Affidavit of Mary Whittaker.

On November 5th 1998  I was walking though my neighborhood when two cops came up to me to harass me. My neighborhood is what the cops call a high drug area since a lot of people are arrested there with drugs on them. I’ve lived here since I was a kid.  I do have a history of cocaine use myself, but this particular day, I wasn’t doin’ anything wrong. 

On this day I was dressed in normal clothes since it was a little warm outside. Since it was so warm I was walking in a shaded area behind my apartment building – there are some woods back there – lots of shade. Some people call it the “Hole” since there is a path that leads to a clearing where people do drugs. 

While I was walking out of the shaded area, these two cops came up to me – one of them I know as Officer Manley, another one as Taylor.  They start asking me questions – do you have anything illegal on you? What do you have in your pocket? And things like that. This kind harassment happens all the time. Their tone of voice was very demanding – they were not very nice. One of them was right in my face and blocking the path out of the wooded area. 
The cops never asked me for identification. I didn’t have one anyway.  The cops then asked me to “search myself.”  I felt embarrassed but I knew even if I didn’t search myself – they were going to search me too.  They search me every time I run into them. It’s constant.
Taylor has arrested me in the past at least one time – I don’t remember if it’s more than that. But I have run into him a few times in the street.  He was nasty with me – in his tone. I felt like I was forced to give him what I had in my pockets. I gave him my pipe. If I didn’t give it to him – he would have taken it anyway.  He gave me a citation and let me go – he didn’t arrest me that day.  

