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N By RONALD SULLIVAN

“All I've got for you is a little
| family trouble at Sixteen - Thirteen
I Madison.” He'll tell you which floor
) and thank God it isn’t the top, and
so you'll climb, climb, climb, and all
i the while you’ll be preparing to say,
A : : “Listen, what's the matter with you
MICROCOPY RESOLUTION TEST CHART g : folks? Bipe down, ean't you? Oh, shet
ep, sister. Look—people are com-
plaining; you’re waking up folks in
the building. O.K.—so you can't get
' _ along. 0.K.~—so you're drunk too.
. o [ - Now, look, 1 want you out of here.
Microfilming procedures used to create this fiche comply with : And quit socking your wife, and i
the standards set forth in 41CFR 101-11.504 ‘ : I see you around here again before
: morning—before you’re sober and
ready to behave—Tll break your
head wide open!”

Points of view or opinions stated in this document are That’s the little speech, the succes-
- sion of disciplinary directions that

those of the author|s) and do not represent the official youw'll be composing as you trudge

ias - . upstairs; and then you hear the
position or policies of the U.S. Department of Justice. shuddering gasp, and somehow

you're through the door before
they’ve opened it for you, and he’s
standing there alone. The woman is
- on the floor with her skirts around
her middle, and what beautiful red
rosy tights she wears—all slick and
damp—and the tights are extending
themselves into a big evil patch on
the floor. But beyond her he is there.
He’s very large; he looks colossal to
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you now. He doesr’t have anything
on except a pair of striped under-
wear shorts, and his eyes are rolling.
He keeps watching you. He has a
bloody bread knife in his hand, and
you keep saying “Put it down, put it
down—let go that knife,” as he
comes toward you a step at a time,
and as the woman grunts and shifts
on the floor in her blood, and still

he keeps coming in, you've got to
decide, and all in the instant. Do
you shoot or do you try to use your
stick? Do you try to take the knife
away from him?...You don't like to
be alone, nobody would like to be
alone.

—MACKINLAY KANTOR,

“Signal Thirty-Two.”

novel, like policemen every-

where, had every reason to feel
alone. The odds were against him
because it seems that violence, like
charity, begins at home. According
to the Federal Bureau of Investiga-
tion, one of every five policemen
Killed in the line of duty dies trying
to break up a family fight. The Pres-
ident’s Commission on Law Enforce-
ment and the Administration of

THE threatened cop in Kantor’s

Violence, Like Charity,
Begins at Home

An experimental New York City police unit is learning
how to break up family fights without fighting

Criminal Justice reported last year
that family disputes “are probably
the single greatest cause of homi-
cides” in the United States. And if
policemen don’t get killed in a family
fight, they still stand a good chance
of being bloodied. “There is a strong
impression in police circles that inter-
vention in these disputes causes more
assaults on policemen than any other
encounter,” the commission reported
in “The Challenge of Crime in a Free
Society.” In fact, the New York City
Police Department estimates that 40
per cent of its men injured in the
line of duty were hurt while respond-
ing to family disturbances. Moreover,
the department estimates that such
calls take as much time as any other
single kind of police action. “‘Yet the
capacity of the police to deal effec-
tively with such a highly personal
matter as conjugal disharmony is,
to say the least, limited. .. an activity
for which few policemen—or people

in any profession—are qualified by
temperament or by training,” the
commission reported.

But that was before an experimen-
tal New York City police unit began
intervening in family quarrels in
upper West Harlem. Despite the high
statistical probability of being knifed.
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shot at, gang- jumped, or pushed
down a flight of tenement stairs,
none of the 18 volunteer patrolmen
assigned to the Family Crisis Inter-
vention Unit in the 30th Precinct
has sustained a single injury, much
less a fatality, in the unit’s first 15
months of operation. Moreover, after
intervening in more than 1,000 indi-
vidual family crises—an average of
a little more than two a night—the
unit has not been involved in a single
charge of police brutality, and this is
an area in which such accusations
are commonplace.

