risk

w
e

all are
up

for.
B

y
the

tim
e

w
e

sit
dow

n,w
e

have
the

outline
of an

approach,

and
I

lay
itout for discussion

and
revision.

W
e

startby
trying

to
pinpoint

w
hy

w
e

are
doing

this
and

w
ho

w
e

are—
collectively,not individually—

w
hen

w
e

w
alk

through
the

doors
ofC

ity
H

all
in

little
m

ore
than

an
hour. W

e’re
notreacting

to
the

m
ayor. W

e’re
not reacting

to
the

m
edia—

or
seeking

the
m

e

dia’s
attention

this
tim

e.W
e’re

not there
to

supportorundercutthe

anti-G
iuliani

crow
d

in
the

city. W
e

have
absolutely

no
interest

in

how
this

all
“plays”

in
the

senatorial
race

betw
een

the
m

ayor
and

H
illary

R
odham

C
linton.

N
o, w

e’re
preparing

forthis
m

eeting
because

so
m

any
m

em
bers

of
our

congregations
have

approached
pastors

and
fellow

leaders

and
said,in

so
m

anyw
ords,“D

o
som

ething.T
ry

som
ething.M

ake

som
e

sense
of

all
of

this.”
W

e’re
there

for
ourselves—

because
w

e

have
had

a
significant

role
in

the
recent

history
of police

p
erfo

r

m
ance,crim

e
reduction,and

revitalizing
neighborhoods.W

e
co

n

sider
ourselves

active
players

in
the

great,
com

plex
dram

a
of

the

city. A
nd

w
e

are
here

because
w

e
sense, today, thatm

onths
oryears

from
now

, people
w

ill
have

a
right

to
ask

w
hat

is
it

thatw
e

did
in

this
tim

e
and

place. B
ut w

hat
can

w
e

do
an

hour
from

now
,

a
m

ile

aw
ay, across

the
table

from
this

m
ayor?

A
fter

planning
our

strategy,w
e

debate
w

hether
or

notto
raise

w
ith

him
the

threat to
the

future
ofpolice

w
ork

in
the

city
thatthis

latest incidenthas
contributed

to
and

how
bestto

preserve
the

real

achievem
ents

ofhis
adm

inistration,
ofhis

tw
o

very
differentp

o

lice
chiefs,and

of the
m

en
and

w
om

en
of the

N
Y

P
D

. W
e

are
am

ong

the
few

groups
that value

the
w

ork
of the

police, appreciate
the

im

provem
ents

in
public

safety
and

police
response

in
the

G
iuliani

years,and
yet deplore

his
handling

of the
D

orism
ond

m
atter.If the

departm
entreverts

to
its

pre-G
iulianistate,then

m
ore

ofour p
eo

pie
get

killed
and

hurt;
our

hom
eow

ners
and

tenants
stop

taking
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evening
w

alks;
and

the
drug

dealers
reassert

their
hold

on
m

ore
blocks

and
buildings. Ifthe

m
ayor

doesn’tdem
onstrate

thathe
u
n

derstands
the

concerns
of the

vastm
ajority

ofm
oderate

N
ew

Y
ork

ers
and

doesn’t
m

ove
to

correct
the

im
balances

that
lead

to
tragic

incidents,
he

w
ill

expose
his

m
ost

im
portant

achievem
ent

to
d
is

m
antling.

T
his

situation
requires

lasersurgery. O
n

all sides,w
e

see
an

tag
onists

arm
ed

w
ith

m
allets.

M
ore

or
less

ready,
m

ore
nervous

than
usual,

w
e

w
alk

the
six

long
blocks

to
C

ity
H

all.
It’s

a
quarter

of
ten

now
.

