o Adrport and got into town justa aweek before wmg

i - L Hmm ants mbm émﬁbm for ﬁrm me ment érg wmg\ :

By Amy .ﬁmmﬁnb
Cn o HEN I éuz,_.,.u.oéz ,,ho
Haiti ot Hrm first Enm 5

v son Hﬁm ﬁdm Hrmm a mﬂm&o
ing suspicion that there
émm a wo&ﬁn& crisis &mﬁm

mbm noEaEmS&% nearby émamm 8 mmm the Ton-

tons Macoute, the Uzﬁ&mﬁm silent cret police, in
 theirl blue jeans, moH,Er and sunglasses, wield-
ing their waistband pistols a and billy clubs. Iwanted. v.

. tosee &EA% wmg Doc and his m_nsbvrmnmg §m®
. ‘Michele Be ubmn 1 spoke mnmnnv dut oﬁrmzsmm
Twas very. mnmmu asa onmHmb noﬁmmwosmm ‘was .
both innocent and romantic, and ,.@Eﬁm ?o_umzvﬁ
_whyIhad the nerve to gothere. b
~ _SoIflewinto m‘HmﬁmoG UE\&EH Hsﬁmgmnob&

Docfell.Istayed at the Homgme Hotel Oloffson;
the Eﬁmgmﬁos& media trickled in and &‘_mn de- -
scended en masse. We were all there attheairpoit -

in nrm E&&m ofthe Emrