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Darwin, Downtown Eastside, and the dead 
B Y  G U Y  B E N N E T T  

S killed predators have a tal- 
ent for sniffing out weak 
victims. 
Last week Malcom Bruce 

Leach. 50. was charged with 
sexual assault and unlawful 
confinement after he lured a 
woman into his room at the 
Argyll Hotel at 106 West Hast- 
ings. Bound to a chair with 
duct tape and chains, the 
woman was beaten and raped 
over a period of nine hours. 

Two days later the police is- 
sued a warning to Downtown 
Eastside women to be on the 

lookout for a 35-year-old na- 
tive male with a Viking tattoo 
on his left forearm and 'Ron" 
on his right forearm. This 
man befriends women, lures 
them to an isolated area with 
the promise of drugs. then 
holds a syringe to their necks 
while he sexually assaults 
them. 

It would be reassuring to 
say that Malcom and Ron are 
rarities. But they're not. 

They're run-of-the-mill 
sadists. working diligently 
within the laws of Darwin- 
ism. When the fit get hungry, 
the unfit get eaten. 

Since 1983. 27 prostitutes 
have been murdered in the 
Downtown Eastside. Only 
three of these cases have been 
solved. The police won't di- 
vulge what, if any, resources 
are being deployed to help 
solve the murders of the oth- 
er 24 women. 

As Vancouver photograph- 
er Lincoln Clarkes has shown 
in his recent collection of por- 
traits called 'Heroines", the 
women of the Downtown 



Eastside are all too human. 
.Wen you look into their 
eyes. they seem tender and 
fragile. We probably can't 
stop them killing themselves. 
but that doesn't make them 
legitimate targets for our 
rage. 

Recently, the Vancouver Pe 
lice and the AttomeyGeneral 
offered a $100.000 reward for 
information leading to the ar- 
rest of the two men they b e  
lieve are responsible for 31 

creations - Cheryl Ann Joe 

home invasions-a crime in 
which most of the victims are 
elderly taxpay-. This raises 
the question: why is there no 
cash reward for information 
leading to the arrest of the 
prostituteldllers? Attomey- 
General Ujjal Dosanjh claims 
that a cash reward would be 
inappropriate in this situa- 
tion, because there's no evi- 
dence linking the murders to 
one suspect. . 

'If the First Nation women 
believe that there is a serial 

killer who has been killing 
First Nation women. I'd like to 
hear about it," Dosanjh said. 
Let's think about this: if the 
crimes are not linked, then 
we have 24 prostitute-killers. 
walwng around unpun- 
ished-presumably looking 
for new victims. How does the 
math break down? We're will- 
ing to spend $100.000 to catch 
two homeinvaders, and noth- 
ing to catch the 24 men 
who* murdered these pros- 
titutes. How disgusting. 

In memory of one of God's most beautiful 

The tears that I've shed in the last few weeks* are 
not only for Cheryl and myself - all the pain, heart- 
ache, suffering and the great loss I've endured, but 
also for the people who didn't know her. 

On her birth certificate it reads "Cheryl Ann Joe", 
not "Mutilated Native Prostitute" or any other 
name the press has labeled her with. She was a 
super person who cared about others. She would 
always put her own problems on the back burner 
to make you forget yours. She'd always find a way 
to make you laugh, but underneath that smile was 
a sad and very unhappy woman. When alone, 
she'd cry like a little girl. 

She was a mom, a fine mother who loved her 
babies unconditionally - and when she loved it was 
with every fibre of her being. She'd often say to 
me, "Mom, we're not here for a long time, but to 
have a good time. So let's party!" It was as though 
every day were her last. 

She wanted to go back to school and become a 
cop. She wanted so badly to prove, not only to 
herself, worthy of being someone, but to let those 
who knew her see that she was quite capable of 
achieving a profession and being successful in 
reaching that goal in life. She often had very low 
esteem about herself, feeling that she wasn't good 
enough and degraded when people called her cruel 
names about her obesity. I would tell her, "Cheryl, 

you're not here to live up to anyone's expectations 
but your own. " 
How easy it is for each and every one of us to 

point a finger at her. But as we are doing it, 
remember, my friend, there are those three fingers 
of yours pointing back! If we all take a 'hot 
second' to look into a mirror, I can bet my life 
there is something about that image we don't like - 
maybe about something we've done and are too 
ashamed to let anyone know. So, please, let's not 
judge her for her faults (we all have them, you 
know) but for all the good that outweighs the bad. 
Yes, Cheryl, my adopted daughter who chose me, 

there are two tears trickling down my face now 
joined as one. I am proud and privileged to have 
had you pass through my life. You were certainly 
exceptional and an inspiration to those who knew 
you. You, Cheryl, are an extra special person and 
it is rare for one person to have all those wonderfbl 
qualities you possessed. 
You are not here to protect yourself, but I am. 

"Hey, Kid, You're Aces in My Eyes." The tears 
can stop now and the pain can subside. I can smile 
now - the grief, pain and suffering have passed. 
You are at last a "free spirit". Sleep, my child. 
You'll be sadly missed by me 

Your 2nd Mom, 
Shaye Dillon 

(*Reprinted at the author's request (-lggl) 



How easy for mean-spirited, thick-skinned 
insensitives to turn away from misery on the street. 
Easy to shut the eyes, walk away, turn up the . 

music. In my own life I often duck and dodge, skim 
and skip, turn away. But I know I'll pay ... remorse, 
guilt and shame ... at the shallowness of my beliefs, 
education, convictions. No easy task to hold fast 
with an open and generous heart in an unforgiving 
world. Sam Roddan 

poor people who are HIV positive is shared by 
enough people to make trying to survive in such a 
hostile atmosphere extremely troublesome. Nega- 
tive attitudes towards HIVIAIDS injection drug 
users have been identified to me by them as the 
most fornhdable obstacles to accessing services 
vital to their needs. 

Your time and your strength can be consumed by 
simply trying to get enough food inside you to stay 



alive one more day. You must stand in long lines, 
often in cold rain, beginning first thing in the 

to late at night, for coffee, donuts, soup, 
crisscrossing the Downtown Eastside 

on foot; and this routine for people with already 
wlnerable and compromised immune systems can 
be deadly. 