T
he

m
arkets

have
opened,

but
the

streets
are

still
packed

w
ith

people—
and

m
em

ories.So
m

uch
ofN

ew
Y

ork’s
early

history, as
described

in
the

w
onderfultom

e,
G

otham
,

occurred
in

these
blocks

south
ofC

anal.
T

he
w

ild,old
m

ix
of D

utch
and

E
nglish

and
Indians

and
slaves, of

traders
and

farm
ers,

servants
and

trappers,
is

long
gone. ‘W

e
w

alk
past som

e
of their

graves, in
the

cem
eteries

ofT
rinity

C
hurch.

T
hree

centuries
later,

there’s
a

new
m

ix
of

stock
traders

and
bankers,

janitors
and

secretaries,
e-com

m
erce

entrepreneurs
and

sidew
alk

salesm
en,

professional
pols

and
citizen

leaders,
all

pounding
the

sam
e

pavem
ent,

in
a

city
that

m
anufactures

excess
and

tragedy
on

an
operatic

scale.
W

e
hustle

across
B

roadw
ay

and
cut

through
C

ity
H

all
Park,

now
beautifully

restored, w
here

seventeenth-century
transgressors

w
ere

often
tortured

and
hanged.

I
m

ention
this

to
our

team
.
G

al
low

s
hum

or.
N

o
one

laughs
for

very
long.

R
everend

Y
oungblood

asks
m

e
for

the
third

tim
e

to
review

the
rem

arks
he

has
com

posed
for

the
start ofthe

m
eeting.

H
e

is
usually

m
ore

atease
before

a
ses

sion
w

ith
a

pow
erful

opponent
or

ally. W
e

rehearse
it

as
w

e
clim

b
the

steps
ofC

ity
H

all and
head

forthe
door.

T
hirty

years,
ago, a

college
classm

ate
nam

ed
A

ndy
M

iceli said
that

he
alw

ays
felt

a
rush

of
excitem

ent—
a

thrill—
w

hen
he

e
n

tered
C

ity
H

all.
Itw

as
a

funny
thing

to
say

at
the

tim
e—

in
1
9
7
0
,

at Y
ale, w

hen
the

sym
bols

ofthe
establishm

ent w
ere

either literally

under
siege

or
the

easy
targets

of
our

unearned
cynicism

.
A

ndy

w
as

an
old-fashioned

kid—
an

Italian,
a

N
ew

Y
orker,

an
enthusi

ast.
I

never
forgot

the
w

ay
he

said
w

hat
he

said.
H

is
voice

seem
ed

charged—
w

ith
w

onder, w
ith

respect, w
ith

som
ething

close
to

love

for
this

place.
I’m

not sure
w

e
feel the

sam
e

thrill.B
ut I

can
say

that this
C

ity

H
all—

nestled
in

a
park,

near
H

art
C

rane’s
bridge

(“thy
cables

breathe
the

N
orth

A
tlantic

still.
.

.“),
surrounded

by
congested

streets,
but

safe
and

stolid
and

tranquil
on

its
base

of
block

and

steps—
stirs

us.T
he

city
halls

of C
hicago, Philadelphia, and

B
alti

m
ore

sim
ply

don’t
com

pare—
in

the
sam

e
w

ay
that

no
other

lak
e

front com
pares

to
C

hicago’s,no
other

harbor
m

atches
B

altim
ore’s,

and
few

other
historic

areas
com

pete
w

ith
Philly’s

Society
H

ill.

W
hen

you
enter

N
ew

Y
ork’s

C
ity

H
all,

you
enter

a
special

place—
no

m
atter

w
ho

sits
in

the
m

ayor’s
quarters

to
the

left,
or

w
ho

occupies
the

speaker’s
offices

to
the

right,
or

w
ho

trudges
up

the
central

staircase
to

the
C

ity
C

ouncil
cham

bers
on

the
second

floor. T
he

place
feels

bigger
and

grander
than

anyone
w

ho
ever in

habited
it—

although
L

a
G

uardia
cam

e
close

to
filling

it,
as

did

G
iuliani

in
the

w
eeks

after
ii

Septem
ber.

