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FOREWORD
Why This Book?


December 1983


EARLY IN MY ADMINISTRATION AS MAYOR, I began keeping notes on matters I perceived as important or interesting, I never taped for these notes, either with or without permission, any conversations that I had with anyone. All the conversations recorded in this book are my recollections jotted down immediately after the meeting, or on the following weekend. There is only one exception—a verbatim report of what took place at a town hall meeting. And that is because a recording by WNYC, the City’s municipal radio station, was taken of the event, and that recording was made available to me.


I am sure that when I recalled the conversations, I have sometimes missed nuances or misinterpreted the intent, and perhaps even misquoted. But I did my best to recall what was said, and I never intentionally added to or changed any comment or fact. Nevertheless, I am certain that there will be people who will find fault with my recollection of what they said or did. If I was incorrect in recalling the details of an incident, I am sorry. But it was the best of my recollection, and we are all human and subject to error.


I had originally meant to keep these recollections for historical purposes, because I believe that events are best recorded fresh. When I decided to publish them while still in office, I told my intention to a reporter, who found it surprising. I’m not sure that at the time I really meant it. But my resolve to do it became firm in the fourth year of my first term.


When I discussed my final decision with advisers and friends, all of them, without exception, urged me not to do it. And their comment was always the same. They said, “It has never been done. It will make new enemies for you, who will be outraged by what you say about them. It will make it more difficult for you to deal with others in public office. It will give your enemies things you wrote to use against you, in or out of context, when you run for reelection.”


My response is I believe that the government of the City of New York is very important and that far too few people outside government understand what takes place. I want the people who live in this City—and those elsewhere in America—to know what City Hall is like, and how it functions. I believe that no matter how interesting books on public life are, if they are published long after the events occurred and when the individual who was in the eye of the hurricane is no longer in office and gone from the scene, those books are purchased and placed on coffee tables and read by very few and have no major impact. I want this book to be read, because I think it will have an impact on government and on people’s attitudes toward government.


Finally, I want my recollections to be published without the benefit of hindsight revision.


My equanimity in office comes from the fact that I have always tried to tell the whole story, warts and all. I believe in the common sense of the ordinary person—and of the reader. In this book, as it relates to particular episodes over a twenty-six-year period, I have tried in every case to recount them faithfully. If I have failed, I am solely responsible.
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A CHILD OF THE CITY


IN MARCH OF 1975, when I was a U.S. Congressman from New York, I received a call from Jac Friedgut, an executive at Citibank, asking for an opportunity to brief New York City’s Congressional delegation on the state of the City. I told the caller that in all probability there would not be a large turnout, because the delegation did not like to give special opportunities to particular groups to come in and brief it, since there were so many requests. I was told that it was urgent and very important to the City, so in my capacity as secretary of the New York delegation I arranged the briefing.


In the whole delegation, perhaps six of the forty-one House members came, and neither Senator. In all, there were about twenty people in the room. Jac Friedgut, whom I had never met, was the spokesman. His briefing took about twenty minutes. The thrust of it was that the City was on the edge of bankruptcy, that it could no longer borrow money and that no one knew what ought to be done. The banks wanted to be sure that the Congressional delegation was informed.


No one, myself included, appreciated the urgency of the message. It didn’t seem possible that Friedgut’s assessment could be true. It sounded alarmist and ridiculous that the City of New York had run out of money and no one would lend it any and, while there were a couple of questions asked, it was a rather desultory meeting.


That was the first indication that those of us in Washington had of how terrible things really were. Months later, after all the bad news had become public and we had been briefed by the Governor, all the fiscal savants, who had remained quiet throughout the previous ten years, surfaced and began to wail.


I cannot say that the fiscal crisis was the beginning of my desire to be Mayor of New York, because New Yorkers with long memories and a taste for the obscure will recall that I ran briefly and unsuccessfully in the Democratic primary in 1973. But I can say honestly that the challenge of saving the City from financial ruin or worse was the kind of challenge I like. It was at that moment that I knew I was going to run again for Mayor.


The story of my public life really begins in Greenwich Village, and it was Greenwich Village that was for many years my political base.


I was born in 1924 in the Bronx. My family moved to Newark, New Jersey, in 1931, and to Brooklyn in 1941. I went to war, took an accelerated course through New York University Law School, practiced law in a tiny office on Wall Street and continued to live with my parents on Ocean Parkway in Brooklyn. I found along the way that I enjoyed the give-and-take of politics, and finally, in 1956, I scraped together enough money to move into my own apartment on Bedford Street in Greenwich Village.


At that time, Greenwich Village politics was controlled from a second-story loft at 88 Seventh Avenue South. One flight up, above the barbershop, was the headquarters of the Tamawa Club. The Tamawa was the regular Democratic club that had controlled Village politics since before anyone could remember. In 1956 the Tamawa’s standard-bearer was Carmine G. DeSapio, the male Democratic district leader for Greenwich Village and the New York County leader. DeSapio was the boss of bosses, a backroom man, a cutter of deals. He was exactly the kind of politician who was unacceptable to my generation, who for a decade had been changing the face of Greenwich Village. They fancied themselves to be intellectually and morally honest. In Carmine DeSapio they had a leader in whom they did not perceive either quality.


In 1956 the Democrats ran Adlai Stevenson for the Presidency. The Republican Party’s candidate was Dwight D. Eisenhower. The match-up was a rerun of the 1952 race. Stevenson was an intellectual, a man whose speeches were of a high order. Eisenhower was the general who had engineered the Allies’ victory in Europe. He was a product of West Point and the Army. In 1952 I had read Stevenson’s speeches in the newspapers. I was not discouraged by the Governor’s underdog status. For me that choice had been a clear one: Stevenson. And it still was in ’56.


I had supported Stevenson in 1952 as a street speaker, or as they used to say, “on a soapbox.” And I did so again, to an even greater extent, in 1956. I would take my U.S. flag and walk around, speaking wherever I could find anyone who would listen. (The State Democratic Committee provided American flags, which the law required be displayed by all speakers.) It was very exciting.


So I joined the Village Independent Democrats. The Stevenson committee—which later was to become the VID—had opened up because, while Carmine DeSapio didn’t come out against Stevenson, he was not supporting him either. He didn’t do anything. So the Stevenson people had caused this committee to come into being, and I joined.


I became a reasonably good speaker. I appeared every night in Sheridan Square or at 8th Street and Sixth Avenue. I happen to like street speaking. A lot of people don’t, but I like the give-and-take of the crowd and the heckler. If you know how to handle a heckler, he can be very good for you. You can really make great points when there are hecklers in the audience. The only kind of heckler you can’t use is the drunk. The others, the ones who want to debate, are terrific. I love them. I became politically active then and there.


After Stevenson lost, there was a meeting to decide whether or not this group of Stevenson volunteers should stay in existence. There were two people running the club at this time, and I was put off by the way they were running it. It was a clique-type operation, and I wasn’t one of the clique.


In 1957, in frustration, I went to DeSapio’s club and joined it. But that affiliation didn’t turn out any better than the other. The problem was that I was the only person at the meetings who was wearing a three-button Brooks Brothers suit. The club officers wouldn’t talk to me and they wouldn’t let me do anything. They thought I was a spy. Most of the others were old-line politicians. They didn’t trust me. It was just as simple as that. And so I left.


After that I was again inactive for a while—I just practiced law. And I missed being involved in politics. I thought again about the VID, and one night I went to one of its regular Thursday-night meetings. And I’m sitting there and one of the older members comes over to me and says, “Why don’t you come back?”