And if you find yourself homeless for any number 
of reasons - landlord prejudice, conversion of your 
hotel to a backpacker's hostel or housing for stu- 
dents, or you do not qualify for welfare because of 
falling into their increasing number of categories 
for exclusion - you will discover why it is that 
people who are infected with HIV in the Downtown 
Eastside deteriorate faster than those living 
elsewhere. 

For addicts who are positive, the hostility and 
destabilized lifestyle you are forced to live 
increases stress terribly, creates illnesses and 
makes the strict regimen and disciplined lifestyle 
necessary for successfully taking AIDS medica- 
tions impossible. 

Addicts I have talked to say that, in such circum- 
stances, "having HIVIAIDS is the furthest thing 
from your mind." 

Further instability results from police pressure 
and their "clean-up campaign7' in the Downtown 
Eastside, paving the way for gentrification. Beat- 
ings from police are commonly experienced by 
HIV positive addicts, though some addicts say that 
if you are in jail at least you have some place to 
stay and are fed. However, if you tell a police 
officer on the street that you are positive, they may 
not lay their hands on you; instead, as one addict 
told me, "The officer took his knife out and 
shredded my pockets with it, looking for sharps 
(needles). " 
You begin to feel backed into a comer. You take 

risks. You steal. You become angry at the system. 
You hate yourself You have to deal with continual 
insults and indignities, such as social service 
cutbacks on needed medications, vitamins and 
other essentials like Ensure.. and, again, if you are 
from the Downtown Eastside, you will be denied 
these and other services and products because it is 

believed you will sell them for money for drugs; or, 
if not outright denied, you will face a near- 
impenetrable maze of paperwork or lengthy delays 
before you can have what you are entitled to. 

You will experience other frustrations, such as the 
agency whose service you desperately need being 
closed on a holiday, leaving you convinced the 
aaencv workers have no idka what it's like to be 

you - poor, positive, addhed and, if you have 
landed in the Downtown Eastside, likely to come 
from a place of severe childhood abuse and 
trauma. 

Considering that you are also either barred, bann- 
ed or blocked from most public and community 
space in the Downtown Eastside, it only makes 
sense for you to do whatever is necessary for you 
to obtain the next fix.. not so much to get high but 
just to kill the pain for a little while. 

Most of your real help will come from other HIV 
positive drug users on the street. They will tell you, 
"Don't give up." They will tell you to fight hard to 
survive, and try to turn all the negatives into 
positives because you cannot afford to be anti- 
social. You have to be able to reach out to someone 
else, more for spiritual sustenance than anything 
else. You have to learn to keep strong your love for 
life and for your fellow human beings. 

By BUD OSBORN 
(*First appeared in RCP WA News) 



subject: Good News in the 
Dnwntown Eastside 

MEMORANDUM - Housing CentreICommunity 
Services 

From: Judy Graves 

I find Good News in the loving kindness of 
Community volunteers at Camegie Centre. I am 
sending you poems from two of them, Leigh 
Donohue and Shawn Millar, both of whom have 
seen light clearly, possibly because of the 
surrounding darkness. 

I feel great Good News in the recovery that takes 
place in the DTES, and the faithfulness and joy of 
the people who move each forward into sobriety. 

Pierre Beaulieu, who moved from addiction on 
the street into the strength of helping others into 
recovery, is a beautifid example. He is now the 
Executive Director of New Step Recovery in 
Surrey, and wants to open a recovery house in a 
residential hotel right in the DTES. People in 
addiction on the street love him. 

Major Sam Fame is another wonderful example. 
He has been running the Harbour Light Mission on 
Cordova for years. Unable to bear watching people 
die anymore he has opened temporary shelter 
across the street from Harbour Light called "The 
Haven" and staffed it with former street addicts in 
recovery who were trained in the Safe Ride Van. 
They are moving people from living on the street 
into shelter into detox then off the street into 
recovery and treatment. One of the staff, Scott, 1 
have found especially encouraging. Sam Fame has 
also done renovations to the Harbour Light Detox 
so, for the first time, they will be able to detox 
women there. He went ahead with this without 
Provincial fbnding just because it had to be done 
and women were dying while they waited. 

The DTES is a traditional artists' community, 
like the Village in New York and Rivre Gauche in 

Paris. The top floor of Camegie Centre often has 
art exhibits of neighbourhood artists. One of the 
volunteers, Margeurite T, has useful understanding 
of conlnlunicating through art with marginalized 
people. Margeurite is moving into a new subsidized 
artists' housing co-operative in the DTES which 
the City has been instrumental in bringing together. 

Frances Bula, a reporter from the Sun who is on 
sabbatical this year and has been conversing with 
many people who live in poverty, has been telling 
me about her surprise at the high intelligence, 
education and political analysis of many of the 
marginalized people she has listened to. Camegie 
Centre Librarians could speak beautifully to this. 
Also the poets - Bud Osborn, Leigh, Shawn and 
many others.. (some of the poets are published). 
Tom Laviolette will know many of these folk. 

Mrs. Victoria Paulanko is the 94 year-old resident 
of the Bums Block (I  8 W. Hastings). Everyone 
calls her "Mrs. Mack". Her friend and protector 
Charles Pitch will probably answer the door and 
the phone. Having lived there since time began and 
having a good memory and a great spirit, she 
would be a wonderful person from whom to collect 
an oral history. Soon. 

Some of the food lines are OK. The Sisters of 
Atonement at Cordova and Dunlevy have easy to 
identify ingredients. There is good quality, 
balanced free food at Quest in St. James church 
basement at noon on Tuesday. Val Munroe is a 



Nutritionst who is supervising a project working 
to improve the quality and availability of food in 
the DTES. Val can be reached at the Burrard 
Health Unit at 736-9844. 
There are two men in their 90's who have lived 

about 50 years each in the Orwell Hotel. Last time 
I was there I had to tell one of them I was "too old" 
for him. The good news is that lifestyle doesn't 
impact longevity and vigour nearly as much as our 
doctors would have us believe! 

SOUP ON WHEELS 
for Ellen Woodsworth 

You know 
God would never serve soup 
made with sour vegetables 
Likewise 
1 don't think 
God would ever 
serve canned prayers 
to fashion-minded men 
wearing 
designer sandals 
with sport motifs 
In fact 

I think 
God is a woman 
not some gunslinger 
from Mount Sinai 
Her soups a fresh meadow 
of seasonal vegetables 
and homemade bread. 