L
ike

the
W

hite
H

ouse,

this
C

ity
H

all seem
s

to
loom

over
those

w
ho

w
ork

there
and

those

w
ho

com
e

there
to

do
w

hat w
e

believe
to

be
the

m
ost exciting

b
u
si

ness
of all—

the
public’s

business.
T

hat’s
the

business
w

e’re
here

to
do

today—
four

A
frican

A
m

ericans,one
H

ispanic, four w
hites;

eight m
en

and
one

w
om

an;

seven
religious

professionals
and

tw
o

laypeople;
eight

volunteers

and
one

paid
organizer;

tw
o

native
N

ew
Y

orkers
and

seven
born

and
raised

in
other parts

of the
nation

orthe
state.

A
s

soon
as

w
e

file
through

the
m

etal
detector,

w
e

are
ushered

upstairs
to

the
conference

room
on

the
second

floor w
here

w
e

have

m
et the

m
ayor

m
any

tim
es

before. A
huge, round

table—
perhaps
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tw
elve

feetin
diam

eter—
dom

inates
the

centerofthe
room

.‘W
ide,

high
w

indow
s

in
the

south
and

w
estw

alls
adm

it
as

m
uch

light
as

the
m

orning
has

to
offer. P

hotos
of the

m
ayor and

his
fam

ily
crow

d
the

m
antel

above
the

fire
escape.

Y
ou

have
the

sense
that

a
child

m
ight roller-skate

into
the

room
atany

m
om

ent.
‘W

e
take

our
seats—

nine
of

the
dozen

leather
chairs

arrayed
around

the
table,w

ith
R

everend
Y

oungblood
in

the
centerand

four
ofus

on
eitherside

ofhim
—

and
w

ait.T
he

m
ayorarrives

alm
ostas

soon
as

w
e

settle
in,

follow
ed

by
D

eputy
M

ayor
T

ony
C

oles, w
ho

helped
coordinate

this
m

eeting
and

w
ho

is
the

person
atC

ity
H

all
w

e
have

had
the

m
ostproductive

relationship
w

ith.
T

he
gam

e
plan,

w
hich

R
everend

Y
oungblood

and
I

review
ed

just
a

few
m

inutes
before,w

as
for

him
to

thank
the

m
ayor

for
his

tim
e

and
outline

the
three

larger
pieces

of the
m

eeting,
as

w
e

saw
it,before

starting
the

rounds.
R

everend
Y

oungblood
skipped

from
the

thank-you
to

the
rounds,

w
ith

nothing
in

betw
een.

L
uckily,

the
first

person
to

introduce
him

self—
fr.

C
urtin—

took
a

deep
breath

and
told

his
story

about
the

youth
group

very
w

ell.
T

hen
H

eidiN
eum

ark
spoke.T

hen
R

everend
D

avid
B

raw
ley.T

hen
R

ev
erend

G
etulio

C
ruz.B

y
the

tim
e

the
rounds

w
orked

theirw
ay

back
to

R
everend

Y
oungblood,he

w
as

clear,focused,and
took

charge
of

the
firstpartof the

m
eeting,

as w
e

had
planned.

E
ach

leader
told

a
pow

erfulstory—
and

told
itw

ell.
E

ach
story

w
as

short,
specific,

not
overstated

or
overdraw

n,
and

crisply
co

n
cluded.

E
ach

person
spoke

6o,
9
0

,
O

f
1
2
0

seconds
and

then
stopped.

E
nding

a
story

or
vignette

is
like

nailing
a

dive.
T

here’s
no

splash,no
sm

ack
of skin

on
w

ater.T
he

body
seem

s
to

evaporate
as

it
enters

the
pooi.A

ll
that

rem
ains

is
the

m
em

ory
ofthe

diver.
W

hen
a

story
ends

w
ell,

there’s
nothing

left
but

the
picture

of
w

om
en

praying
in

a
sm

all
L

utheran
church,

crying
as

they
pray,

because
they

feartheir
sons

could
be

shotby
cops.

