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absence of financial resources. - S. Clark
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Preface

During the sixties, cities such as
Detroit, Michigan; Los Angeles, California; and, most notable,
Newark, New Jersey, erupted in fiery rebellion. The principle spark
that ignited these conflagrations: Acts of brutality on the part of
local police officers.

In response to these uprisings, urban police
departments throughout the country began to actively recruit
African-American and Latino officers. They also began to place more
emphasis on training, sensitivity training in particular.

Nevertheless, with the advent of the 1990s and a
conservative Supreme Court handling down decisions weakening
individual rights, the issue of police brutality once again gains
national attention. In 1991, the entire nation witnessed the
beating of Rodney King from their living rooms. Then came
revelations of the vicious torture of Abner Luima in 1997 and the
murders of Amadou Diallo and Earl Faison, both in 1999.

Faison’s murder is particularly notable.
Wrongfully arrested for the murder of an Orange, New Jersey, police
officer, Faison was tortured and beaten to death by police officers
in an Orange, New Jersey, precinct.

The brutality and misconduct has not abated
since the first edition of Total Misconduct was published.
In 2006, an unarmed Sean Bell was shot and killed by undercover New
York City police officers while leaving his bachelor party; all of
the participating officers were acquitted. In 2008, allegations
that Michael Mineo was pinned to the ground by New York City police
officers and sodomized with a baton in the Prospect Park subway
station in Brooklyn surfaced. Notably, Mineo’s allegations were
corroborated by a transit officer who witnessed the assault and
testified in the ensuing trial. Again, all participating officers
were acquitted.

In 2010, a New York City police officer revealed
to the press that the commanders at the 81st Precinct were forcing
him and other officers to meet illegal arrest and stop-and-frisk
quotas. The allegations of the officer, Adrian Schoolcraft, were
supported by hundreds of hours of tapes that Schoolcraft had
recorded. The tapes revealed that command officers were
intimidating crime victims and that street-level officers were
being ordered to refrain from robbery reports. Furthermore, the
tapes showed that superiors were issuing threats to officers when
the latter failed to meet arrest and stop-and-frisk quotas.

On the other hand, there are also indications
that communities are fighting back. In West Orange, New Jersey, for
example, a citizen’s organization began accepting reports of police
misconduct from town residents, thus, in effect, serving as a proxy
internal affairs department. Analysis of the reports revealed that
a select number of officers exhibited repeated patterns of abuse
and misconduct. A Minneapolis, Minnesota, community organi-zation
has also been engaged in a diligent effort to combat police
brutality and misconduct. The organization has become noted for its
cop and court watch activities as well as for providing a 24-hour
hotline for the reporting of police abuse and various forms of
support for abuse victims.

The book you now hold in your hands tells how
police officers are able to get away with various acts of brutality
and misconduct with virtual immunity. What makes this story so
powerful is that it is not told by a civilian, but by a former
police lieutenant with more than 25 years of experience.

After being attacked by a fellow police officer
(who mistakenly takes him for a civilian), Samuel Clark attempts to
seek justice from the Newark Police Department. What he finds is a
police department deeply mired in systemic corruption and a city
government that refuse to take action. What follows is the true
story of Samuel Clark’s noble effort to expose the ills of systemic
police corruption.

_______________







Chapter 1:
Police Officer Needs Help

“Sergeant Clark, Sergeant
Clark.”

I looked up from my desk full of forms and
reports to slowly answer, “Yes, Terry, what is it?”

“Sergeant,” said Detective Terry Childer, “we
just wanted to give you our paperwork. It’s 4 o’clock, time to get
out of here.” Detective Childer gave me one of his big classic
smiles.

“Let me take a look at it, Terry,” I said.

Detective Childer handed me a thin stack of
papers. As I quickly took the reports, I started thinking about the
telephone call I had made to Detective Childer informing him of the
new Gang Intelligence Unit that was being organized. I wanted him
to be a part of it.

When I was recruited to the new unit I had the
opportunity to pick three officers. I didn’t pick Detective Childer
because of friendship. He was working out of the Narcotic Squad,
and I was impressed with his attitude, his maturity, and his
ability to blend in and look like any ordinary guy on the street.
In fact Detective Terry Childer could walk into a place with a
brown hat on his head, leave, and come back five minutes later with
a blue hat on and you would think he was a different person. I
couldn’t help thinking about the time we were on a surveillance
operation. Detective Childer was given an unmarked vehicle so he
could ride around in the target area and gather additional
information. After seeing his car travel through the area several
times we decided to run the car’s license plate through the
computer to determine if it had been reported stolen, and to obtain
the identity of the owner. It was kind of embarrassing and funny to
discover we could not recognize one of our own detectives that we
work with everyday. Perhaps it was our inferior ability to notice
details, or Detective Childer’s superior ability to make himself
look different with little or no change in clothing. I believe it’s
the latter; that’s why I wanted him to be a part of this new Gang
Intelligence Unit.

Suddenly I was brought back to reality by the
voice of Detective Childer’s partner, Detective Ben Bier. “Hey
Sergeant Clark. Are the reports all right?” Detective Bier asked
the question with confidence in his voice. He seemed confident the
answer would be yes. He should exhibit that kind of confidence. His
reports were almost always more than adequate. He was
conscientious, dedicated, serious, yet he had a healthy sense of
humor. His actions were usually well thought out and measured.
That’s why I also asked him to join the new unit.

I took a quick look at the reports knowing it
was unlikely they contained any glaring omissions. “Hey guys,” I
said, “everything is in order. Go home and spend some time with
your loved ones. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

As the two detectives were about to leave,
Childer said, “Sergeant, you want me to turn off the radio?” “No,
leave it on,” I said. “It will keep me company.” The two detectives
left the office and closed the door behind them.

I thought to myself, How can it be that
subordinates get to go home before the supervisor? In the
Newark Police Department, that’s the exception not the rule. All
the supervisors that I had over the past 20 years would always
leave first.

During the time I was a uniformed police officer
working in the patrol division, the street sergeants would always
tell you not to bother them unless it’s important. I guess
sergeants were too busy doing other important tasks. Supervising
and training officers would just have to wait. To this day I have
not discovered what those more important tasks were. I made a
promise to myself that if I ever achieved the rank of sergeant, I
would be available for my officers. I kept that promise by telling
the street officers under my supervision to call me whenever they
needed help. That philosophy has kept me from leaving the precinct
until all the officers under my supervision had gone home. Now here
I am working on the Fourth of July, and I’m the last one in the
office.

Well, now I’ve got about a half hour’s worth
of paperwork to complete. If the phone rings and I ignore it, I
will finish much sooner. I’m not scheduled to be here past four
o’clock today. I really don’t have to answer the phone now.

I buckled down and concentrated on the task of
completing the paperwork so I could leave. I needed to go to the
bookstore before it closed. Then perhaps I could take my wife and
daughter to see some fireworks. We had not made any concrete plans
for the Fourth of July holiday. In the police business working on
holidays is the norm. Most police officers are routinely scheduled
to work on major holidays. The wife and I would only plan an
activity if it was definite that I would be off on a particular
holiday. She had adjusted somewhat to this reality.

Okay Sam, I said to myself, no more
daydreaming. You have got to finish and leave. With great
concentration, I finally finished my paperwork. Taking a final
quick look through the reports before placing them on the
lieutenant’s desk, I was now ready to leave. If I’d had any
indication that I would experience a life-changing event, I would
have stayed in the office for a few more hours.

As I was gathering my things in preparation for
leaving I heard the police dispatcher transmit a low priority
assignment to a North District patrol car. Wow, I thought,
things are kind of quiet out there. I didn’t hear any in
progress assignments come over the police radio. There’s nothing
like a nice quiet holiday. I took my battery out of the charger and
placed it in my hand radio. After turning on the portable hand
unit, I turned off the base police radio. Now do I have
everything? I asked myself. Gun, badge, radio, keys; is everything
turned off ? Computer, radio, television, coffee machine, lights.
That’s it; I’m out of here. I closed the door and made certain
it was locked. Then I started walking down the stairs. It’s only
three flights down, why waste time waiting on the elevator. By the
time that slow-ass elevator reaches the first floor I could be in
my car already.

Hopping down the stairs three at a time, I
reached the first floor in a matter of seconds. Saying a quick
good-bye to the officer stationed at the first floor information
desk, I was out the front door of police headquarters.

Stepping outside was like stepping into a sauna.
The heat and humidity hit me with an impact that nearly pushed me
back inside. You could feel that unique city heat and humidity
typical of a hazy July day. Actually, it wasn’t extremely hot. It
was just the initial exposure to the outside temperature after
being in air conditioning all day. I was dressed in a T-shirt,
jeans, and sneakers; so after that first shocking hug from the heat
and humidity, I quickly adjusted to the outside environment.

In no time at all I was in the parking lot and
had jumped into my car. I had not yet decided if I was going to the
bookstore or straight home. There was nothing to indicate that this
day, July 4, 1995, would alter the destination of my career,
shatter my naïve belief in the fairness of law enforcement and the
criminal justice system, and most importantly change my life
forever. Not being able to foresee the future, I happily drove off
to encounter my destiny: A destiny that proved to be a gruesome,
long, and painful odyssey.

As soon as I left the parking lot I had made my
decision. The bookstore was my destination. Or I should say my
intended destination?

There wasn’t much traffic at all. Before I
realized it, I was at the intersection of West Market Street and
Central Avenue, stopped at the red light. To my left I couldn’t
avoid noticing an ambulance. There was also a police car parked
about 30 feet behind the ambulance. The paramedics were attending
to someone on a stretcher. They were now in the process of putting
that patient into the ambulance. I then noticed Officer Kevin
Jones. He apparently was working as a one-officer unit. I knew him
long before he joined the Newark Police Department. Numerous times
we had played basketball at the Boys Club. I wanted to say hello to
him, but I didn’t want to distract him. He was interviewing one of
the drivers involved in the accident. I was hoping the person being
placed in the ambulance wasn’t seriously injured. The visible
damage to the involved vehicles was relatively minor. You would not
think that anyone would have been hurt.

The light had turned to green and so I pulled
off. Crossing Central Avenue, I made a right onto Sixth Street
heading toward Orange Street. Suddenly I heard Officer Kevin Jones’
voice come over the police radio. His voice was filled with
excitement when he yelled, “Unit 231 give me the air.” I reached
down to my left side and turned the volume up all the way on my
portable hand radio.

The police dispatcher responded, “All units
standby. Come in 231, what have you got?”

Until I find out what’s going on, I thought,
I’d better pull over. I had just driven by Kevin’s location a
few minutes ago. Nothing unusual was happening then. There was no
one around except the injured person and the driver he was
interviewing. What in the world could have happened?

Suddenly Officer Kevin Jones’ voice came over
the police radio again. “231 get me a car here quick.”

Another officer’s voice came across the police
radio. “What’s his location?”

“231,” the police dispatcher said, “what do you
have there? Come in unit 231.”

There was no response from unit 231. When
Officer Jones did not respond to the dispatcher’s call, the police
dispatcher forcefully announced, “all units in the North, we have
an assist officer at Central Avenue and West Market Street.” The
police dispatcher was providing the location of the assignment that
Officer Jones was handling. Now other police cars were coming over
the radio telling the police dispatcher they were headed to Officer
Jones’ location. Hey, this was an assist-officer call. Every
available officer rides in to help. Officers continue riding in
until they are told to stop.

The police cars were calling in, informing the
dispatcher they were heading to Officer Jones’ location. “Unit 211
riding.”

“Unit 214 going.”

“Just respond,” the dispatcher said, “we’ll get
your numbers later. First unit on the scene advise.” I’m not
that far away, I thought. Who knows how far away the other
police units are.

I got myself turned around in the opposite
direction and was heading toward Central Avenue and West Market
Street.

My personal vehicle was not equipped with a
siren or flashing lights. I drove as fast and as safely as I could
under the circumstances. It seemed as if it was taking me forever
to get back to Officer Jones’ location. Hopefully one of the marked
police cars would arrive and inform the dispatcher about this
emergency. Every cop wants to help a brother officer who may be in
danger on the street. The cop’s life could be at stake. It’s risky
as hell racing through the city streets responding to any serious
in-progress call. You are going so much faster than the other
traffic. And let’s not forget about pedestrians and children
playing in the street. If you’re not alert, you are sure to have an
accident. The risks go up much higher on an assist-officer call.
Who knows how many police cars, coming from all directions, are
responding to the same location? I’m surprised there are not more
accidents.

By this time I’m now on West Market Street about
600 feet from Central Avenue. I’ve got a clear view of the
intersection. There’s nothing happening. The ambulance is gone.
Officers Jones’ marked police car is not there. The vehicles
involved in the accident are gone. There’s not one single person
around.

I didn’t hear any updates over the police radio
telling the responding units to slow down or stop heading to the
area. I pulled up to the intersection and looked to my left down
Central Avenue toward First Street. No sign of any disturbance, and
no police vehicles. I could hear the sound of sirens coming from
the police cars responding to the assist-officer call, but none
were in sight yet. I looked to my right up Central Avenue toward
Eighth Street. I noticed a white four-door car in the middle of
Central Avenue about 100 feet from the intersection of Eighth
Street. Four young males were standing along the passenger side of
the white car. All the males had their hands placed on the white
car. At each end of the white car were two uniformed officers. I
made a right turn onto Central Avenue from West Market Street and
started driving toward the officers and the white car.

A large white straight truck and other vehicles
that were stopped in the intersection of Central Avenue and 8th
Street blocked my view beyond the white car. As I’m getting closer
to the white car I can see the officers are attempting to frisk the
young males that have their hands placed on the car. There is an
officer at each end of the car, with the four young males located
between the officers. The officer on the left side is frisking the
first male to his right. The officer on the right side is frisking
the first male to his left. I did not notice a shirt patch on
either officer’s dark blue uniform shirt. They can’t be Newark
cops, I said to myself, you can’t miss our patch. Our
uniform shirt patch is on both sleeves near the shoulder. I assumed
they must be police officers from one of the colleges located in
the area.

Suddenly the two young males not presently being
frisked by the officers took their hands off the white car and
faced each other. The officers said something to them, and they
both put their hands back on the car.

I’m about 150 feet away now and I hear some
officer’s voice come over the police radio. “Slow the cars down
coming to this assist.” The dispatcher responded, “All units
responding to Central and West Market slowdown. That unit, what do
we have there? Did you locate unit 231?”

At that time I noticed once again the two males
that were not being frisked take their hands off the car and faced
each other in an aggressive manner. Seconds later, after apparently
being directed by the officers, they both placed their hands back
on the car. Not wanting to produce further vehicle gridlock with my
private vehicle, I pulled it to the curb about 50 feet from the
white car with the four males and the two officers. I shut off the
engine and opened the door.

As I was stepping out of my car, I looked to my
left and noticed two Newark police officers in full uniform get out
of a marked police car that was parked about 20 feet behind my car,
but in the middle of the street. Again my attention moved to the
four young males and the officers at the white car. Once again, as
I started walking toward the white car, the two males not being
frisked took their hands off the car and confronted each other.
They quickly put their hands back on the car. I was now walking
faster toward the white car while reaching into my pocket to
produce my badge. Suddenly the two males again took their hands off
the car. This time they grabbed one another by the collar and begin
grappling. I immediately thought, This could get out of
hand.

To help prevent things from escalating and to
provide immediate assistance to the officers, I instinctively
rushed forward, put my left arm between the males and attempted to
break their grip on each other. I said, “Hey, break it up, po . .
.” The next thing I knew, I was grabbed from behind and pulled off
my feet. I had somehow allowed another perpetrator to slip behind
me, and now he had his forearm locked around my throat.

At first I was upset with myself. How could I
have been so careless to allow the bad guy to attack me from the
rear? Well I better not let this guy get my gun, I thought.
Hoping to delay the suspect from taking my gun, I moved my right
arm down to my right side where my 9mm service weapon was
holstered. The T-shirt I was wearing covered the gun on my right
side, and it also covered my police radio on my left side. Although
my T-shirt covered my gun and radio, you wouldn’t have to look hard
to notice the bulge on my right and left side.

I placed my right arm against the handle of my
holstered gun and forced it against my side. It wouldn’t absolutely
stop him from taking the gun, but it would at least take a few
seconds to force my arm away and then remove the gun. Several
additional seconds could make a world of difference. It would allow
the two cops I saw walking behind me enough time to intervene
before this perpetrator could shoot me to death with my own gun.
But why the hell is it taking so long for those cops to get this
guy off me? I thought, Maybe there are other
perpetrators. After all, I didn’t notice this one that now has
me in a chokehold. Perhaps the other two cops are busy trying to
arrest other perpetrators that I also didn’t see. Well, I
thought, they will certainly come to my assistance in a few
seconds.

This suspect was now choking me harder. My main
focus was to keep my arm against my gun and to flex my neck muscles
as hard as possible. By flexing my neck muscles it was making it
harder for this perpetrator to completely shut of my air supply. I
didn’t understand why the police officers that were on the scene
didn’t try to stop the perpetrator who was choking me. These
officers were only a few feet away.

At this time I could not see these officers. I
was unable to turn my head far enough to bring these officers into
my limited field of vision. Perhaps these officers were also
engaged in a physical confrontation with other perpetrators.

It took great effort and will power to turn my
head slightly to the right. Out of the corner of my eye I was able
to see the arm of the perpetrator who was choking me. He was
wearing a dark blue short-sleeved shirt. What I saw next sent shock
waves through my now oxygen-deprived body. On the shirt sleeve of
the perpetrator was a multi-colored patch with Newark Police
Department written on it. The guy who was choking me to death, for
no reason, was a uniformed Newark police officer.

Why was this cop trying to choke me to death?
Now I thought, I’ll try to tell him that I’m a cop. Easier
said than done! It was like having a bad dream and trying to scream
for help. Nothing comes out.

I tried to speak. But this guy had his forearm
solidly across my Adam’s apple. I could not speak or swallow, and
had great difficulty breathing in or out. I attempted to murmur,
“I’m a cop. I’m a cop.” He was even choking me harder now.
Perhaps if I don’t move or attempt to struggle at all, I
thought, this cop will surely release me. After all, why
would a cop choke a person to death for no apparent reason?

At that point I did not attempt to move or to
speak. I even reduced the flexing of my neck muscles. But this cop
continued to aggressively choke me. He appeared to have some
pent-up anger that needed to be released. He was choking me as if I
had just killed his mother. I couldn’t understand why this cop
continued to choke me so hard. I was not resisting; this level of
force was unnecessary and extremely excessive. I also wondered why
the other cops, that were right there within a few feet of me, did
not attempt to stop this nut of a cop who was trying to kill me.
When are they going to intervene and stop this cop from choking
an innocent citizen who also happens to be a cop?

Just when I thought things couldn’t get any
worse they did. As this cop was choking me he said, “I’ll break
your f—king neck.” Now once again I attempted to speak. But he was
choking me so hard I couldn’t utter a recognizable word. All that I
could do was murmur, “I’m a cop, I’m a cop.” But his attack
continued unremittingly. I was not resisting; nevertheless, he
continued to aggressively choke me.

Things were now getting critical. Everything
seemed to be hazy and moving in slow motion. All sound was muffled.
Why doesn’t this cop stop choking me? Then too, I thought,
Why aren’t any of the other cops stopping this guy?

I was now starting to lose consciousness. I
started thinking about my wife and kids. I have a young daughter
who needs me. I’m not going to go out this way, I thought. Enough
is enough, there is no doubt in my mind this cop is trying to
seriously hurt or kill me. I’m going for my gun and let him have a
couple of rounds in the gut. But somehow rational thought cancelled
out panic survival instincts. If these other cops (that are doing
nothing to help me) suddenly see me pull out a gun, they will pull
out their guns and make Swiss cheese out of me. I’ll be dead and
they will conveniently say it was all an unfortunate mistake. My
daughter would be without her father, and I wouldn’t be around to
tell my side of the story. I must simply hold on and hope for a
miracle.