But perhaps just as important,
none of the interventions resulted in
either a homicide or a suicide. There
are no conclusive records in the
precinct to show how this deathless
record compares with the outcome
of f‘:imily fights in the precinct in
previous years. Nevertheless, Police
Commissioner Howard R. Leary, the
United States Department of Justice
and the project’s originator, D'r. Mor-
ton Bard, director of the Pyschologi-
cal Center at City “Collrge, are
convinced that the new uni; unques-
tionably has saved many lives,

There are no records connecting
deaths with family fights because no
police function is more misunder-
stood, more underrated, and more
grudgingly performed than calls to
break them up. Unlike other police
a.ctivity, such as murder investiga-
tions or criminal surveillance, inter-

vention in family fights is
commonly regarded at all
levels in the Police Department
as a thankless job that poses
the danger of grave personal
risk and the distinct possibil-
ity of becoming embroiled in
charges of police brutality,
with very little, if any, prom-
ise of reward. A cop makes
detective or becomes a ser-
geant by the big arrest or the
daring rescue—not by break-
ing up a family fight. It is not
surprising, then, that there are
few references to the subject
in police literature or at police
training academies.

Now, however, it seems
likely that the apparent suc-
cess of the Family Crisis In-
tervention Unit will have an
impact on the way policemen
are motivated, trained and ul-
timately rewarded by their de-
partments. In fact, this year's
report by the National Advis-
ory Commission on Civil Dis-
orders recommended New
York's pilot program as a
“model for other depart-
ments.” The report said, “The
commission believes the police
cannot and should rot resist
becoming involved in commu-
nity service matters. . . . Such
work can gain the police the
respect and support of the
community.”

Its importance was pointed
up by, the Governor’'s Select

-

B

et e

e

e

| aeon]

s 1

{

i

Commission on Civil Disorder
in New Jersey. After investi-
gating the causes of the
Negro rioting in Newark in
July, 1967, the commission
reported that most complaints
of palice brutality originated
from incidents that began as
family-disturbance calls—and
that these complaints had
been increasing before the
rioting broke out.

According to Dr. Bard, out-
moded police organization is
the silent factor underlying
the growing tension between
police and community, partic-
ularly in the urban ghettos.
And the violence of family
conflict in these areas is
matched only by the indif-
ference of society outside to
its existence. Professor Bard
emphasizes that only the po-
lice, of all social institutions,
are present 24 hours a day,
svery day of the year, to
answer the call when family
violence threatens.

THUS, with the full support
of Commissioner Leary, and
$94,736 from the Federal Gov-
ernment, Dr. Bard’'s Psychol-
ogical Center began a two-
year experiment last year in
training police to intervene in
family fights. The pilot pro-
gram, which is scheduled to
end next April, does not aim
to turn cops into psycholog-
ists or social workers. ““That’s
just exactly what we're at-
tempting to avoid,” says Dr.
Bard, who was a cop himself
for a short time in the late
nineteen-forties before he be-
came a group worker with
street gangs and ultimately a
professor of psychology. “We
have no intention of creating
a family cop, or a family divi-
sion, or making family crisis
intervention an esoteric police
specialty. Ail we’re trying to
do is give the ordinary police-
man a new skill, one that will
help him do better what he
now does most—and that is
help people in trouble.” If, at
the same time, he can become
a primary mental-health re-
source -in the community, so
much the better, of course.

The program also is part of

a growing revolution involv-
ing the training of clinical
psychologists and the develop-
ment of community mental-
health programs in the cities.
There simply never will be
enough psychologists to treat
poor persons in the slums,
where most of the aggressive
behavior and mental disorder
is. So the idea at the center
is to train psychologists to
train other persons to do it.

At the same time, the uni-
versity is given the chance to
break out from its pedagogical
shell by turning the surround-
ing community into a teeming
psychological laboratory rath-
er than a hostile environment.
What better place is there
than Harlem to study marital
breakdown, aggression, sado-
masochism, and the effects of
violence on early childhood
development? And who is bet-
ter equipped to study it than
the persons who face it every
day, like Patrolman John E.
Bodkin, a 32-year-old, cigar-
smoking, no-nonsense, seven-
year veteran and member of
the Family Crisis Intervention
Unit?