A
fter

the
rounds,w

hich
take

nearly
fifteen

m
inutes,

R
everend

A
m
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Y
oungblood

talks
about

the
tw

o
profound

contexts
of the

current

crisis—
the

reality
of

death
and

the
inescapable

reality
of another

young
black

m
an

lifeless
in

the
street.

T
he

m
ayor

sits
forw

ard,

m
akes

only
a

com
m

ent or tw
o, grim

ly
listens

to
our grim

tales.

W
hen

R
everend

Y
oungblood

finishes
his

short
rem

arks,
he

asks
the

m
ayorto

give
us

his
view

of w
hathas

happened
in

the
city

andw
hy.

G
iuliani

begins
to

speak
quietly,

clearly,
directly.

T
here

is
no

ferocity,
no

contem
pt,

no
ridicule,

none
of

the
R

om
an

C
atholic

high
school

sm
art

aleck
quality

som
etim

es
present w

hen
he

feels

under
siege

or
w

hen
he

hears
criticism

from
those

he
doesn’t

re

spect.
H

e’s
listened

to
our

stories. H
e’s

not
overreacting.

H
e’s

ta
k

ing
his

tim
e

to
lay

out his
case—

starting
slow

ly
and

carefully.
H

e
talks

about the
context as

he
sees

it—
a

series
of three, very

different
incidents. T

he
first

is
the

L
ouim

a
incident.

“T
his

w
as

a

crim
e,a

depraved
act, com

m
itted

by
at least one

police
officer.”

H
e

points
out

that
the

blue
w

all
of silence

collapsed
here.

“C
om

m
is

sioner
Safir

transferred
the

entire
precinct.

A
nd

officers
began

to

T
he

second
incident w

as
the

D
iallo

shooting—
”clearly

a
m

is

take,
a

terrible
m

istake,
either

an
innocent m

istake, or
a

negligent

m
istake,

or
a

crim
inal

m
istake.”

T
he

w
ord

“m
istake”

is
repeated

again
and

again,
as

if
he

w
ants

us
to

understand
that

he
believes

that the
D

iallo
incident should

never have
happened, w

ould
never

have
happened,

if
the

police
involved

had
perform

ed
profes

sionally.
T

he
third

incident is
the

D
orism

ond
shooting.

H
e

tells
us

that

he
cannot discuss

several facts
relating

to
this

case. B
ut he

believes

that,
in

this
instance,

the
police

responded
professionally

and

properly.
A

dditional
facts,

new
w

itnesses,
future

revelations
w

ill

lead
m

any
in

the
city

to
the

sam
e

conclusion,
he

predicts.
In

the

m
iddle

of this
discussion, he

searches
his

inside
suit coat pocket for
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a
piece

of paper.
N

ot
finding

it,
he

asks
T

ony
C

oles
to

get
it

from
his

office
dow

nstairs.
H

e
has

laid
out

the
fram

ew
ork

for
his

argum
ent,

and
he

is
w

arm
ing

to
it now

,
fo

r
a

totaloftw
enty

m
inutes,w

ith
C

oles
now

back
and

the
chartin

front
of him

,
he

review
s

allofthe
facts

that
he

has
tried

to
present

in
recent

w
eeks—

the
reduction

in
police

shootings
overall,the

dram
atic

difference
in

use
of force

in
his

a
d

m
inistration

versus
the

D
inkins

adm
inistration,

and
the

relative
restraint

of
the

N
Y

P
D

in
com

parison
to

m
ost

other
big

city
d
e

partm
ents.

A
s

he
speaks,

I
recall

a
m

eeting
w

ith
Police

C
om

m
issioner

R
obertM

cG
uire,

in
1983

or
so.H

e
w

as
very

w
eary

the
day

w
e

m
et

him
—

having
com

e
from

a
long

m
eeting

on
internalaffairs

investi
gations.W

e
asked

him
how

things
w

ere
going,before

w
e

w
entinto

our
agenda.