A miracle did occur. This officer expended so
much energy choking me he got tired. Suddenly, this officer pushed
me down on the white car and released me. I was stunned, dizzy,
gasping for air, and seeing spots. I shouted, “I’m a f—king cop,”
and showed my badge to this officer.

I will never forget his response. With an
annoyed look on his face, he blurted out in a gruff tone of voice
that was not apologetic, “I didn’t know you were a cop.”

I was really dazed and upset. There was no doubt
in my mind; this cop was really trying to hurt me. He nearly choked
me to death and I was not doing anything wrong. I never considered
choking the teenagers who were involved in the dispute. Yet, this
abusive nut of a cop tried to choke the life out of me. What the
hell does he mean by saying he didn’t know I was a cop. He had to
know I was a human being. Why the hell, I thought, was he choking
the life out of an innocent person? He had to recognize me as a
human being. Or did he think I was a dog?

My thoughts were interrupted by someone asking
in a muffled voice, “Are you all right?” I responded, by reflex not
by conscious thought, “I’m all right.” But I was not all right and
I didn’t know who had even asked the question. I seemed to be
drifting in and out of consciousness. Like a game fighter who had
been knocked down by a vicious combination to the head, I was
immediately on my feet but unable to fully understand what was
happening around me. My head felt as if it would explode. All sound
was muffled, and anything more than 50 feet away was blurred.

Just then I noticed a sergeant in the immediate
area. I stumbled over to him and said, “Hey, one of your guys just
choked me.” He immediately backed away and blurted out, “Not one of
my guys. I’m not working this area. I’m working DWI.” I knew this
sergeant. His name is Andy Ambon. Within seconds he had left the
area. I was still trying to clear my head and gather myself.
Everything still seemed foggy and unclear. My neck was hurting and
I still could not seem to take in enough air. Perhaps a doctor
should check me. But first I’ve got to find out who that cop was
and report him. This guy is dangerous. He needs to be straightened
out.

Just then, police officer Larry Levy walked over
to me. “Sergeant, Sergeant,” he exclaimed. He appeared to be
yelling. “Why was he choking you?” “I don’t know,” I murmured.

Still stunned, I attempted to talk with other
officers who were still in the area and had certainly seen what
happened. Every cop I tried to approach seemed to be walking away.
I just didn’t seem to have the energy to catch up with them.
What the hell is going on? I’m not getting help from
anyone.

By now there were at least 10 marked police cars
in the area. They were starting to move the other cars and trucks
out of the intersection and restore vehicular traffic to
normal.

“Hey, are you all right,” asked some uniformed
officer. I didn’t recognize this cop and didn’t respond. I don’t
know if he walked away or if I staggered and stumbled away. Hey
wait a minute, I thought. There’s Sergeant Gillin. “Hey
Gillin,” I stammered. “One of your West District guys just tried to
choke me to death.”

“Are you all right?” Gillin asked.

“I don’t know the guy’s name,” I shouted, “but I
can certainly identify him. I’m going to the West District to file
the reports.” Then suddenly Sergeant Gillin was gone. I didn’t see
where he went. Things were still a little foggy. Now I was seeing
less spots swirling around.

I thought, v. This crazy cop was the same
officer, along with his partner, that I saw when I was walking
toward the teenagers involved in the dispute. His partner was a
short white male wearing a gold detective badge on his uniform.
More than likely he was working an overtime assignment. It’s rare
indeed for the Newark Police Department to have a detective working
in uniform during their regular scheduled hours.

The officer who choked me was a tall heavy built
white male with black hair and a mustache. This officer and his
partner were riding in marked unit number 432. Cars with any 400
number are normally assigned to the West District.

So now that my head was getting a little
clearer, I believed I would be able to drive to the West District
to make the necessary reports about this officer’s brutal actions.
Walking slow and cautiously toward my car, I climbed in, started it
up, and drove away from the scene.

The scene of the incident was Central Avenue and
South Eighth Street. This location is in the jurisdiction of the
Newark Police Department’s North District. However, the borderline
for the West District is only a few blocks to the south of this
location. The West District Precinct is less than two miles away.
While driving to the West District Precinct, a lot of things were
running through my mind. First and foremost was the fact that I was
almost killed by another cop. I didn’t expect a cop to act so
viciously for no apparent reason. Now that I had survived this
attack, I wanted to make certain this guy’s behavior and attitude
was correctly modified. This must be everyday behavior for this
guy. He’s exactly the kind of cop we don’t need. I tried to
help an officer who called for emergency assistance and I almost
get killed. Hey, and I never did see the cop who called in for
help. What happened to him?

These things were going through my mind as I was
driving to the West District Precinct. Suddenly my thoughts were
interrupted when someone said to me, “Hey Sergeant Clark. Are you
okay?”

I could not immediately answer. My mouth opened
in disbelief. I knew this person. He was a Newark cop. I just
couldn’t remember his name. But that’s not why I was so shocked. I
could not understand why I was now walking into the front door of
Newark Police Headquarters at 22 Franklin Street. The last thing I
remembered was driving toward the West District Precinct. Because I
was still dazed by the officer’s brutal assault, I unintentionally
and unconsciously drove to my work location. I work out of Police
Headquarters, but I consciously wanted to go to the West District.
I didn’t remember driving here or even parking my car. Wow, this
is scary. I could have gotten into an accident.

Now that I was here at headquarters I was not
going to risk getting into an accident by driving to the West
District. I could execute the reports here at headquarters and have
the reports forwarded to the West District and any other necessary
police command.

I don’t remember if I took the elevator or the
stairs to reach the third floor. When I arrived at the third floor,
I opened the door to the Gang Intelligence Unit and stumbled
in.

After locating a telephone I called the West
District and spoke with Sergeant Gillin. “Sergeant Gillin. This is
Sergeant Clark. I’m at the Gang Squad now. My neck is killing me.
As soon as I finish these reports I’m going to the hospital to get
checked out.”

“Well I hope everything works out okay, Clark,”
he told me. “The officer who was involved is Nathan DeBarlow. He
works here at the West,” Gillin said.

“Well,” I said, “I’m going to write him up for
his improper actions. I need his identification number too.” After
getting the necessary information from Sergeant Gillin, I started a
draft of my report.

Then I called my wife Rhonda. “Hey honey it’s
me,” I said when she an-swered the phone. “You won’t believe what
happened.” “What, what?” she said with excitement in her voice. I
told her, “Some big jerk of a cop tried to choke me to death.”
“What,” she screamed over the phone. “Are you all right?”

“My neck and head hurts but I’m alive,” I
replied.

She was relieved to hear that I was not about to
drop dead. She insisted that I go to the hospital for treatment.
Her insistence was not necessary; there was no way that I was going
home without seeing a doctor. I told her I would go for treatment
when the reports were finished. I promised to call her from the
hospital.

It seemed like hours passed before I finished
the reports. When the reports were finally completed, I put them on
Lieutenant Ruslo’s desk. Just as I was about to leave for the
hospital the phone rang.

“Oh hell,” I said out loud. I wonder who this
could be. I better answer it; perhaps it’s my wife calling
back. I quickly answered the phone, “Gang Squad, Sergeant
Clark.”

“Hey Sammy,” the voice on the other end of the
phone said. It was Lieutenant James Polerri from Newark Police
Central Communications Bureau. The distinctive raspy sound of his
voice is unmistakable. “How you feeling,” he said.

“My throat is sore as hell, lieutenant,” I said.
“But I think I’ll live.” “Sammy,” he said, in that raspy
gangster-type voice, “when you get done come up here, I wanna talk
to you.”

His voice had a ring of urgency in it. If
nothing else, I was curious about what he wanted. The paperwork was
already completed, I could take a few minutes before heading to the
hospital. “Okay, lieutenant,” I said, “I’ll be right up.”

I quickly gathered my things, turned off the
lights, and locked the office. Central Communications Bureau was
located on the fourth floor of the Municipal Court Building behind
police headquarters.

After leaving headquarters I entered the parking
lot, got into my car and drove around the corner to the Municipal
Court Building. I identified myself to the security officer on the
ground level and took the elevator to the fourth floor. I got out
of the elevator and headed toward the large brown door on the left.
It’s the entrance to Central Communications Bureau. Over the door
you can’t help but notice the large camera glaring down on you. The
door was locked so I pressed the intercom button.

Within a few seconds a voice over the intercom
said, “Yes.”

“Sergeant Clark,” I replied. A second or two
later I heard the buzzing sound to indicate I could now open the
door. I opened the door and attempted to sign the logbook that was
on a desk near the entrance. Lieutenant Polerri called out, “Sammy,
forget about that. You can do it on the way out. Come here, I wanna
show ya something.”

I put the pen back down on the desk and walked
into the area of central communications where calls for service are
received and assignments are transmitted by the police dispatcher
to the police cars in the field. Numerous officers were at their
computer terminals answering calls, typing in information, and or
dispatching police cars to various assignments.

I walked over to Lieutenant Polerri. The West
District had informed him of the incident. In addition, Officer
DeBarlow’s report had been faxed to Central Communications
Bureau.

“Hey Sammy,” said Lieutenant Polerri. “Here’s
Officer DeBarlow’s report.” He handed me the faxed copy of Officer
DeBarlow’s report on what happened at Central Avenue and South
Eighth Street. I began to read the report and gasped with
amazement. Th is officer must have written a report of some other
incident. This certainly was not the same incident that could have
caused my death. According to Officer DeBarlow’s report, I was
swinging my arms wildly while approaching his partner from the
rear. Officer DeBarlow’s report indicated he feared I was going to
attack his partner so he held my arms only. His report failed to
mention that he had me in a chokehold and was trying to break my
neck. The report was one big lie. I thought to myself, Who ever
said police officers don’t lie?

Lieutenant Polerri had read the report. He said,
“I don’t believe a word of this. I know you, this doesn’t make
sense.” “I can’t believe he would write a report like this,” I
said. I thought to myself, This guy must really have some
serious problems. “Hey lieutenant, thanks,” I said. “I’ve got
to go to the hospital and get checked out. I’ll be talking with
you.” “Okay Sammy,” said Lieutenant Polerri, “take care of
yourself.”

Still shocked by the lies in Officer DeBarlow’s
official report, I left central communications and walked out of
the Municipal Court Building onto Green Street. I got into my car
and started driving to the hospital. It was impossible for me to
have known then, but Lieutenant Polerri would be part of a
conspiracy to have me dismissed from the Newark Police
Department.

My health insurance company policy required that
I seek treatment at one of their participating hospitals. The
nearest hospital that participated in my health plan was Doverlook
Hospital in Summit, NJ. This hospital was approximately 20 miles
from Newark.

Fortunately, a few hours had passed since being
choked. My throat was very sore; however, I was not feeling dizzy
any longer.

I arrived at Doverlook Hospital in Summit
without blacking out or getting into an accident. After giving my
information to the nurse, I called my wife to let her know I was at
the hospital.

After a brief wait the doctor examined me. I
told him what happened. He seemed very surprised. He said, “I don’t
think there is any serious damage to your neck. But I’m going to
take some x-rays anyway.”

The x-rays were taken and developed. The doctor
examined them and remarked, “I don’t see any broken bones. Get some
rest and take aspirin for pain. You may experience some pain over
the next few days. But I’m sure,” he said, “you’ll be all
right.”

“Thanks, doctor,” I said, and left for home.

I was extra careful driving home from the
hospital. It had been quite a long and stressful day. It was all
starting to catch up with me now and my energy level was fairly
low. With all that had happened today, I wanted to make certain I
arrived home to see my wife and daughter.

When I arrived home my wife was waiting. I gave
her a big hug.

“How are you feeling? What did the doctor say?”
she blurted out.

“I’m okay,” I said. “The x-rays were negative.
There are no broken bones. But my neck is still sore.”

She gave me a long hard look. It was the kind of
look that communicated her concerns about my safety. So I answered
the question that her expression asked.

“No, it’s not that bad,” I calmly said. “It’s
just this jerk-off brutal cop that’s all. I wrote him up for
excessive force. He wrote a report that was all one big lie.
Hopefully the department will straighten him out.”

With an expression of disbelief, she said, “But
you were attacked by another cop. That scares me.” “Well,” I said
sarcastically, “I’m not too happy about it either.” I walked toward
my daughter Darlene’s room. “She’s sleeping,” my wife
announced.

I said, “I’m just going to take a peek at her.”
I slowly and quietly opened the door to her room to get a look at
her. She was sound asleep with her favorite stuffed dog under her
arm. I was so glad to have the opportunity to see her again. I
wanted to give her a big hug and kiss. But I didn’t want to wake
her up. I just quietly closed the door to her room.

By this time my wife had walked over to me. Her
expression and body language told me she wanted to express
additional concerns about the at tack. But my expression and body
language was telling her I had one hell of a day and was not in the
mood for a lengthy discussion about the ramifications of this
incident. She intuitively picked up on my mood and did not press
the issue any further that night. She lovingly asked, “Are you
hungry?”

“Now that you mentioned it.” I said, “I haven’t
had a thing to eat since this morning. But my throat is so sore I
don’t know what I can swallow.” “I’ll make you some soup,” she
said. “Sit down and relax it will only take a couple of minutes.” A
few minutes later I was enjoying a warm bowl of soup made with
love. “Thank you my dear,” I said. “The soup was delicious and was
not too hard to swallow.”

After eating the soup I jumped right into to
bed. I felt so tired, but I was not able to sleep very well. I kept
thinking about the attack. That cop could have killed me. What the
hell is wrong with that guy?

Why didn’t the other cops take any action to
stop him? Why didn’t I get more help from the cops after the attack
was over? They had to notice how dazed and disoriented I was. I
also thought, How in the world could this cop write an official
report that was all a lie? Doesn’t he realize several other cops
witnessed this incident? Does he believe all these cops will go
along with his lie? Does he really believe these other cops will
stick their necks out and lie too?

One fact was crystal clear to me; I was a victim
of police brutality. I heard people complain to me about it. I’ve
read about it in the newspapers, and even seen it on television.
But now it had happened to me, a cop. I did not like the feeling.
Don’t tell me about how hard cops work to protect us and how
dangerous the job is. I know about that firsthand. That cop’s
actions were wrong and can’t be reasoned away. Don’t ask me to
understand, I thought.

In 22 years of police service, I have broken up
countless physical disputes without ever using excessive force or
being accused of using excessive force. Tell that to someone
else who doesn’t know any better, I angrily thought. This cop’s
attack was brutal and totally unnecessary.

These thoughts were jumping through my mind over
and over again. Tired I was, but I got very little sleep that
night.

_______________







Chapter 2: Tell
the Police Director

When I got up the next morning my
neck was still hurting. The pain had prevented me from sleeping
soundly. Despite the pain I decided not to book off sick. After
taking a shower and getting dressed, I noticed me wife was still
sleeping. I decided to carefully wake her up with a gentle
kiss.

“Good morning, honey,” she said with a wonderful
smile.

I said, “Good morning, baby. Do you know that
you look good in the morning?” I always say that because it’s true.
But I don’t think she believes me. This time was no different. She
shook her head and said, “Is that a Newark city slicker line?”

“No, it’s the truth,” I said.

Surprised to see me dressed, she asked, “What
time is it, Sam?”

“Seven o’clock,” I replied.

“It looks like you’re ready to leave. I thought
it was later than that. Why are you leaving so early?” “Well,” I
said, “I didn’t get much sleep so I decided to leave early.” “Well
you be careful, Sam,” she said as she gave me a big kiss. “And call
me later,” she said as I started heading for the door.

As I was leaving I thought about what my wife
just said. When she tells me to call her later it means she is
particularly concerned and just wants to hear from me to make
certain that I’m all right. Sometimes I forget to call her and then
she calls me. Of course, in a nice sweet way, she reminds me that I
forgot to keep my promise. Then I would explain how busy things are
and every time I was going to call her I was distracted by some
important job responsibility. But the sound of her voice today was
very different. That call home today will be top priority. That’s
for sure!

I arrived at work about one hour before anyone
else. I would be working inside today. Well, that is, unless a
major incident occurred. The squad commander, Lieutenant Carl
Ruslo, arrived a few minutes before 9:00 a.m. Lieutenant Ruslo was
quite a character. He was a guy that I really learned to like.
Although he had lived in the United States for decades, he still
had a deep Italian accent.

He was hard-working and fiercely loyal. In my
opinion, his loyalty was sometimes a detriment to him. He was
fiercely loyal to some people who did not deserve that kind of
loyalty. He could be a tenacious, formidable enemy; therefore, I
would much rather have him as a friend. He was a shrewd and
resourceful individual. His somewhat broken English was not an
accurate barometer of his intelligence. It would give the
appearance that this guy was not too swift. I believe it was a
great asset for him. His enemies were lulled to sleep and took him
for granted. This man was not a dummy; he was very intelligent.

I informed my supervisor, Lieutenant Carl Ruslo,
about the attack. He listened intensely and seemed surprised. “Did
you write him up, Sam,” said Lieutenant Ruslo.

“Yes, lieutenant,” I replied.

“How are you feeling now?” he asked.

“My neck is still sore and it’s hard to
swallow,” I replied. “But,” I added, “I won’t be booking off.”

The lieutenant was glad to hear that. Especially
since the other sergeant was on vacation leave. Lieutenant Ruslo
then briefed me on today’s assignments for the officers in the
squad. We began to get involved in handling our tasks to make it
all happen.

A day or so later I had to stop by
the West District Precinct to drop off some paperwork. I
happened to run into one of the officers that I had worked with
when I was assigned to the West District Precinct.

“Hey Detective Wilson,” I said. “How are they
treating you?”

“Everything’s good,” he remarked in his deep
bass voice.

I expected him to ask me about what happened
when I was attacked. I know information like that is spread around
the police department quickly. I was interested in hearing what he
had been told about the incident. But he continued to talk about
his new assignment. Apparently he had not heard about the attack. I
thought to myself, Detective Wilson works in the West District.
The officer who attacked me works in the West District. Perhaps
Detective Wilson can shed some light on this guy’s attitude and
behavior.

I decided to abruptly change the discussion and
ask him. “Hey Wilson,” I said. “Did you hear about the West
District guy that tried to choke me to death?”

“What,” he replied with shock. “No, I didn’t
hear about it. Who was the guy, sergeant?” he asked. Then he
quickly said, “Wait a minute! Don’t tell me. Give me two guesses.”
He looked upward for a few seconds as if he was reading from the
sky. Then he said, “Was it Nathan DeBarlow?”

Now I was shocked. You could have knocked me
over with a feather. Obviously my facial expression was my reply to
Detective Wilson’s question. Detective Wilson now had a big smile
on his face.

He had to find my shocked expression hilarious.
I thought to myself, Wow! Detective Wilson hit the nail right on
the head with the first guess. Obviously this guy has a reputation
for abusive behavior. Certainly other citizens have made complaints
about this officer’s abusive behavior. Should I believe that his
supervisors and commanding officer didn’t have a clue about this
guy’s behavior? The incompetence and complacency of his supervisors
is compounded because they have not taken any effective corrective
actions.

After attempting to wipe the shocked look off my
face, I said, “Hey Wilson, you’re absolutely right. It was
DeBarlow.

Wilson said, “I hear he always does that kind of
stuff. I understand he frequently abuses prisoners at the West
District. Everybody knows he’s abusive.” He asked, “Sergeant, did
you file a report?”

I said, “Sure I did.”