“It was up on 145th Street,”
he said. “And the couple was
from the South. We went in
there and 1 could see right
off that this guy was tight,
very tight. He was a Negro
fellow, about 21 or 22 years
old, only up in New York
six months. She had called
the police because of a dis-
pute — a minor thing. But
there he was, a little guy, and
he was really tense because
when we walked in with our
uniforms and our sticks, you
could see that his earlier as-
sociations with' police officers
must have been very rough.

“You could see the fear in
his eyes, the hostility in his
face. His fists were clenched,
and he was ready to do com-
bat with us. God knows what
he would have done if he'd
had a gun or a knife, I moved
toward the kitchen table and
opened my blouse and I told
him in a nice quiet way that
I wanted to talk to him, but

he's sti!ll tense and he's still
looking at my stick. Well, the
stick is under my arm so I
hung it up on a nearby chair,
purposely, to show there's no
intent here. ‘Look, I don't
need it,’ I'm trying to say
to this guy. ‘I don’t need it
because you’re a nice guy in
my eyes. You don't threaten
me, so I'm not pgoing to
threaten you’ I've got to
show this guy that I'm not a
bully, a brute, a Nazi or the
Fascist he thinks all cops are.

&,

SO he calms down a lit-
tle. Then I took my hat off and
1 said, ‘Do you mind if I
smoke? And he looks at me
funny. And I say, ‘I'm a cigar
smoker and some people don’t
like the smell of a cigar in
their house, so would you-
mind if 1 smoke? And the
guy says, ‘Oh sure, sure,” and
you could see he was shocked.
I felt he saw a human side
of us, that I had respect for
him and his household.

“Then the guy sat down and
he and nis wife proceed to
tell us what it was all about.
When we explain to her why
he's upset, she smiles, ‘Yes,
yes, yes.! You see, she thinks
we're on her side. Then we
tell him why he’s mad and
he smiles. ‘Yes, yes, yes.” Now
we’re on his side. Well, they
eventually shake our hands;
they were happy and we never
had another call from them.”

Patrolman Bodkin and the
17 other policemen in the
family crisis unit operate in
biracial pairs out of the 96-
year-old, four-story 30th Pre-
cinct station house on the
southwest corner of 152d
Street and Amsterdam Ave-
nue. The 30th is one of New
York's smaller and more in-
significant precincts, running
north from 141st to 165th
Streets and east from River
side Drive to Edgecombe Ave-
nue., Most of the old apart-
ment houses on Broadway
have been taken over by
Puerto Rican and Negro fami-
lies. The remaining whites in
the precinct, many of them
apparently Jewish, are virtual-




ly barricaded in the big apart-
ment houses overlooking the
Hudson on Riverside Drive.
Actually, the 30th is just what
Dr. Bard was looking for: a
poor, rat-infested neighbor-
hood, but without the wretch-
edness of some of the other
black precincts in Harlem, one
free of big crime and big insti-
tutions and one that comes
alive every week when the
welfare checks roll in.

LIKE Bodkin, most of the
cops in the family unmit were
already working in the 30th
before the program began.
None of them was picked be-
cause he evidenced a bleeding
heart for minority problems.
All of them, and this includes
the nine Negroes, were used
to feeling hated, feared and
envied in the ghetto, None of
them has a college degree.
They tend to be young, in
their late 20's and early 30’s,
because it is very hard to
teach old cops new tricks,
What Dr. Bard, along with
Dr. Bernard Berkowitz, a psy-
chologist with 12 years as a
policeman in his background,
looked for in choosing from
among 45 volunteers were ex-
perienced cops who expressed
enthusiasm for the experiment
and frustration with their
present inability to deal effec-
tively with family crises, and
who showed =every indication
of being sensitive to the
changing role the police must
assume in the cities,

The 18 men, who were re-
leased from duty, spent nearly
a month with professional
psychologists at the center in
mutual exploration of the best
methods of successful inter-
vention. The psychologists
knew all about such things as
aggression, trauma, neurosis,
alcoholism and all the other
behavioral patterns associated
with family violence. And that
is what they taught the men
during the first three weeks of
intensive psychological class-
room work., But the center’s
pedagogy and its proclivity for
reflective analysis generally
failed the psychologists when
they departed from the labora-
tory or the textbook for the
explosive, instant-action world
of police confrontation with
family violence. “No one has
a textbook for that, This is
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where we had to learn from
each other,” says Dr. Bard.