They also say 
that God is 
a prisoner. 
A prisoner 
of violent 
human pretensions. 
Still others say 
that God is a window 
made of poetry 
and unconditional love. 
She is very familiar with 

the poverty 
of choice. 
Convicts say 
that god's a door 
with crossed legs 
and that she 
sits peacefully 
outside empty courtrooms 
and comedy stores. 

Some say God's only 
a sacred suggestion 
taken from the 
new pagan rituals 
of modem proletariats 
and the other normal 
consequences of capitalism. 
Some say God 
humbly slides around the neighbourhood 
disguised as a traffic light 
or an old lottery ticket. 

They say you can find her 
on the floors of the stock exchange 
or hanging around Main and Hastings 
watchig the lonely 
pour between their partners 
looking for a friend. 
Could this God 
ever serve 
sour soup 
and stale bread? 

Leigh Donohue 

nest by s.millar 

as towers loom 
currency's cut 
propaganda propagates 
addicts die 
as cops're loosened 
elders're mugged 
dealers fatten 
children're abused 
as eyes're blackened 
cockroaches Ikck 
sirens wail 
investors speculate 
as senses dull 
commuters disassociate 
politicians sqwack 
illness inhabits 

as bread molds 
thieves steal 
tourists blanch 
stomachs growl 
as cameras roll 
rumours spread 
hotels rot 
loneliness aches 
as dreams die 
traffic grates 
the pious flinch 
cries echo 
and all 
there remains connection 
an oasis reaffirming life 
something here brings 
us together 
and unity is our struggle 
collective will moves me 
where I can't get alone 
I am embraced by communit~ 
feeling I am home 

/ 



Poet, Sing Your Song! 

Among the Ewe people of West Africa, when 
conlnlunity members are suffering greatly, they go 
to one who can sing their pain, and 
the poet sings: 

"Not of myself did I become a singer 
What is too heavy to be born - 

Tl~at is the singer." 

Poets have sung the hope of oppressed people for 
thousands of years. For example, a blind poet 
from Ireland, Liam Dall, sang of hope and 
rebellion against the oppression of the 
English nearly 300 years ago. 

"On the edge of the Great Wood 
Under a thick cloak of grief 
A voice drifted to my ears 
With more wonder by far 
Than harp music echoing. 

If 1 were buried in Shronehill 
Firmly under a hard stone 
And I heard this same message 
So peacehlly floating down, 
I would throw up the sods from me 
And find my way back lightly, 
Informed by that sound." 

So does the poet call us back from the dead, and 
so do the Downtown Eastside poets. From 1988 to 
1990, they went all over BC, reading in 
universities, libraries, pubs, hotels and high 
schools. They also became involv-ed in justice 
issues such as higher welfare rates and more social 
housing. In the fall of '88, some of these poets 
wrote a manifesto that proclaimed their solidarity 
with oppress-ed people. They called their 
proclamation the Slug Manifesto because "our 
poetry is a slug of reality and truth in the gut of the 
fake and 
the lie." 
Poets find the words to define their own reality. 

Sheila Baxter, Jancis Andrews, Tora, Pam Fleming 
and Bud Osbom were among the Downtown 
Eastside poets of 1990, and today they have been 
joined by many others at the Carnegie Centre, the 
Gathering Place, the Portland Hotel - wherever 

hunian beings seek the healing power of the word 
and the liberation of community. For example, in 
honour ofthe women in our conin~unity, a special 
project of writings by women has been started. I t  
is called "Women Break The Silence." See Sarah 
or Beverley at the Carnegie Leaming Centre (3rd : 
floor) for more information. Telephone 682-3269. 
In his book The Rebel, Albert Camus showed that 

the "No" of the rebel to oppression was also a 
"Yes" to life, not only for the individual, but for all 
people denied the right to a decent existence. "I 
rebel - therefore we exist," Camus wrote. The 
rebel and the poet are part of, and have a respons- 
ibility to, community that includes everyone. 

Bud Osboni's poem, down here, illustrates 
the caring that embraces the world: 

"let my words 
sing a prayer 
not a curse 
to the tragic 
& sacred mystery 

of our 
beautiful 
suffering 
etenial worth" 

Sandy Cameron 



Love 'n' Hate 

Love and hate 
is a fine line 
In which we create 
In fate. 

A viscous circle 
We build all on our own 
Then call it a bond 
And build it a throne 
To be all known. 

Tears: 
Tears all shed in vain 
These thoughtless moments 
Within teardrops that fall like rain 

Silently: 
But through the blindness 
We still walk those miles 

Societies - Outcasted 

With every tear I cry 
I hear them crash 
To the depths of sorrow 
Shattering with each and every 
Good-bye 
Whimpering endless sighs 

With this loneliness 
That begins to overwhelm me 
Within my heart and mind 
My soul becomes a frozen stone 
A mask so cold to hide behind 

Forgotten: Unknown 
Within the crowds of 
No-man's land 
A web of doom and madness 
Confined within myself 
Digging my grave of sadness 
Walking the path 

n 

Hand in hand: ot 
Within: Societies-Outcasted 

Love and Hate I). L. u.: L). L. w. 

atiou ...... Presentk .... 

A concert of piano works from 
Telemann, Beethoven and Mendelssohn, by: 

Pacific Piano Trio 
SATURDAY, MARCH 6, AT 3PM 

IN THE THJUTRE. 
All Welcome! 

(Thanks to the Leon & Thea Koerner Foundation 
for the~r flnanclal support) 



Welcome Ib 7'he Moll 

Wanted: LEIGH DONOHUE 
(for crimes belonging to individuality) 

Hi. I'm Deceptive Bullshit and what follows may 
be disturbing and true. We are about to be introdu- 
ced to one of the most notorious criminals at the 
Camegie Centre today - a loose cannon, a flippant 
writer, a man with a name. Yes, under strict 
interrogation and wanton committee meetings, 
Leigh Donohue has presented himself as a member, 
a volunteer and (more recently) a man with his 
own opinions. 
On Oct. 15, 1998 a man fitting Leigh's description 

was seen lurking around a fax machine on the 3rd 
floor. A fax that said "Complain then Organize" 
was sent to City Hall. Yes, he's always admitted it 
but we, the paranoid, know he's up to something 
else. On another occasion he could be heard espou- 
sing the merits of a free phone, then later he and 
others cried foul when they heard that staff would 
no longer be able to visit sick volunteers on City 
time. They dared to complain! Leigh doesn't 
understand consensus, money, or how to shut the 
fuck up! He doesn't respect well-paid or ambitious 
authority. 