Then Wilson said, “Good, he needs to learn a
lesson.”

I had to finish the business at hand and return
to police headquarters. I said, “Detective Wilson, I gotta run.
I’ll keep in touch with you. Let me know if I can help you with
anything.” He said, “Okay sergeant,” and walked into the parking
lot.

A few days later I spoke with
Sergeant Lee James. He was very upset about what had happened
to me. He insisted that I meet with the police director and let him
know what happened. He agreed to help arrange and attend the
meeting with me. He stated, “Sam, I’m going to call the director’s
office now.”

Sergeant Lee James then dialed the director’s
office. “Hello Sally, this is Sergeant Lee James. If the director
is not busy I need to see him as soon as possible please. Right,
right, sure,” said Sergeant James. He hung up the telephone. “Sam,”
he said. “The director will see us now! Let’s walk upstairs.” We
were now on our way to speak with Police Director Wilbur
Clemens.

Director Clemens’ Office was not in Police
Headquarters, but in another municipal building around the corner
from Police Headquarters. However, you could reach his office
without going outside. We could walk through connecting corridors
to reach the Municipal Court building where the police director’s
office was located.

As we were walking through the narrow connecting
corridors, Sergeant Lee James said, “Sam, you have got to let the
director know exactly what happened. They can’t let this guy get
away with choking a sergeant.”

“Well Lee,” I said, “I don’t have a problem with
that. I’ll tell him everything that happened.” When we reached the
director’s officer, Sally told us to go right in. We knocked on the
police director’s closed office door. A voice from inside said,
“Come in.” We opened the door and walked in.

Director Clemens was standing behind his desk
when we walked in. We both said, “Hello director, how are you?”

“What can I do for you fellows?” said Director
Clemens, with a big smile on his face. Director Clemens as usual
looked impeccable. “Here, sit down,” he said while pointing to two
chairs in front of his desk.

Sergeant Lee James began talking first.
“Director, you’ve got to do something about this guy who choked
Sam. You should put this guy in the cellblock. Sam could have been
killed.”

“Yeah,” said Director Clemens, with an
inquisitive ring in his voice. “What happened?” I begin to explain
everything to Director Clemens. I told him I wanted to file a
criminal complaint against this officer.

“Wait a moment,” said Director Clemens. “If you
make a criminal complaint against him he will lose his job. Let’s
give him a good suspension.” Directive Clemens then picked up the
telephone and called the Internal Affairs Bureau. “Hello,” he said,
“is this Santono? I want you to come up to my office right now, and
bring Lewis with you.” Director Clemens hung up the telephone.

“Wait right here,” he said while smiling, “I
want them to get started on this right away.”

Good, I thought to myself. I believed that
justice would prevail. I didn’t necessarily want the officer to
lose his job, but I certainly believed a criminal complaint filed
against him would assure a more severe sanction. I didn’t disagree
with Sergeant Lee James’ suggestion about assigning him to the
cellblock, but I didn’t see how this so-called punishment detail
could address the deeper issues that affected this officer’s
behavior. Still, he did not need to interact with the general
public until and if his behavior could be successfully modified.
But the police department had the responsibility to make certain
that he would never use excessive force on anyone again. I’ll just
have to wait and see how the department will handle this. If anyone
had told me then that I would suffer a harsher penalty than Officer
DeBarlow, I would have called him or her crazy. Little did I know
then, but that is exactly what happened.

After approximately six minutes the Commander of
the Newark Police Department’s Internal Affairs Division, Deputy
Chief John Santono, and Internal Affairs Division Captain Erwin
Lewis arrived at the Director’s office. You could hear them coming
because Deputy Chief Santono was talking so loud.

I had known both Deputy Chief John Santono and
Captain Erwin Lewis for many years. Deputy Chief Santono was my
squad sergeant some 20 years ago when we were both in the East
District Precinct. He knew me very well. He was familiar with the
quality of my work. He never had a problem with me when I worked in
his squad at the East District.

I also knew Captain Lewis very well. When he was
a lieutenant, he was the commanding officer of the Newark Police
Intelligence Unit. While he was commander of the Intelligence Unit,
Captain Lewis wanted me to be his unit sergeant. Captain Erwin
Lewis was very familiar with my work ethic and positive
reputation.

Sergeant Lee James and I again related the story
to Captain Erwin Lewis and Deputy Chief John Santono.

Captain Erwin Lewis asked, “Are all the reports
done?”

I replied, “Yes, they’re all finished.”

Deputy Chief Santono tried to weakly defend
Officer DeBarlow by discussing an alleged incident in which he was
accidentally injured by another police officer. Perhaps he was
attempting to convince or persuade me to believe that Officer
DeBarlow’s actions were accidental. Needless to say, I was not
persuaded.

Captain Erwin Lewis said, “Sam, check with me,
I’ll keep you informed on the progress of this investigation.”

Sergeant Lee James and I then left Deputy Chief
Santono and Captain Erwin Lewis with Police Director Clemens. We
walked through the corridors and back to our offices. While en
route from the director’s office back to our offices, I thanked
Sergeant Lee James for helping to arrange the meeting with Director
Clemens. I told him, “Lee, I’m not confident that Officer DeBarlow
will be properly disciplined.” I said, “Lee, they should also send
this guy for sensitivity training. He needs it bad.”

“You’re right, Sam. Anytime an officer chokes a
superior officer, then he must have a problem.”

“You know,” I said, “if you check this guy’s
record I bet you will find numerous complaints of excessive force
filed by citizens. Guys like that make our job extremely difficult.
It causes the public to have very little confidence in the police
department. At least now the department has an opportunity to turn
this guy’s career around.”

By now we had arrive at our offices. Sergeant
Lee James and I then went into our respective offices and continued
our duties.

Approximately three weeks had
passed since meeting with Director Clemens. During that time I
had been transferred back into Police Services Unit. Now once again
I was working with Sergeant Lee James. I was certainly happy to be
there, and Sergeant Lee James was happy to have me back. We worked
very well together as a team, and we had plenty of work to
complete.

Prior to my initial transfer to the Police
Services Unit, Sergeant Lee James and I would have lengthy
discussions about the need to provide some type of programs to help
police officers effectively and safely deal with the many personal
problems that were affecting their job performance. But the police
culture caused officers not to discuss personal problems and
feelings. If discussed at all, an officer would only discuss these
confidential feelings and problems with another police officer that
could be trusted. Sergeant James, who is also an ordained minister,
had earned that trust and respect. We both strongly felt if we
could turn an officer around, it would be a win-win situation for
everyone. The officer would be a better, more productive employee
and serve the public with a professional and respectful attitude.
The officer would also be a better spouse and or parent. The police
department, the community, and the troubled officer’s family all
stood to gain. Just a small investment could have a wide positive
outcome. Sergeant Lee James firmly believed I was the right person
to assist in the implementation of the necessary programs. But we
did not believe they would put two sergeants in the unit. However,
Sergeant Lee James lobbied hard for me to Police Director Clemens.
Director Clemens finally said yes.

So now I was anxious to complete the projects I
had started before being transferred into Gang Intelligence. In
addition, an unexpected situation had developed with Director
Clemens. He had some serious legal problems. The FBI had raided his
home and office. He was under indictment for federal tax evasion.
Director Clemens’ situation was the topic of conversation.

“James, what do you think will happen in the
director’s case? The feds are claiming he forced people to purchase
tickets to his social events and did not report the income on his
taxes. Usually the feds don’t prosecute unless they have a strong
case.”

“You’re right, Sam,” James said. “But Director
Clemens has just probably done the same thing that other directors
before him have done. It seems they are out to get him.”

“Well,” I said, “I hope everything works out
okay.”

When I had completed some paperwork, I grabbed
the telephone and called Captain Erwin Lewis in Internal Affairs.
“Hello, may I speak to Captain Erwin Lewis. This is Sergeant Samuel
Clark.” A few moments later Captain Lewis was on the phone.
“Captain, this is Sergeant Clark. What’s happening with the
investigation?”

“Sam, we’re working on it,” said Captain Erwin
Lewis.

“Okay captain,” I said. “Then I’ll check with
you some other time.”

As I hung up the telephone I thought to myself,
No investigator from Internal Affairs has interviewed me yet.
Who is the investigator? I know it’s not the captain.

Another week had passed and no one from Internal
Affairs had contacted me. I was beginning to be concerned.
Throughout my career I have had almost no contact with the Internal
Affairs Division. I have never been required to testify as a
defendant or as a witness at a police department hearing. I had
little or no knowledge about the intimate workings of the Internal
Affairs Division. I didn’t know then, but soon I would be very
familiar with the operation and objectives of the Police
Department’s Internal Affairs Division.

I had learned that an officer must be charged
within a certain time period. It was similar to a statute of
limitation in a criminal proceeding. The rule basically stated if
an officer was not charged with an infraction within 45 days, then
the charges would be automatically dropped. It was almost 45 days
since the incident had occurred.

I didn’t want this guy to go unpunished because
of some technicality. I decided to stop by the Internal Affairs
Division in person and make inquiries.

During that time period, August 1995, the
Internal Affairs office was also located in police headquarters.
Internal Affairs or IAD, as it is oft en called, was on the first
floor of police headquarters. So I walked down stairs to the
Internal Affairs office.

“Hello everybody,” I said as I walked in. “Is
Captain Erwin Lewis here?” “Yes, Sam,” said the officer at the IAD
front desk. “He’s in his office. Just walk right in.” “Hello sir,”
I said as I walked in. “I would like to know what’s happening with
the investigation.”

“Okay Sam,” said Captain Erwin Lewis. “Come with
me, Sam.” The captain got up from his desk and walked ahead of me
out of his office. We then walked into the front portion of the
Internal Affairs office.

“Hey Billy,” said Captain Erwin Lewis, calling
to an officer who was sitting at a desk. “What’s happening with
Sam’s investigation?”

Captain Lewis was talking to an officer who had
worked in the Internal Affairs Division for a long time. This
officer, Lieutenant Warren Overwood, had lobbied to get me to
become a supervisor in the Internal Affairs Division. Naturally I
chose to work with my good friend Sergeant Lee James instead.

Lieutenant Warren Overwood seemed disturbed by
Captain Erwin Lewis’

question. Lieutenant Warren Overwood looked up,
shook his head, and gruffly said, “I’m only one man, I can’t do
everything.” I was shocked at the way he was talking to a captain.
Lieutenant Warren Overwood then asked, “Do you want me to finish
what I’m doing now or drop it and work on this?”

I again was shocked by his attitude and tone of
voice. I never expected the captain’s respond to Overwood’s
negative attitude and disrespectful demeanor. Captain Erwin Lewis
seemed embarrassed, but did not challenge Lieutenant Warren
Overwood. I interrupted by asking Lieutenant Warren Overwood, “What
can I do to help get this thing processed?”

“Well,” said Lieutenant Warren Overwood, “you
can make out a 1004 report.”

“Okay,” I said, “I’ll do it.”

What nerve, I thought to myself; the officer who
does the investigation submits the 1004 report. I didn’t do an
investigation. I should not have to submit an investigation on an
officer who used excessive force on me. As the victim of the
excessive force, how could I be impartial? Nevertheless I wanted to
do what was necessary to deal with the improper actions of Officer
DeBarlow. I wasn’t sure exactly what form had to be completed;
consequently, I executed the same report on two different report
forms. I personally hand-walked the reports up to Chief Tim
O’Harry’s office and obtained his signature on the reports. Then I
hand-delivered the reports to Captain Erwin Lewis in the Internal
Affairs Division. He signed the reports. Officer DeBarlow was
served with the charges. If I had not jumped in and executed the
reports, the 45day rule would have been violated and DeBarlow could
not have been sanctioned for his actions. Now the ball was really
rolling, or at least I thought so.

A few days later I arrived at the
police services office to discover we would have a civilian
observer. This civilian was interested in observing the operations
of the police services unit. This gentleman was authorized to be an
observer for a few hours. So he was now at the office observing the
operation. After a few hours Sergeant James and I decided to take
him out in a police vehicle. We wanted him to observe how we
operated out in the field.

“Sir,” I said, “you might find it more
interesting to go out in the field with us.”

“Oh I would love it,” he said.

“Hey Lee,” I called out to Sergeant James. “Are
you ready to roll?”

Sounding apologetic, Sergeant Lee James replied,
“Sam, you ride with him for a while. I have got to stay here and
finish some important paperwork.” Sergeant James handed me the keys
to the police car.

“Okay,” I said to the civilian rider, “let’s go.
Sergeant James, I’ll see you later.”

“Right, Sam,” said James. “I’ll call you over
the air if anything important comes up.” The civilian rider and I
headed out in the street. “Sir,” I said, “we are going to listen to
the assignments dispatched over the police radio. Then we will go
to the location that a police car was dispatched. When the officers
complete their assignment we will introduce ourselves and talk with
them for a few minutes. We will be able to explain the present and
future police services programs. Occasionally we will assist the
patrol officers by handling vehicle tows, transportation of foot
patrol officers, and other low priority assignments. We do the
little things that help make life a little easier for the frontline
patrol officers.”

We rode in on a couple of low priority so-called
routine assignments. I introduced the civilian rider to the
officers, and we talked for a few minutes before continuing to ride
around. As we were traveling along and I was explaining things to
the civilian rider, my attention was diverted to the police radio.
The police dispatcher was transmitting an assignment to one of the
field units.

“Unit 411,” said the dispatcher.

“Unit 411,” replied the field unit. I recognized
the voice of the officer who replied. Impulsively I spoke out loud,
“Hey, that’s the guy who witnessed the attack.”

“What’s that,” said the civilian rider. “Wait a
minute, wait a minute,” I interrupted and signaled with my hand for
him to be quiet. “I want to hear what the dispatcher is going to
say.”

“Is that 411,” said the dispatcher. “Check on a
suspicious green vehicle at South 12th and Springfield Avenue. No
license plate available. Your time is 1335.”

“Unit 411 received and responding,” replied the
field unit. “Hey,” I said. “I need to see that officer.” I started
driving to his dispatched assignment at South 12th and Springfield
Avenue. “What happened?” asked the civilian rider. “That officer
witnessed an incident,” I replied. “I don’t want him to forget to
write a report about what he observed.”

It didn’t take long to get to South 12th and
Springfield. We apparently arrived within seconds after unit 411
arrived. Unit 411 was sent here to check on a green car parked in
the area. There was no green car in the area. Perhaps the car was
driven away before patrol car 411 arrived, or perhaps the
information given to the dispatcher was not correct.

I parked behind patrol car 411 and got out. I
walked toward Officer Larry Levy. He was already standing outside
of his police car on the driver’s side. The civilian rider also got
out of our car and followed me.

“Hey sergeant,” said Officer Levy. “How are you
doing, sergeant?”

“Not bad, Larry,” I replied. I immediately asked
him, “Hey Larry, did you see that guy when he choked me?”

“Yeah sergeant,” he replied. “Why the hell was
he choking you like that?”

“Obviously he was trying to hurt me,” I said.
“Larry, just put down in the report exactly what you saw.” “No
problem, sergeant,” said Officer Levy. “What he did was crazy!”
After saying good-bye, the civilian rider and I got back into the
police services car and continued riding. The civilian rider asked,
“Someone attacked you?”

“Yes,” I replied. “I was attacked by another
police officer.”

“What,” he said, in an expression of
surprise.

“That’s right,” I said. “I was attacked by
another Newark police officer. The officer I just spoke to saw the
other cop choking me.” “Wow,” he said with a look of shock on his
face. “I’m going to head back to headquarters now,” I told him.
“Unfortunately, there is always some paperwork that must be
done.”

I drove the civilian rider back to the private
parking lot where he had parked his car. I then parked the marked
police car in the police parking lot and returned to the police
services office. Sergeant Lee James was still hard at work as
usual. “Hey Sam,” he said as I walked in, “how did it go?”

“It went well, Lee,” I said. “He was able to get
a better picture of our overall role. He found the experience to be
interesting at the least. Lee, did anything important happen while
I was gone?”

“No Sam, everything was quiet,” Sergeant James
replied. “It was a good day to finish paperwork.”

“Speaking of paperwork,” I said to Sergeant
James, “I’ve got a pile that needs to be completed. So I’m going to
sit down, be quiet, and knock out this paperwork.”

I walked over to my desk and gave my full
attention to completing my reports. Before I realized, it was 5:30.
“Hey Lee,” I yelled, “it’s 5:30. I’m leaving right now. I’ll be in
a little early tomorrow. How long are you staying tonight?”

“I’ll be here for at least another hour, Sam.”
“Alright Lee, I’ll see you in the morning.” I quickly gathered my
things and left.

It was now late August 1995, and
we had two new officers working in our office. Both officers
were dedicated and hard-working. Sergeant Lee James and I were
pleased and excited to have Officer Liz Torno and Officer Ellen
Manley working in police services. They were both extremely helpful
in making Police Services Division a smooth-running outfit. We were
all operating without an ego, that is everyone except our
commander, Captain Jim Funerro.

Captain Funerro should have been happy to have a
crew that he could depend on to get the job done without creating
any problems for him. Apparently he was somewhat insecure. He
always had to let you know that he was the boss. Even though things
were running as smooth as clockwork, he believed his unnecessary
involvement was essential.

We were all astonishing by this needless
interference in a smooth-running operation; still we stroked his
ego by acting interested in his oft en outrageous ideas and by not
initially complaining. I had no way of knowing then, that several
months later Captain Funerro would cause me to file a
discrimination case against the Newark Police Department with the
Equal Employment Opportunity Commission.

It was now my favorite time of the
year, vacation leave. My wife and I were going to take a cruise
to Bermuda. We were both looking forward to this special vacation.
On this vacation we were leaving the little one with her
grandmother.

Freedom at last! I felt great as we boarded our
gorgeous cruise ship. The cruise was everything we expected and
more. We ate, drank, danced, and loved each other. The ship’s
amenities were outstanding, and we enjoyed the three solid days
spent in Bermuda.

All good things must come to an end. Our cruise
was no exception. All too soon we had arrived back in New York
Harbor and were departing the ship. We arrived home and picked up
our daughter from her grandmother’s the next day. We were all
mutually happy to see each other. Unfortunately, I only had a few
more days of vacation leave left. I would soon be returning back to
work.

I was really enjoying this vacation leave. It is
always great to be spending time with my wife and daughter,
especially quality time. Vacation leave never seems to be long
enough, but this time the vacation leave seemed particularly short.
I was just not ready to return to work.

On the day before I was scheduled to return to
work, it was a sleepless night for me. I tossed and turned all
night long. Perhaps I got two hours sleep. On top of that, I had a
splitting headache.

I took some aspirin along with my hypertension
medication, but still the headache would not subside. I started to
call in sick, but changed my mind at the last minute. Not because I
was feeling any better, but I was nearly always reluctant to call
in sick unless I was very sick.

While getting washed and dressed I told my wife,
“Honey, I don’t feel very well. I got some kind of headache.”

“Why don’t you stay home,” she replied.

“I’ll probably feel better in a few hours,” I
told her.

“Sam,” she said, stretching Sam out for a few
seconds. “You rarely take off time from work. You have unlimited
sick time. That job will be there when you’re gone.”

“I know,” I replied in a defensive tone of
voice, “if I don’t feel better I’ll book off and then come home.” I
finished getting dressed, but I was not feeling any better. When I
was ready to leave, my daughter was still sleeping. I kissed my
wife, expressed my love for her, and left.

As I was driving for work my head was still
splitting. I told myself as soon as I get to the office I’ll take a
couple of aspirin. I arrived at work one half hour earlier than
usual. I even got to the office before Sergeant Lee James.

