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Shooting Gallery
A high-profile killing and a high-profile drug bust made the newspaper

headlines, but, for one cities neighborhood, crack-cocaine has become an

everyday problem. The people who live there say the police and city council

are turning their backs and letting the neighborhood die.

The problem, they say, is the color of money.

By George Boyd

The corner o f  Gottingen and Gerrish Streets.
Mike Kharma's general store used to stand on that
mottled patch of city lawn that now fronts that city-
grown high-rise. And that drab sheet of city asphalt
now covers what used to be Mrs. Rafuse's garden. I
was born in this area. I used to climb its fences and
scratch my knees on its streets.

The same streets that are now the very personifi-

cation of death.
The area of which I  speak is part of north end

Halifax; it runs north from Cogswell, past the Casino
Theatre, past George Dixon Recreation Centre and
terminates at the intersection of North and Gottingen
Streets.

A housing project called Uniacke Square now
covers a good chunk of this territory, and there are
private homes as well.

But "the rock" — or crack-cocaine — governs it.
On these narrow streets and corridors, human beings
are being shot down in cold blood.

Sweat drips from his hairline, running in streams
over his wide, rum-colored face. Shivering, he taps
out Cherie's phone number.

"My God," Donnie Downey cries into the phone,
"They're trying to get me. They left a message on my
machine and now somebody's been screwing with the
car."

"Who, Donnie? Who?"
"I dunno..." His voice trails off into a whine.
"Well... look. Just send the superintendent down

to look at the car."
"I did... I did..." he says.
Donnie Downey peers through his apartment

window. The super is crouching and running his fin-
gers over the metal work of the Chrysler Imperial.
Standing and glancing towards the window, the su-
per gives a thumbs-up signal.

"False alarm, I guess. I guess it was just nothing."

"Nothing! You call the message — NOTHING?"
He stands with his eyes blanching like frying

eggs and stares at the blinking answering machine.

There are about 20 people gathered in  the low-
ceilinged meeting room in the north end library on
Gottingen Street today. "The rock" has drawn them
here. They are not users — in fact, few even really
know what "the rock" looks like — but every single
one of them has a friend, or a relative, or an acquain-
tance who has succumbed to its effects in one way or
another.

The group — community and social workers,
law school graduates, homemakers and the unem-
ployed — calls itself CCAD, or Concerned Citizens
Against Drugs. They smile, the handshakes are
bouncing, but lurking behind all of that is fear.

Mark Daye is the publisher of The Rap — a black
newsmagazine. "People in the community," he says,
"they really feel genuinely afraid. Black and white —
everybody's looking out their windows, looking out
their doorways, looking over their shoulders. A lot of
people are talking about moving out of the neighbor-
hood because of the fear. The fear is what the drug is
doing to the community — it's tearing it apart."

After he was arrested and booked for possession
with the intent to traffic cocaine in the summer of
1988, the Citadel Boxing Club asked Donnie Downey
to resign from its coaching staff. Initially, Downey, a
former international amateur boxing champion who
coached youngsters at the Citadel Club, resisted.
Boxing was his life. Eventually, however, Downey
gave in.

That night, at the home of his common-law wife!
he lamented, "Somebody's out to get me, Cherie, I
know it." Tears welled in his eyes as she massaged
his temple. "Somebody's out to get me," he said.
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His wasn't the first high-profile bust. Brian Phillips,
a local broadcaster, had been the first. Then another
broadcaster, Bruce Dortin, had stepped before the
judge. Soon, i t  would be Donnie Downey's turn. And
what did the three have in common other than an affili-
ation with the same drug? The enemy, he thought. The
enemy. But to his knowledge, no one was willing, or
able to identify the enemy.

The people of the north end would say the enemy is
wealthy and as white as alabaster — the south end
white kids who come with their fancy cars and their
money to buy their drugs and turn their north end
neighborhood into a shooting gallery.

Those in the south end would say the enemy is pov-
erty and as black as pitch — black pushers poisoning
young whites with the cocaine and the crack they ped-
dle from the north end.

But Donnie himself knew that the enemy really
wasn't a question of neighborhood or even of race but
of economics. The color — or rather, the colorlessness
— of money.

The enemy is the dollar, the establishment, the al-
mighty system. It's responsible for the current malaise.