I say, “Well, I really would like to. But you know, I opposed you earlier?”


And he said, “Forget it.”


It was very nice, and I said I’d love to come back.


In 1961, the VID ran James Lanigan against DeSapio for male district leader and won. It thus became the official Democratic club for Greenwich Village. But Lanigan quickly made an ass of himself. Two weeks after he won, he went on a TV program and announced he was going to run for county leader. That was the beginning of the end for him, and a sort of beginning for me.


In 1962, I ran for the 63rd District seat in the New York State Assembly. My opponent in the Democratic primary was the incumbent, William F. Passannante. The race was my first experience in party politics, and with the exception of Eleanor Roosevelt, the party elite lined up against me. Governor Herbert Lehman, Mayor Robert F. Wagner and Manhattan County Leader Edward N. Costikyan orchestrated the regulars’ support of Passannante. Carmine DeSapio supplied the local machine.


As the campaign progressed through the summer of 1962, the regulars leaned harder and harder on Lanigan. Their interest was not only the reelection of Passannante but the appointment of James A. Farley, the 74-year-old onetime Postmaster General, as a delegate to the 1962 Democratic State Convention-—a move we opposed as basically the old regulars’ nothing-for-nothing politics.


It was a fascinating campaign. I was hurt beyond telling when the Citizens Union endorsed Passannante. In retrospect, it certainly makes sense that they would. He wasn’t a bad guy—he had a good record; except I just knew I was much better. Still, he won.


In December of 1962, however, I had recouped my losses, and I won a very close race for the presidency of the VID. By June 1963 The Village Voice was proclaiming, “He [Koch] has healed the wounds of a badly divided club during his tenure as president,” and our fight against bossism in the Village was on again. This time I grabbed the banner to run for male district leader.


And I had others in my corner this time. Eddie Costikyan recognized the necessity of blocking DeSapio’s political comeback. Costikyan was now the New York County leader-—a position DeSapio had held for twelve years. It was not inconceivable that DeSapio could unseat Costikyan if he were once again to sit on the County Democratic Executive Committee. That committee—sometimes called Tammany Hall—was composed solely of the county’s district leaders. So now it was in Costikyan’s interest to stop DeSapio, even if it meant cooperating with the reformers at the VID.


This time I won by an eyelash—41 votes out of 9,000 cast.


In 1965, John Lindsay was running for Mayor. A Republican, Lindsay also had the Liberal Party’s backing. His major opponent, the Democrat, was City Comptroller Abraham Beame. Beame was the status-quo candidate, the candidate of the clubhouses. Nonetheless, he was the Democrat, and I was a Democratic district leader—a party post.


In the Village, most of my constituents were for Lindsay. I had stayed out of endorsing anyone up until the last weekend. As a reformer, I could hardly campaign for Beame; and as a Democrat, I was in a difficult position to support Lindsay.


Finally I decided to announce my support for Lindsay. And it got a lot of attention.


November 2, 1965


DAILY NEWS


IT’S THE DAY
LBJ and Humphrey Push Beame;
Reform Dem Koch Backs Lindsay


The night he won, Lindsay called me up. We had never before had a conversation other than a hello. “Ed,” he said, “I’ll never forget what you did.” He sounded very grave. He sounded like Frank Costello. I said, “It was nothing, Mr. Mayor.”


When John Lindsay was sworn in as Mayor on January 2, 1966, he vacated his Congressional seat. At that time Theodore Kupferman, a Republican, resigned his 2nd Councilmanic District seat to run for the “silk stocking”* Congressional seat just vacated by Lindsay. Following Kupferman’s resignation from the City Council, the Council appointed Woodward Kingman to fill Kupferman’s seat in an interim designation. The following November, in a special election, I opposed Kingman, the Republican incumbent, who had Lindsay’s support.


Lindsay’s problem—that he was ideologically more Democrat than Republican—was already becoming sticky. In the Kingman-Koch race, Lindsay’s problem was compounded by my problem—that I had crossed party lines to endorse him. I expected Lindsay to endorse me, or at least to stay neutral, but he went ahead and endorsed the Republican. Our relationship had begun to cool.


The 2nd Councilmanic District is made up of most of Manhattan’s East Side and some of Greenwich Village on the Lower West Side. It had been a Republican seat since the 1920s. I was strong in parts of it because I had built up a record on community issues, but only in the area of my district leadership, not uptown. It was in that area, the Upper East Side, that Lindsay would have been helpful. Nevertheless, always the optimist, I went to work at the subway stops uptown. Early on in the race it became evident I would be able to count on my unlikely downtown coalition of the early-rising Italians in the South Village and the late-sleeping liberals of the West Village.


Under the leadership of Dina Nolan, a storefront was opened on MacDougal Street as headquarters for Independent Citizens for Koch. From that South Village base the word of my effectiveness in solving community problems was spread among the Italian families who lived in the area. On Election Day I carried all ten of those crucial South Village election districts.


Throughout the campaign I received regular coverage from The Village Voice, Its page 1 Election Day endorsement indicates the extent to which the late sleepers’ journal supported me. It read:


Koch is something else. He has had more effect on the government of this city while out of office than most men have had while in office. Today, the City no longer moves in and freely shaves off sidewalks to make room for more cars. Koch is responsible for that. Today, clubhouse politics is in retreat. He, as much as anyone, is responsible for that too. He has been in dozens of battles as a front-line urban fighter, and in a sense is the best example of the new, effective urban politician.


In the end, I beat Kingman without Lindsay’s endorsement, and was elected to the City Council. On January 1, 1967, the day of my installation as Councilman, which was to take place at 1:45, people arrived about 1:30 and the City Council chamber in City Hall was filled by 2 o’clock. Percy Sutton* came in at just about 2 to preside at the ceremony. He used the notes that I’d given him, including the soon-famous line “I got my job through The Village Voice.”


Donald Szantho Harrington† gave an invocation in which he talked about the cities’ being the most important level of government, and then Emanuel Popolizio‡ spoke and talked about how I had worked in the South Village and had reached the community. Then Thomas Hoving, Lindsay’s Parks Commissioner, spoke and said that I should be a “rebel with reason” and that I was a very strong but sensitive person and he thought of me as his favorite Councilman.


Then I spoke in turn and said that I had wondered as I got up what it was that had brought us all together. “There is Percy Sutton, whose family came out of bondage, and because he is personally able, he has risen to the top; and there is Donald Harrington, a fighting minister, who is not content just to sermonize; and there is Wally Popolizio, who is the son of immigrant parents, who delivered ice in the neighborhood with his father and who has become a prominent attorney, and who in this past election climbed those same staircases and said, ‘Hi, remember me—Wally Popolizio? I used to deliver ice to you, and now I want you to vote for my friend Ed Koch.’ And me, also the son of immigrant parents; and of course, Tom Hoving, son of Tiffany.” (Walter Hoving was then president of Tiffany and Company.) I talked about my family and how proud they were, how proud I was of them. Everybody enjoyed the ceremony, and there were those who were laughing so hard they were crying.


John Lindsay’s progress foreshadowed my own in another way. By yielding his Congressional seat to a less popular Republican, he’d created an opportunity for a Democrat, namely me. The New York 17th Congressional District is one of the most coveted and best-known Congressional seats in the United States. Politically, it is perhaps the best-organized territory in the country. Ethnically, it is probably the most diverse. It includes the immigrant neighborhoods of the Lower East Side, most of Greenwich Village, middle-class Murray Hill, international Turtle Bay, upwardly mobile Yorkville and the richest neighborhood in the world: the Upper East Side.