I quickly opened the door and turned on the
lights. Then I immediately found the aspirin in my desk drawer and
took three. My head felt like it was on fire. If I could just lie
down for a while and go to sleep. Then I thought, Maybe if I can
focus on doing some work, the pain may not seem so intense. Now
let’s see, what was I working on before vacation leave? I started
going through the forms, reports, and notes on my desk. But I was
moving in slow motion. I was struggling just to pick up
folders.

Then suddenly Detective Manley arrived at the
office and walked in. When she noticed me sitting behind my desk
she said, “Good morning, sergeant.”

I tried to sound as upbeat and normal as
possible when I replied “Good morning Ellen. How are you doing
today?” My reply sounded pretty enthusiastic, so I thought. But the
look of concern on Detective Manley’s face revealed her opinion of
how bad I sounded. “Are you all right, sergeant?” she said. I
looked at her for a few seconds before I answered. Finally I said,
“I don’t feel too well today.”

She immediately responded by saying, “Well you
don’t look too well either.”

That remark from Detective Manley took me by
surprise. I was starting to get a little concerned. For the short
time I had been working with Detective Manley, I discovered she was
a warm and caring person. I took her reply to be an expression of
concern. She was not being sarcastic or disrespectful. That’s what
had me concerned. I must really look like I’m sick.

Detective Manley asked, “What’s bothering you,
sergeant?” “Well Ellen,” I said. “I’ve got one hell of a headache,
and now I’m having chest pains too.” “You should call your doctor,”
Detective Manley said. “Maybe the doctor can give you a
prescription.” “It’s too early to call,” I replied. “I don’t think
the doctor gets in until 10:00 a.m.” “Sergeant,” said Detective
Manley insistently. “You can at least call and find out if the
doctor’s in. You really don’t look well.”

“Okay, okay,” I said. “I’ll call.”

“Right now,” Detective Manley demanded.

“Yes,” I replied. “I’ll call right now.” I
slowly pulled out my wallet and started looking for my health
insurance identification card and the doctor’s phone number. I
found the phone number and called the doctor’s office. During the
time I was looking for the phone number and making the call,
Detective Manley was watching me closely. The call was made, and
now I was waiting for someone in the doctor’s office to pick
up.

Finally someone at the doctor’s office answered.
“Hello doctor’s office,” the voice on the other end said. “Hi,” I
said. “I’m one of the doctor’s patients and I’m really not feeling
very well today. I would like to see the doctor as soon as
possible.” The voice on the other end responded. “This is his
nurse. The doctor is on his way to the office. What seems to be
your problem?”

I began to explain my symptoms to the nurse. She
decided I should go to the hospital immediately. She said I should
be taken by ambulance or driven by someone. She emphasized that I
should not drive myself to the hospital. The nurse would contact
the hospital and they would be expecting me. I told the nurse I
would make arrangements to be taken to the hospital immediately. I
then hung up the phone.

I was not thrilled about going to the hospital.
But I didn’t have the energy or willingness to make any objections.
I began thinking about all the things I needed to do at home and at
work. I’ve got time for a quick checkup, but I can’t stay in the
hospital. I’ve got too many things to get done.

“Well what did the doctor say,” said Detective
Manley. She had been standing close by all during my conversation
with the nurse. In a slightly embarrassed murmur I said, “They want
me to go to the hospital right away. But they don’t want me to
drive.”

Just then Captain Jim Funerro walked in.
Detective Manley quickly explained my situation to the captain. He
told her to use his car to take me to the hospital. He handed
Detective Manley the car keys. I quickly looked over the papers on
my desk. I don’t know what I was looking for in particular. I
really didn’t bring any important papers with me to work. I was
killing time trying to think of an important reason why I shouldn’t
go to the hospital.

trying to think of an important reason why I
shouldn’t go to the hospital. “Let’s go, sergeant,” Detective
Manley insisted.

With that we were out of the office and heading
for the elevator.

The elevator came within a few seconds, and we
rode down to the first floor. The captain’s car was parked in the
parking lot right next to police headquarters. This car was not his
personal car. It was a vehicle owned by the police department and
assigned to the captain. He has use of this vehicle 24 hours a day
seven days a week. The vehicle is equipped with emergency warning
devices: siren and flashing red lights in the car’s grill.

It didn’t take very long for Detective Manley to
get me to the hospital emergency room. After taking my blood
pressure and an EKG, the doctor believed I might have suffered a
heart attack. They wanted to admit me for observation and tests.
Detective Manley called my wife and stayed with me until my wife
arrived. She was very helpful, tolerant, and understanding. To this
day I have not properly thanked her for her help.

My wife arrived at the hospital an hour later.
She had a worried, tired look on her face. But she was happy to see
that I was conscious and lucid.

“How you feeling, honey,” she said as she gave
me a kiss.

“I’m feeling much better now,” I replied.

My wife said, “Now that you are going to stay
here, what do you want me to bring you?” I thought for a few
moments and then said, “I don’t think I’ll need anything.” “What
about pajamas, underwear, deodorant, and slippers? Don’t you need
those things?” she said. Obviously I wasn’t thinking too clearly. I
guess I still hadn’t realized that I would be here for at least a
couple of days. “You’re right,” I said. “I just wasn’t thinking. If
you can, bring me a book on refrigeration and one of my books on
psychology.” I wanted to get something accomplished during the time
I would be in the hospital. My wife got everything I needed and
more. What a wonderful lady.

I stayed in the hospital for a week. Four of
those days I was in cardiac intensive care. They took all kinds of
tests and determined that I did not have a heart attack. The
doctors also told me I had no damage or blockage in my heart. But
they could not explain why I had the symptoms. They suggested that
my doctor should keep an eye on my heart and I should take a stress
test every three to five years. Naturally, if I experienced any
pain or discomfort in my chest or arm, I should immediately sit
down and rest. If the pain persisted then I should make
arrangements to be taken to the hospital.

My wife came down to pick me up when I was
discharged from the hospital. I was certainly glad to be home
again. I stayed home for a few more days before returning to work.
My wife believed I should have taken more time off. But I was
anxious to return to work. I wanted to keep up with the progress of
the charges that were filed against the officer who attacked me.
There was also the situation with Police Director Wilbur Clemens.
Would he have to resign? If he did resign, who would be the new
police director? These were just some of the pressing thoughts I
had when I returned to work. But most of all I was glad to be alive
and able to work.

It was a pleasure to get back to
work with Sergeant Lee James and the rest of the staff of
Police Services. Sergeant Lee James brought me up to date on the
new developments in Police Services: the Police Chaplain program
had expanded dramatically.

“Hey Lee,” I said, “what’s happening with the
director’s situation.” “Sam,” he said, it doesn’t look good. The
director may have to step down until this matter is cleared
up.”

“Hell,” I said, “that’s bad. What’s going to
happen to police services? You know he is a strong supporter of the
programs and services that we are trying to set up.”

“I know, I know,” said Sergeant Lee James with a
stern and concerned look on his face. “You know Sam, I was hoping
Director Clemens would move Captain Funerro out of this unit.
Captain Funerro is actually interfering with the effectiveness of
the unit.”

Raising my voice, I said excitedly, “Lee, you
are 100 percent correct. What’s wrong with the captain? We want to
expand the hours of the unit beyond a 9 to 5 operation. You know
that we need to operate from 9 a.m. until at least 9 p.m.

“You’re right Sam,” said Lee. “But Captain
Funerro rejected the idea even though it would not cost the police
department one additional red cent. All we needed to do was have
our hours overlap. No overtime, no additional personnel and still,
the captain said no.” “Sam,” said Sergeant James, “remember I
warned you about the captain when you first got here. Now I guess
you believe me.”

“No, Lee,” I responded. “It’s not that I didn’t
really believe you. I know that you are not the kind of person to
lie and spread false rumors about another person’s behavior or
character. I just wanted to give him the benefit of the doubt. I
just tried to convince myself that perhaps there was some
misunderstanding in communications between you and the
captain.”

“Well Sam,” said Sergeant James as he smiled,
“you’ve had the chance to find out for yourself. If he doesn’t come
up with the idea or doesn’t understand it, then he will interfere,
meddle, and ultimately make it ineffective.” “It’s a damn shame,” I
said, “because these programs can help people.” With a concerned
expression on his face, Sergeant James shook his head and said,
“Sam, that’s why I was hoping the director was going to move him.
If the director steps down, who knows what the new director will
do.”

After taking a deep breath, I replied, “Captain
Funerro is really making it hard to gain the confidence and trust
of the officers who need the services. If we spend more than one
visit with an officer the captain gets upset. He wants us to coldly
drop the officer. Cut him or her off and move on. Hey we are
talking about trying to save a person’s career, or more
importantly, their life. Lee, what kind of cold ass attitude is
that?”

“Sam,” said Sergeant James, “Captain Jim Funerro
does not have the kind of personality or personal habits necessary
to be a part of a unit like this. They just put him here to get him
out of the way.”

“Well,” I said, “that may have been workable
when the responsibilities of the unit were limited. But now with
the ever increasing responsibilities of this unit he’s a liability.
Captain Funerro actually wants to put Internal Affairs Division and
Police Services together. How will that move help officers gain
confidence in Police Services?”

“You’re right, Sam,” said Sergeant James. “Why
would an officer with a drinking problem talk to us when it appears
that we are connected with Internal Affairs?”

Just thinking about losing the momentum we had
gained in Police Services was making me upset and frustrated. The
frustration was coming across in my tone of voice. “Listen,” I
said, “if an officer is involved in some kind of criminal activity,
we’re not going to stop or interfere with the proper course of
justice. But perhaps we can stop the officer from putting a gun to
his or her head and committing suicide.”

Sergeant James was shaking his head in
agreement. “Lee,” I said, “look at it this way. If an officer’s job
performance is poor as a result of a drinking problem, Internal
Affairs, using the disciplinary system,

will sanction the officer. We will attempt to
rectify the officer’s drinking problem and create an atmosphere for
improved job performance. Once the job performance improves there
would be no need for further sanctions. But how are we going to
help officers if they think there is a connection between Police
Services and Internal Affairs? Anyway Lee, I wonder what Internal
Affairs is going to do about the cop who choked me? I just know
this guy had other similar complaints filed by citizens.”

“Sam, you didn’t hear anything yet,” said
Sergeant James.

“No Lee,” I said, “I know he was served with the
charges. But I didn’t hear anything else about it. I’ve been told
that this cop is known for brutality. I hear he may still be using
drugs.”

“The rumors may not be true, Sam,” said Sergeant
James. “But he is guilty of attacking you.” “That’s right, you
never can be sure of rumors,” I said, “but he is guilty of
attacking me. The department needs to deal with this guy.”

“Hey Lee,” I said very excitedly. I had just
thought about another officer that was rumored to be crazy. “Have
you heard about Officer Darren Nance ? I hear this guy has done
some wild stuff. Somebody said he hit a sergeant. I know his
father, James Nance. I worked with his father before. His father is
a real nice guy. Maybe his son doesn’t have it all together.
Perhaps in this case, the fruit fell too far from the tree.”

Sergeant James was continually shaking his head
no as I was talking. “Sam,” he said, “I worked with Darren Nance.
He is an excellent cop. They don’t like him so they are just
talking about him and spreading rumors. Sam, he is just going to
stand up for what’s right, that’s all.”

“But Lee,” I said in disbelief, “can’t he write
a report explaining his position if he’s right?” “Oh sure Sam, he
writes good reports,” said Sergeant James. “But they don’t like him
because he won’t back down when he is right.”

Now I was really thinking hard. What Sergeant
James said was difficult for me to absorb. It didn’t appear to make
logical sense. I was actually being told that the police department
would unjustifiably sanction, harass, and intimidate an innocent
honest hard-working police officer. It was not that I didn’t
believe there were individuals who would do it. I doubted there
were many supervisors who would unjustifiably cause harm and
headaches to an innocent police officer.

Then too, in order for Sergeant James’ account
of Officer Nance to be true, several high-ranking police officials
would have to be involved in a conspiracy. This would be an illegal
act. Surely high-ranking police officials would not expect to get
away with it. The truth would certainly be revealed. Why would
supposedly intelligent high-ranking police officials, that have
taken an oath to uphold justice, involve themselves in a conspiracy
to harm and sanction an officer that is obviously innocent? Why
would they risk ruining their careers, and possibly going to jail,
just to pick on an innocent cop? Why is Officer Darren being picked
on? No one has said he was a killer or a thief. I did not believe
the police department could get away with it, so therefore I didn’t
believe the police department would try it. If anyone else had said
that to me, I would have instantly dismissed it as nonsense.

But this information came out of the mouth of
Sergeant Lee James.

Sergeant Lee James is a man that I have known
for over 20 years. He has earned my respect and admiration. He is a
person that I personally know is not a liar and does not do things
for some ulterior motive. Those words came from the mouth of the
Rev. Sergeant Lee James, the same minister who presided over my
wedding.

I knew he was not telling a lie, but how in the
world could he be telling the truth? There must be something that
he missed or doesn’t understand. I was speechless, but managed to
softly reply, “I don’t know Lee, I don’t know.”

“Sam, it’s true,” he said.

I dropped the conversation by going through my
desk and announcing how much paperwork I needed to do. But I was
deeply troubled by what Sergeant Lee James had told me. Could the
police department really be attacking innocent cops who stood up
for what was right? This is almost impossible to believe. Something
must be going on that I don’t understand.

_______________












Chapter 3:
Meeting a Whistleblower

It was now December 1995. A few
months had passed since Sergeant Lee James’ shocking statements
about the police department’s attack on innocent hard-working
officers. I could not forget my initial reaction of disbelief to
what Sergeant Lee James told me. I initially thought it was
impossible. Maybe it was just a misunderstanding, perhaps as a
result of insufficient information. However, a few significant
events had been brought to my attention. These events made me
question the integrity of high-ranking police officials. These
events also forced me to question the true objectives of the
Internal Affairs Division and the police disciplinary system. I was
compelled to face the sobering reality, that command staff officers
of the Newark Police Department were involved in punishing innocent
hard-working police officers. But that realization of compromised
ethics and official misconduct by high-ranking officers was a
pinprick compared to the shotgun blast shock I got when it was
apparent that abusive cops were actually protected by top officials
of the Newark Police Department. This knowledge was acquired over a
period of a few months. The majority of this information was
obtained from official Newark Police reports and statements from
police officers with direct knowledge.

Sometime in December 1995, I had
obtained a copy of an official Newark Police report Newark
Police report written by the officer who attacked me on July 4,
1995. This officer (Nathan DeBarlow) submitted an (Administrative
Submission) official police report on October 24, 1995. This report
was about the incident that occurred on July 4, 1995, at Central
Avenue and South 8th Street. In this report Officer DeBarlow
accuses me of endangering the police officers that were in the area
when I was nearly choked to death. Officer DeBarlow also wrote in
his report that I had attempted to coerce police officer Larry Levy
into filing a false report about the incident.

What a bunch of lies. This second report of
Officer DeBarlow had more lies than the first report. But it gets
better, or should I say worse. I also discovered that Officer Larry
Levy had submitted a report saying that Officer DeBarlow was only
holding my hands. Now wait a minute; this is a conspiracy. Larry
Levy is the same officer who walked up to me after Officer DeBarlow
stopped choking me and asked why I was being choked. He was there
and saw that I was choked. I recalled that I also spoke to Officer
Levy (on the street) several days after the July 4th incident. He
admitted seeing DeBarlow choke me. Now all of a sudden out of the
blue, he writes a report saying only my arms were held. What kinds
of promises and or threats were made to this officer to make him
file a false report?

But Officer Larry Levy and Officer DeBarlow were
not the only officers to submit reports about the July 4th incident
that contained inaccuracies. The officer who was working with
Officer DeBarlow on July 4, 1995, Detective Pete Corahan, also lied
in his report. Detective Corahan’s official report concurred with
the report submitted by Officer DeBarlow. What these officers
reported was not the truth. It was not a mistake or
misunderstanding, it was a blatant lie. Was I to believe that by
coincidence the three officers reported the same lie without
meeting and consulting with each other about what would be
submitted in their respective reports? Obviously this was a
conspiracy. The next question that came to my mind was, how many
officers were involved in this conspiracy, and how high in the
chain of command were the conspirators? A memorandum issued by a
deputy chief of the Internal Affairs Division answered part of that
question.

On November 30, 1995, the officer in charge of
the Internal Affairs Division (Deputy Chief John Santono) wrote a
memo to the investigation section of Internal Affairs. In his memo
Deputy Chief John Santono recommended that charges filed against
the officer who choked me should be dismissed. Amazingly, this memo
[IAD Memo 95-357] was written by the same deputy chief who met with
Police Director Wilbur Clemens, along with me and Sergeant Lee
James. This is supposed to be the no-nonsense head of the Internal
Affairs Division, the one and only Deputy Chief John Santono.



This was quite a shock. I was almost killed by
this guy and the head of Internal Affairs is recommending that
charges against this officer should be dismissed. It is
inappropriate for Deputy Chief Santono to make this recommendation
in the absence of a thorough investigation. How could there have
been a thorough investigation when an investigator had not
interviewed me?

On December 20, 1995, Ofﬁcer
DeBarlow pleaded guilty to excessive force and was given a
reprimand as a sanction. When I received this news I was shocked
and confused. How in the world could a Newark Police Trial Board,
comprised of two deputy chiefs and one captain, decide on such a
lenient sanction for a cop who was trying to break my neck? After I
was given the results of the hearing by the Corporation Counsel
(Attorney Bella Castillo) I returned to the Police Services office
in a semi trance. What in the world was going on?

When I walked into the office Sergeant Lee James
immediately said, “What happened?”

“Lee,” I said, “you won’t believe this.”

“What, Sam,” he asked with concern.

“They gave him a reprimand,” I said.

“What,” said Sergeant James with a ring of shock
in his voice.

“That’s it,” he said, shaking his head no.

I said, “That’s all. Just a reprimand for trying
to take my head off. I just don’t understand.”

Sergeant James was almost lost for words. He
could see that I was quite upset about this lenient sanction given
to an abusive cop. There were a few other officers in our office
along with Captain Funerro. Somebody remarked, “Don’t worry, that
decision is not really final. The police director can change it
within 60 days.”

“Really,” I said, not even looking at the person
who was speaking. I headed toward the coffee machine and slowly
poured myself a cup. I shook my head in disbelief as I put about a
half teaspoon of sugar into the coffee. While staring down at the
coffee, I stirred it with the spoon for about two minutes.

I thought to myself, That guy could have
killed me. It certainly seems like the police department doesn’t
care about my welfare. It seems like the police department cares
more about an abusive police officer. I could have been killed, yet
all they do is give the perpetrator a reprimand. What the hell is
the police department waiting for? Does this guy have to kill
someone first?

I sat down at my desk and tried to mentally
block out my feelings so I could focus on my work. Under the
circumstances, it was very difficult to concentrate. I could not
stop thinking that the police department seems to care more about a
dirty cop than a clean cop. It just defied all logic.

The next day while I was going to
a store near police headquarters for a sandwich I heard a deep
voice call out “Sam, Sam.” I turned around and recognized retired
Detective James Nance walking toward me.

“Hey Sam,” he said. Before I could even say
hello he quickly blurted out, “I heard about what happened to you.
You need to get together with my son Darren and discuss some of the
things that are going on in the police department. They are trying
to get rid of him because he stands up for what’s right, and he
wrote up some supervisors.”

“Okay,” I said softly.

James took out a piece of paper and wrote on it.
He handed me the paper while saying, “Here Sam, take his number.
Darren will be off for the next couple of days. Give him a call and
get together with him.” James was excited. When he gets excited he
seems to talk much faster. “These corrupt supervisors have got to
be stopped,” he said.