These and many more crimes point to an individ- 
ual trying to perpetuate freedom of speech. He has 
unabashedly eamed a spot on our working-class 
arrogance list. 

Leigh has on several occasions made it clear that 
he would never vote for the NPA. He's insulted the 
mayor Fillup-my-ego Owen, made fun of our 
director Marilyn Sarti, refused to take Gordon 
Price seriously and even complained about George 

Puil. He has also fought with the Vancouver 
School Board but this once unionized worker has 
turned to crimes of sarcasm and satire.. . for sliuuc 
for shame 

He has trashed the right Honourable Glen Clark 
for agreeing to a Convention Centre that will also 
house a casino and destroy our neighbourhood. He 
has spoken out at City Hall for decent housing. He 
is forever reminding City Greystone Realty or 
A Aarathon Council (it's hard to tell them apart) and 
anyone else who would listen that distrust is 
rampant and originates withlis disseminated by the 
powerful.. not the poor. He claims that lies are 
consciously spread by City Hall idiots who want to 
crush the man on the street. He goes on to accuse 
those who are sent to us by - he says - fearmongers 
and other politicians. He claims it is not the honest 
or the murdered of this society that anyone listens 
to. What the hell is this guy on about?! 

Leigh Donohue has gone to volunteer meetings, 
chaired volunteer meetings, chaired education 
meetings, been elected to the Camegie Board 4 
times and even tried to influence volunteers and 
staff on several occasions. Yes and even then he 
dared to argue with staff and volunteers of the 
Centre after they so malevolently supported him. 
(After so many tried to bring him into the fold.. . I 
tell you the man ain't got no respect.) 

Oh my stocks and bonds - it is obvious that such 
a despicable working class character needs close 
attention. (We have special 3D glasses for this 
task.) It's time to forget about those nasty drug 
problems, the disappearing detox, rice wine sales, 
victims of unsolved murders, big cock 



developments, separate glorious laws for the rich 
and pathetic laws for the poor, pesky consultation 
with communities, corporate capitalisnl and human 
justice. Let's bring the weight of the Law down on 
petty crime. Let's say that it is people's lives and 
not our own greed that motivate us.. let's show 
how intelligent and professional we are.. let's make 
the working class and the poor an issue instead. 
Let us be masters of manipulation. 
Let's say that everything they espouse is personal 

and everything we propose is powerful, 
professional, righteous and really big ... honest. 

Let's say that we, the rich, care and they, the 
poor, should be thankfil for the shit we feed them. 

Long live Monopoly Capitalism down with 
shitdisturbers! 

Deceutive Bullshit 

Editor, 
While no last night I saw him 

hold up an ad - "trap Au ~ r a t i n " - ~ u t  in a 
newspaper by a restaurant. 

That is my opinion of the newspapers, radio TV 
and all the "know-it-alls" when they start to tell all 
of us what should be done to "clean up the 
downtown eastside." These 'solutions' are "crap 
ail gratin." 

I am a poor person who believes very stroll-gly 
that until the 'know-it-alls' put on the shoes ofthe 
drug addict, prostitute, thief, jailbird, person-with- 
HIVIAIDS and lives with all of the above will they 
ever know what it's like. People in the downtown 
eastside are here because society refuses to 
understand why.. to listen. 

Money and Power are the prime reasons why our 
or any government exists - t o  kelp the few get it on 
the backs of the poor. Much of the beauty of life is 
seen by people who genuinely care. We, the people 
of the down-town eastside, care more than the 
almighty pinstriped suits and the inhumans in 
them. We must keep up the fight and never lay 
down our tools. 

Gael Marriotte 
k 

March 2 Langara nursing students: 
Hypertension 

March 9 Eating Disorder Resource 
Centre of B.C. 

March 16 Persons with AIDS 
Society: HIVIHep C info 

If you have any questions or if you are interested in 
setting up an info table, please contact Rka in the 
Program Ofice, 665-3003, 

GRENNON CREEK POTTERY 
Porcelain and Stoneware 

/' 

Beth Feldman 
886-9653 

R.R. *3, C2 Gibsons, B.C. VON IVO 
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North Star shuts down, 
Mismanagement the Reason 

On Monday, February 22nd, the Health 
Department and the City closed the North 
Star (5 West Hastings Street) for health 
and standards of maintenance violations. 
Although there are at least 29 units in this 
hotel few were rented out monthly and 
many were just plain unrentable. There 
were so many orders for repairs that it was 
impossible to count them all. 

The owners of this hotel (they also own the 
Golden Crown) let this hotel fall into total 
disrepair. The day manager was paid $10 
dollars a day, so guest fees were the in- 
tended source of making any kind of decent 
wage. 

Like the Roosevelt Hotel closure two years 
ago , the North Star is an other example 
why 

standards of management 

are as important as standards of mainte- 
nance. This is why Measure 4 of our Com- 
munity Housing Plan advocated Stand- 
ards of Management guidelines for the 
hotels. 



$130,000 - In early February, City 
Council approved this money to support the 
Mayor's Coalition on Crime Prevention and 
Drug Treatment activities for 1999. 

For the Downtown Eastide, many of the 
Coalition's activities are part of the 

Downtown Eastside Rivitalization Plan. 
Remember this plan ? 

This is the Plan that the Coalition is hoping 
will be funded by the feds. Their asking 
close to $6 million over the next five years. 
The Coalition is expecting a discission from 
the feds sometime very soon. 

$50,000 - City Council approved this 
money for the Vancouver Economic Devel- 
opment Commission. Their working on a 
strategy to fill storefronts on Hastings St. 
between Gore and Cambie. 

So ,  lots of activity (i.e. lots of meetings) 
happening this year, which fall under the 
objective of "revitalising" the Downtown 
Eastside. The problem is: 

"revitilise" for whom ? 

