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It was an ordinary afternoon in late November.

Outside it was a sadly gray day, accented by falling leaves of a variety of metallic hues that littered the
streets of Brooklyn.

In the municipal building, the day shift was quietly ending — some workers had already left for the day.

It was a Thursday and many of them were rejoicing in the coming weekend (“One more day to TGIF!”)

However, in one office on the fifth floor there was no ordinary business going on. A tragedy was

unfolding.
A loud bang rudely interrupted the usual quiet of the late afternoon.
A gunshot?

Many looked up immediately, trying to identify the hellish sound. Then, two more explosions in rapid
succession. Panic had begun when several people fully realized there were gunshots in their general
vicinity.

Then, as the murmurs intensified, a scream echoed across the corridor — primal in its rawness — and
three more shots. Three shots so close to one another they seemed to come in breathless desperation.

Then, a barrage of shots — 10, 12, 15 it became impossible to keep track. The scream lasted a few more
seconds past the last shot and then stopped.

People whod been caught completely by surprise by this invisible event felt their blood run cold, their
adrenaline released (then the fleeing instinct hit), and finally pandemonium took over.

Edmond Styles was found cowering on the floor, with a death grip on the pistol, and tears streaming
down his face. His boss, still sitting upright on her ergonomic chair, was covered in blood, and quite dead.
A few feet from the desk, a young man lay in a pool of blood.
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The moment the sirens settled on Joralemon Street, the borough president simply crossed the street and
offered a fully functional command center. In the hours that followed, he had his staff set up for a press
conference on the steps of Borough Hall. It was a lovely open space with the historical landmark and
Lady Justice looking down upon the Press — a rather poetic touch, he thought.

In the Command Center dozens of people were manning phones, on laptops, hunched over in groups
sharing information. The noise level was pretty spectacular, though nowhere near the “usual” at any given
trading floor on Wall Street. It was just an oddity in this specific building.

The room next to it had been turned into a makeshift conference room and the police brass and city
officials and community leaders gathered there as the situation developed and the investigation was
underway.

The Borough President was particularly proud that he had all the movers and shakers in his house. Not
that this was a joyous occasion but he was a firm believer in the adage that “any PR is good PR” — and
hed certainly get good press here, a beam of sunshine in an otherwise stormy situation.

There was a rather lively discussion trying to determine whod be on the portico facing the press. The
president of the union muttered that hed need to make a statement and quickly backed down, realizing
that that he would not be able to talk around the killing (even if he blamed the City’s administration for
the man’s mental state — which would seem a little callous at this point). The head of the agency was too
distraught to say anything; he just sat in a corner in shock. Various community leaders “volunteered” to
lend their moral support.

The Mayor, Gabriel Jacobson claimed authority, it happened in his town and during his watch, and hed
open the press conference. He was the incumbent whod taken over for the ousted mayor who left office
in disgrace after a scandal involving drugs, call girls, fraud, and corruption. It was an unprecedented
scandal of such fantastic illegalities, immoralities and indignities it finally restored “Boss” Tweed'’s good

name.

With about a year to go in the term, instead of a special election, the deputy mayor stepped up.
Unqualified for the job, the Honorable Mr. Jacobson made one blunder after another; but worse, he was
boorish.

It made for an amusing tenure and the best season of Saturday Night Live in four decades, and a return

to the legendary front page headlines in the New York Post. The Party literally forbade him to run for
office.

He ran as an Independent and came in dead last, behind Ronald McDonald, Batman and two dead

actors.

The mayor-elect for his part wasn't exactly well-liked, he was an arrogant ass; but he was not the
incumbent and was ahead by 30 points in all the polls within 24 hours of announcing his candidacy.

He won the election by default even after the New York Times, Daily News and New York Post printed
their first-ever joint endorsement--albeit a left-handed one--that read in part,”..his slogan could easily
be ‘Not That Other Guy’ and this fact alone makes him the best candidate we have”
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Needless to say, there was open animosity between the two men. Now they stood at opposite sides of a
large conference room table, giving each other the evil eye.“What's the asshole doing here?” the mayor
asked one of his aides. The poor aide couldn’t get a word in before the mayor-elect yelled across the room,
“T was the choice of New Yorkers. They got stuck with you!”

It escalated from there. One wanted it acknowledged that he was still in charge. The other one called him
a house-sitter. The name-calling continued and got rather personal.

The details of what transpired are best left to the tabloids; suffice to say that each man heard what he
considered the ultimate in fighting words from his nemesis and lunged.

As they advanced towards one another, they each picked up no less than five people who tried to hold
themn back and, when they met in the middle, they started throwing punches.

They connected several times, though they did not hit each other once. Soon there was a fist-fight and
the beginnings of a small riot.