“Okay James,” I said, without much conviction in
the sound of my voice or body language. “I’ll give him a call as
soon as I can.”

“Make sure you get together with him, Sam,”
James said. “I have to run now.” As James (Jimmy) Nance turned away
he said, “Give Darren your phone number and I’ll get it from
him.”

“Sure thing,” I said. “James, I’ll talk to you
later.”

Retired Detective James Nance then walked
quickly down Mulberry Street.

I took a look at the telephone number written on
the piece of paper that Jimmy had just given me. I slowly put it in
my pocket while crossing the street. I was not in any particular
hurry to call Darren. I just didn’t have the same excitement or
sense of urgency that James had. But I just kept thinking about the
reprimand given to an officer that tried to decapitate me.
Obviously something was terribly wrong with the Newark Police
Department’s internal disciplinary system. But I couldn’t figure
this whole thing out. I needed more details, more information.

Wait a minute, I said to myself. This guy
Darren has got to have some information. If the police department
is trying to get rid of him, he could give me the step-by-step
process. I may have some information that he doesn’t know about,
and he may have some information that I don’t know about. I’ll
never learn what he knows if I don’t talk to him. If he doesn’t
have any useful information the only thing I’ll lose is the little
time it took to talk about it. If he has some good information it
could be very helpful. That’s a no-brainer. I’ll call Officer
Darren Nance today.






Later that same day I called Police Officer
Darren Nance at his home. With a pleasant but short and sharp
hello, he answered the phone.

“Is this Darren Nance,” I asked.

“Who’s calling,” he asked.

“Sam Clark,” I said. “Your father Jimmy gave me
your phone number.”

“Oh, okay,” he answered. “I’m Darren Nance. What
can I do for you?”

“Your father told me to get together with you
about the stuff that’s going on in the police department.”

“Well I’m right here in Newark,” he said. “I
live in the South District.”

“Hey,” I said, “I live in the South District
too.”

“I’m off tonight,” Darren said. “You can come by
my house right now if you want.” “Fine, give me about 20 minutes,”
I said. “Great,” he said, “I’ll be looking out for you.”

“See you in a few,” I said and hung up the
phone.

He seems like a pleasant enough person. I was
anxious to meet this guy who I heard so many negative rumors about.
I would soon meet this cop who I now hear is standing up for
justice. Could he be a real police whistleblower?

Within 15 minutes I arrived at Darren Nance’s
home. His house was less than a mile from my house. I rang the
bell, and Darren Nance opened the door. “Sam Clark,” he said.

“Right,” I said, “that’s me.”

“Come on in,” he said, as he extended his
hand.

We shook hands and I walked inside his house.
Darren Nance was about five feet eight inches, 160 pounds, and was
wearing eyeglasses. I would soon find out he was married and had
three children.

“Have a seat,” he said. I said, “Thanks,” and
sat down on the end portion of a large tan sectional sofa. “Would
you like some soda, juice or water?” Darren asked. “No thank you,”
I responded. Now that the introduction was over, I wanted to get
right down to business. I wanted I wanted information and I wanted
it now.

“I’m trying to find out more about the
disciplinary system and how it actually works,” I said. “The major
portion of my career with the Newark Police Department has been in
the Youth Aid Bureau. For a long time the Youth Aid Bureau office
was not even located in a police department building. We had office
space in a school building. I have never appeared at a disciplinary
hearing as a witness or to answer any charges against me. I didn’t
know what the inside of Internal Affairs Division looked like until
recently. I guess I was fortunate and lucky. Darren, I don’t know
if you heard about the cop who tried to choke me to death.”

“My father was telling me a little about it,
Sam.”

“Well,” I said, “this cop, who happens to be
white, grabbed me from behind by the neck and tried to choke me to
death. I wrote him up for excessive force. No investigator from
Internal Aff airs interviewed me. I had to personally go down to
IAD and check on the investigation. Apparently IAD wasn’t doing
anything with the investigation. I had to jump in and execute
reports that should have been submitted by the person in IAD who
handled the investigation. That alone should have made me realize
there was a real problem with IAD. But when I discovered this
troubled and abusive cop only got a reprimand for nearly taking my
life, that was the clincher.”

“Well I’m not surprised by that,” said Darren. I
was taken off guard by Darren’s response and replied, “What do you
mean?” Darren repeated himself. “I’m not surprised. White officers
usually get less suspension time than African-American officers.”
Nance continued,

“You can bet if it had been an African-American
officer, he would have been suspended. Perhaps if it was an
African-American officer who was liked by his supervisors, then he
would have been given a slap on the wrist too.”

Wow, I said to myself. I began to think
about the commission that reported on the causes of Newark’s civil
disturbances in 1967. The governor of New Jersey had appointed a
diverse panel to investigate and file a report on the causes of the
1967 civil unrest in Newark. That panel cited in their report, a
common complaint made by African-American officers was that Black
officers suffered harsher sanctions then their White counterparts.
The panel uncovered evidence to indicate the validity of the
officers’ complaint. The panel was unable to fully substantiate the
complaint because they could not gain access to Internal Affairs
records. I thought to myself, Could the same thing still be
happening now in 1995?

“Hey Darren,” I said. “I think I’ll take you up
on that offer for juice.”

“Sure, just a minute,” he said. As he was
walking toward the kitchen to get the juice he said, “I’ll tell you
how my problems first started in the Newark Police Department.”

Darren returned shortly with a very large and
cold glass of orange juice. When he handed it to me I thanked him
and started sipping it.

“Sam,” he said. “My problems started a few years
back when I was working the East District. On this particular day I
was working with an officer named Joe LaPort. LaPort is White. We
were in the area of Central Avenue and Broad Street when I noticed
a man lying in the street. The man lying in the street was
African-American. I told LaPort we should check on the guy. He
looked at the guy and said, ‘F—k that black piece of sh—t!’ ”

“What nerve,” I said, interrupting Mr.
Nance.

“I was surprised he would say something like
that,” said Darren. “Here I’m a Black officer working with him and
he has the nerve to make a racial and insensitive remark. Naturally
I got upset and angry.”

“Hey, I can understand,” I said.

“Anyway,” said Darren, “I grabbed the radio mike
and called for an ambulance. Turns out the guy lying in the street
was a veteran, so the ambulance took him to the Veteran’s Hospital
in East Orange. Then I told LaPort I didn’t ever want to hear him
say a racial remark like that again. We were arguing back and forth
about the incident while riding back to the precinct at the end of
our shift. When we got to the precinct, LaPort really got
out-rageous. He was trying to provoke a physical confrontation. He
told me he would kick my ass, and so forth and so on. I told him I
didn’t want to fight and tried to avoid him. He kept trying to
approach me and provoke a physical dispute, but I was constantly
trying to avoid him while telling him I don’t want to fight. I had
to nearly run past him to leave the precinct and go to my car. Well
he followed me to my car,” Darren said, with a tone of
disappointment in his voice. Darren continued with his story.
“Again I told LaPort that I didn’t want to fight. Suddenly LaPort
punches me in the face and knocks my glasses off,” exclaimed
Darren.

I was listening intently to Darren’s details
about this incident.

He continued. “When LaPort hit me, I defended
myself with a right hand counter to his head. LaPort staggered
back. Then, Sam, I reached down on the floor of my car and attempt
to retrieve my eyeglasses, while still trying to be prepared for
another attack from LaPort. Sam, now other offi cers arrived and
intervened. LaPort is now falsely accusing me of hitting him with a
blackjack. Charges and counter charges were filed. Anyway Sam,
LaPort and I mutually agreed to drop all charges and let it all
end. But it really didn’t end there. LaPort’s father is a
lieutenant. The word got out to get me. So now all LaPort’s
supervisor friends have it in for me.”

“Man,” I interrupted, “that could make life
miserable.”

“LaPort didn’t have to do anything himself,”
Darren said, “his friends were going to do it for him. Sam, all of
a sudden other supervisors had negative attitudes toward me. I was
watched,” Darren complained, “and my work was scrutinized. If you
failed to dot the letter i or cross the letter t, you would be
intimidated with the threat of charges being filed against
you.”

“What the hell, Darren,” I gasped in
amazement.

“That’s right, Sam,” Darren replied. “If you
fail to sign a routine non-critical report or forget to check off a
box in a report you will be charged with Neglect of Duty.”

“Wait a minute, Darren,” I interrupted in
disbelief, “Neglect of Duty?”

“Trust me, partner,” said Darren.

I questioned Darren’s statement by saying, “You
mean to tell me they would charge you for Neglect of Duty even when
it was an obvious omission that was not attempting to hide
something. Even if that omission did not cause harm or
inconvenience to a citizen?”

“You heard me right the first time, Sam,” Darren
said. “Hell,” I said to Darren with anger in my voice, “if you
forgot to sign a report they could just hand it back to you and
tell you to sign it.” “That’s right, Sam,” Darren said, “but when
they are out to get you, it’s Neglect of Duty.”

“That’s crazy, Darren,” I said, still not 100
percent convinced.

With a slight smile on his face and a chuckle,
Darren said, “If all else fails they make up a false charge.” “Wait
a minute, Darren,” I said loudly, getting up from the sofa.
“What?

Get out of here.”

Darren slowly and sadly shook his head yes.

I just stood there for a few seconds with my
arms spread out and my mouth open as if I was about to scream for
help. Finally I was able to speak. “How the hell do they do that,”
I asked Darren.

“Listen, Sam,” Darren said. “For example. A
lieutenant, with a sergeant as a witness, pulls you aside to talk
to you. Out of the blue the lieutenant says he wants you to stop
bothering Mr. Johnson. Naturally you don’t know what the hell the
lieutenant is talking about so you ask him about it. No matter how
nice you ask, the lieutenant accuses you of being insubordinate and
you are charged.” I’m amazed at the words coming from the mouth of
Mr. Nance. I listened with great interest as he continued.

“The first time you are charged with
insubordination your case will most likely go to the precinct
captain for a hearing. The captain knows that you pissed off some
other supervisor so he goes along with it and finds you guilty as
charged. You will probably get a couple of days suspension without
pay. The next time you get charged with insubordination your case
will probably go to the Trial Board for a hearing. Hell, the Trial
Board is comprised of Newark Police Department supervisors. The
Trial Board members get the word that you pissed somebody off, or
that you are branded as a troublemaker. The facts don’t matter,
they find you guilty and you are suspended without pay for five or
more days.”

As I listen to the words of Officer Darren Nance
my mouth and my eyes were wide open. It felt like I just got an
electric shock. “This is crazy, Darren,” I said, as I stood up and
then sat back down on the sofa. “It’s not right,” I passionately
exclaimed. “We are talking about people’s lives and careers here,”
I said.

“I know,” Darren said. “Believe it or not, it’s
the cold truth.”

With a very serious look on his face Officer
Nance continued. “But it gets better, Sam. You may be suddenly
called into the captain’s office. It will be three people in the
office. You, the captain, and a sergeant or lieutenant to act as a
witness for the captain. The captain will present you with a
completed administrative submission report and ask you to sign it.
This report is from you to the captain. The report explains how you
have been warned or counseled about numerous incidents of poor work
performance.”

Darren now leans forward as he continues
talking. “Since you know the report is not true you object to
signing it. The captain then says he is giving you a direct order
to sign the report. The captain will also say, if you don’t sign
the report you will be charged with Disobedience of Orders. Now
Sam,” said Darren, “if you refuse to sign the report you are
charged with Disobedience of Orders. When your case comes up for a
hearing the captain will provide as evidence some old insignificant
reports that you had forgotten to sign four months ago. The captain
will claim that you had been ordered to sign one of the old reports
and refused. Naturally you will be found guilty at the hearing and
suspended without pay. If you had signed the report, it would
confirm that you had been counseled. That report will be used
against you in future hearings. Either way you go your record will
be blemished. Sooner or later, one way or the other, they will
blemish your record if you are labeled a troublemaker.”

I am now completely shocked, confused, and
angry. This is just too much information to process in such a short
period of time. I wanted to say something to challenge, question,
or clarify the unbelievable information that my ears are sending to
my brain. But I cannot seem to immediately think of anything
intelligent to say. My mind is straining so hard to instinctively
reject these assertions. Yet, the recent events that I have
personally experi-enced conflict with the internalized training of
the past. This mental conflict of old internalized training and
recent personalized experiences produced a temporary reasoning
overload. The results left me with only the ability to stammer,
stutter, and make meaningless gestures with my hands.

With a slight smile on his face, Darren
interrupted my mental struggle to communicate. “Now Sam, all these
false charges are building up in your record. After a while the
police department can say, see what a bad cop he is.”

Now I’m horrified. I’m confident Officer Nance
is telling the gospel truth. But it is so far removed from honesty
and justice it is difficult for me to totally accept. Darren is
actually talking about criminal acts routinely committed by sworn
police supervisors.

Part of my world as I know it has just been
shattered. I feel as if I have been exposed by his words. His
disclosure showed that I was too naïve, complacent, trusting, and
therefore vulnerable. Just like a child who has been slapped with
the reality of no Santa Claus, I find myself in a leaky boat
without an oar on the river of life. Yesterday I believed I had the
tools and knew the rules. I was confident of my ability to overcome
the challenges of life. But now, today I find the rules have been
annulled and my present tools are useless. I am no longer confident
that I can overcome the challenge. The solid rock of justice,
equality, fair play, and honesty has just crumbled into quicksand.
With no solid ideals and functional societal morals to cling to, I
feel as if I’m sliding into a deep dark inescapable canyon of doom.
It is a canyon created by corrupt dishonest police officials, but
hidden from public view.

I could not stop thinking about the ability of
police supervisors to successfully utilize the internal
disciplinary system as a weapon against honest cops. These corrupt
police officials can use the system because it doesn’t contain any
outside checks and balances. You just can’t win, I thought
to myself. You just can’t win.

I managed to snap out of it and realized that it
was getting late. “Hey Darren,” I said. “I’ve got to get out of
here now. But I’m glad we had this talk.” “Same here, Sam,” Darren
said. I told Darren, “I’ll make certain I keep in touch with you.
Here, let me give you my number.”

As I wrote down my phone number and address I
told Darren, “We have got to get together again and talk about
this. Something has got to be done.” “You’re absolutely right,
Sam,” said Darren. “Let’s stay in touch and see what we can do to
make changes.”

“Good,” I said, “I’ll talk to you later.”

I left Darren’s house, got into my car and drove
home. This would be the first of countless meetings and discussions
I would have with Officer Nance about the corruption in the Newark
Police Department. Although I did not know it then, I would suffer
the same false charges as we had just discussed.

Several days later, on December
23, 1995, an article about Newark Police corruption appeared in
the New York Times newspaper. The article alleged the Newark
Police Department was out of control at the top. The newspaper
article stated former and present Newark Police officers indicated
that corruption was tolerated, criminal behavior was ignored, and
would-be reformers were punished or harassed. After reading that
newspaper article I thought to myself, Officer Nance can’t be
crazy. What Darren told me must be true.

_______________







Chapter 4:
Meeting with the Chief

“Good morning, Sam,” said Sergeant
Lee James as I walked into the Police Services office. Sergeant
James had a smile on his face and appeared to be in his usual
positive mood.

“Good morning, Lee,” I said. “How are you
feeling this morning?” “Great, Sam,” he replied. “How was your
holiday,” he asked. “It was nice,” I said. “We didn’t go out on New
Year’s Eve. The wife and I had a quiet evening at home. We watched
the New Year’s celebration on television. We just didn’t feel like
going out to celebrate. Plus we would have had to make arrangements
for someone to take care of our daughter. But I can tell you one
thing, Lee, about this New Year. The same problems and challenges
of 1995 are still with me now in 1996. It’s a new year with the
same old problems.” “Speaking of problems, Sam,” Sergeant Lee James
interrupted, “we still have the same old problems here in Police
Services.”

“Yeah, you can say that again,” I murmured.
“Sam, every time we try to improve our operation the captain stops
us.” “You’re right, Lee,” I said. “Lee, I just can’t understand it.
All the things we propose will not cost any additional money, and
are not in violation of any law, rule, and or regulation.” “That’s
right, Sam. All these things we wanted to implement are designed to
help the police officers and the police department.”

“It’s frustrating,” I replied. “We put a lot of
work in researching information and establishing outside contacts
for the necessary services. Lee, I know the amount of work that you
have done along those lines.”

“Hey Sam,” said Lee, “you did a lot of work
yourself.”

“Lee,” I said, interrupting him. “Where is the
captain now?”

“I don’t think he’s coming in today, Sam,” said
Lee. “Sam, if he does come in today it will be in the afternoon.
Wait a minute, let me check with Liz first.” Sergeant James looked
over toward Detective Liz Torno’s desk on the other side of the
office. He called her name out loud. “Hey Liz,” he shouted. “Yes
sergeant,” replied Detective Torno. “Is the captain coming in
today?” “No sir,” replied Liz Torno, “he’s off today.”

“Okay, thanks Liz,” said Sergeant James.

“Sam,” said Sergeant James in a whisper,
“something has got to be done about the captain. He’s the wrong guy
for this unit. The captain told me we were spending too much time
meeting with officers who had requested our assistance.”

“What the hell,” I yelled out in an angry voice,
“that’s ridiculous.”

Sergeant Lee James put his finger to his lips to
signal that I was talking too loud. He looked around as if he was
checking to see if anyone else was listening. “That’s what the
captain told me,” said Sergeant James.

“Too much time,” I repeated again. “We’re
getting the work done. What’s the problem? It’s not costing any
additional money, no one is requesting overtime, and the office is
covered.”

“Sam,” said Lee, “you know the guys need the
services we have and the other services we are trying to put in
place. How can we do the job if we can’t meet with the officers
that are asking for help?”

“Lee,” I said, “it just doesn’t make sense.”
“Now Sam,” Lee said, “we must start meeting with officers on our
own time after office hours.”

“I know what you mean, Lee,” I said. “It’s not
that you have a problem meeting with officers after five o’clock. I
personally know you have driven 30 or 40 miles away from Newark to
meet with officers that requested your help. You did this before
there was a Police Services Unit. But if some officer needs your
help at 12 noon, why should you have to wait to 6 p.m. to meet with
the officer? Depending on the nature of the problem, the six-hour
delay could be life or death.”

“That’s the whole point, Sam,” said Sergeant
James with an expression of frustration on his face. “There would
not be a six-hour delay if we were not restricted from meeting with
officers during working hours.”

“On top of that Lee,” I interrupted, “Captain
Jim Funerro is making the decision on when you should stop
providing assistance to an officer. He’s making this decision
without having the intimate knowledge about the facts and
circumstances of an officer’s particular situation. I just think
he’s letting his ego dictate his actions, and it could end up
hurting someone.”

“But Sam,” Lee said, “his actions are hurting
the effectiveness of the program. That’s the bottom line. It
doesn’t matter if it is his ego or some thing else.” “Lee,” I said,
“it doesn’t seem like there is much we can do about it. We can only
try to work around it.”

“Come on, Sam,” said Sergeant James with humor
and sarcasm in his voice. “You know that it’s almost impossible to
work around the obstacles that Captain Funerro has created.”

“Okay, Lee,” I said, “you make a valid point.
But what can we really do about it?”

“We need to explain the problem to the chief,”
Lee said.

“What,” I said, raising my voice in
surprise.

“Sam,” Lee said, with a very serious look on his
face, “if I arrange a meeting with the chief will you come with me
and help explain the problems Captain Funerro is causing?” “Lee,” I
said, dragging the sound of his name out for emphasis, “do you
think that will help?”