H
e

sighed
and

said,
“O

h,
all

right,
I

suppose,
except

for
the

five
hundred

cops
w

ho
have

m
ade

threats
against

m
e.”

T
hen,he

caughthim
self,shifted

gears—
a

decent,tired,w
orn

m
an

w
orking

hard
to

m
anage

a
m

ixed
and

som
etim

es-renegade
force.

A
nd

Ithink
abouthow

the
cops

Igrew
up

w
ith

in
C

hicago—
in

w
hat

used
to

be
called

a
“cop”

neighborhood—
view

ed
theirjobs.

T
hey

resented
the

blacks
and

H
ispanics

(the
“m

utts,”
they

so
m

e
tim

es
called

them
)

they
had

to
dealw

ith.T
hey

hated
the

pols
they

had
to

rescue
from

bar
fights,dom

estic
disputes,

and
w

horehouses
in

the
m

iddle
ofthe

night,
so

that
not a

hint
of scandal

appeared.
T

hey
sneered

at
the

good
governm

ent
types

w
ho

w
ere

alw
ays

squealing
for

reform
.

A
nd

they
despised

the
com

m
unity

activists
w

ho
dem

anded
thatthey

patrol
the

streets,for
C

hrissake,
instead

ofw
orking

theirsecond
orthird

jobs
ordrinking

in
the

loading
bay

ofa
localw

arehouse.
A

nd
I

rem
em

ber
the

cops
a

m
ild-m

annered
w

om
an

religious
and

I
tried

to
“train”

in
better

com
m

unity
relations

in
Jersey

C
ity.

T
he

training
took

place
in

a
bleak

and
isolated

barracks,just
a

few

A
m
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hundred
yards

from
the

harbor
shore,

perhaps
a

m
ile

from
the

Statue
of L

iberty.
O

ne
red-headed

sergeant
stood

up
right

in
the

m
iddle

ofm
y

attem
ptto

instruct disgruntled
cadets

in
the

value
of

public
relationships.

H
e

m
arched

dow
n

the
aisle

of the
classroom

tow
ard

m
e.

H
e

stopped,
too

close
to

m
e,

right
in

m
y

face,
and

glared.
H

e
said,

“I’ve
been

trying
to

think
w

hat
you

are.”
In

the

background,
the

forty
or

so
w

hite
officers

grow
led,

hooted,
and

cheered. T
he

only
three

black
cadets,sitting

side
by

side, kept their

eyes
straight

dow
n,

as
if reading

the
notes

they
hadn’t

taken.T
he

sergeantshared
his

revelation:
“I

know
you.

I
know

w
hatyou

are.

Y
ou’re

a
lion-tam

er.Y
ou’re

cam
e

here
to

try
to

tam
e

the
lions.A

nd

to
force

us
to

w
ork

w
ith

dysfunctionals.”
T

he
w

hites
w

ent
w

ild.

‘B
ut—

it—
ain’t—

gonna—
w

ork.”
T

he
crow

d
roared.

T
he

blacks

didn’t m
ove

a
m

uscle.I
soldiered

on
for

a
few

m
inutes

m
ore, g

ath

ered
up

m
y

notes,
and

m
ade

sure
the

sister
and

I
got

the
hell

out

ofthere.
So,

as
w

e
listen

to
the

m
ayor, w

e
don’ttake

for
granted

w
hatit

m
eans

to
m

ake
cops

behave
in

a
m

ore
restrained

w
ay.

In
fact,

w
e

don’ttake
anything

for
granted.

A
nd

w
e

don’tdoubt
m

any
of the

m
ayor’s

facts.
H

e’s
done

his
research.