During the third week, the
cops were subjected to three
days of family-crisis psycho-
skits staged by a group of
professional actors. The shqrt
plays showed typical family
crises and were written with-
out conclusions; the endings
were improvised by the patro'
men themselves, who inter-
vened in pairs at the end. For
example, in one play, a young
Negro actress portrayed a
wife who was cowering
against the rear classroom
wall, away from a tall, husky
Negro, playing her wife-beat-
ing husband.

“He’s going to hit me, he's
going to kit me again,” she

screamed as the two cops |

burst on the scene and split,
one of them going to the aid
of the stricken woman, the
other confronting the man.
“wWhaddaya doing that for?”
the patrolman snarled at the
man as he pushed him toward
a covner of the improvised
stage. “That’s no way to treat
a woman, that's no way for
a man to act. You're no man.”
With that, the Negro actor,

even though he knew it was
only a play, reacted angrily
and moved toward the ad-
vancing patrolman, bellowing,
“Who says I'm no man ., 2?”

At that point, the play was
stopped and the cops and the
actors analyzed their respec-
tive reactions. For one thing,
the cop who confronted the
husband was told this is how
most ceps get hurt—challeng-
ing a man's masculinity.
Moreover, the cops were told
that the wife may very well
be a masochist who has spent
the day provoking the man
into attacking her. He gets
an outlet for his aggression;
she has the simple pleasure cf
getting beaten up. The idea,
the policemen were told, is to
give the combatants alterna-
tives and the help they need
to understand why they fight.

BUT an unsophisticated cop
can go only so far, and this
is where their fourth week
of training came in. They took
field trips to various social,
health and welfare agencies
where experts explained the
kinds of help available to poor

families in trouble. Later, the
men took part in human-rela-
tions workshops where they

" were prompted to examine, in

group sensitivity discussions,
their individual prejudices and
preconceptions of disrupted
family life in the ghetto.

After this, the unit began
operating out of the 30th
station house in the precinct’s
special family car. Two mem-
bers of the unit work each
of the day’s three eight-hour
tours and are dispatched on
all complaints involving fami-
ly disturbances. They also
continue their normal police
duties—thzy give out parking
tickets and speeding sum-
monses; they patrol a given
sector of the precinct; they
are expected to respond to
any emergency just like any
cother cop on the beat. At the
start, they were subject to
considerable jeering from oth-
er patrolmen, but their capaci-
ty to handle both missions
effectively has turned the

- initial jibes at the station

house into inquiries on how
to deal with family crises.

Meantime, all of the 18 men
continue their training, taking
part in six-man discussion
groups led by professional
psychologists. In addition,
each man has a weekly pri-
vate consultation with a
third-year graduate student in
clinical psychology. The con-
sultation cuts both ways. The
officer reports the way he
reacted to a particular family
crisis and is given advice on
ways he might have responded
differently. Some of the stu-
dents have become intrigued
with the research opportuni-
ties afforded by these ex-
changes. Ore has formulated
a research proposal in which
he will attemipt to measure
differences in  aggressive
threshold stimuli among chil-
dren of families in which day-
to-day violence is a part of
the environment. These chil-
dren will be matched with
children raised in nonviolent
homes.

ADR!A{«‘\N HALFHIDE, a
27-year-old Negro cop as-
signed to the family project,
is convinced that 60 per cent
of the people in every biock
in the precinct are aware of
the new unit. “We’re more
aware of them, too,” he says.
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“We go into a family dispute
ané we can pick up certain
signs, statements, gestures,
looks and facial expressions
that enable us to get a basic
idea of what's going on. For
example, I notice whether a
man is gritting his teeth,
whether the veins in his tem-
ple are throbbing. Before, I
only looked for whether he
had a weapon, or whether he
was bigger than me. Later,
when they just want someone
to yell at, someone to use as
a butt for their anger, I say,
‘0.K., get mad at me.” Then
everybody yells at me, But
they’re all together, yelling
together, but at me, and that’s
groovy.”