“Sure it will, Sam,” he said as he was reaching
for the telephone. “If the chief really knows what we’re trying to
do and how the captain is stopping the progress of the unit, I
believe he will move him to another command.” “I don’t know Lee,” I
said stammering with skepticism in my voice. “I don’t have a lot of
confidence in the police department being able to do what’s right.”
“I understand how and why you feel that way Sam, but that’s why I
want to go straight to the chief.”

I didn’t want Sergeant Lee James to think I was
misunderstanding the terrible situation we were in. It was causing
a lot of frustration for the both of us. It was just that I didn’t
believe that Chief Tim O’Harry or anybody else was going to
reassign a captain just because the facts indicated he should be
reassigned. I agreed with Sergeant Lee James, I just didn’t believe
that meeting with the Chief of Police would change anything.

“Lee,” I said apologetically, “maybe I’m wrong.
But I don’t think meeting with the chief will be that helpful. But
you are more familiar with the chief than me. If you set up the
meeting I’ll go with you and tell the chief the truth about what’s
going on here.”

“Sam,” said Lee as he raised his voice, “the
chief already knows that Captain Funerro is not the driving force
that really runs this unit. I believe if we give him the details,
he will be forced to take some action. Sam, he can’t make any
changes if he doesn’t know about the problem.”

“Perhaps you are right, Lee,” I said. “But the
chief is just Acting Police Director. Do you think he will make
changes prior to the appointment of another director?”

“Well I know what you mean Sam, but it’s not as
if he would be changing a precinct captain or a commander of a
large division. We are only a small unit. That wouldn’t be a major
shake-up by any stretch of the imagination. That’s another reason
why I believe the chief will take action if he gets the truth.” “I
hope so, Lee,” I said. “But I’ll believe it when I see it. Anyway
go ahead and arrange the meeting, I’ll go with you so the chief can
hear the real story from both of us.”

“Good, Sam, I’m going to call the chief ’s
office now.” Sergeant James picked up the phone and quickly dialed
the extension to the police director’s office. “Hi Sally,” he said.
“It’s me, Sergeant James. I’m feeling pretty good today, and you?
Hey that’s great. Glad to hear you’re feeling fine. Sally, the
reason I called was to arrange to meet with the chief.” Sergeant
James had paused and was nodding his head yes with the phone to his
ear. “That’s right Sally, me and Sergeant Sam Clark.”

There was a pause again while he was listening.
I was standing in front of Sergeant James’ desk, anxiously waiting
to find out if we would be able to meet with the chief.

“Well, I understand that,” Sergeant James said
to Sally on the other end of the phone. “Just let me know whenever
he gets an opening. It shouldn’t take more than a half hour. Okay,
okay, that will be good,” Sergeant James said excitedly. “Sally, I
hope to talk to you soon. Take care.”

Sergeant James hung up the telephone and had a
big smile on his face. “Sam,” he said, “the chief ’s schedule is a
little hectic right now. But Sally believes she can squeeze us in
within a week. So it’s all set, Sam. Hopefully in the very near
future we can have this unit running the way it should.”

“I sure as hell hope you are right, Lee. God
knows the service is needed. If the right changes are not made this
program is history.”

Lee said, “I don’t think the chief will let that
happen, Sam. I believe the chief knows the program is making a
difference. That’s why we are having the meeting, Sam. We put too
much work in this to see it destroyed. On top of that, Sam, we’re
beginning to see some positive results.”

“Lee, you don’t need to convince me,” I said.
“I’m on your side. But keep in mind, former Police Director Wilbur
Clemens initiated the expanded responsibilities of this unit. Now
that he’s gone, I’m not certain if any other police commander is
committed to keeping the program alive. Lee, you know that I don’t
want to see this thing go down the tubes.” Changing the subject I
asked, “Lee, will you be at the next Peer Counselor meeting?”

“Yeah, Sam,” he said. “I don’t anticipate
missing any meetings unless it’s some kind of emergency.”

“Good, I was just checking. I would like to
start bringing in a guest speaker at some of the meetings. Perhaps
if you and I put our heads together we can get some speakers to
come in and address the group. We can talk about it later, Lee.
Right now I need to make a bundle of phone calls and finish up some
paperwork.”

“Do what you need to do, Sam, there’s always
some loose end that needs to be put together.”

I walked over to my desk and started to make the
first of several calls. Once I got started it was non-stop for a
while. My desk is about 20 feet away from Sergeant James’ desk. We
work on some projects separately, and some jointly. In general we
provide assistance to each other. Right now I was trying to improve
the training of our peer counselors.

A few days later when Captain Funerro left
for lunch, Sergeant Lee James approached my desk.

“Hey Sam,” he said, “guess what?”

“What’s up, Lee?” I said.

“Sam, a little birdie told me that Captain
Funerro must have heard we want to meet with the chief about
something. So now the captain is trying to meet with the chief
first.”

“Oh really,” I responded kind of
sarcastically.

“But Sam, the chief is putting him off. The
chief won’t meet with him until he meets with us first,” Lee said
with a chuckle. “Well, that’s a positive sign,” I said. Then Lee
said, “Our meeting with the chief is tomorrow.” “Great,” I said, “I
can’t wait.” The next day I arrived at work feeling a little
anxious about our scheduled meeting with the Acting Newark Police
Director Chief Tim O’Harry. When I walked into the office and saw
Sergeant Lee James, he gave me a smile, a wink, and a nod. I knew
that he was ready to give the chief all the information. About 10
minutes before the scheduled meeting we told the other office
personnel that we were going to the municipal court building. We
told them we could be reached on our pagers if anything important
occurred, or if Captain Funerro needed us.

As we were walking through the corridors that
connected police headquarters to the municipal court building I
said, “Lee, it’s too bad it has to come to this.”

“Well Sam, we tried to reason with him,” Lee
said.

“That’s a fact,” I quickly replied. “You know
Lee, if I was Captain Funerro and had two sergeants like us, I
would be happy as hell. How can you be upset when you have a staff
that is hard-working, dedicated, resourceful and dependable? He
could sit back with his feet on his desk and watch a fine-tuned
machine go to work. On top of that we would give him all the credit
without a second thought about it.”

“But he just wants to make us ineffective,” Lee
added emphatically. “Captain Funerro wants to determine what
officers we can assist, the number of times we can meet with an
officer, and also where and when we can meet with an officer.”

“Well Lee,” I said, “hopefully the chief will be
able to straighten things out.”

We were now at the entrance to the chief ’s
office. Lee opened the door and walked in. I was right on his
heels. “Hello Joe,” Lee said to the desk officer as he walked in.
“Sergeant James and Sergeant Clark,” Joe replied. “We’re here to
see the chief,” Lee said. “No problem,” said Joe. “Go right in, the
chief ’s expecting you.”

“Hello chief,” said Sergeant James as we walked
into the chief ’s office.

“Hello fellas,” said Chief O’Harry in a low and
subdued voice. “Have a seat,” he said. As we sat down it seemed the
chief was in a hurry or was feeling a little uneasy. He was wearing
a light gray suit and a dark tie.

“Thanks for taking time out of your busy
schedule to meet with us, chief,” said Lee.

Lee started to explain the happenings of the
police services unit. I sat there next to him nodding my head yes
as Lee explained how Captain Funerro was preventing us from
providing needed assistance to officers who had reached out for our
help. Lee explained to the chief how on several occasions we
attempted to discuss these issues with Captain Funerro. Each time
the issues were discussed, Captain Funerro could not provide an
arguable rationale for his action. He was merely pulling rank and
jeopardizing the welfare of the officers that requested our help.
Sergeant Lee James detailed a few incidents as examples to the
chief. I voiced my agreement with the accuracy of Sergeant Lee
James’ story and augmented it when appropriate. The chief appeared
to be listening intently.

At times during Sergeant Lee James’ detailed
disclosure, the chief had a look of shock on his face. When Lee had
finished talking the chief said, “I understand guys, I’ll look into
it.”

“You know, chief,” I said, talking much slower
than usual, “I feel kind of funny sitting here complaining to you
about my captain. But we have tried to resolve the problems and
conflicts in discussions with Captain Funerro.”

“I understand, I understand,” said Chief
O’Harry. “I’ll look into it.”

“Okay, thanks a lot, chief,” said Lee as we both
stood up and headed out of the chief ’s offi ce.

“Thanks again for your time, chief,” I said
before leaving.

We said a quick good-bye to the chief ’s staff
and left.

“Now I hope the Chief takes some action Lee,” I
said.

“Sam, he said he would look into it,” Lee
responded. “I believe the chief knows that Captain Funerro is
hurting the effectiveness of the unit.” “Well Lee, let’s hope the
chief does something about it.” “I think he will, Sam. It’s just a
matter of time.”

Several days later I was in the
Police Services ofﬁce along with Captain Funerro, Sergeant
James, Officer Torno, and Detective Manley. Captain Funerro seemed
a little agitated that day. His routine conversations and verbal
instructions were short, terse, and antagonistic. Sergeant James
and I looked at each other and nodded. We were certain that Chief
O’Harry had spoken to Captain Funerro about the concerns we had
revealed to him. I was more than curious to know what solution was
proposed or ordered by Chief O’Harry.

I had to leave the Police Services Office to
handle a scheduled assignment in the Municipal Court Building. I
returned to the Police Services office about an hour later. The
atmosphere in the office was very tense. Sergeant James was sitting
at his desk. He had a frustrated look on his face. I knew something
out of the ordinary had happened, and it most certainly had
something to do with the issues Sergeant James and I had discussed
with Chief O’Harry.

At that particular time two uniformed police
officers had stopped by to say hello to Detective Manley. These
officers had their portable police radios on when the police
dispatcher called for several cars to assist a North District
patrol car. This North District car had been involved in some kind
of accident. We all stopped what we were doing to listen to the
police radio. We soon discovered by way of the radio transmission
that a North District Officer was involved in a minor collision.
However, the officer was been transported to the hospital to be
checked. Captain Funerro then told Sergeant James and me to ride
with him to visit the injured officer at the hospital.

We instantly gathered the necessary gear and
left the office with Captain Funerro. I got in the back seat of
Captain Funerro’s car and Sergeant James sat in the front passenger
seat while Captain Funerro drove. On the way to the hospital we
continued to listen to radio transmissions about the incident. Our
conversation during that time was about the injured officer.

It only took about 10 minutes to arrive at the
hospital. Captain Funerro parked his car in one of the parking
spots reserved for police vehicles. “Lee,” said Captain Funerro to
Sergeant James. “You go ahead in and get the ball rolling. Sam and
I will be inside in a few minutes.”

“Okay, captain,” said Lee as he got out of the
car. When Sergeant Lee James had entered the emergency room
entrance Captain Funerro turned his head slightly in my
direction.

“You know, Sam, I’m really,” and he stretched
and emphasized the word really, “upset that you went to my boss and
complained. I’m really upset and I’m not gonna take this
lightly.”

“Captain,” I said in an explanatory tone of
voice. “We did try to resolve these important issues with you
first. We didn’t get a reasonable response about issues that affect
the well-being of other officers.”

“But you went and complained to my boss, Sam. I
don’t like that.”

I thought to myself, it wouldn’t make any sense
or change anything if I attempt to explain the reasons for my
actions. It could only make things worse. Judging by Captain
Funerro’s tone of voice and demeanor, you would think I had just
shot the pope. He’s giving me the impression that I had just
committed some unforgivable crime. The facts about his actions
don’t seem to be part of the overall evaluation here. The only fact
that matters is that I complained about him to his boss. The moral
of this story is, you can’t complain about the actions of your
supervisor. No matter what your supervisor does wrong, you can’t
report it. I didn’t know it then, but I would suffer severe
consequences for violating this unwritten rule of law
enforcement.

My thinking was interrupted by the words of
Captain Funerro. Several times he slowly and emphatically said,
“You went to my boss and complained. I’m not happy about that.
Let’s go inside, Sam, and see this officer,” he said firmly.

We got out of the car, entered the hospital and
joined Sergeant James at the officer’s bed. Thankfully the officer
only suffered minor bruises. He was expected to be released from
the hospital within a few hours. No one else was injured in the
incident.

After visiting with the officer for
approximately a half hour, Captain Funerro drove Sergeant James and
me back to the Police Services office. During the ride back to the
office no one spoke. When we arrived, we all went to our desks and
resumed our individual responsibilities.

About an hour later, Sergeant James walked over
to my desk. “Sam, if you don’t have anything important to do
tonight after five, stay here because I would like to talk to
you.”

“Okay Lee,” I said. “I don’t have any pressing
business today. I’ll hang around aft er five so we can talk.”

It was not unusual for us to be in the office
past the five o’clock scheduled quitting time. In fact, it was the
exception for us to leave the office sooner than six o’clock.

That day Captain Funerro left the office at 4:50
p.m. “Lee,” I said, “when Captain Funerro and I stayed in the car
while you went into the hospital, he basically told me he was
pissed off that we complained to Chief O’Harry. I’m assuming
Captain Funerro also spoke to you about it too.”

“Sam,” Lee said, his eyes wide with excitement,
“Captain Funerro cursed me out.”

“What,” I said with surprise.

“Sam, he got in my face and called me a mother
f—king rookie sergeant. He told me I got some nerve complaining
about him to his boss, and I would regret it. Sam, while he was
cursing me out, Liz Torno walked into the office and heard him. She
ran out of the office in tears.”

“Lee,” I said, “is this the way Chief O’Harry is
handling our complaint. What did Chief O’Harry tell Captain
Funerro? Apparently the chief told Captain Funerro to come down on
us hard.”

“It looks like you are right, Sam,” Lee said.
“Now it seems the captain is going to be more vicious than he was
before. Well Sam,” said Lee, “I warned you about Captain Funerro
when you first came here.”

“I lost all trust and respect for him when I
discovered he was a blatant liar.”

Sergeant James burst out laughing when I said
that. He was familiar with the incident that I was referring to. In
that incident, Captain Funerro acted improperly and attempted to
put the blame on Sergeant Lee James.

I personally knew that Captain Funerro was lying
about the incident. I would discover that this is the standard
operating procedure of the police department. This procedure is
enacted from the top of the department down to the bottom. First
blame the victim. If that’s not possible, than blame anyone else
that you can. But it is never the fault of high-ranking police
officials.

Sergeant Lee James was still getting a good
laugh. “So Sam,” he said. “You lost all respect for Captain Funerro
after that.”

“All respect,” I responded. “Lee, how can you
have respect from your heart for a dishonorable person
hypocritically masquerading as someone who is honorable? Naturally
I give him the work respect, but that kind of respect is
superficial and not from the heart.”

“You know, Sam,” Lee said. “Things will probably
be a lot different around here now. Captain Funerro will really try
his best to make life miserable for us. I won’t hold it against you
if you ask to leave police services.”

“No Lee, don’t worry about that. I wanted to
come here and work with you. I believe in the value of the services
this unit is supposed to provide. I will stick it out with you as
long as you want me to be here. I’m not going to abandon you. At
least you will not have to face Captain Funerro’s attacks alone.
Whatever happens we will face it together. Perhaps we can still
make some difference to an officer in need.”

“Okay, Sam,” said Sergeant James with a sigh and
an expression of relief on his face. “But if things get too tough
for you, I won’t hold it against you if you decide to leave.”

“It won’t happen, Lee,” I said. “Lee, if you
leave then I’ll leave. I intend to be here until they disband this
unit.”

“Well I don’t think the chief will disband the
unit, Sam,” said Lee.

“I hope he doesn’t,” I said. “But the chief
wasn’t much help to us after we told him the truth about Captain
Funerro.” “You’re right, Sam! It’s my fault because it was my
suggestion.” “Hey Lee,” I said, “I don’t blame you. Under the
circumstances, we took the best course of action. Our motives were
not for selfish personal gain. We are trying to save a beneficial
program. Our actions were motivated by the best interest of
numerous officers. It’s not your fault the chief is not taking
proper action. Apparently the chief is taking Captain Funerro’s
side. The chief is taking the captain’s side, not because the
captain is correct, but simply because he is a captain. That’s not
logical or reasonable.”

“Sam, I can’t understand,” said Lee. “I guess
the chief just doesn’t want to make any waves.” “Well Lee, I said
sarcastically, “the chief is sure letting Captain Funerro make all
kinds of waves. The waves that Captain Funerro is making will cause
this ship to sink. Would the chief be making bigger waves by
transferring the captain to another command?”

Sergeant Lee James just had to laugh about that.
“Sam,” he said, “you’re 100 percent correct. I’m just extremely
disappointed with the chief ’s lack of action.

“Hey Lee,” I said, “we have been hanging around
here talking and the clock is ticking. It’s time to get out of here
and go home. We need lots of rest to deal with the challenges that
will be facing us now. Let’s lock up and go home, Lee.”

“Okay Sam, today was one of those stressful
days. I’m more tired than usual.”

It only took us a few minutes to gather our
things, check to make certain everything was turned off, and leave.
When we walked out of police headquarters front door I said, “Hey
Lee, I’ll see you tomorrow. Get some rest.”

“You too, Sam,” said Lee. “See you in the
morning.”

I walked down to the parking lot and the
attendant gave me the keys to my car. I paid him and left the usual
tip. I climbed into the car and started it up. I didn’t immediately
drive off. I could not help thinking about today’s events. Rank had
more significance than reason. The rank of the officer was the
deciding factor in a dispute, not the facts. The facts indicated
the captain was wrong; still, the chief knowingly supported the
captain’s incorrect actions. It obviously means that a supervisor
is always correct when involved in a difference of opinion,
strategy, or tactic with a subordinate. But what written rule,
regulation, policy, order, or memorandum specifies that supervisors
are always right in any and every situation or circumstance? I have
never seen such a written policy. It is an unwritten policy that
obviously has no short- or long-term benefit to the department as a
whole. It can only serve to stroke the ego of the supervisor, while
demoralizing the subordinate who acted responsibly and correctly.
It doesn’t improve the effectiveness or efficiency of the
department’s ability to deliver services to the citizens of Newark.
Law enforcement, justice, and democracy are based on the truth. It
is an assault on justice and democracy to have a police department
with a policy and practice of solving problems by ignoring the
truth. The facts were presented to the Chief of Police. He is the
highest-ranking member of the Newark Police Department. Still, the
chief ignored the facts. If the Chief of Police and Acting Police
Director ignores the facts, who else in the Newark Police
Department has the authority to rectify the chief ’s obviously fl
awed decision?

I was feeling very frustrated about the entire
experience. Another fact also bothered me; there was no written
record of our complaint. Neither Sergeant Lee James nor I made any
written report about the things that Captain Funerro was doing. I
never thought about making an official report or written document
complaining about Captain Funerro’s behavior. His actions were
counterproductive to the written mission of the Police Services
Unit. Under the circumstances, I believe it would have been
appropriate to execute a Newark Police Department administrative
report.

Suddenly there was a knock at the driver’s side
window of my car. The sound startled me. It was the parking lot
attendant. I lowered the window.

“Everything okay?” he asked.

“Yeah, I’m alright. I’m just thinking about a
few things that happened to me today. I’ll be leaving in a minute.”
“Take your time, Sam,” said the parking lot attendant with a smile.
“You can stay here all night if you want to. It’s fine by me.”

“No thank you,” I said. “I’ll be pulling out of
here is a couple of minutes.”

“Okay Sam,” the parking lot attendant said.
“I’ll see you the next time you come in.” He then walked away to
the other side of the parking lot.

I raised the car window but did not drive off. I
was still feeling very frustrated about the end results of our
meeting with Police Chief O’Harry. Telling the truth about a
problem to the highest-ranking member of the police department was
not helpful. Instead of the problem being rectified, the problem
got worse.

Well, I thought, I can’t stay here all
night. I need to go home.