T
his

is
as

big
to

him
as

the

D
onald

M
anes

corruption
trial

several
years

ago,
as

the
biggest

m
ob

case
he

prosecuted,
m

aybe
bigger,

certainly
m

ore
explosive.

W
hen

he
finishes,

R
everend

Y
oungblood

thanks
him

and
then

says,“M
r.M

ayor.
.

.“
H

e
describes

the
contexts

w
e

and
m

ostp
eo

ple
see—

the
context

of
death

itself,
the

context
of the

death
of

a

young
black

m
an,

the
factthat

the
m

ayor
did

not
attend

the
w

ake

or
funeral,

and
the

m
ayor’s

reaction
to

the
few

w
ho

w
ill

alw
ays

be

hostile, notthe
vast m

ajority
looking

for
com

m
on

sense
and

co
m

m
on

decency.
“M

r.
M

ayor.
.

.“
R

everend
Y

oungblood
is

softly

preaching
now

. T
his

death,
like

alm
ost

every
death,

dem
ands

re

straint,
silence,

and
respect particularly

for
the

fam
ily

of the
dead.

“M
r.

M
ayor.

.
.“

It
doesn’t

m
atter

how
bad

or
good

a
person

the
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dead
m

an
m

ay
have

been. M
inisters

bury
tough

and
dam

aged
p
eo

ple
every

day. A
nd

they
don’t read

the
rap

sheetatthe
funeral. “M

r.
M

ayor.
.

.“
R

everend
Y

oungblood
is

quiet
and

steady
now

,
teach

ing
now

. T
he

focus
should

be
on

the
fam

ily
of

the
dead—

and
on

the
com

m
unity.

T
hat’s

the
audience.

T
hat

should
have

been
the

m
ayor’s

audience,
regardless

ofthefactsof this
incident.

O
n

m
edieval

m
aps,

w
here

the
know

n
w

orld
ended,

m
onks

w
ould

inscribe
the

w
ords

“H
ere

be
dragons.”

T
hat’s

w
here

w
e

are
now

;
in

a
place

w
ithout

paths,
signs,

or
horizons,

w
here

you
can’t

see
around

the
next turn.

O
ne

ofour
team

m
istakenly

m
entions

that
the

m
ayor

did
not

attend
the

D
iallo

funeral asw
ell.

G
iulianicorrects

us. “N
o,”

he
says, “H

ow
ard

Safir
and

I
did

a
t

tend,
in

the
m

osque
in

H
arlem

.
A

nd
itw

as
a

terrible
experience.

W
e

w
ere

spaton.
.

.and
w

e
tried

to
reach

outto
the

L
ouim

a
fam

ily
severaltim

es.”
B

ack
and

forth
the

conversation
goes,notloud, nothostile, just

quiet,direct,and
tense. A

tone
point,w

e
ask

if the
m

ayorhad
read

a
shortpiece

w
e

had
given

him
rightafterthe

D
orism

ond
incident.

G
iuliani

laughs.
“N

ot
only

did
I

read
it.

It
got

m
e

into
trouble.

I
read

itcarefully
and

drew
on

som
e

ofitfora
letter Iw

rote
to

C
o
u
n

cilSpeakerV
allone.U

nfortunately, you
m

isspelled
the

D
orism

ond
nam

e,so
Idid

asw
ell. A

nd
allthe

papers
reported

thatI didn’teven
know

how
to

spell
the

nam
e

right
and

never
com

m
ented

on
the

contentofthatletter.”
A

little
later,

after
the

m
ayor

m
entions

the
incendiary

state
m

ents
his

opponents
have

m
ade,

R
everend

H
eidiN

eum
ark,

three
feetaw

ay
from

him
,

looks
him

in
the

eye
and

says,
“Y

ou
m

ake
in

cendiary
statem

ents
too.”

T
he

tem
perature

rises.
H

e
stares

at
her.

“B
ut

I
don’tlie

and
I

don’tbreak
federallaw

s
and.