By defeating S. William Green in the Republican primary, Whitney North Seymour, Jr., Republican State Senator for the Upper East Side, had gained the inside track, and the opportunity to contest the November race with me.*


In the course of the campaign, Seymour relied heavily on his WASP/Wall Street credentials. On one occasion, I was interviewed by a Daily News reporter who wanted to do a profile on both of us. The reporter called me up and said, “I’ve just been to see Senator Seymour, and I’d like to come over and talk to you.”


I said, “Fine.”


So he came over and talked to me, and he said, “You know, I’ve been to his office. It’s a very posh law office. All the clerks and interns walk around in blue blazers. ...” And here’s my little law office, three partners and myself—very modest—and I’m probably in shirt sleeves. But it’s clear this Daily News reporter didn’t really like the pomposity of Seymour’s Wall Street law office and in my judgment he’s already on my side, just simply because he comes from the same milieu that I come from and not from Seymour’s. And what really annoyed him was: He had said to Seymour—and he repeated it to me—“Tell me something about your background.”


And Seymour had responded, “Well, when my mother was enceinte [pregnant] with me, she went back to the family estates in Virginia so that I could be born there, and I trace my lineage back to the Revolutionary War.”


So the Daily News reporter says to me, “How far can you trace your lineage?”


I say, “Well, I think the best I could do is back to Ellis Island.” And since that was also as far back as he could trace his, the reporter loved it. That was really the nature of the campaign, always between Seymour and me. I structured it that way because it was me and it was him. It wasn’t a phony operation.


After the election was over, I said, “Nobody thought I could win. After all, how could a guy with two names beat a guy with four names?”


I took him to the cleaners.
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PICKING MY FIGHTS


I WAS A MAVERICK CONGRESSMAN from the beginning; what I call a hair shirt.


A hair shirt is someone who is constantly in a state of agitation, someone who is itching, who is never at ease. A hair shirt is an activist. As I said, I was a hair shirt.


The organization man does not trust the hair shirt. The party politician cannot trust the hair shirt beyond his next itch. The hair shirt is owned by no one. He lives by his wits.


Jimmy Carter used to say that dissent within an organization is healthy—but once policy is established, the organization has the right to expect from its members loyalty and an enthusiastic implementation of policy.


I was always proud of being Jewish, but I had never been a Jewish activist. In my district in 1968 or 1969 a lot of people did not know I was Jewish. My name is not particularly Jewish. K-o-c-h for many people is more German than Jewish, though in fact it can be either. I had been an activist, to be sure, and in Congress I was soon involved in every civil rights issue for the blacks and Hispanics and women, and worked for every oppressed group in the country—except the Jews. Well, I changed that, and made the Jews one of my priorities.


I came up with the idea that I should introduce legislation which would allow—and encourage—Soviet Jews to come to the United States. At that time Congress was very supportive of getting Jews out of the Soviet Union. But assuming Soviet Jews got out of the Soviet Union, there was no automatic way they could come to the United States. So I said we ought to allocate 25,000 refugee visas for Soviet Jews who might be allowed to emigrate from the Soviet Union. And I began my campaign.


It was very highly regarded by the Jewish public, but the Jewish organizations disliked it intensely for several reasons, and although most could not do so publicly, they tried to subvert it. The Zionist Organization of America attacked me in its paper, maintaining that I was proposing to lure Jews to the United States when those Jews should be encouraged to go to Israel.


I said in response to that, “I think they should be given an option. I hope they go to Israel, but what bothers me is this: it’s on the record that in World War II, when Jews could have been rescued from Nazi Germany, the United States took only a small number. I have never forgotten that, and that’s why I want to provide that opportunity, whether they use it or they don’t use it.”


Other groups, such as the American Jewish Congress, were distressed that I was raising an issue they regarded as their own. Who, after all, was I, a first-term Congressman, to get so involved in their parade? Moreover, they didn’t think we could win on it; and they felt it would be a terrible, terrible mistake to take on a major Jewish issue that had to come before the Congress and would probably lose.


I didn’t care. I have a very stick-to-it kind of personality. If I undertake something, I can’t be intimidated, and I move ahead. I’m really very good at getting things done. I’m a very pragmatic guy. I was getting hundreds, maybe thousands, of letters on this from Jews, and also many Members of Congress loved it, because it was a no-lose way of getting their names down on a pro-Jewish issue.


So I pursued it, and Emanuel Celler,* who was then chairman of the Judiciary Committee, said to me, “We’ll never get this out of committee. We can’t win this thing.”


I said, “Manny, I think it’s something that we need. We should be able to get it out.”


He said, “I can only tell you that we’re not going to be able to get it out. The pressure is against us. But if you want to do something, why don’t you talk to [Gerald] Ford?* It doesn’t have to be done legislatively. It can be done through the Administration under a section of the immigration law in which they say that they’re exercising what’s called the parole authority, as they did for Cuba and Hungary and other countries—not by legislation. We simply say a group is a refugee group and we’ll take them without regard to quota restrictions.”


So that’s what I did. I went to see Jerry Ford and explained it to him.


He said, “Yes, these people are very good people,” talking about the Jews who had come out of the Soviet Union. “I will help you. If these people were to come here, they would never go on welfare.”


And he did help. John Mitchell, then the Attorney General, issued a letter. Manny Celler immediately brought me into the issue, and we had a press conference on it. The letter said that anybody (while there was a reference to Jews, the parole authority was for anybody) permitted to leave the Soviet Union could come here without regard to quota restrictions, and that is still the rule today.


Now, let me tell you about the climate that public officials who were Jewish lived in. The Jewish groups took Congressmen who were Jewish for granted. They made no attempt to honor them, to try to place them in the spotlight. They loved it when a non-Jewish Congressman did something in the Jewish interest; he was given accolades. Jewish Congressmen, not so. I’ll give you an illustration of what I mean.


When I became a Congressman, I went to the Salute to Israel parade, which is held every year, like the Saint Patrick’s Day parade. I go to all the parades, and that year, my first as a Congressman, I hoped to be invited to march in this one; but the sponsors did not issue individual invitations.


I got to Fifth Avenue around 59th Street, and I saw a guy with a walkie-talkie who was wearing a sash that read MARSHAL. I walked over to him and said, “I’m Congressman Koch.”


He said, “I know who you are. How are you?”


“I’d like to be in the parade,” I said. “Where are the dignitaries and officials going to march from?”


He said, “We don’t do that. Everybody has to find his own group. They march with Hadassah and the Flatbush Jewish Center and that sort of thing.”


“I don’t have a group to march with,” I said. “Could you suggest one?”


“No, Congressman, you have to find your own group.”


So I said to myself: This guy is a number one dope. How many Congressmen does he meet at Fifth Avenue and 59th Street who want to march in the parade? I’m the only one here. But I’m not going to fight with him.


So I walked down to 56th Street, where I saw a car with a banner reading MARSHAL. I walked over to it and I said, “I’m Congressman Koch.”


The two guys in the car replied, “Oh, of course, we know you. How are you, Congressman?”


I said, “You know, I’d like to be in the parade,” and their faces lit up. “Where can I get into the parade?”


So they said, “We’ll take care of that.” And they took out their walkie-talkie and the conversation went something like this: “This is Rover Two; come in Rover One.”


At the other end: “Rover One speaking.”


“Rover One, I have Congressman Koch here, and he’d like to march in the parade. Where shall I send him?”