I carefully and slowly drove out of the parking
lot and into the street. It wasn’t long before I arrived home. I
was hungry and tired. In fact, I was more tired than hungry. But
since my wife had cooked broiled fish and vegetables, I immediately
gained enough strength to eat that well-prepared meal.

We didn’t talk a lot that night. I guess she
could sense that I was tired. She seemed to be tired herself. My
wife is just like most working women. She has a career and works
full-time away from home. Then when she comes home, she has to do
90% of the work at home too. She loves and supports me, but that
kind of routine can still wear her down.

_______________







Chapter 5:
Routine Harassment

Several weeks had passed since
Sergeant Lee James and I learned that Captain Funerro was going
to strike back at us for complaining about him to the Chief of the
Newark Police Department. Things were going down hill rapidly.
Captain Funerro’s attitude was never very positive from the start.
After we complained to Chief O’Harry, Captain Funerro’s attitude
took a turn for the worse. The atmosphere in the Police Services
offi ce was always somewhat tense when Captain Funerro was present.
Sergeant Lee James and I were scrutinized at every turn. Captain
Funerro would constantly ask us questions about routine
responsibilities that we had always completed correctly. He would
ask if a particular routine teletype had been sent, or if we had
contacted the Newark Police Traffic Division. Our answer was always
yes to the questions. In addition, the answers Captain Funerro
sought were contained in packets of reports that were submitted to
him. It was Captain Funerro’s way of saying, “I’m the boss over you
guys.”

When I first arrived at the Police Services
Unit, the atmosphere was fairly relaxed. The most important rule
was the dress code. You could wear a jacket and tie, or the
regulation police uniform of the day. The choice of dress was yours
to make. Captain Funerro would call a meeting of the unit about
every ten days or so. The meetings were relaxed and informal. The
meetings were more like a round table discussion than a formal
meeting with a chairperson. Written reports were submitted weekly.
I would simply write a short paragraph or two on what I did for
each day. Now it seemed as if Captain Funerro was calling a Police
Services meeting every other day. No matter what the topic of the
meeting, the tone of the meeting was always authoritarian and
official. Captain Funerro was calling meetings just because he had
the authority to convene a staff meeting. Many times there was no
real necessary exchange of information. On these occasions we were
reminded to make certain some routine task was completed. One
routine task emphasized at a meeting was the need to sign the time
sheet. This was confusing because I don’t ever recall the time
sheet not being signed. At another meeting Captain Funerro reminded
us to complete reports on actions we had taken. It was an
unnecessary reminder because reports were always finished and
submitted as soon as practical. There was no need to have more than
a 30-second discussion on the submitting of our reports. The
reports were not the real issue. In fact, Sergeant Lee James and I
had gone beyond the call of duty to submit the necessary reports.
Often we would work beyond quitting time to complete reports. It
was upsetting to listen to Captain Funerro criticize us about
things we had properly completed. Still, we did not attempt to
challenge him on these points. In our opinion, to challenge Captain
Funerro with facts would not produce a positive result.

On many occasions during these staff meetings,
Sergeant Lee James and I would glance at each other and smile
slightly whenever Captain Funerro introduced some unnecessary topic
for discussion. But these staff meetings were not taken lightly by
Sergeant Lee James or me. Our efforts to take proactive actions to
assist officers having difficulties were being purposely derailed
by Captain Funerro. These directives issued by Captain Funerro
directly impeded our ability to provide effective service and
assistance to officers in need. This was very frustrating to us
both. We were both dependable self-starters that were fully capable
of starting a project and taking it to completion with little or no
supervision.

The hindering acts of Captain Funerro were
particularly distressing to Sergeant Lee James. Sergeant Lee James
had been successfully providing assistance to distressed officers
long before Captain Funerro was assigned to Police Services.
Actually, Sergeant Lee James had been providing invaluable help to
officers in need long before Police Services was established, and
long before he had been promoted to sergeant. Sergeant Lee James
did not receive or request one extra penny for leaving the comfort
of his home in the middle of the night to help a fellow human
being. But now, essentially, Captain Funerro was telling him to
ignore pleas for help between 9:00 a.m. and 5:00 p.m.
Understandably it was difficult to comprehend the rationale for
these service limiting directives ordered by Captain Funerro. The
commander of a unit that has a stated purpose to provide assistance
to officers in need is now ordering members of that unit not to
carry out one of its primary functions. Yes, Sergeant Lee James was
frustrated, and so was I. But we were both professionals and had to
continue performing. Captain Funerro’s directives were obeyed. We
just had to work harder and longer to achieve the necessary
results.

It was now early February
1996. The Police Services Office would have to vacate the
office space we had at Police Headquarters. Initially, the top
supervisors of the Newark Police Department wanted to put Police
Services and Internal Affairs Division together in some non-police
facility. Sergeant Lee James and I voiced our opposition and
dissatisfaction with this option. However, we were compelled to go
wherever the department decided to relocate our office. Sergeant
James and I were hoping the Police Services Unit could be relocated
to a building that was not occupied by any other unit or squad of
the Newark Police Department. We could do little more than just
simply hope. Our recommendations and suggestions had fallen on deaf
ears. Apparently the police department could not find suitable
office space at an acceptable price in a non-police department
building. Consequently, the Police Services Unit was relocated to
the Police Complex building at One Lincoln Avenue in the north side
of town.

Sergeant James and I were concerned about the
limited space available at the Lincoln Avenue Police Complex.
Several bureaus of the Newark Police Department presently occupied
this complex. The Police Complex housed the North District
Precinct, North District Detective Squad, Police Academy, Juvenile
Aid Section, Sexual Assault Unit, Police Surgeon’s Office, Planning
and Research, Candidate Investigation, Police Athletic League, DARE
Program, Truancy Task Force, Community Relations, and the Police
Credit Union. I just could not imagine where in that building there
could be office space for the Police Services Unit.

The Police Services Unit moved from Police
Headquarters to the Police Complex at One Lincoln Avenue in March
of 1996. The new office of the Police Services Unit was relocated
to a small room in the basement of the Police Complex.

This small room had no windows and no air
conditioning. The only equipment we had was two telephones and two
typewriters. Even though we frequently needed to send faxes and
make copies, the Police Services Unit did not have a fax machine or
copier. In contrast with the conditions of our basement office,
Captain Funerro’s office was spacious and air-conditioned. His
office also had a copier and fax machine. Along with the new office
space, Captain Funerro was given additional responsibilities. He
was placed in charge of the Community Relations Unit, Truancy Task
Force, Police Athletic League, and the DARE Program. These squads
had a sergeant assigned to handle the day-to-day operations. Of
course the office space occupied by all the other squads under
Captain Funerro’s supervision had air conditioning. But the Police
Services Unit with the two sergeants that had complained to the
Chief of Police about their captain was placed in a dusty, poorly
ventilated basement room.

This office space was hot and dry in the winter,
and hot and humid in the summer. Was this punishment? Was a message
being sent? We were certainly being treated different in a negative
way.

In spite of our horrendous physical office
environment, Sergeant Lee James and I were working harder than
ever. We also had lost the two officers assigned to Police
Services. Detective Ellen Manley was transferred to the Patrol
Division and Officer Liz Torno was assigned to Captain Funerro’s
office as his clerk. We had to handle more requests for service
with 50 percent less personnel.

I remember the first day Sergeant James and I
started working out of the basement office at One Lincoln Avenue.
Sergeant Lee James had arrived before I did and he was busy working
on reports at his desk. To be more accurate, he had his typewriter
on a table that was used for a desk. When I walked into the cramped
hot room, Sergeant James in his usual manner gave me an
enthusiastic smile and said, “Hello, Sam, how are you?”

Unfortunately I was not as upbeat but replied
softly, “I’ve had better days. How are you, Lee?” “I’m just fine,”
he said. “I’m working on these reports for the Chaplain’s
Program.”

“I think I’m up to date on all my reports, Lee.
Of course it’s a lot harder now that Captain Funerro has ordered
you and me to submit daily reports instead of the weekly reports we
initially submitted. Lee, I know we are the only sergeants in an
administrative unit that must submit a daily report. This daily
report forces you to account for every single minute of the day.
Lee, if I was a gambling man, I would bet that even the sergeants
in investigative units are not required to submit a daily report
like this.”

“Sam,” said Lee, “I know what you mean. I know
that you’re right.”

“Lee, I don’t care about accounting for every
minute of the day. That doesn’t bother me. But I want to be treated
like everybody else. Don’t treat me as if I can’t be trusted, or if
I will go shopping in New York while I’m getting paid to work in
Newark. That’s not our method of operation. It’s not our reputation
and Captain Funerro knows it. Captain Funerro has no reason to
suspect that either of us is not working 100 percent.”

“That’s not even a consideration,” said Lee with
a chuckle. “Captain Funerro knows we do the job and we do it well.
He’s being vindictive and evil.”

“Well Lee,” I said, “I don’t like being treated
like a thief when I’m working my butt off. You know that we get
calls from Central Communications when we are home late at night.
We get out of our beds and respond to provide assistance to other
police officers. Just think about that, Lee. No one is supervising
us when we go out in the middle of the night. We do it without any
extra pay. You know that’s the truth.”

Sergeant Lee James was shaking his head yes in
agreement.

“Lee,” I said, “we can be trusted to get out of
bed at 12 midnight and work for free, but we can’t be trusted to
work for pay between the hours of nine to five. Now how crazy is
that?”

Lee was now laughing with a roar. “Sam,” he
said, “you are too much. But what you’re saying is so true. If we
could not be trusted, it would be so easy not to be available when
you get one of those late night calls at home. Our wives could tell
Central Communications that we didn’t get home yet, or that we are
working some part-time detail. We could use a number of acceptable
excuses. But we don’t do that. We make ourselves available to work
at night for free. But Captain Funerro acts as if we are not
available to work for pay during the day. It’s stupid,” said Lee,
with particular emphasis on the word stupid. “It just doesn’t make
any rational sense.”

“Well that’s the whole point Lee,” I added. “Can
you really believe that me or you would work and be responsible
late at night for free, but would be totally irresponsible when
working for pay during the day? Captain Funerro’s actions are not
only insulting but it’s differential treatment. We are going above
and beyond the call of duty yet we are being treated like
irresponsible thieves.”

Sergeant Lee James was now quiet. He had a
serious look on his face.

“What’s wrong, Lee?”

“Sam, I guess you regret coming into this
squad.”

“No, Lee,” I said. “I came over to work with
you, and to achieve something we both realized is important. I will
never regret that. We were able to help people; that’s what’s it’s
all about. It’s regrettable our supervisor feels threatened by our
dedication and work ethic. It’s regrettable that Captain Funerro’s
ineptness and insecurity is allowed to prevail over facts and
reason. That’s what I regret, my friend.”

“Well Sam, I understand,” said Lee. “But Sam,
it’s not too late to leave.”

“No way, Lee! You can’t get rid of me that
easy.”

“No, no, Sam,” said Lee with excitement. “You
know I don’t want to get rid of you.”

“I know that, Lee. I’m not quitting on you and
what you are doing for police officers in need. I’ll be here until
I’m thrown out, and then I will still do the best that I can to
help.”

“Okay Sam,” Lee said, “I want you to know there
will be no hard feelings on my part if you jump ship.”

“Hey Lee,” I said, “we went through this before.
I might be frustrated and discouraged, but that frustration is not
aimed at you. It is caused by the failure of the police
institutionalized bureaucracy to make adjustments and enter the
90s. This police department still has a 1950s mentality and
culture.”

Then I said, “I can go along with the notion of
don’t fix it if it’s not broke. It may not be broke, but it’s
useless, unnecessary, and a waste of time and money. Therefore, it
should be replaced. A good example, Lee, is fax machines. I thought
this police department would never get fax machines, Lee. If the
North District Precinct needed a copy of an important report that
was at the South District Precinct, they had to send a police car,
with its emer-gency lights and siren activated, to the South
District Precinct and retrieve a copy of the report. Just think
about that for a minute. A police car had to go all the way across
town and back to get a copy of an important report.

Did anybody ever hear of a fax machine? Yes, my
friend, we are still in the 1950s. It’s little wonder why it’s a
challenge for the Newark Police Department to apprehend
unsophisticated opportunistic perpetrators. Thank goodness for the
unenlightened criminal.”

Lee had partially gained his composure after
laughing hard and loud. “Sam,” he said, “you are so right. I don’t
know why it takes the department so long to get necessary
equipment. Fax machines are not that expensive.”

“Lee,” I said, “I remember when my wife first
came to visit me at the Juvenile Aid Bureau. She laughed her head
off. She asked me how do I get my work done? All she saw was a
bunch of old electric typewriters. There were no computers. At that
time I had the only word processor. It was my personal property; it
did not belong to the police department. She got a good laugh out
of that.”

“Hey you guys,” said an officer who had just
walked into the office. “It’s sounds like you guys are having fun.
Don’t you know that’s not allowed around here?” It was North
District Officer T.J. Waller who had just walked in.

“Hey T.J.,” I said, “glad to see you. How are
you, buddy?”

“Hey there T.J.” said Lee.

“So this is where they put you guys,” said T.J.
The way T.J. sounded out the words, it was unclear if he was asking
a question or stating a fact. “Well,” said T.J. , “they really must
think highly of you by giving you such a wonderful office. This
place looks like a damn dungeon.”

“Yeah T.J. ,” said Lee, “this is it. This is our
new beautiful modern office. It’s all a part of our
punishment.”

“T.J. , take a load off your feet and sit down,”
I said. “Just make yourself at home. Sorry we can’t offer you any
coffee. You can see for yourself, we don’t have the necessary
tools.”

“Thanks, Sergeant Clark,” said T.J. in his
booming voice. “I just wanted to stop by and say hello. I can only
stay for a few minutes. By the way, sergeant, why is it so hot in
here?”

“I don’t know, T.J. ,” I said. “We’re just
forced to cope with it.”

“There are no windows to open,” Lee added. “We
can’t get fresh air.”

“Just a minute,” said T.J. , as he walked toward
the office door. “I’ve got a fan; I’ll go and get it. At least you
guys will have some air circulating.”

“Well if you don’t need the fan,” said Lee, “it
would be a help to us.”

“No, sergeant,” said T.J. , “I don’t need it.
You guys can use it for as long as you want. I’ll be back in a few
minutes.” T. J then left the office to get the fan. “Isn’t that
something,” I said to Sergeant Lee James. “What’s that, Sam?” “Lee,
do you remember in the other office we had just about
everything.

It was amazing. When officers stopped by we
seemed to have anything that anyone needed.”

“Yeah,” said Lee. “If someone had a headache we
had aspirin and Tylenol. If someone had a stomachache we had
antacids.”

“Lee, we even had mouthwash, combs and
fingernail clippers.”

“Sam, when an officer stopped by our office, we
seemed to have had anything they may have needed at that moment.”
“Yeah Lee,” I said, “now it seems we need help from the officers.”
At that moment Officer T.J. Waller returned with the electric fan.
“Hey sergeant,” he said, “here it is. Where do you want me to put
it?” I looked around the small room for an available electrical
outlet. “What do you think Lee?” I asked. “Where should we put the
fan?” “Anywhere will do fine,” replied Lee. “Plug it in right over
there.” Lee was pointing to an outlet near the far wall, across
from the entrance.

“Hey T.J. ,” I said, “when you plug it in put
the fan on the chair.” T.J. made certain the fan would not fall,
and he plugged it into the wall outlet and turned it on. The impact
was immediate. It felt good to have some air moving in the room. I
remarked, “Thanks, T.J. It feels good to have air conditioning.” We
all had a good laugh out of that comment.

“Sergeant Clark, Sergeant James, I gotta go,”
said Officer T.J. “Keep the fan for as long as you need it.”

“Thanks a lot, T.J.,” I said, “We really
appreciate your thoughtfulness.”

“It’s nothing at all,” said T.J. with a smile.
“You guys have sure been a great help to me.” “Take it easy, T.J.”
I said. “So long, T.J.,” said Lee.

T.J. left the office and walked through the
locker room that connects to the North District Precinct. “You know
Lee,” I said, “the fan does help. It was very thoughtful of T.J. to
let us use his fan.” “Yeah Sam, it does make it more tolerable. Our
working conditions have reached an all-time low, but the job must
get done.” “I agree with you, Lee, the job still must get done. By
the way, Lee, how’s Captain Funerro treating you lately?”

“Are you kidding, Sam,” Lee said. “He’s trying
to kill the chaplain’s program. We had expanded to over 20
chaplains. This of course was accomplished without the direct
involvement of Captain Funerro. When Captain Funerro became
directly involved, several chaplains were apparently turned off by
his demeanor and comments; as a result, their participation quickly
diminished.”

“That’s no surprise to me, Lee. Apparently his
fundamental belief tells him, if I can’t rule it, then I’ll ruin
it.” “I just wish he would stop messing up things that are good for
the cops,” Lee complained. “I don’t think that’s ever going to
happen, Lee. He’s not operating on logic and reason. Do you
remember when Captain Funerro would have those so-called meetings?”
Lee laughed and replied, “Yeah, those meetings. If that’s what you
want to call them.”

“We don’t have staff meetings now, Lee. Captain
Funerro makes out an official memo for almost anything. Even simple
things that would just require a phone call. Instead, he will write
a memo telling us to turn out the office lights at the end of the
day. It’s a real mess here, Lee.”

“Sam, we are being stepped on, that’s for sure.”
“I agree, Lee; there is no doubt about it. Hey Lee, time is flying;
I’ve got several phone calls to make. I better buckle down and get
some work done.” We both got busy taking care of our various
responsibilities. Before either of us realized, it was time to go
home.

“Lee,” I called out, “it’s time to get out of
here.”

“I’m going to stick around, Sam, and finish up
this work.”

“Well today Lee, I’m going home on time. Today
I’m just not motivated to stay. I’ll see you tomorrow, buddy.” I
quickly grabbed a few books and folders and placed them in my bag.
“Later Lee,” I said, and walked out of the door.

Several days had passed. It was
now April 6, 1996. I arrived at the office a few minutes after
Sergeant Lee James. I said a quick and warm hello to Sergeant James
and immediately started looking over my paperwork. My attention was
suddenly focused on a new memo from Captain Funerro. As I read
captain’s memo 96-67 I became very upset.

“Hey Lee,” I called out. “Have you read this
memo from Captain Funerro.”

“I sure did, Sam.”

“Lee, do you realize it’s one big lie?”

“Sam, I know,” he said with frustration in his
voice.

“Do you realize what we have to do in order to
be in compliance? Lee, in order to comply with this memo, we must
call the captain’s office and notify Captain Funerro or his clerk
when we use the men’s room or the fax machine and copy machine.
Then we would also need to submit a written report stating that we
left the office to use the men’s room or the copy machine. Lee,” I
yelled out with frustration, “this is outrageous, unnecessary, and
discriminatory.”

“Sam,” said Lee, “the very rationale for
creating this memo is a lie. The memo claims we are difficult to
contact. How are we difficult to contact when we both have pagers,
and Sam, you have a cell phone. Sam, our pager numbers are at every
precinct in the city and also at the Central Communication
Bureau.”

“Lee, you’re right! The whole rationale for the
memo is a bunch of bull.

Captain Funerro has frequently reached me by
pager. I get back to him within five minutes. It just doesn’t make
sense for us to be available at midnight, but not available during
our regular working hours.”

“Sam, Captain Funerro is just doing this to
harass and intimidate us.”

“Well my friend,” I said, “it also creates a
hostile working environment and it is discrimination. None of the
other sergeants under Captain Funerro’s command are required to do
this. The other sergeants under Captain Funerro’s command are
almost always leaving their offices unattended. I’m talking about
Police Athletic League, Community Relations, DARE Program, and
forget about Truancy Task Force. Just like our office, Lee, all the
other offices have their answering machines activated when no one
is in the office. There is no doubt about the necessity of these
offices to be left unattended at times. But the other sergeants
under Captain Funerro’s command are not required to submit reports
when their office is left unattended. Lee, I don’t like being
treated differently.”