Halfhide and the other fami-
ly cops have some fundamen-
tal ground rules. They always
stay calm; they don't threaten
and they don’'t take sides.
They don't challenge a man’s

masculinity; they don’t de-
grade a woman’s femininity.
They intentionally give people
verbal escape routes to save
face. And mother isn't always
right—they know about Oedi-
pus complexes. They notice
that most family fights tend
to break out on Sunday night
after a festering weekend of
drinking. They say the major
causes of conflict are, predict-
ably, money and sex. Families
fight more in the summer
because it's hot, and more in
the winter because it's so cold
outside they can’t escape one
another.

On the back seat of their
patrol car the family cops
keep two smal! wooden boxes
with card files showing whom
the unit has previously been
sent to. The file is kept by
street numbers so the men on
duty can determine iinmedi-
ately whether any other team
has called upon a family to
which they are on their way.
The cards show whether an
earlier intervention involvad
any weapons so that the re-
sponding patrolmen can be-on
guard. The cards have 35 en-
tries, including besides usual
vital statistics: “What hap-
pened IMMEDIATELY before
your arrival? What do you
think led up to the immediate
crisis? (Changes in family
patterns?) {Envircnmental
changes, etc.?) Impressions of
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the family: How long has this
family been together? Who is
dominant? What is the ap-
pearance of the house? Ap-
pearance of the individuals?
Other impressions? What hap-
pened after your arrival? (How
did each disputant respond?)
How was the dispute re-
solved? Mediation ( ). Refer-
ral (). Aided ( ). Arrest ( ).
Full details. Summarize the
crisis situation and its resolu-
tion.”
Every intervention is dif-
ferent and each of the nine
teams reacts differently. Nev-
ertheless, there are some
standard procedures, The pa-
trolmen go in together, then
split, with cne of them going
toward one of the antagonists,
the second toward the other.
Guns are rarely drawn. In
fact, the cops often leave their
nightsticks in the car. They
don’t shout, they don’t push
and they don't threaten to
lock up everyone in sight. All
the while, the two men are
scooping up any knives, scis-
sors or other weapons, putting
them where no one can get
at them. Windews are checked
in case the crisis involves a
potential suicide. Children are
accounted for,

Generally, the cops attempt
to mollify both sides, taking
the combatants into separate
rooms so they can be ques-
tioned without one of them
challenging the other’s ver-
sion of the crisis. The cops
try to draw out the under-
lying facts, compare the dif-
fering versions and then, in
a kind of group therapy, they
attempt o explain to the fam-
ily why it is fighting and
recomriend ways for it to
stop. Normally, the family

will be referred to a health
or social agency. The cops

carry printed slips with the
addresses, offer to make the
appointment — and in some
casss drive the family down
in the patrol car.

ANY times, interven-
tions do not involve violence.
There is, for instance, a five-
story walk-up on Amsterdam
Avenue, a squalid rooming
house iaken over by prosti-
tutes and narcotic addicts, But
up on the top fleor an old
Negro couple—-she in her late
Z0's, he in his 80’s—were

barely surviving in abandoned
isolation in a tiny rear room.
He was weak from advanced
age and malnutrition and had
fallen out of bed. She did not
have the strength to lift him
back. They had no children,
no friends, no neighbors and
no money. So she called the
police and the family unit
was dispatched. Instead of
just putting him back in bed,
which is what a lot of cops
would have done, the unit
called the Visiting Nurse
Service. The V.N.S, told them

that they should call a physi-
cian. So the cops went out
and got one. And the couple
are now visited regularly by
V.N.S. nurses who make sure
they are getting along the best
they can.

Violence, though, or the
forestalling of it, is the rule—
especially as weekends draw
to a close and the relief
checks are gone, some of them
spent on gin. This particular
night, Patrolman Bodkin and
his partner, Frank Madewell,
get the cell on the police
radio: “Man with a gun
at One-Six-Three Strcet and
Amsterdam.” They weave fast
against traffic and screech up
at the address behind three
other patrol cars. Upstairs,
there are six cops in the third
fioor hall and a thin, hysteri-
cal woman in her mightgown
shouting obscenities — alter-
nately through a closed apart-
ment door and at the cops for
not breaking it down. “He's
got my kids inside, and he’s
got a gun!” she screams.