Rover One: “I told Congressman Koch he’s got to find his own group.” It was the guy I’d just left!


So these two guys say, “Sorry, he’s in charge.”


I said to myself, My God, what a wonderful way to make friends. So I stood there thinking: How am I going to get into this parade? And suddenly along comes Herman Badillo* leading the American Jewish War Veterans of the Bronx, so I ran over to Herman and said, “Herman, can I march with you?” And Herman Badillo got me into the parade.


One of the first things I did after 1 took my seat in Congress was ascertain who was supporting the Vietnam War. Most Members didn’t really want to support the war, but many of them were stuck with it. They had supported it from the beginning—I had actively opposed it from the beginning—and they didn’t know how to change their public position.


I ate lunch every day in the private Members’ dining room. I thought it was very important to do so. I got to know many of the Congressmen, and they in turn got to know me. I enjoyed their company. So it became evident to me that Bob Giaimo*—a very powerful guy—had turned against the war, but he didn’t know how to declare his position. As he put it to me, “If I came out against the war now it would look like I was getting on the bandwagon.” That is the way he put it, which is kind of ridiculous when we were talking about 1969-70.


So I said, “You know what we should do? The two of us should introduce a resolution saying that whether we are for or against the war, the fact is we cannot win the war, and without expressing a moral judgment, we the undersigned believe it is now in the best interests of the United States to withdraw.” I don’t know how many names we got on that resolution—maybe 50. But it was unique because it was me against the war and Bob Giaimo for the war both saying Let’s get out. I thought that was helpful.


There were two fights I ended up walking away from:


As a member of the Small Business Committee, which was part of the Banking and Currency Committee, I proposed legislation saying that in the distribution of Small Business Administration loans there was no longer to be discrimination, either for or against, on the basis of race, national origin, sex and so forth. The vote was 10 to 2 in favor. But when the bill got into the full Committee, the blacks, who were one of six preferred groups under existing SBA rules (the others being Spanish-surname, Orientals, American Indians, Eskimos and Aleuts), sought to reverse me. They went to work, and I got a lot of letters from blacks. I got no letters from Jews or any other white group. They either couldn’t have cared less, weren’t interested, didn’t want to stand up on it or took it for granted that there was no discrimination. I fought for my bill in the full Committee, and I lost. I remember Henry Reuss† who was the chairman, saying to me, “Shame, shame, shame, Ed.”


I thought, He must be crazy. What is this “shame, shame, shame”? I want to end discrimination. I don’t want to create new discrimination. These grants should be made on the basis of economic need, not race. But the Committee reversed me.


Then I went to lunch and talked to Ben Rosenthal, Sid Yates and others,* and they all agreed with me. I said, “Why don’t we take it to the floor and try to reverse the Committee? I believe that the House of Representatives is not for racial set-asides.”


Sid Yates agreed, but suggested, “Before we do anything, why don’t we talk to Joe Rauh?”†


So, we are at a party at Governor Harriman’s‡ house in Georgetown—this huge estate, one block square—and there is Joe Rauh. I know Joe: Mr. Liberal. So Sid and I went over to him.


“Joe,” Yates said, “Ed here has a question and I think he ought to get your point of view. Ed, tell him what your story is.”


I then proceeded to explain, and I asked Rauh whether or not he thought it advisable to bring the matter up on the floor and try to reverse the Committee.


Rauh simply became enraged. “We will fight you in the streets!” he cried. “We will fight you in the cities! . . .” It was like a speech by Churchill! If I dared to do as I proposed, they, the liberal Establishment, would crush me.


Well, I was shocked. I wasn’t terrified, because I didn’t think the liberal Establishment could defeat me in my Congressional district. But my district was liberal, and it was filled with ideologues. So it wasn’t very pleasant.


I decided I wouldn’t do it. I wasn’t getting any support. The Members of Congress I talked to who agreed with me weren’t going to stand up and say what had to be said. I knew it, just judging by the way they were running away from the issue. I decided I wouldn’t fight that battle.


The other fight I sized up and decided not to take on was over the issue of investigating the poverty programs. These were the brainchildren of the Great Society, brought to pass by Lyndon Johnson and the 89th Congress in 1964-65. Then, in the flush of victory, and with the threat of the Vietnam War still only on the horizon, Lyndon Johnson had caused breathtaking amounts of legislation to be passed into law. In the heady days of the ’60s boom, federal largesse had seemed limitless. But a decade later, I and others in Washington and New York wondered if all these poverty programs, with their huge budgets that ended up God-only-knew-where, should be continued without review every year.


In 1975, the Federal Government refused to fund a New York City drug program on the ground that the program was incompetently run and hugely wasteful. The City drug programs were then administered by Jerome Hornblass. Hornblass came down to see Charlie Rangel* and me to try to get the Feds to restore the dollars that they said they were going to take away because of incompetency. (The Feds said they would give money to the State but they wouldn’t give it to the City.)


Charlie’s response was “Well, the Feds may be right, but we still have to get this money for the drug programs.”


I said to him, “Look there are a lot of allegations relating to these programs and other programs that the Federal Government finances. Why don’t we do a study on them? If they are bad, let’s end them. Or change them.”


Rangel said, “No, we don’t want them to do any study of our programs and possibly lose us the funding. If they’re going to do a study, let them study the whole country. Maybe some programs are bad in the whole country, but we have to get our share of the funds.”


His attitude was startling to me at the time. But I thought: Well, I am not able to take on all of these battles.
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THE 1977 CAMPAIGN


THE BIGGEST FIGHT I picked during my years in Congress was the one I picked on March 4, 1977, with New York’s Mayor Abraham Beame—for the Democratic and Liberal Party nominations for his office. Nor was I the only challenger—there were five other Democrats opposing Beame in the primary: Bella Abzug, Herman Badillo, Mario Cuomo, Joel Harnett and Percy Sutton.


After my withdrawal from the ’73 race, there had appeared on the editorial page of The New York Times a brief commendation of my efforts. In part, it said:


To his credit U.S. Representative Edward I. Koch of Manhattan refrained from name-calling and campaigned instead from sunrise to sunset and often later at subway stops, introducing himself to the voters and asking for their support. Mr. Koch has now abandoned his long-shot quest with typical grace and good humor.


Now on March 4, three and a half years later, I was back—still, I hope, with the grace and good humor, but now with a few more guns to display. In a hallway of the Hilton Hotel, just prior to my announcement press conference, I was asked how Governor Hugh Carey’s recent veto of a June primary would affect my campaign. I replied, “I expect them [the voters] to love me in September as they would have in June.”


Once under the lights, I previewed some of my favorite campaign issues: “I do not hold the [Emergency Financial Control Board] in low regard,” I said. “It was because of their presence and their pressures that the present Mayor has been dragged—kicking and screaming—into every decision that’s been helpful to this city since the crisis.”


Asked what my number one priority would be, were I to be elected 105th Mayor of the City of New York, I replied, “Getting the hacks off the payroll.”


On the state of the City, I declared, “New York City may be facing its darkest hour—the continued threat of bankruptcy, the loss of more and more jobs and the steadily increasing crime rate. . . .”


The Post’s headline summed up the tenor of the announcement: “KOCH LAUNCHES DRIVE BY JUMPING ON BEAME.” And throughout the campaign I never let up on the three Cs. My slogan was “After eight years of charisma [Lindsay] and four years of the clubhouse [Beame], let’s try competence.”


