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How was Alfred Faiella, Newark's former deputy mayor and former head of the nonprofit Newark Economic Development Corp., able to resign five years ago with more than $30 million in former NEDC assets under his private control? 

Reporters Mark Mueller, Ian T. Shearn and George Jordan did a good job of unraveling the twisted tale in The Sunday Star-Ledger. The story is complicated. I see it all very simply: Faiella has my stuff and I want it back. 

The NEDC was supposed to work for the public good, and much of what it did, such as building parking garages and a warehouse, was done with public grants and should therefore belong to the taxpayers. But so far every audit has determined that Faiella walked away with the NEDC's assets and did it legally. 

The corporations that Faiella controls have provided grants to a few Newark organizations over the years. Handouts to a chosen few are not enough. There should be a clear, bright, steady stream of revenue back to the city. The only thing clear is that as of 2004 Faiella drew $204,000 in salary and benefits from one of those corporations: NEDC Riverfront. He even took the initials. 

That and other financial information became public because of court papers related to a Faiella bankruptcy filing. How can he be bankrupt? He divorced his wife -- although he still lives with her -- and says she has legal possession of all his stuff, which protects said stuff from certain creditors who have filed legal claims against him about certain business dealings. As I said, it is a complicated tale. I simply want what belongs to me and other taxpayers. 

What I really want is to be convinced that city officials and the trustees of the NEDC did not allow Newark to get legally ripped off. 

I want to believe that there is some agreement that clearly de fines how those millions in assets are being used for the public benefit. After all, city business administrator Richard Monteilh has been a trustee of Faiella's corporations since 2002. 

That doesn't sound as if Mayor Sharpe James is mad at Faiella, does it? Yesterday I went to see if I could learn something that would explain why not. Don't get your hopes up. 

Faiella's NEDC Riverfront Corp. and his private offices are in the Legal Center building downtown. I parked in the attached garage that is one of the entities created through the original NEDC. The garage looked full. It should be pumping a ton of money back to the city. I eventually contributed $7 in parking fees to the Faiella Bank ruptcy and Alimony Fund. 

But first I took a walk to get a good look at something else Faiella did to Newark. While he was still running the NEDC, he managed -- over the objections of his board -- to plop a massive fortress of an FBI office building on Newark's riverfront. That is the last place such a building should be. 

Other cities have lined their rivers and seaports with shops, hotels and condominiums that attract commerce and tourists. Newark has such plans. But its one-time economic point man dropped an ugly FBI office building on the river. It went up four years ago but is still only half covered in decorative brick -- the only thing that gives the edifice a hint of charm. 

Government buildings, of course, no longer seek to be charm ing. They seek to be impenetrable. That necessity is what makes them a poor choice for the riverfront area Newark hopes to turn into a fun spot. 

The building is on the stretch of McCarter Highway that has just been rehabbed with brick sidewalks, vintage-looking streetlights and benches that combine to make for a pleasant stroll. 

The walkway connects to the sidewalk of River Place, the cres cent of road that loops behind the FBI building, safe and close to the river. People tell me the security guards won't let people walk behind the building to get close to the river. 

Everybody understands that the FBI must be concerned about security. But that is why people don't understand putting such a building where parks and public walkways should be. 

I decided to go walk for myself. I walked along the sidewalk behind the building. Nobody shooed me away. 

I finished the loop back to McCarter Highway. The guard did not stop or question me. I walked awhile, then turned around. I waved at the guard. He waved back. I retraced my steps to the other side of the building, turned around and went up to the guard. I thought he would be a federal agent of some kind. Up close, I could see the patch on his sleeve said "JMS Investigations," a private firm. 

People tell me no one is allowed to walk here by the river, I told him. That's true, he told me. I pointed out that I had just made the trip twice. He didn't seem to hear me. He was busy explaining the need for security. 

That done, I headed back to the Legal Center and asked the building receptionist if I might go up to Faiella's offices. She got someone on the phone, then handed the receiver to me. 

I introduced myself and ex plained that I just wanted to stop up and get the company's brochure or annual report or ... "No," said a woman's voice -- then she hung up. 

I didn't get to ask if they'd validate parking. 
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