Over the years CCAP has reported hearing 

calls for the dismantlement and dispersion of 
this neighbourhood, mainly through policy 
measures which promote further gentrification. 
In the wake of this kind of sentiment, the term 
"revitalisation" should be considered with a 
great deal of suspicion or scepticism. 

Until further notice, CCAP remains on 
SUSPICION ALERT. 

By the way, would someone ask the Mayor and 
Council what ever happened to the Housing 
Plan or the Hotel Conversion Control By-law ? 

US spends twice as much as 
Canada on housing. 

The 2000 Budget for the United States Depart- 
ment of Housing and Development (HUD)will 
be $28 billion dollars. 

HUD is the US equivilent to Canada's CMHC 
(Canada Mortgage and Housing Coorporation), 
which has budget of around $1.9 billion dol- 
lars. 

This means that on a per capita basis, the US is 
spending double what Canada is on housing. 

Thanks to the federal Liberals (and the Con- 
servatives before them) the land of unbridled 
capitalism is doing more to deal with afford- 
able housing and homelessness than Canada. 

Since 1993, when the federal government 
backed-out of housing, close to 75,000 social 
housing units have not been built. 



CCAP ansents 
CCAP Dresents [in co-operation with1 

Deat. of Anthroaology 
and Sociology, UBC 

Nick Blomley Anthony Marcus 
Dept. of Geography, SFU Hofstra University, New York 

Thursday, March 1 1 
Carnegie ~ r t  ~ a l l e r ~  (3rd f lr.) 

1 pm 
Can an inner-city, low-income 
neighbourhood survive in a 
city searching for global sta- 
tus as a "world class city" 3 

As our second community lecture on 
property and developement in the 
Downtown Eastside, CCAP has invited 
Prof. Blomley. 

Prof. Blomley will discuss his work on 
property development in the Downtown 
Eastside, including his mapping of land 
values in this neighbourhood. 

The Politics of Drugs and 
Crime in the United States 

Any lessons for Yancouuer il 
Friday, March 5 

Carnegie Theatre 

2 Pm 
refreshments provided 

Since the declaration of 'The War On Drugs,' drug * 
enforcement, anti-terrorism and policing of violent 
and non-violent crimes in the United States have 
been lumped together in a unified policy package. 
Arrests and incarceration rates have increased, 
police forces have swollen, and a population 
explosion has occurred on death row. According to 
newspapers and opinion pols, "people feel safer" 
and crime is down. Yet, municipal governments, 
such as New York City, continue to expand their 
police forces and demand harsher sentencing. 

In this talk, Anthong Marcus (an urban anthropolo- 
gist specializing in issues of homelessness and the 
politics of drugs), explores the effects of these 
changes for drug users, drug distributors and their 
neighbours. Drawing on his ethnographic research 
in inner city New York, Marcus argues against the 
US approach of internal militarization, and advo- 
cates for more humane social policies based on the 
principles of harm reduction, not criminalization. 



She looked up and down the street. All she could 
see was one homeless person after another. She 
felt a sadness for every one of them but didn't 
know how to help. As she walked she came upon 
two very young girls. They both looked so sad and 
unhappy that she asked them, "Can I help you in 
any way? Are you hungry? Do you want to go 
home?" 

"Yes we are, but we're scared to go home 'cause 
we don't want our parents to be mad." 

She said, "They won't be mad. They are 
probably worried about both of you." She took 
them to eat at a nearby fast food place. 

"All you young girls have to do is ask for help." 
At the same time, they both said, "I want to go 
home. Can you help us do that?" 

The very next day both young girls were back at 
home just like they had never left at all. 

Lvnn Richardson 

One day, two beautiful ladies ended up in the 
7 

Royal Columbian Hospital in labour. Both Heather 
and Angie were having twins. Angie went into 
labour first, having two beautifid babies, Daniel 
and David; less than an hour later Heather gave 
birth to Alex and Alan. The four boys were in the 
nursery side by side. 

Heather and Angie did not know each other at 
this time. All the boys were wearing blue baby 
sleepers 

When the night shift of nurses came on, they got 
confused. When changing their diapers, the nurse 
forgot which twin went where and 'misplaced' 

them in wrong beds. When it came time for the 
mothers to leave, they took the babies whom they 
thought were theirs. 

As years passed each mother saw difference in 
her boys but thought this was normal. Soon it was 
time for the boys to start school and Angie and 
Heather both went with their sons on the first day. 
I t  so happened that they all went to the same 
Elementary school, but each set of twins was in a 
different classroom so they didn't meet. 

One day soon David was in the washroom when 
Alex walked in. They both just stood there looking 
at each other in amazement, but were confused. At 
the same time both said, "I have a brother - I think 
I should go get him." When all four got together 
they could not believe their eyes. "How can we 
look so mucli the same and not be brothers? Let's 
ask our mothers." After school the four boys were 
waiting for their moms to come, and when Heather 
and Angie showed up they could not believe their 
eyes either. As one, they said, "What the hell is 
going on here?" 
They all went back to Heather's house to see what 

might have happened, and by the time they got 
there Angie was crying. "Could the hospital have 
mixed up our babies?!" Heather said, "They must 
have." Angie said, "I love my boys very much - 
what are we going to do?" 

"1 would like to call my lawyer," said Heather. 
"No," said Angie, "let's not put the boys through 

somethinrr like that." 
Heather said, "I would like my son back please. 

I'ni sorry if it's going to hurt you but he is my son. 
And Angie responded, saying "I also want my 

son back but the two I have are my sons.. What 
are we going to do?! !" 