Right after my announcement, Governor Carey said he was for me. He told me that. At that time he said to several of the Liberal Party leaders—Edward Morrison and Alex Rose’s son, Herbert—that if the Liberal Party designated me, even if I lost on the Democratic line, he would support me on the Liberal line.


I thought that was rather bizarre. I didn’t really believe it; but it was nice that he said it. The fact is that when he switched to Cuomo he said the same thing, and then he didn’t do it. He said he would support Cuomo on the Liberal Party line even if Cuomo lost the Democratic primary. It is not possible, of course, for a Governor to do anything of the kind, nor should anyone expect him to do anything of the kind. A Democratic Governor has to endorse the Democratic candidate, although it is all right for him to say he might not in the course of negotiations to get the Liberal Party’s support.


Cuomo had been the early favorite of a lot of people, but he had decided he was not going to run. It was then that media consultant David Garth had agreed to take on my campaign, and Carey had agreed to be supportive. Then, somewhere along the line, there was a change of heart.


I heard about the change of heart in the following way. I was in my Congressional office in the City, and I received a call about 3 o’clock in the afternoon. It was from the Governor. And the call went very much like this: “Ed, would you indulge me by coming over to Bob Wagner, Senior’s, house? * I would like to talk with you. Could you get here by four o’clock?”


I said, “Of course, Governor. I’ll be right over.”


I called David Garth before I left. I asked him if he knew why the Governor was calling. He said, “Yes, I had lunch with him today and he asked me to leave your campaign and take over Cuomo’s campaign. I said that I wouldn’t do it.”


So I went to the Wagner brownstone. It was just Wagner, the Governor and me. Wagner was very quiet. Carey was very edgy.


Before Carey started, I said to him, “Governor, before you tell me whatever it is you want to tell me, I just want you to know that whatever it is you are going to tell me, I will be supporting you next year. Now, what is it you want to tell me?”


Then the Governor sort of gulped and said, “You know, Ed, I really think that you are probably the best. If I had my way, you would be the Mayor—but I don’t think you can win. Mario wants to run and I think he can win. We have to stop Bella or Beame from winning. I hope you understand.”


This conversation took about twenty minutes. I didn’t say a word. I let him talk. And that is not my style. I hear something and I want to respond to it. I kept myself under very good control, and let him talk until he seemed to be exhausted.


I said, “Have you finished?”


He said, “Yes.”


Then I said, “Governor, I won nine times in fourteen years. Mario did not support you in 1974. And now let me ask you a couple of questions. What makes you think that Mario Cuomo can win? The last time he ran for anything he was beaten. When he ran for Lieutenant Governor in ’74, Mary Anne Krupsak creamed him. She was nothing, and she beat him up. Can’t we get together on this? Cuomo can run with me for City Council President.”


And then Carey said, “I was thinking about it the other way around.”


I said, “Governor, I represent the most prestigious district in the Congress. For me, City Council President would be a step down. For Mario it would be a step up. And let me tell you one more thing: he will not be elected Mayor. I will. And so I just want you to know that I am not withdrawing.” And that was the last I heard from him until he endorsed me after the runoff.


After the meeting at Wagner’s brownstone, everyone discounted me. I became sixth in a field of seven—Joel Harnett being seventh, and nobody had ever heard of him. The other Democratic candidates, as I said, were Beame, Cuomo, Abzug, Badillo and Sutton—and briefly, Richard Ravitch.


I had known Ravitch for some five years. He was not too fond of me when I was in the Congress. That would be true of most of the rich and powerful people in my district. Maybe I was in the streets too much. Maybe it’s my Polish-Jewish antecedents. Who knows? Anyway, most of them now appear to have forgotten that they used to not like me very much.


The story with Ravitch was kind of funny. Early on in the 1977 campaign Ravitch was a serious candidate. He thought he had Carey’s support (so did half the people in the race) because he had been a member of the Carey team and had saved the UDC * from bankruptcy. Besides that, he was the candidate of the rich. Ravitch thought he was going to be the next Mayor. But it developed that Carey pulled the rug out from under him and supported Cuomo.


To make a long story short, by September Ravitch was long gone. I had topped the primary and was in a runoff with Cuomo. I went to see Ravitch at his home. I was looking for his support. I walk in. He is so upset he keeps saying, “The Governor screwed me. How could the Governor do that? It’s awful.”


Well, I didn’t have patience for that at that time. He was talking about something that had happened six months earlier. And I had to go out the next week and win the runoff and then the general election. And there I was listening to someone complaining that someone had screwed him in politics, and that the Governor owed him something. It was as if he were shocked that that could happen. It happens all the time. It had happened to me with the Governor—that year. It is regrettable, but you don’t sit around moping about it.


I said to him: “Dick, politics is not for you. You should stay home. Just worry about Diane and the kids and have a good time. Politics is definitely not for you.” Well, he was a little stunned that I would say that. Then I said, “What I need now is support. The runoff is next week. Dick, I need your support.”


He would not give it. He couldn’t get off the Governor thing. So I left. It was dumb on his part. I think he regrets it now. But he certainly remembers my comment. It wasn’t intended to be malicious, just a straightforward statement. Ultimately, of course, Governor Carey appointed Ravitch Chairman of the Metropolitan Transportation Authority (MTA) and Ravitch performed in that capacity brilliantly.


In the course of the 1977 campaign, it became clear that people around Cuomo were going to stoop to an attack alleging that I was homosexual. It was one of those undercover attacks. And it was clear that Mario was going to be doing nothing toward disciplining or dismissing those of his aides who participated in the smear. The way in which he did that was so clear and so heavy-handed that there can be no doubt of his complicity.


Throughout the campaign both Mario and I had said that we supported the Gay Rights Bill that had been proposed to the City Council. It was a bill that prohibited discrimination based on sexual orientation in the fields of employment, housing and places of public accommodation. We had appeared on numerous platforms, and upon this issue we had agreed.


Then, however, his campaign aides must have decided that it wasn’t any longer politically advantageous for Mario to be for the Gay Rights legislation, because in two debates toward the end of the campaign he began to back away from supporting the legislation and then sought to portray me as someone who favored what he called “proselytization”: the teaching in schools of homosexuality by homosexuals. The bill did not advocate any such thing, and no one in that race, and certainly not I, supported such an idea.


In the Channel 13 Round Table debate that was held on November 4, for example, Mario said: “I have repeatedly, before every gay group—particularly the gay group that endorsed you and condemned me—made the point that I am opposed to proselytization.” That is a very difficult sort of attack to defend your self against in a debate. He didn’t name the group, and in the City of New York there are maybe ten major gay political groups. It was what these things always are. It was innuendo. And innuendo, to me, is the low road.


Moreover, this was clearly not a question of naiveté. It may be that in 1977 Mario Cuomo had never held elective office, but in this instance he knew exactly what he was doing. He put it out there clearly for all of us to read.


On November 7, The Village Voice ran a story by Geoffrey Stokes entitled “Smear News Is No News.” The story was about a guy named Michael Dowd, who was Mario Cuomo’s campaign manager during the primary and the runoff. As the story was told in the Voice, Dowd had hired a private eye, Roger Horan, who was to conduct an investigation into my sex life. Meanwhile, according to this article, Cuomo’s Brooklyn coordinator, Thomas Chardavoyne, had hired another guy, Bruce Romanoff, a “security consultant,” to see if “there was a chance Koch had a few boyfriends.”