From inside, the man roars,
“You come in and I'll blow
your head off.” With
that, a burly sergeant pushes
by the womanu and bangs on
the door. “Let’s go! Open up,
or we'll kick it down!” he
shouts. “Come right ahead,
— >’ the man bellows
back.

Meantime, Madewell goes
back to the car and checks
the address in the card file.
The cougle has quite a file;
ke is marked as violent and
possibly armed. Madewell goes
back up and telis the sergeant,
who jerks his thumb toward
the closed door and replies:
“0.K., you're the family cops.
You go on in.” And slides
out of the line of fire,

“First, we used his first
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ly. “For a very limited finan-
cial investment, there’s been
a handsome payoff on a cost
benefit basis alone—and that
doesn’t include the personal
agony that goes with a homi-
cide.”

“Look,” says Mrs. Carole
Rothman, a petite and attrac-
tive 23-year-old graduate stu-
dent in Dr. Bard's project. “1
used to have the typical
*dumb cop’ image. I simply
couldn’t believe a cop had the
capacity to figure out the psy-
chological nuances of family
conflict. But you should see
how fantastically sensitive
they really are. They pick up
on things that I would miss,
and they challenge things 1
let go by. Now T've become
intolerant of people who have
cops stereotyped. 1 see cops
as faces, not uniforms.”

“If you ask the avcrage
psychologist, “Who becomes a
cop?” says Dr. Bard, “vyou
know what quick, glib answer
you get off the top of his
head? You get: ‘A sadist, a
latent criminal, a paranoid.’ 1
have yet to have scmeone an-
swer: ‘Somebody who wants
to help.’ Isuspect very strong-
ly that a significantly large
percentage — not all-—of the
men who seek to become cops

do so out of a wish to help.
They're idealistically moti-
vated.

“But the police establish-
ment quickly disabuses any
such notion. There’s no mech-
anism for a guy to develop
along these lines. He learns
very quickly that the only
way he can make it is to give
up this helping aspiration. The
system does not reward this
kind of behavior and it does
not encourage it because its
guiding principles are repres-
sive, restrictive and in keep-
ing with the horse-and-buggy
days when conflicts were re-
solved in the middle of Main
Street by the man with the
quickest draw.

“Some of these gnys make
a compromise; they go into
youth work or rescue service.
A significantly large number
quit. The ones who stay make
more compromises and be-
come the most cynical trans-
mitters of the same values
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which they themselves de-
plored when they first came
in. Now, a wholly different
organizational structure of the
police must prevail in which
the system addresses itself to
the problems that scciety real-
ly has, rather than those
which society once had. The
way it is now is neurotic.

“Let’s face it. The very na-
ture of tha cop is to preserve
the status quo. And the rea-
son for the confrontation be-
tween the police and the in-
tellectual is that, if there is
anything the intellectual is
for, he is for change.”

A former New York City
police official said: “It is a
fact that until very recently
a patrolman who got in a
gun battle was immediately
rewarded with a promotion
to detective. And it is unfor-
tunately a fact that the tra-
dition of rewarding the man
who wind® up in a violent
confrontation is still a very
real part of the New York
City Police Department and
most other departments, toc.”

Dr. Howard E. Mitchell, di-
rector of the human resources
program at the University of
Pennsylvania, and an expert
on police, contends that the
day of holding a once-a-year
Brotherhood Week at the sta-
tion house, on the one hand,
while beefing up the Tactical
Patrol Force on the other, is
over. “It's a differeat ball
game now,” he says. “The
police are going to have to
make a lot of changes, and it
doesn’t take any great intelli-
gence to know that a person
trained for riot control is not
the one to send out to stop a
family fight in a tense com-
munity.”

In a sense that is pretty
much what the Family Crisis
Intervention Unit is all about.
Or, as Capt. Vincent T.
Agoglia, the commanding of-
ficer of the 30th Precinct and
a 30-year veteran, remarked
as he watched his men turn
out the other morning:
“You've goi to have the peo-
ple in the community on your
side or else you can forget
about police work. Look at
the changes here in the way
the community has reacted.

We've got families now who
come in here and ask for the
family cops. Last year, they
might bhave to come in here
looking, instead, for the civil-
ian complaint review board.
It’s not what the police say,
but what they do, that
counts.” B
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