They both loved the sons they had and both also 
wanted their real son back. Angie and Heather 
agreed that they'd keep the sons they had, but still 
be part of their real son's life. They did not tell the 
boys about the mix-up at this point, for their own 
good. Heather and Angie became very close friends 
and so did the four boys, not ever knowing about it 

By LYNN RICHARDSON 



VANCOUVER COMMUNITY COLLEGE 
& 

NATIVE EDUCATION CENTRE 

FIRST NATIONS AWARENESS DAY 
WEDNESDAY, MARCH 3RD, 1999 

City Centre Campus, 250 West Pender St. Vancouver 
Activities commence at Noon with formal opening and 

welcome by Musqueam Elder Vince Stogan 
Food will be served to the public after opening ceremonies 

Interactive exhibitions include: 
Traditional dance exhibitions: Prairie and West Coast 
First Nations Educational Curriculum: Native Education 
Centre Instructors 
Button Blanket Making 
Drum Making 
Traditional Herbal Medicine: Mary Anne Perry 
Traditional Leather and Beadwork: Lynne & Rachel Crow 
Display tables, art & crafts, books 

MC'd by Mr. Curtis Ahenakew 

VANCOUVER Part of First Nations Awareness Week Marchl-6/99 

COMMUNITY "Celebrating Cultural B Educational Diversity" 

COLLEGE Suppod by Safm Campuses Committee 
B First Nations VCC 



Housing and Disability: 
A First Nations Perspective 

Affordable housing and the lack of it for the 
downtown area is a major concern for comnlunity 
groups that represent the area in housing issues. 
There is, however, a lack of focus on housing for 
First Nations people. The groups that are involved 
with First Nations housing are not pro-active; they 
are not representing First Nations concerns around 
social housing. Groups such as D.E. R.A., the Port- 
land Hotel Society and the Camegie Association 
'appear' to be pushing for more affordable housing 
- my question is: what are these groups doing on 
behalf of First Nations people who may be living 
with a disability? The strategies that are being 
implemented now do not appear to take into 
consideration the needs of the disabled within the 
First Nations population, a population that is in the 
majority in our neighbourhood. The reasons are 
many and varied why we have such a large disabl- 
ed First Nations population in this the poorest area 
of Vancouver. Some of these reasons relate to the 

* 
residential school syndrome, and in general the 

. success of the Federal Government in systematic- 
ally destroying a culture they considered inferior. 
In place of traditional values the government 
offered European ones, which were forced on the 
original peoples through education and Christian 
churches. Suddenly it became illegal to practice the 
beliefs and customs of our ancestors, or even to 
speak our languages. Oppression is similar 
wherever it appears. The damage to colonized 
peoples is immeasurable. 

It is important for the community groups that are 
representing the interests of First Nations people to 
take these factors into consideration. And unless 
we, the First Nations people of the Downtown 
Eastside, are included in the planning and 
development of adequate housing, there will never 
be any real change in our neighbourhood. 

Perhaps the groups who see themselves as comm- 
unity leaders in the matter of affordable housing 
should consider a quota system which would 

include a certain percent of disabled First Nations 
persons. We only want to be fairly dealt with. 

Another way to ensure a fair representation of 
First Nations people would be to support a grass- 
roots initiative on housing run by First Nations 
people for First Nations people. Vancouver City 
and BC Housing could buy the old Roosevelt Hotel 
(a proposal made by others in the past). The Roos- 
evelt is next door to the Camegie Community 
Centre. The proxin~ity of these two could bring a 
heightened quality of life for those people who are 
both poor and disabled by allowing them to have 
access to programs and facilities which, under 
'normal' circumstances, would be out of their 
reach physically and otherwise. As it stands now 
only a few disabled people are able to leave their 
rooms on a regular basis. These few patronize 
Camegie, a beacon of hope in an otherwise pretty 
hopeless area. 

Housing continues to be a crucial issue for all 
people living on disability pensions, welfare or low 
incomes. However I believe we can do something 
about improving the dreadful conditions human 
beings are forced to live under. By improving the 
quality of life of these the lowliest on the socio- 
economic scale, the disabled poor, the marginalized 
minorities, we can change the present conditions 
which breed discontent, misery and nlany other 
social ills. 

By FRED ARRANCE, 
President, W.A.N .D. Society 



My Love is like Raspberries 

My love is like red raspberries 
Sweet and dark and juicy 
Bringing memories of hot August days 
Rolling in the hay 
A scent of sun and grass. 

My love is the song of locusts 
Lazy whirring from the dust; 
Childhood games: wild and free: 
Give me some molasses, Grasshopper. 

My love is the salty tang of the ocean 
The sound of surf on windy beach 
The comfort of all that inevitable 
Back and forth; that in and out. 

Wilhelmina 

BROWN bACGEH SERIES 
on 

Prer ident :: (Icorgt Nit holar 
Vi(p Pr~lid~nt :: Mikt R ~ n n i ~  
Trearurer :: Jamer Pau 
'""""I (arol Romanow * b 

Mrmlrrr t l a rg~  :: Andy Hurlark 
8 Hon Man lheung 

(ONGRATU lATlONI! 

WELFARE R1 GHTS 
March 1 End Legislated Poverty 

March 8 BC Coalition of People with Disabil- 
ities: Advocacy Access Program 

A Very Special Party! 
Here's a big thank you and the best of health and 

happiness to all the fantastic people who helped 
with the "Farewell to All That" dance, sponsored 
by Bob, Muggs & Alicia. 

The event, held in the beautifidly decorated 
Theatre (thanks Eva!), was very well attended. 
Everyone enjoyed the delicious and plentihl chili 
(thanks Bob & kitchen folks) and lovely cake. The 
music was hot and rocked the crowd - thanks to 
Rob Doricette & Band. Rosetta added some extra 
sparkle and the music was appreciated, judging by 
the number of dancers on the floor.! 

This dance was really a community event - lots of 
couples, families and even an anniversary 
(congratulations to Bill & Bev Blanchard!). 

So, now back to reality- but it was one heck of 
an evening Camegie-style. You are a great group 
of people and a pleasure to know. I'll sure keep a 
lot of fond memories of you all. 

With gratitude and affection, 
Alicia Mercurio 

fom~cr progralmncr. 



O ~ ~ N T O W N  ST0 CLINIC - 219 Main; Monday - Friday, 10 a.m. - 6 p.m. 
EASTSIDE NEEDLE EXCHANGE - 221 Main; 8:30 a.m. - 8 p.m. every day 
YOUTH NEEDLE EXCHANGE VAN - 3 Routes 
ACTIVITIES City - 5:45 p.m. - 11:45 p.m. 
SOCIETY Overnight - 12:30 a.m. - 8:30 a.m. 

Oowntown Eastside - 5:30 p.m. 1 :30 a.m. 