So what does Mario Cuomo say when Geoffrey Stokes of the Voice asks him about all these guys and their activities? According to the article, he said: “Oh, Christ. Holy Mother of God. I’m so . . . I’m so . . . disappointed. . . . Asking questions like that about someone can injure his reputation. What if you hurt this fellow and he wins? What you’ve done is you’ve scarred the reputation of the Mayor of the greatest city in the world.”


And that was it. Mario Cuomo walked away from the whole episode, one that Stokes described as “particularly vicious,” without even an admonishment for Dowd or Chardavoyne, whereas the ethical thing would have been to fire these people on the spot.


Then, adding insult to injury, Jack Newfield of the Voice wrote an article commending both me and Mario for our position on the Gay Rights Bill.* But the way he did it had the effect of doing me a disservice and hyping Mario. The gist was that Koch is to be commended because he is a bachelor and is therefore subject to suspicion, and Cuomo because he is a Catholic and therefore doing something his constituency wouldn’t like. Such a man of courage!


I have said: “I hold Mario Cuomo responsible for what happened.” I also hold him responsible for the same thing happening in 1982, but we’ll get to that later.


Cuomo’s response was that I should apologize to him because my campaign made attacks on him to the effect that he was part of the Mafia. He alleged that his son had said he’d heard a truck with a loudspeaker say, “A vote for Cuomo is a vote for the Mafia.” I don’t believe that ever happened. And if it did happen—which I don’t believe—it was an isolated incident (someone obviously doing it on his own and whose name I never heard), as opposed to a campaign with photocopied posters;* with Cuomo campaign people engaging in attacks and hiring detectives; with Cuomo himself raising the homosexuality issue on television and radio programs.


In the midst of all this, we were informed by a couple of reporters that Cuomo’s people were hiring a renegade cop to perjure himself. He was apparently either someone who was on the force and no good, or someone who had been thrown off the force. Anyway, he was going to swear to having arrested me as a result of an alleged fight in my apartment. He was also going to swear to having arrested me for soliciting male prostitutes on the street. He was going to perjure himself. The allegations were inherently unbelievable; but, of course, when that sort of story gets out on the weekend of an election, what can you do? By the time you catch up to this guy the election is over. The story got so far as to be “on hold” on the AP wire, which means that it had been written and was in the AP’s computer, waiting to be transmitted.


David Garth was very good about this. Before the story got on the AP wire, Samuel DeMilia, the president of the Patrolmen’s Benevolent Association, had come up to Garth’s office. Now, according to Garth, who told me later what took place, DeMilia had said he had an affidavit from this cop who swore he had arrested me on two occasions: once after a fight in my apartment and once with a male prostitute. DeMilia said it would be terrible to have a Mayor who was subject to blackmail and that the story had to come out before the election.


So Garth said, “Listen, Sam, I know Ed Koch, and I know that this is not true. But if it is true, then what you should do is tell it to the world.” Then he picks up the phone and calls Frank Lynn, who writes about politics for The New York Times. Lynn gets on the phone and Garth says, “Frank, I have Sam DeMilia here and he has a story for you.”


And DeMilia is shaking his head, No, no, no.


And Garth says, “Here, Sam, tell him what you just told me.”


And DeMilia wouldn’t talk to Lynn.


We thought maybe that had stopped it, but a day or two later it shows up, as I said, “on hold” on the AP wire. So Garth calls the people at AP and he puts me on the phone, and I say, “Look, this never happened, and if it did it would be reported by the cops in their daybooks.” Well, the newspeople couldn’t get confirmation, so then they stopped the story; but by that time some of Cuomo’s people had copied it from the wire and passed it around to some reporters, so that after the election it did appear in some of the papers.*


In the ten days between the primary and the runoff, the two Democratic finalists divided up 61 percent of the vote. In those ten days Mario Cuomo showed what an inexperienced politician he was—and it hurt him. He stormed at his staff. He sulked to his family. He could not keep to his schedule, enabling me to portray his operation as amateurish and flawed.


For all his errors, Cuomo might still have managed a victory had he not needlessly alienated the losers. Carey had handpicked Cuomo to beat Beame; thus Beame would never have thrown his 18 percent to Cuomo. Abzug had made a career of feuding with me; thus she could never have supported me. Abzug for Cuomo; Beame for Koch: a standoff.


Assuming this was the case, the black and Puerto Rican votes, about 25 percent of the total vote, would become a substantial factor. Now, Percy Sutton was so crushed by his poor showing that he, as he put it, “went fishing.” In his place at the head of the black leadership appeared Charlie Rangel, my former colleague in Congress. He became a major figure by default. And there to share the podium with him was Herman Badillo, with his Hispanic 11 percent.


Earlier, Abzug and Badillo and Rangel and Sutton had joined forces to decide what they were going to do. They lasted about twenty-four hours together. Herman said he had gone to see Cuomo and Cuomo had treated him very high-handedly. As he put it, “Cuomo didn’t even ask me to have a cup of coffee.” And so Herman came to see me.


He agreed to take an active role in my campaign. At the time, I really didn’t think in terms of his eventually being one of my deputy mayors. I never would have thought he’d want to leave Congress. But I was delighted later on when he said he was interested. Herman is a terrific campaigner: no follow-through, but a terrific campaigner.


In that same period, I met with Bella. I wouldn’t do anything for her, and she came out for Cuomo. It was bizarre when you think about it. She is so radical. I would have seemed the more likely person, but on the other hand, I understand why. She and I have never gotten along, and I don’t hold it against her. There are so many other things I hold against her, I don’t need that one to add to it.


I first met Bella when I ran for Congress in 1968. She was then the leader of the 17th Peace Action Coalition, basically a front group for Women Strike for Peace—far left. In seeking endorsements, I went to see her. She then lived in a brownstone on 16th or 17th Street on the East Side. I was interviewed by Bella and Douglas Ireland, a journalist friend of hers. The thrust of their questioning was: What was my position on jets for Israel (which was then very controversial on the radical left)? The radical left position was No jets for Israel.


I said, “I am for doubling whatever President Johnson is for. I don’t think we’re giving them enough.”


That was terrible, terrible, terrible, according to Bella.


Their second question was: Would I support our terminating the NATO alliance?


I said, “Well, when they terminate the Warsaw alliance, then we’ll terminate the NATO alliance, but not before. I happen to think the Soviet Union is a threat.”


Well, that crossed off those two—because they didn’t. And from that point on we were never, ever unaware of where I stood and where she stood.


Now, one day when Bella was in the Congress and running for the Senate in 1976, I got a copy of a letter from one of the women’s groups that had originally been organized to oppose the war in Vietnam. It was directed to the 76 Senators who had sent a letter to President Ford urging jets for Israel, deploring their position and urging the Senators to reverse it. Bella’s name was on the letterhead as one of the directors. So I sent a letter back to the woman who had signed it saying that I thought her position was outrageous, a terrible thing, and that I was for jets. And, urging the Senators to stand fast, I put the whole correspondence into the Congressional Record, Then I sent copies to every Jewish group I knew. The letter was there with Bella’s name on it. I didn’t say a word about her.


Then all these rabbis and Jewish groups started to call Bella: “What are you doing, arrh . . .”—really incredible; calling her in the middle of the night, screaming at her.


How do I know? Because two or three days after that she sees me and says, “What are you trying to do, destroy me?”


I say, “What’s up, Bella?”


“What are you trying to do sending out those letters?”


I said, “Isn’t that your organization?”


“You know where I stand.”