Genocide? Yes, but in his particular case, it was also
suicide. I t  had to be. The very first time he decided to
become connected with drugs was the day he'd signed
his warrant.

Genocide? Yes, but it's also suicide.
He slumped back on the couch. "And that's why

they resort to drugs," he said aloud.
"What's that?" Someone asked.
"Nothin' man... just... nothin'."
He yawned and chuckled. The telephone message

had said he wouldn't live to see Mardi Gras. Well, here
it is, fellas, and I'm still a breathing stiff.

A crisp, tapping sound came from the living room
window. The group inside rushed to it, throwing back
the curtains and staring. Before them stood a gargoyle,
a masked man, waving. All cut-up in laughter. One by
one, they went back to their couches and chairs. The
gargoyle lifted his mask. Only Donnie was standing in
the window. He must have known the man. "Betcha
don't know who that is," he called back as he ran out-
side.

There was silence for a few moments and then six
shots were fired. Inside, the wrestling fans continued
their vigil. After all, the 22-calibre sounded just like kid-
dies' firecrackers on Mardi Gras night.

The f i rs t  shot missed Downey, but  the others
slammed on the mark, sending him reeling into a fetal
position on the pavement.

"Get 'em Mountain Man!" somebody screamed
from in front of the TV.

"Yeah — break his neck!" someone else yelled.
With the gargoyle walking briskly away, Donnie

Downey crawled into his uncle's hallway, bleeding and
struggling for breath. "Tell Dad they got me," he mur-
mured. About an hour later in the hospital, he was pro-
nounced dead.

The papers said the murders were drug-related.
And as the police chalked off the murder site, Creighton

Street was alive with the sounds of windows and doors

being bolted.

Another night. Later. The night is as clear as crystal,
and just as cold. Three black youths stomp from foot to
foot, blowing into their fists. A green sedan glides to the
curb and halts. A window powers down and a white fist
stabs the air with cash. One of the youths runs to the fist,
takes the cash and replaces it with a cellophane bag full of
white powder. The transaction is completed within sec-
onds and, as the sedan weaves into the Gottingen Street
currents, a black and white paddy-wagon rolls by.

The three youths disappear into the night.

A couple of days after the Downey murder, a combined
force of the Halifax police and the RCMP raid several
homes and crack houses in the Uniacke Square area. Us-
ing a maul hammer to break down some of the doors,
they arrest about 20 people and charge them with vari-
ous drug offences. Const. Paul MacDonald of the HPD
says the operation took about eight months to prepare
and involved a number of police undercover agents, in-
cluding two police dogs.

For all their time, effort and trouble, however, police
netted only about $2,200 worth of illegal drugs, predomi-
nantly crack-cocaine. Many in the north end say the po-
lice action simply isn't acceptable.

"Don't make me laugh," says Miles Stevens, a re-
formed drug user. "I used to use that amount all by my-
self — in one day! They [the g o t  to make them-
selves look good. They made this bust and what did they
get? Peanuts. It cost the taxpayer rriple, if not quadruple.
Know what I  mean? Sure, i t  loo):::; good in black-and-
white in the papers."

"The amount of drugs seized was not a significant
amount," admits Const. MacDonukl, "but it's the f irst
drug bust involving crack-cocaine in the Atlantic Prov-
inces. It's not the amount so much, it's the number of peo-
ple involved. The operation itself was aimed at the street
level."

"But they're dealing with penny-ante shit," Miles in-
sists. "You pull them [the pushers] off the streets and
there's a dozen or so standing there to take their place. As
i f  the man doesn't know who's supplying the city. As i f
He doesn't know who's bringing it in. If they want to stop
it, why don't they hit the source?"

Most people who live in the north end agree. Of the
police, of the city fathers, they will say that if they're not
helping to quell a problem, well then, by sheer inaction,
they're aiding it, abetting it.

That's what Cherie, Donnie Downey's common law
wife, believes. But she goes further. She calls it genocide.
"It's well known," she says angrily. "You can walk there
and see it. They don't need nobody to tell them, they can
see it. What is it — their wish that all black men die this
way? That all black children die this way?"

She stops, considers. "You know, it's like the system is
poisoning us, the system is poisoning us.... Because they
won't help us."
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