1999 DONATIONS Libby D.-$50 
Sam R.-$20 Nancy W.-$20 Agnes -$6 
Margaret D.-$25 Shyamala G.-$25 
Jenny K.418 Joy T.-$25 Eve E.420 
Rick Y.-$25 Jennifer M.-$20 Val A.$9 
Thomas B.-$ 16 Harold D.-$3 
Rolf A.410 Bruce J.-$18 Susan S.-$7 
Kettle -$18 Sonya S.-$60 Beth L.-$25 
Nancy H.418 BCTF-$10 Yukik*$lO 
DEYAS$20 PRIDE-$20 Wm. B.-$18 
Heather S . 4 4  BCCW-$20 Bill G.-$80 
Wisconsin Historical Society -$20 
Anonymous -$3 Haycam -$70 Brenda 

Van M.P.A.-$75 Rolf A.-$45 

THE NEWSLETTER I S  A PUBLICATION OF THE 
CARNEGIE COMMUNITY CENTRE ASSOCIATION 

Micles represent the views of conbibdors 
md not of thr Association. 

I Su brnission Deadline 
for next issue 
Thursday, March 11 1 
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a lovely lady and you 
want to invite 

1999 AD 
G. Gust 

The swooning ocean swells again 
As it boils up a streak. 
El Nino and Tsunami are 
Playing hide-and-seek. 

And pieces of the flickering sun, 
Sizzling-white and dry, 
Are seeping thru the holes that man 
Bore into the sky. 

Guardians of the breathing air 
Go down in mass defeat 
To suicidal chain saws 
At the profitmongers' feet. 

Tail pipe fumes of poison fires 
Are trapped within a sphere 
Between the floor of ~arth and space 
- the Idustrial atmosphere. 
The ocean, for 300 years, 
Absorbs the sightless flame. 
Then the furnace m s  to land, 
Soon there's no one left to blame. 

Where are we now, in those 
300 years? 
Is it too soon to know? 
Who would listen anyway 
Until it all was so. 



* A meeting of community groups was held at the 
Neighbourhood Safety Office last week. It had to 
do with the City of Vancouver's much touted and 
ballyhooed Strategy for the Downtown Eastside - 
also known as "cleaning it up" and "revitalization" 
and, looking at the actual administrative structure, 
"How we are going to beat you over the head and 
encourage you to smile while we do it!" 
Point: The people claiming to speak for Gastown 
sent an open letter to City Council stating that they 
will no longer engage in dialogue with those of us 
who are, by definition, not stakeholders. All 
government support or planning for development of 
social housing, detox, treatment, homeless shelters, 
social solutions to drugs and violence 131Y' was to 
cease and desist immediately. A press conference 
was chaired by a prescription drug addict.. doctor- 
approved addictions don't eliminate one's worth.. 
and signed onto by various vested interests in both 
Gastown and Chinatown. 
Point: A bureaucrat with the Ministry of Human 
Resources was quoted as saying "homelessness is 
a lifestyle choice" and the 'president' of Gastown 
Homeowners sent off another open letter saying the 
obvious was now confirmed and therefore all prog- 
rams, emergencv aid. shelters. food or clothinn dis- 

tribution lfl'1' should cease and desist immediately. 
Point: The refusal of a City staff person to take a 
position on some off-the-wall rant by a gasbag at a 
business in~provenient kangaroo court was met 
with such caustic derision and rabid e-mail within 
the hour to all city Councillors, the Mayor, the 
City Manager E1'C that the rest of us ordinary 
mortals could only roll our eyes and sigh. 
Point: When the Mayor revealed the administrative 
structure of this "revitalization" scheme, it was 
met with a crystal clear analysis by Ian MacRae, 
President of DERA. He'd asked Phil Owen, still 
acting as mayor, to explain where the community 
fit into the grand scheme of things. Phil gave his 
sound byte and Ian thanked him for making it 
plain: "The community has no voice in this, you 
have no intention of including any local input or 
analysis or suggestions, you are going to hire 
highly-paid consultants and experts to tell us - 
again - what the problems and issues are - and not 
spend one dime on programs or workable ideas." 
Phil of course just didn't get it - guinea pigs can't 
question to what use they will put. The city got 
$1.1 million a year for the next 5 years to fund all 
this administrative structure, so various experts & 
consultants are just panting on getting one of the 
many 'positions' - but back to reality ... the 
community will remain the victim, the guinea pig, 
the surveyed and studied, while the City sets up a 
suite of offices and gets the right people to speak 
for what they will accept as "community" and the 
underlying push to gentrify and displace and lock 
up and disperse and disempower local residents 
goes on full steam. 
Point: A city staff person gave misrepresentations 
and personal opinions to the news media, labelling 
such as "minutes" of a sensitive meeting. Articles 
appeared in the Vancouver Sun, based on these 
"minutes", that portray local volunteers and resid- 
ents as obstacle to positive street programming. 
The streetworker project was conceived of and 
lobbied for by said volunteers and residents.. as a 
grassroots way to reclaim the Main & Hastings 
comers from the drug-dealing activities that now 



plague the area. The hope of the GastownIChina- 
town clique mentioned above is to stamp their wet 
dream (of making a street connecting the two 
shopping districts a no-go for anyone even vaguely 
resembling poverty or substance use (no non- 
tourists or non-yuppies) ) with the name of the 
local community centre - to deflect outrage over 
such forced evacuation onto a respected facility 
and, if you're really into conspiracy, onto the same 
volunteers and residents The city staff person and 
boss are stepping one-two to the tunelagenda of the 
same Gastown clique mentioned in the first couple 
of points, people who also got copies of these 
"minutes" while trashed volunteers still wait ... 
Point: With the appearance of the Vancouver Sun 
articles and the serious fallout of distrust, federal 
government types in Ottawa got all hot and 
bothered that "You (Vancouver) can't even get one 

little project going without it blowing up in your 
face." (add sound effects of grunts and snorts) This 
was before the $5.5 million was in the mail so they 
squeezed it for all it was worth. 
Point: The distribution of the infamous "minutes' 
is being addressed through the proper channels, yet 
the action prompted a good show of solidarity from 
most community groups when it came time for Phil 
to "announce" the $1.1 million. The action was 
seen as seriously undermining any trust or even 
working relationship between community groups 
and the City of Vancouver, just when the city is set 
to invade the neighbourhood with this army of off- 
the-block nosewipes. Community groups boycotted 
the announcement event, with one person going as 
an individual for an as yet unknown reason... 

