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when she watched her father die in a hail of
bullets in Harlem’s Audubon Ballroom.
Malcolm X had split with the Nation of
[slam by then. He was considered a “trai-
tor.” a marked man. Though three gunmen
were convicted for the murder, the family
believes Louis Farrakhan played a role.
The poised and polite young woman who
enjoys jazz and Terry McMillan novels be-
gan drifting after high school. She entered
Princeton in 1978, but didn’t stay long
enough to declare a major. In Paris, she

worked as a translator and became in-
volved with an African man. the father of
her son, Malcolm Latiff Shabazz. When
that relationship went sour she fled Paris,
telling friends that the child’s father “would
not leave her alone.” But when she ran by
chance into David Steinhardt, a high-school
classmate, she spun a far wilder tale of mur-
der and mayhem.

Did Qubilah just want her disapproving
family to see her “finally do something to
{ make them proud?” wonders a family

friend. Or was she, as she says, hoping fora
father for her son? Either way she made a
profound mistake. While the court decides
her fate, friends worry most for Qubilah's
son, the real victim in the tableau. They fear
young Maleolm acquired not only his
grandfather’s name but his notoriously
painful childhood as well, Says one: “The
grief’is just being passed on one more time.”
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Justice: The Trouble With Informants

HEN THEY SHOVED A
w battering ram through
the door of the posh

suburban San Diego house,
the federal agents were ex-
pecting to find parcels of co-
caine stacked to the ceiling,
Reports from a confidential
informant had led them to be-
lieve they were busting in on a
gang of ruthless, transconti-
nental drugrunners, men with
submachine guns and fero-
cious Rottweilers. Suddenly,
someone inside opened up
with a pistol. Primed for a
shoot-out, the agents blasted
back. When the smoke
cleared, the raiders from the
U.S. Customs Service and
Drug Enforcement Adminis-
tration found one badly
wounded computer executive
who thought he was defending
his house from burglars in the
middle of night. But no co-
caine. No guns. And no
Rottweilers.

Despite warnings from an-
other cop, the agents had
swallowed an entirely ficti-
tious tale concocted by
informant Ronnie Bruce Ed-
mond, 38. He is jailed now,
awailing sentencing next
month on 17 counts of perjury,
and still insisting his tip was
anaceurate one, After the kind
of investigation that is sup-
posed to come before a search,
embarrassed federal officials
paid $2.75 million to home-
owner Donald Carlson, 44,
who came out of the 1992 raid
with one quarter of his lung
capacity destroyed by federal
bullets.

As the eatastrophe showed,
law enforcement’s most vola-

tile weapons are
criminals who
turn to informing,
An informant is as
capable of setting
up a cop he doesn't
like as he is of be-
traying a friend,
The problem, as
the defense in the
Qubilah Shabazz
case has loudly as-
serted, is that it’s a
small step from
being an agent to
becoming a rogue
agent provocateur.
Yet investigators
are helpless with-
out snitches, the
only people who
can open doors
into eriminal
organizations.
Properly con-
trolled, inform-
ants are devastat-
ingly effective. But they are
not always properly con-
trolled. In the past, much con-
cern was focused on political
cases—using informants and
undercover agents to attack

| fringe political groups. Now,

as the hunger for drug cases
keeps on growing, the poten-
tial for mistakes and mischief
is becoming a fact of eriminal
court life,

Cops don’t recruit snitches
at church socials and PTA
meetings. The vast majority of
informants help authorities in
order to get their own charges
dropped or reduced. “Work-
ing off a beef;” it’s called. It's
the only escape from the
“mandatory minimum’ sen-
tences Congress enacted in
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Sorry, wrong number: A snitch’s bogus
tip nearly cost tech exec Carlson his life

1987 to toughen drug laws.
Some informants begin that
way, then deyelop a taste for
the work and its financial re-
wards. A senior Justice De-
partment official estimates

| that there are thousands of

professional snitches. Since
1987, the Drug Enforcement
Administration and U.S. Cus-
toms Service —the federal
government’s leading snitch-
employers —have doubled
what they spend to pay
informants: from $2 million to
$31.7 million last year for
DEA, and from $8.1 million to
$16.5 million for Customs,

{ Along the U.S.-Mexican bor-

der, a relatively low-level
snitch can make $12,000 set-
ting up a one-kilo heroin bust.

| When an informant goes
sour, bloodshed can follow.
Last year the FBI prevailed
on the Massachusetts Parole
Board to spring a career crimi-
nal who was serving four to six
years on his latest attempted
murder and escape convie-
tions. “The FBI was looking
for Henry Marshall to work
with them as an informant on
a very high-profile. serious
case,” says parole-board exec-
utive director Natalie Hardy.
Three months after his Janu-
ary release, Marshall claimed
he made initial contaet with
the FBI's target, then got
spooked, broke parole and
fled to Washington state, On
June 18 he robbed a tavern,
killing owner Dennis Gris-
wold. “T know a little bit about
how this works,” says the vie-
tim’s daughter, Danielle, a Ta-
coma police officer who often
uses snitches in street drug
busts, “An FBI agent told me,
‘We never thought this would
happen.” Then he tells me, ‘We
were close on his tail.’ 'm like,
‘Bulls—-t.”

Law-enforcement officials
insist that agencies know how
to prevent snitches from abus-
ing the system. “There’s a tre-

| mendous amount of supervi-

sion that goes into
management of informants,”
says DEA spokesman Frank
Shults. Technology helps too.
Videotape and audio bugs re-
cord the activity of snitches—
and give defendants less room
to plead entrapment. But rely-
ing on a population of drug
dealers, felons and other low-
lifes for aid and comfort is al-
ways going to be a risky busi-

ness for cops. snitches—and
innocent bystanders.
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