.
.“

T
he

m
ayor

hesitates,
stops

h
im

self
steers

him
selfback

to
his

m
ain

points.

A
m
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A
bout

an
hour

into
the

discussion,
G

iuliani
pauses,

gets
re

flective,
tells

the
story

of this
uncle’s

last
day

w
ith

the
E

M
S

. A
call

has
com

e
in

about som
eone

on
top

of the
B

rooklyn
B

ridge. fo
r

the

first
tim

e
in

his
career,

his
uncle

doesn’t
w

ant
to

respond,
w

ants

som
eone

else
to

clim
b

the
bridge

and
talk

the
person

dow
n. B

ut no

one
else

takes
the

call, and
his

uncle
does

hisjob. “M
aybe,”

says
the

m
ayor,

m
ore

to
him

self than
to

us,
“m

aybe
I

am
the

m
ayor

of the

police
force,

the
E

M
S

, the
people

I
k
n

o
w

..
.

.“
A

fter
one

m
ore

ex

change,
the

m
eeting

ends.
H

e
shakes

hands
and

rushes
to

leave,

pressed
by

aides
at

the
door

to
m

ove
on

to
his

next
appointm

ent.

W
e

rem
ain

in
the

m
eeting

room
and

sit
dow

n
to

evaluate.

W
e’re

tired. W
e

have
had

a
seventy-five-m

inute
m

eeting, of an
ex

trem
ely

sensitive
nature,

w
ith

a
tough

and
determ

ined
political

leader,
about

a
topic

that
threatens

to
ignite

at
any

m
om

ent.
W

e

feelthat w
e

have
represented

our people—
have

relayed
their p

ain

ful
stories—

as
w

ell
as

w
e

possibly
could.

W
e

have
told

him
u

n

pleasant
truths.

A
nd

w
e

have
listened

to
an

intelligent,
lim

ited,

flaw
ed, am

bitious
pow

er figure, not som
e

devil, not som
e

saint. In

doing
all this, w

e
have

risked
all of the

present and
future

benefits

of
a

productive
w

orking
relationship

w
ith

him
over

this
literally

life-and-death
m

atter.
T

hese
leaders, w

ho
like

and
respect one

another, begin
to

savor

the
tension

of this
long

and
challenging

m
orning. I

tell them
w

hat

they
already

know
and

feel:
that they

have
run

an
unusual and

ex

traordinary
action

this
m

orning.
It

w
as

an
action

that
could

not

have
taken

place
w

ith
m

edia
in

the
room

or
even

outside
the

door,

w
ith

trust in
doubt

or
in

question.
It w

as
an

action
that

depended

on
the

existence
of

an
intricate

and
long-term

public
relation

ship—
the

periods
of cooperation

and
the

period
of confrontation

and
m

utual
antagonism

.
It

w
as

an
action

that
tested

the
b

o
u
n

d

aries
of that

relationship.
A

nd
its

“success”
didn’t

depend
on

g
et

ting
the

m
ayor

to
agree

to
the

policy
points

that w
e

brought
along
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and handed to Deputy Mayor Coles at the end. It was an action
that didn’t generate an immediate reaction.

What were the mayor’s eventual reactions? In the days and
weeks that followed, he seemed to moderate his tone and to try to
identify more with the entire community. Some months later, he
let it be known that two topflight public safety officials, Correc
tions Commissioner Bernard Kerik and First Deputy Police Corn
missionerjoe Dunne, were in the running to replace current NYPD
head Howard Safir. Many people were surprised. We were not.
The mayor chose Kerik, who went right to work to repair relations
with New York’s African-American and Hispanic communities
and to preserve the remarkable improvements in police perfor
mance that had led to record reductions in crime. Mi across the
board, from parks to sanitation, from housing to transportation,
mayoral agencies continued to work closely and creatively with our
organizations on a wide range ofmajor initiatives.
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