Welcome to the Downtown Eastside! 
PRT 

In honour of the women in our community, we 
invite all women to submit writings to the Carnegie 
Newsletter. We invite you to send us your poems, 
commentaries, personal writings, announcements, 
rants or what have you. .. We'll put these writings 
together in a special women's insert in the news- 
letter. There is a drop-off envelope on the door of 
the staff office in the Learning Centre (3rd floor, 
Carnegie). 
For more information, contact Beverley or Sarah 

, .at the Women Break the Silence project. 
Ph# 682-3269 mailbox# 8319, 

We look Rxward to hearing from you! 

I & ~ e  .. &bmvi?i&/ 
Carnegie Volunteers, Tutors & Learners 

Free oldstyle Mississippi Paddlewheel - I 
Great River Trip 

Free Eats & Drinks - 
Free Fun (laughing, funny friends, nice &jolly) - 

Enjoy the Smell of the Sea 
and beasutiful scenes you've never seen 

I Meet every Wednesdny nt 2 p.m. I 

VOLUNTEER RECOGNlTION QUILT PROJECT 
volunteer asks to make a stencil of your paw print - it's 

* A project is currently underway to honour the for this quilt! 
contributions that volunteers make to Carnegie. The * Please talk to VicJ& if you'd like to help sew up this 
project is an enormous quilt which will be stitched beautifid quilt. 
together with the hands of all Carnegie volunteers. * Donations of material scraps are welcome. They will 
* Don't be surprised if Vickie Dutcher or another be used to stitch a multi-coloured border for the quilt. 



dead 
oscar from el salvador 
sitting there 
with a cane 
and a black eye , powell street 
said he wanted to talk to me 
after the meeting 
and though he'd been drinking 
sat quietly 
until something set him off 
and oscar burst forth 
with a passionate call to adion 

f the farabundo marti national liberation front 
who fought the Salvadoran generals 
the land owners 

a call for us to protest 
for jobs 
and housing 
and decriminalization 
and to protest against 
the violence of 
the police the police the police 
and the old white men 
aboriginal 
latino 
ricer 
women 
excon 
afiocanadian 
limping bleeding swollen outcast junkies 
one hundred altogether 
cheered oscar 
and when he and I sat down 
oscar said he just wanted to make sure 
the next protest included 
the spanish speaking people 
of oppenheimer park 
I told oscar it was 
an honour 
for me to know him 
a hero 
a former combatant 

the right wing christians 
the cia 
and the U.S. corporations 
to a standstill 

a smile flashed across oscar's face 
he pulled up his shirt 
to reveal a long thick scar 
zippered with stitch marks 
oscar said that was where 
the soldiers shot him 
tears filled his eyes 
and spilled down his face 
oscar said the soldiers killed his wife 

oscar of the inspired speeches and total activism 
oscar who lived in the mud in the rain 
oscar the revolutionary and rice wine drinker 
oscar who died in the war zone 

of the downtown eastside 

"the streets of san salvador will never disremember 
they know how to count their dead 

"the streets of san salvador will never disremember 
one day they shall speak out as serene justice" 

(the last 4 lines written by a poet murdered by the 
army in el salvador - jaime suarez quemain) 



Actrderrt ics to the Resctiel 

If UBC sets up a storefront operation in the 
DES, with the stated purpose of renewing or fulfill- 
ing so-called community connections, involving, so 
they say, "accessibility and visibility," and "to 
foster intellectual, social, cultural and economic 
development," and even "to provide a voice for the 
Downtown Eastside" (really, they said that!), then 
you can be sure they are only in it for their own 
interest, their own reputation and economic gain, to 
pay few students and researchers, get a few reams 
of doggerel (theses or reports) out of it, and get 
"volunteers" from the conmunity to aid and abet 
their vulture-like charlatanism. For the 9 years I 
have lived here, 1 have heard hundreds of voices 
addressing the intellectual, wlturai, social and 
economic development of the area, all froni the 
mouths of people who live here, who are forever 
being asked to participate in survey after survey, 
study after study, while the acadeniics listen and 
listen and listen (and don't hear a thing) and do 
sweet fuck all, because, of course, they can only 
do sweet; fuck all - that's what academics do. In 
fact, both of Vancouver's institutions of higher 
crime have done and continue to do sweet fi~ck all 
for anyone in the DES, and for anyone generally, 
including the students who suffer under their va- 
cant ideological glamour. 

UBC has a proposal to put in a bunch of serv- 
ices here, including health clinics, conlputer access, 
a learning center, an art gallery space etc., and they 
want to open a storefront. to convince us how good 

these things would be for the area and its residents, 
they say. Many of the organizations aalready here 
could use their help, 1'111 sure, and proposed facili- 
ties as well, but UBC, would rather place prefab 
programs, over which they can exercise total con- 
trol (the academic's ultimate desire), while the 
many real and important local initiatives and pro- 
posals, that all kinds of people have been talking 
about for a long time, they @ore with an insis- 
tence so much it1 contradiction to their claims of 
wanting community involveinent that it constitutes 
real schizophrenia. 

They also say that so-called "social experience 
raises the sense of community involvement in our 
graduates so they can better serve their local com- 
munities in the future." Poor people, that is, people 
who live in this conimunity, cannot afford to go to 
UBC or SFU, but they sure as hell serve their 
community nonetheless, and in more significant 
ways than any ridiculous over-rated university 
could ever understand (without destroying or at- 
tempting to destroy). If UBC was really interested 
in "improving its (the DES cottununity) human 
condition," then why don't they throw their consid- 
erable weig,ht behind the initiatives the coniniunity 
already has, initiatives from within, to a large ex- 
tent, the community? They don't need a storefront 
to do this. Anyone at UBC or SFU who wants to 
help us can right now, and there are a few, but this 
new storefront is just a grant grab and an excuse 
for more doggerel, another reason to give us their 
valuable academic and corporate "gifts," and to 
ignore our expertise. 

Maybe they want to educate us on the benefits of 
gentrification.. . 

Dan Feeney 