The police commissioner, a former Marine and a man who did not suffer fools lightly, charged through
the room, knocking bodies aside with just the force of his stride, to separate the two idiots.

He had a booming voice that echoed across the halls,“Put it back in your pants! This is a tragedy. A crime
has been committed and two people have lost their lives. Several families will be affected and the people
of this city need to be reassured that this was an aberration and that they are safe. I have a job to do and
so do you.”

He paused for effect.
“Or I can arrest you both.”

He had them both by their collars and was shaking them, occasionally lifting them so their feet dangled
inches above the floor.

“We have a press conference to prepare for; we can come back and measure them afterward”
That's when a local religious leader interjected,“T don't think I have an invocation for that.”

Let’s say that levity gave way to clearer heads and soon thereafter the men headed out to the steps of
Borough Hall to inform the media, and the people of the City of New York what had transpired earlier
that afternoon.

The Mayor walked up to the microphone and announced that it had been a tragic and tense evening for
all involved, but he wanted to thank the police, firemen and emergency services technicians who
responded to the crisis for their assistance and hard work. He did not mention the mayor-elect, who
stood on the opposite end of the portico.

He added that this was “not the time for politics, so I cede the mike to the police commissioner who will
fill you in on the details of the situation.”
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The police commissioner walked up to the podium and did not thank the Mayor, but the press barely
touched that in their retelling of it.

“This afternoon at approximately 4:15 pm, Amal Da Silva, 26, of Staten Island — a disgruntled municipal
employee under suspension without pay — walked into the administrative office of the investigations unit
and took the staff at gunpoint in a desperate attempt to resolve what he believed to be an injustice.

“The Deputy Director of the unit negotiated with the gunman and locked up the clerical staff'in a supply

closet. The gunman was then left with the Director and the Deputy to look over the documentation he
had brought with him.”

He took a sip of water from a glass thatd be left for him on the podium.“During the process of their
review, the Director, Paloma Kowalski of Queens, was shot dead. The Deputy Director, Edmond Styles,
and the gunman wrestled over the gun and the gunman was shot by Mr. Styles. The gunman died at the
scene.’

A tiny scuffle up front interrupted his speech and he stared intently in their direction, causing the culprits
to freeze in place and he went on.

“We are currently investigating all the facts of this case, but it appears that Mr. Da Silva was being
investigated for a third time and suspended at least partly due to an ongoing incidence of identity theft.
We were waiting to inform the families and put some puzzle pieces together before we gave you the
details and thank you for your patience in that regard.”

He paused for a moment. “At this time, all of us would like to express our condolences to the families.
These are the details we have right now; of course, this is an ongoing investigation and we will release
more information as it becomes available. Thank you.”

The press went wild screaming out questions. The police commissioner was known for cutting short his
interactions with the press and his intention this evening was to provide no further comment.

He thought the “thank you” at the end of his statement would be sufficient to convey that message. He
was happy to walk way and let them deal with it, but he saw both the mayor and the mayor-elect make
a move for the podium and he turned around and took over the conference again.

He put one hand up to indicate he wanted their attention. They did not embrace silence fast enough,
infuriating him.

“HEY!" His voice echoed across Cadman Plaza.
The crowd simmered down and watched him expectantly.

“As T just told you, this is an ongoing investigation. There are few absolutes that I can give you at this

. ”
time.

A few questions could be heard and the commissioner sighed.“I will entertain exactly five questions
because we still have plenty of work to do.” He looked around the pool of reporters and pointed to a
reporter from ABC News,"You. Go!”
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“We know there were two casualties, but did anyone else get hurt? Can we have the names of the
survivors for publication?”

The commissioner smiled.
“That’s two questions down.”
A groan went up in the crowd.

“Blame the ABC guy. To answer your question, the staff was examined by the EMS workers and none
required immediate medical attention. They all rejected further examinations at a local hospital. The
names of the survivors are in the packet that is being provided at the end of the conference. In fact, I see
the borough president’s staff passing it around right now.”

The borough president nodded solemnly. Score!
The commissioner looked around and pointed to the WINS Radio reporter.“Go!”

“Commissioner, the gunman was in that office for close to an hour before the shootings began. Do we
know what, if anything, set him off?”

The commissioner was hoping to avoid the question but he'd committed himself to the Q&A already.

“We have a statement from the deputy director that the gunman grew increasingly unstable and shot
Ms. Kowalski after she allegedly told him that hed probably get arrested or killed and that his family
would be deported”

“Where was the gunman from?”

He generally did not answer questions out of turn, but this one brought him closer to ending this
conference.“T do not know his country of origin, if that's what you mean. Once we establish that fact, we
will pass the information along.”

He smiled and announced, “One more question... The gentleman from the Daily News. Go!”
“Commissioner, will there be any charges brought in this case?”

“At the moment, it appears that the gunman’s shooting was justified.”
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