Well, she was fit to be tied. So she sent Sid Yates, the dean of the Jewish delegation in Congress, to see me. He says, “Bella says you’re trying to destroy her, and she wants me to call a meeting of all the members of the Jewish delegation. I told her,” he said, “that the last Sanhedrin met in the year 70 C.E.* But,” he said, “what’s going on?”


I said, “Nothing—I’m just telling the truth. It was just this correspondence. I haven’t added anything. Her name is on it.”


He said, “Well, she wants me to get a list of the people to whom you sent all of this.” (You have to understand that, as a Congressman, I had the frank—a free mailing privilege. I had sent out maybe a hundred copies of that extract from the Congressional Record.) “Well, how many did you send out?” he asked.


“Oh, hundreds of thousands,” I said.


He said, “Hundreds of thousands?”


“Yes.”


“Well, she wants the list.”


So I said, “I cannot give her the list because I will not permit her to use the frank on this matter; that’s a political statement that she wants to send. But if she wants to, I’ll prepare the envelopes and she can stamp them with her own money.”


I’m not the type to get ulcers. I give them.


Another time, in 1972, she was running against William Fitts Ryan, my fellow Congressman from the West Side of Manhattan. And I was for Bill. I helped him as much as I could—suggesting positions he might take; whatever I could do. But I didn’t come out for him. Since it was two Congressional incumbents opposing each other, I didn’t endorse either one.


The night of the primary, I said to my staff, “I can’t stay away. I’m going to go up there. I’ve got to go up to cheer Bill Ryan in.”


They said, “All right, but don’t get there before the polls are closed.” The polls in the primary close at 10 o’clock. I got there at 10:01.


Ryan couldn’t speak well at the time; his face was twice the size it should have been because he was taking cortisone. He was dying of cancer. But he had worked like a horse.


The first return to come in was from Bella’s home election district, and she’d lost. That was really startling. The press came running over to me, the Times and the News—I was the only public-office holder in the room; even Ryan wasn’t there—and they asked, “Congressman, isn’t this unusual? How do you explain this? Isn’t it surprising that Mrs. Abzug would lose in her own home election district? Why do you think that happened?”


I thought for a moment. There was a pregnant pause, and I said, “Her neighbors know her,” and that was carried in the News and in the Times. She never got over it.


On later occasions, whenever we attempted rapprochements—you know, goodwill and forget about the past—she’d say, “Why did you have to say, ‘Her neighbors know her’?”


But through it all, Bella’s husband, Martin Abzug, was always very friendly to me, and I liked him. One time I saw him by the elevators in the Capitol and we stopped and spoke for a while. And then when he got on the elevator his parting words were “I won’t tell Bella I saw you.” I always loved that.


At any rate, to get back to the runoff election, Sutton felt that in the primary, he had been a victim of white bigotry. He had expected the whites to vote for him simply because he was black and because, as he saw it, he was the great hope of the City. It is nutty to think that if large numbers of whites don’t vote for you, that makes them anti-black. Maybe they liked me better—particularly since large numbers of blacks didn’t vote for him.*


Well, after Sutton pulled out, Rangel became the leader of the blacks, and he brought the black leadership to Garth’s office. We were there for two hours or more, and I was very eloquent.


I recapitulated the history of my activities in behalf of civil rights—how I had gone to Mississippi in 1964 to help with black-voter registration; how I had marched into Montgomery, Alabama, with the Reverend Martin Luther King, Jr. I made the point that I was not for racial quotas or for preferential treatment and had never been and never could be. I said that the City administration should reflect the diversity of the public and I believed in reaching out and finding people on their merits. I said that I believed in putting money where it was needed; I said that I would strike down discrimination; and I said that I would appoint more blacks to high positions in the administration than had held office in the last three administrations combined: those of Wagner, Lindsay and Beame.†


Well, after I had spoken, Rangel came over and joined me, because he knew me and I think he genuinely liked me; and I genuinely liked him. There was a quality of Congressional collegiality. He knew me; Herman knew me; and it was important.


I also actively pursued the Jewish vote at this time. Between the primary and the runoff we solicited the support of the different Orthodox groups. Rabbi Jacob Bronner, who is a good friend of mine, set up the meetings. And I must say they were fun. We invited the representatives of each group to meet with me at my apartment at 14 Washington Place—all within about two hours. Now, you have to understand that my apartment is only three rooms and a terrace. And of the three, one is a kitchen that is quite small—perhaps big enough for three people to stand in at once.


Well, these groups start showing up, and of course each one dislikes the others, so Rabbi Bronner has to start putting them into different rooms. I am seeing one group on the terrace and he is putting another group into the living room. Then another group shows up and they are put into the bedroom. Then another. He puts them into the bathroom.


I told them all the same thing. I said, “Other than decency, fairness and equity, you will get nothing from me. I will not discriminate against you because you are Jewish and I am Jewish—never. On the other hand, you won’t get anything special.” I always said that, and they always applauded. I said, “All the Jews want is equality. They don’t want more. If they get equality they are getting more than they have, because they have been discriminated against.”


In the runoff, I received 76 percent of the Jewish vote, and an overall majority of the votes in all boroughs except Staten Island.


Cuomo still had the Liberal line, however, and the number one question after the runoff was who would receive Carey’s endorsement for the November election—a dubious prize in view of Cuomo’s experience in the primary, which perhaps I should explain.


Carey and Cuomo really didn’t like each other; but be that as it may, the worst albatross Cuomo had was Carey. For example, they were both against the death penalty, which became a rather important issue in the race. If Cuomo had been against the death penalty and Carey for it, then Carey would have been an asset. But as it was, Carey simply reinforced Cuomo’s position on that issue, which was not popular.


Carey’s animosity also hurt. Each would say something about the other that was sort of silly. I can’t even remember what was said, but it was clear they didn’t like each other. I kept saying throughout the campaign, “The Governor is a good Governor but a terrible politician. Thank God he’s not my campaign manager.”


Still, after the runoff there was a period when the question was What will Carey do? Would I want his endorsement? I said repeatedly, “I accept the endorsement of any Democrat.” But that is not what you say about the Governor if the Governor means anything, right? And when he endorsed me it wasn’t because I asked for it. He called me up while I was attending a meeting in Brooklyn. He said he was going to endorse me that night. I said, with no great enthusiasm, “Fine. Thanks so much, Governor.”


Who needed his endorsement? It hadn’t helped Cuomo, had it?
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Confronting New York’s Problems
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MAYOR-ELECT


THE NIGHT I WON the general election for Mayor, the Governor called up as we were watching the returns and asked me if he could come over. I was at the Hilton. He comes over. He is very tense, because he knows my supporters don’t like him for the shabby way he treated me. There was a crowd of maybe 2,000 out in the ballroom. He came on stage along with Abe Beame, who had been helpful in the general-election campaign.


So what I did—the crowd was cheering, and I knew that when I introduced the Governor he was going to be in for a tough time. I gave this no prior thought; it was very spontaneous on my part—I said, “Ladies and gentlemen, please give me a couple of moments of your attention. I have something to say.” Then I went back to Carey, took him by the hand and brought him to the microphone, threw my arm over his shoulders and said, “Governor, I forgive you.” And the place just erupted in pandemonium. It broke the ice. It put an end to that problem.


Then, the next year Carey had to run for reelection. And I helped him. I went with him every time he asked me to. I told people he had saved the City. He could not have won without me. Most people believe I acted in an extraordinary way. And I made both Wagner Senior and Carey ashamed of themselves—as much as those two guys ever could be embarrassed.