“I know what you mean, Sam, this is not
necessary and it’s not fair. He’s slapping us in the face.”

“Lee, do you know how much of an extra headache
this is? Let me run you through an example. Suppose you leave now
to handle an assignment of some kind. Since you are leaving when
I’m here, you don’t need to do anything special. Now after you
leave it may be necessary for me to send a fax.”

“That’s very likely, Sam,” said Lee. “Sending
faxes is a part of our job responsibility and Captain Funerro knows
that.”

“Lee, we don’t have a fax in this office.
Therefore it is necessary for me to leave the office unattended
while I go upstairs to the Juvenile Bureau to use their fax
machine. Now before I can leave to send the fax, I must first call
Captain Funerro’s office. If Captain Funerro is in the office I
must tell him I’m leaving the office unattended to use the fax
machine. Lee, if Captain Funerro is not in the office, then I must
tell his clerk that I’m leaving the office to use the fax. Keep in
mind, that Captain Funerro’s clerk is our subordinate. Now when I
return to the office after using the fax machine I must submit a
written report stating that I left the office unattended to use the
fax machine. To make certain my backside is covered, the time I
left the office and the time I returned to the office will need to
be included in that report. If I don’t do these things, I won’t be
in compliance with this memo and could face the consequences of
disciplinary charges.”

“Sam,” said Lee, “it is just harassment and
retaliation because we complained to the chief. Captain Funerro
knows this memo is a bunch of bull. He has never had any problem
contacting us!”

“Lee, I don’t know of anyone else having any
problem contacting us. Captain Funerro has never complained about
having problems contacting us in the past.”

“That’s right, Sam, he knows there’s no truth to
it.”

“Lee,” I said, “the only times we couldn’t be
contacted was when we attended police funerals in New York. During
that time we were out of the range of our pagers and the police
radio. But Captain Funerro knew we were attending the funerals in
New York and gave his consent.”

“Sam,” Lee said, “he is just an evil hateful
man.”

“You know something, Lee,” I said in a subdued
and tired voice, “on the surface this memo appears to be routine
and normal. An outsider without knowing all the facts and
circumstances would not consider this memo to be unreasonable. The
memo appears to indicate a concerned commander is only attempting
to keep a check on the whereabouts of personnel under his
supervision. But the premise for the memo is a lie; therefore the
actions requested in the memo are not necessary. Captain Funerro is
knowingly ordering us unnecessarily to perform unusual tasks not
required by others under similar circumstances. Captain Funerro is
knowingly and purposely ordering us to perform corrective tasks to
remedy a situation that never existed. This vindictive retaliatory
act by way of memo 96-67 is discriminatory.”

“Sam,” said Lee, “he’s an evil man. He just
doesn’t care.”

“I surely care, Lee,” I said, “I’m not going to
be treated like this and simply lie down and roll over. I don’t
like being treated differently. I intend to use every legal means
available to protect my rights and myself. I will not just simply
crawl into some corner, shut my mouth and take this kind of
treatment and keep smiling as if everything was going great. Right
now I don’t know exactly what I’m going to do. I’ve got to do some
research and get some advice. But you can be certain that I’m going
to find the proper channel to lodge the proper complaint. It makes
no sense to lodge a complaint against Captain Funerro within the
Newark Police Department. What the hell, we already complained to
the highest ranking member of the Newark Police Department and it
made matters worse.”

“Yeah Sam,” said Lee in a shy voice. “Making
another complaint within the police department would be detrimental
to us. Just look how bad things have gotten after we made the first
complaint.”

“Lee, this is insane. We frequently have to
leave this office unattended. In essence, we will be submitting
reports when we use the bathroom. This is just retaliation and
harassment,” I yelled in anger. “Lee, I’m not going to be treated
like an irresponsible child.”

“Well we could just ignore it, Sam.”

“Hell no Lee, that’s exactly what Captain
Funerro wants. Then he will file charges against us for disobeying
an order or some other nonsense charge. I’m not going to walk into
that kind of a trap.”

“Maybe you’re right, Sam,” said Lee. “I just
can’t see myself writing reports just because I had to use the
bathroom or the copy machine. We’ve got enough real important work
to do without having to worry about doing unnecessary work because
Captain Funerro just doesn’t like us.”

“I couldn’t agree with you more, Lee. But if we
don’t do it, we face the consequence of departmental charges.
That’s what makes this vindictive differential treatment so
outrageous.”

“Yes,” said Sergeant Lee James, nodding his head
in agreement, “and the police department will just let Captain
Funerro get away with doing this. Sam, I don’t think there is
anything that we can really do about it.”

“Lee, perhaps you’re right. But I believe deep
down inside there must be some legal way to address this type of
wrongful treatment. There has got to be some law or something. Hey
we’re innocent. We didn’t do anything wrong. All we tried to do was
perform our jobs according to the rule and regulations of the
Newark Police Department.”

“That’s all we did, Sam. We just did all the
things necessary to do a good job.”

“We didn’t violate any laws, Lee,” I said. “Lee,
we didn’t break any federal, state or local law. Why the hell do we
have to take this kind of treatment? This is an outrage,” I
yelled.

I suddenly realized I was raising my voice and
talking much too loud. I took a deep breath and attempted to calm
down. Raising my voice would not rectify the problem we were
facing.

Lee and I both looked at one another in silence.
We both understood each other’s frustration. I finally broke the
silence. “Hey Lee, I’m sorry for raising my voice and being so
animated.”

“Sam,” said Lee, “you don’t have to apologize. I
understand completely. It burns me us too. I just don’t understand
why the chief lets him get away with this.”

“Well I’m going to do something about it. I
don’t know exactly what, but I’m going to do something. Right now
we need to start preparing ourselves to handle the burden of this
memo. The memo doesn’t actually tell you to submit a written report
every time you use the bathroom; however, in order to comply with
the memo, circumstances will force you to make a written report
when you do use the men’s room. Lee, I’ve got to mentally prepare
myself for this. I don’t want to be in violation of this memo. I
can’t make it easy for Captain Funerro to file charges against
me.”

“Well Sam,” Lee said slowly, “I’m not going to
make any preparations. I’m not going to purposely violate the memo.
But if I forget, then I just forget. I’ll just have to fight the
charges if Captain Funerro decides to fi le them. We have got more
important things to worry about than this harassment.”

“Lee, I feel the same way too. But I just don’t
want to give Captain Funerro the ammunition to file charges against
me. So I’m going to do my best to comply while I discover a way to
fight this injustice.”

“Sam, I know where you’re coming from. But I
just don’t have the patience to deal with Captain Funerro’s
small-mindedness. As you said, enough is enough. If I remember I’ll
comply; if not, I’ll just have to face the consequences. Sam, I’m
not one to disobey orders.”

“Oh I know that, Lee,” I said interrupting him
abruptly.

“Sam, I’ve had it up to here,” said Lee, as he
raised his right hand over his head with the palm pointing to the
floor. “That’s the kind of attitude I must have in order to deal
with Captain Funerro. You got lots of cops that are stressed
out.”

“Hey buddy,” I said, “you’re preaching to the
choir. That’s what happens when the police department doesn’t take
proper action when a complaint is lodged. By allowing Captain
Funerro to retaliate against us, it also affects the careers of
other officers.”

“That’s why I’m taking this attitude, Sam.”

“Well Lee,” I added, “this conversation is
stressing us out. Let’s drop it for now and get our minds focused
on something else. I’ve got a few phone calls to make. We’ll talk
about this nonsense some other time. You can bet we will be
discussing it again.”

“Yeah Sam, we are just making ourselves upset. I
don’t want Captain Funerro to ruin my day.”

Sergeant Lee James and I then delved into the
load of work that was always waiting for us. I was temporarily able
to get that crazy memo out of my mind. At least long enough to calm
down.

I believed at that time that Sergeant Lee James
and I were the only supervisors that had to submit a written report
after using the bathroom. But several months later I learned that
another supervisor had been punished and harassed with a similar
memo. In order for this supervisor to be in compliance, it would be
necessary to submit a written report when he used the bathroom. So
Sergeant Lee James and I were not the first supervisors to be
treated in this manner. In the future I was to discover, the
methods of harassment and punishment by the police department
rarely change. It is a testament that these familiar abuses and
sometime illegal methods are allowed to go unimpeded. These abusive
methods frequently destroy the careers and lives of innocent
people.

_______________







Chapter 6:
Complaint Against a Police Officer

A few days later I arrived at work with pain
in my back. I was restless and tired. The pain in my back and
neck had prevented me from getting a full night of rest. The pain
was fairly intense, but I didn’t want to take any medication. I’m
not a proponent of any drug, even aspirin. It is my belief that all
drugs cause some harm to the body, or have negative side effects.
So in my opinion drugs should be avoided whenever possible. I was
determined to tolerate the pain without taking any medication.

It was one of those rare occasions when I had
arrived at the Police Services office before Sergeant Lee James. I
didn’t recall him telling me he would be coming in late today. Of
course he wasn’t required to inform me of his whereabouts or
schedule. Normally, if we know we wouldn’t be at work on a
particular day, we informed each other about our planned absence.
It helps us to assist each other with getting the work done and to
provide accurate information when people make inquiries. Perhaps, I
thought to myself, he had to handle some unforeseen situation that
suddenly surfaced. Whatever the cause, the facts were, Sergeant
James was not in the office, and I was there alone.

For some reason, I felt particularly strange
being alone at this moment. I slowly looked around the small drab
office. The room seemed particularly unfriendly today. The room
itself had an atmosphere of gloom and despair. The gray-painted
concrete floor and two-tone brown cinder block walls seemed to
vibrate at a slow frequency that was upsetting to the stomach. The
walls appeared to be closing in on me. I felt like I was sitting in
a closet. In an instinctive effort to escape, I suddenly got up and
walked out of the office door and into the hall. The air seemed to
be fresher. I could breathe easier. Then I leaned against a wall in
the hall to help relieve some of the pain I was feeling in my back
and neck. Somehow the act of standing and leaning against a wall or
pole helped to ease the pain.

I began to think again about the Newark police
officer who tried to choke me to death. What the hell is
happening in that case? I wondered. I’ve heard the sanction he
received can be changed. I wonder if it had been changed. If not
maybe the case could be reopened. Could that just be a rumor? I
don’t know if it’s rumor or fact. I really need to find out the
facts about this case. It makes no sense to guess and wonder. I
can’t understand why the Internal Affairs case investigator didn’t
interview me. Who was the investigator? Maybe I should call the
Internal Affairs Division and find out the facts.

I slowly kind of shuffled back into the office.
At least now the office did not feel like a small closet. Now the
office felt like a very large closet.

It was about 9:00 a.m. I decided I’d call the
Internal Affairs Division in about 20 minutes. Captain Erwin Lewis
was probably not in yet. I reviewed some of the Police Services
Memos for the next half hour. During that time, surprisingly, the
telephone didn’t ring. It was now 9:30 a.m.; it’s the right time to
call IAD.

I picked up the telephone and pressed the
four-digit extension for the Internal Affairs Division. The phone
rang about four times then someone answered. “Internal Affairs,
Detective Resta.”

“Hello Detective Resta,” I said, “may I speak
with Captain Lewis please.”

“Who’s calling?”

“Sergeant Clark.”

“Oh, how are you, Sergeant Clark? Just hold on a
minute.”

The phone went silent as Detective Resta put me
on hold.

A few moments later Captain Lewis answered the
telephone. “Captain Lewis.”

“Hello Captain Lewis, this is Sergeant
Clark”

“How are you, Sam,” replied Captain Lewis.

“Just fine, Captain Lewis. Captain, I’m calling
about my case. I’d like to know what’s going on.” “Sam, that case
is over and closed.” “Well, captain,” I said, “I don’t think a
reprimand is a just sanction. I don’t believe it adequately
addresses the obvious behavior problems plaguing that officer.”

“Sam, the decision has already been handed down
by the trial board.”

“I understand that, sir,” I said, “but can’t the
case be reopened to have a more extensive review of the facts?”
“Sam, once the case has been handled, that’s it; the case is now
closed.” “So Captain Lewis, there is no way the case can be
opened.” “No, Sam, it can’t be reopened.” “Well thanks a lot for
your time, Captain Lewis. Have a nice day, sir.” “You too, Sam. So
long.”

I hung up the phone. I was not certain if
Captain Erwin Lewis had given me the whole truth. I still believed
that some additional action could and should have been taken by the
Newark Police Department. Right now, the only thing I could do is
take the word of Captain Lewis. But deep down inside I still had a
lot of doubt. I just don’t believe that a fair and just sanction
for an officer that nearly choked me to death is a reprimand.
Something is going on here that I don’t know about. There has got
to be several glaring and serious flaws with the Newark Police
Department’s disciplinary system. If the disciplinary system could
function so ineptly in this case, perhaps the disciplinary process
has malfunctioned on many other occasions.

Although I’ve been on the police department for
over 20 years, I have had almost no contact with the Internal
Affairs Division. I seem to know so little about the police
disciplinary system. But with my ignorance factored into the
equation, it still doesn’t make rational sense for an officer with
an abusive reputation to be given a reprimand as a sanction for the
charge of excessive force. A blind man could see that something is
definitely wrong. I absolutely know that something is wrong. But
right now I just don’t have enough information to articulate the
specific flaws that compromise the effectiveness of the Newark
Police disciplinary process. Without the knowledge of what is
specifically defective, I certainly cannot propose an effective
alternative to rectify a damaged disciplinary process. This
disciplinary system is supposed to deter police officers from
committing unlawful acts and violating the police department’s
rules. If a police officer does commit a violation, the
disciplinary process is charged with detecting the violation,
apprehending the offender, and rehabilitating the officer by
issuing an appropriate sanction.

But, I thought, what is an appropriate
sanction? I’ve heard about some officer that didn’t wear a uniform
hat and was suspended without pay for three days. The sanctions
appear to be assessed capriciously, without reliance on a set
standard. One officer with an abusive reputation uses excessive
force and nearly chokes me to death. He gets sanctioned with a
reprimand. Yet another officer who was observed without his uniform
hat, is sanctioned with a three-day suspension without pay. Now go
figure that out! Something is definitely wrong. I’ve got to do my
homework and learn much, much, more about how the Newark Police
Disciplinary Process works. I’ve got to learn how it works from
start to finish.

How are complaints initiated? What are the
avenues available for citizens to lodge a complaint against a
police officer? What are the avenues available for a police officer
to lodge a complaint against another police officer? Who
investigates these complaints when they are fi led? Who determines
if the complaint is valid? Who or what group of people determines
the accused officer’s guilt or innocence? If the officer is judged
to be guilty, who or what committee determines the sanction? These
were all vital questions that I could not yet answer. Wow, I
thought to myself, I sure have a lot to learn about the
disciplinary process. Where do I start? Do I start with the rules
and regulations of the Newark Police Department, or do I start
reading various memos and orders on disciplinary procedures? I
really don’t know where to start. Whose word do I take?

Apparently I have not received complete and
accurate information from personnel of the Internal Affairs
Division. I’m not comfortable getting their distorted information.
Hey, I thought, Mr. Nance. He has got to have some useful
information about the disciplinary system. Darren has faced and
perhaps is still facing charges filed against him by supervisors of
the Newark Police Department. I can count on getting the truth from
him. But until I’m able to have a sit down with Officer Nance, I
need to do something. I don’t believe I should start from the
inside. I need to start from the outside. Then it hit me! The
prosecutor’s office. I’d talk to someone in the Essex County
prosecutor’s office.

Several years ago, the prosecutor’s office had
been involved in a few investigations of Newark Police officers.
Perhaps that’s the best place to start. When I’m out in the
field tomorrow, I’ll stop by the Prosecutor’s Office on my way back
here. It should only take a few minutes.

I stayed in the office for the rest of the day.
It was a relatively quiet and uneventful day. I was able to
complete a lot of paperwork.

The following day I arrived at the
Police Services office to find Sergeant Lee James present and
accounted for. He was deep into his work when I arrived.

“Hey Lee,” I said with excitement, “glad to see
ya.”

“How are you this morning, Sam,” he replied.

“What happened yesterday,” I asked, “did you
take the day off ?”

“Yeah Sam, I had some things to take care of. I
didn’t have anything scheduled, so it was the perfect time to take
off. Was anybody looking for me, Sam?” “No Lee, surprisingly, no
one called for you. Yesterday was nice and quiet. I was able to get
a lot of work done.” “That’s good,” said Lee, “every once in a
while it’s nice to have a quiet day. You and I both know how hectic
things can get at any moment.”

“Well Lee,” I said, “hopefully today is nice and
quiet also. I intend to stop by the prosecutor’s office on my way
back in from the field. I want to at least get some information
from them. If possible, I would like the prosecutor’s office to
reopen the case against Officer DeBarlow.”

“Maybe they can do something, Sam. You won’t
find out unless you ask.”

“Well buddy, you can bet that I’m at least going
to ask.”

“Hey Sam,” said Lee, “is there anything new
going on? Have you heard anything new from Captain Funerro?” “No
Lee, I haven’t heard anything from Captain Funerro. I guess he’s
taking the time to figure out new ways to make life miserable for
us.”

“That’s good,” said Lee while laughing.

“By the way Lee,” I said, “have you got any good
news?”

“Not really, Sam. Right now it’s the same old,
same old. Hopefully, no news is good news.”

“I hope so Lee, I certainly hope so.” Changing
the subject, I quickly informed Lee of my intention to leave early
and take care of my fieldwork. “Lee,” I said, “if it’s alright with
you, I would like to leave the office early and go out in the
field.” “Sam,” said Lee in an apologetic tone, “you don’t need my
permission to leave the office, I’m not Captain Funerro.”

That statement by Lee made me laugh out loud.
“Lee,” I said, “I just didn’t know if you had some field work to
do. With all the new mess about not leaving the office
unattended,

I didn’t want to force you into a position that
would require you to submit a report.”

would require you to submit a report.”

“Sam,” said Lee, “don’t worry about that. I’ll
cross that bridge when I get to it. Do what you need to do.” “Well
Lee, if you need me you can always give me a page. I’ll come right
back if necessary.”

“Sam, I’ll only page you if something pressing
occurs.”

“Don’t hesitate to page me if you need me,” I
said. At the same time I was grabbing folders on my desk. I needed
to stop by police headquarters, the South and East Districts. Then
on my way back in I would stop by the Essex County Prosecutor’s
Office. With a slight laugh I told Lee, “I’m in the field if anyone
important wants to know.”

“Okay Sam,” Lee chuckled, “I’ll see you when you
get back.”

In a flash I was out of the office, up the
stairs and out of the front door.

I planned to make police headquarters my first
stop. The tasks I needed to complete at headquarters were not
necessarily more important than things I needed to do at the South
or East District. Police Headquarters was just closer to One
Lincoln Avenue than the other locations. It should only take about
10 minutes to complete my work at police headquarters. But those 10
minutes could easily stretch into an hour or more. I would almost
certainly encounter other police officers that would stop me and
engage in conversation. The conversation might be just a general
30-second how are you and the family. In most instances the
conversation would last for at least five minutes or more. Some
officer would ask if I had heard about what happened to a
particular officer a few days ago. It would be suggested that Lee
or I reach out and check up on the officer. In other instances, an
officer I encountered would ask for advice in handling a job or
personal situation. If I was stopped in front of the entrance to
police headquarters, it could take me a half hour just to get
upstairs. But today was very different. As I entered police
headquarters I didn’t run into anyone.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/86640
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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