My first decision as Mayor-elect involved housing. I decided that I would keep my apartment. I wanted to keep it because I like it. There is no question that it is a bargain. I pay the highest rental in the building for that apartment and it is still very cheap. When rent control ends—and it is being phased out—I may give up my apartment, but not so long as it is under rent control. That would be ridiculous. So I said I would live at Gracie Mansion during the week and live in my apartment on weekends. The apartment is helpful. It is a break in my routine. Other people go out of town. I go to my apartment.


The New York Times didn’t like that. It ran an editorial denouncing me for keeping my apartment. I thought, Who are these editors to say that? They probably each have six different houses all around the country. Or maybe it is only two. Probably one is in Connecticut. Here I have this little apartment that makes me happy, on which I pay the rent, and they are resentful. “So,” I said, “I am not leaving. I am not giving up this apartment,” and it became a sort of cause célèbre.


I was interviewed on the phone by Lee Dembart, the Times City Hall bureau chief in 1978, who called and asked me to describe my apartment. “I have a nice apartment,” I said. “Two real bona fide, genuine Barcelona chairs, which are rather nice. A magnificent leather couch, which I really like. I have my brass bed, which is extraordinary and cost only nine dollars because it was bought at a farm auction. I have a terrace where I sit in the spring and summer. I like my apartment.”


Well, the story was a good story, but the headline gave the impression that I didn’t live at Gracie Mansion, that I lived only in this apartment. And that myth remained: most people somehow believed I didn’t live at Gracie Mansion. So then, when asked or when it seemed appropriate, I would point out that I live at Gracie Mansion from Monday to Friday and then I would always add, “I would have to be a nut not to live there. It is a terrific place to live. But on the weekends, I go to my own apartment. What’s wrong with that?”


After the election I called Abe Beame and asked him if I could come see him sometime at Gracie Mansion and he said, “Of course.”


I arrived and we had breakfast, which was very formal—in the dining room, not in the kitchen. We had Nova Scotia lox—a very fancy Jewish breakfast.


Anyway, it was a nice breakfast—very sociable and chatty. After breakfast, we went into the big living room and sat down again and talked. We were sitting across from the fireplace. I asked Abe if it was a working fireplace; he said he didn’t know. Now, that is amazing to me. Living in a house for four years and never having tried the fireplace!


Then he points to the piano and says, “That piano was here when we came, so Mrs. Beame took lessons.” I could hear “Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle” in my head.


The next day, there was a call from Mary Beame. She said, “Ed, Mr. Beame told me not to ask.” (Imagine that—she calls me “Ed” and refers to him as “Mr. Beame”!) She went on, “But I must ask you, if we can’t get out at the end of the month, could we stay over?”


Well, what do you say? Of course, you say “Yes.” But in my head I was saying, They will never leave! So I called a reporter and told him the Beames had called, they were having problems getting settled in their new place and Mrs. Beame had asked if they could stay over after January 1, and I, of course, had said yes. “But,” I said, “I am also moving in on January first, and I don’t know who is going to be whose guest. I will be there with or without them.”


They made a special effort to get out.
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CHOOSING A STAFF


IN ONE OF MY FIRST MOVES as Mayor-elect, I set up ten “search panels” to seek out qualified candidates to fill the key commissionerships. The idea seemed like a good one, but I wouldn’t do it again. I wouldn’t urge anyone to do it. I would say if you are going to do anything like that, appoint one person in whom you have total confidence and have that person make the search of the field. Once you put together a panel with representation from blacks and whites and women and Hispanics, you find that you have created a group of people who in their own eyes become more important than they really are. And then you have a problem: they forget they are serving at your pleasure.


Of the ten search panels I set up, two really went sour. The transportation search panel ended up attacking me and my choice for Commissioner of Transportation, Anthony R. Ameruso. And the panel that was set up to assist in the search for a Police Commissioner wasn’t too cooperative.


Robert J. McGuire had been recommended to me by Robert M. Morgenthau, Manhattan District Attorney. There were in addition six or seven people recommended by the search panel.


The panel came to see me after they were given the mission of finding a Police Commissioner. They said that they would like to limit their search to people who either were in the Police Department or had come out of the Department.


I said, “No, anyone in law enforcement can be considered.” That would include DAs and U.S. Attorneys as well.


They didn’t like that, but I said I wanted them to do it anyway. I said to them, “I got this name from Bob Morgenthau and would you please interview Bob McGuire.” There was no fix or anything. I did know him, but it was Bob Morgenthau who had asked that he be interviewed.


Well, there had been another fellow—Maurice Nadjari’s successor as special prosecutor, John Keenan. He had been recommended and I held him in very high regard. So I sent his name over too. One member of the search panel was Richard Gelb, who is a member of the Board of Directors of The New York Times. I believe he didn’t want John because John didn’t come out of the Police Department. So I believe it was Dick who leaked an adverse statement to the Times, which ran editorials denouncing John. It was dumb. Those editorials didn’t mean anything to me anyway, but they were destructive to John. That wasn’t nice of The New York Times or of those who leaked the statement.


Then the panel gave me their list. At the top of the list they had Donald Cawley, who had been Police Commissioner for nine months under Lindsay. And then there were a number of other people, and Dick Gelb said, “Now, these are the people we prefer.” And they named three or four who either were in the Police Department or had come out of the Police Department, and he said, “We don’t believe these others should be considered in the same way, but if you do, then the one that we think is best is Bob McGuire.”


Well, David Garth is a police buff, and at that time he wanted to take a very active role in the selection process. He wanted to sit in on the interviews, and he did. These were held at my campaign headquarters sometime in December. And I interviewed all the candidates. And when we had finished, Garth said that he thought we should take Cawley.


And I said, “No, I think we should take McGuire; he’s the best.”


So I in fact took McGuire.


I should say that when I told that to Garth, he said, “Well, your judgment should prevail. I would prefer Cawley, but use your judgment.” He didn’t fight it, in short. I trust I would have resisted his fighting, but I didn’t have that problem. I having made the choice, Garth was very supportive.


So I called my first press conference. Bob McGuire and his wife, Joan, and little boy, Brendon, were there. Bob looks like a Jesuit priest. He has this high domed forehead and long locks and is just very ascetic-looking. And I said, “Ladies and gentlemen, I want to announce my first appointment, Police Commissioner: Robert McGuire.”


And one of the reporters says, “Mr. Mayor, isn’t this just a continuation of the old Irish Mafia syndrome?” meaning police commissioners are always Irish.


So I looked shocked and I put my right hand on Bob’s shoulder and I said, “Bob, you told me you were Jewish!”


And McGuire put his left hand on my shoulder and said, “No, I didn’t, Mr. Mayor—I just told you I looked Jewish.”


We have a very good relationship. In the six years he was Police Commissioner I never told him what to do except to do it on the merits. And he appreciated that, and so did the cops. Everybody said it was a very unusual relationship. Mutual respect.


A year or so later Dick Gelb came down and said he had been wrong and I was right. It is always nice to hear that.


In late November I had gone to Cambridge, Massachusetts, to a Harvard seminar on “Transition and Leadership.” It was a weekend conference of Mayors on some of the aspects of being a chief executive. Of the participants I was the one about to embark on the most difficult mission. And, of course, I was becoming a Mayor after having been a Congressman. Congressmen can pick their fights while Mayors have to deal with whatever fights are handed to them.


There were incessant phone calls to New York, where the appointments process was being conducted. There was the financial plan to be fashioned. And, in Cambridge, there was Victor Gotbaum,* the lecturer.
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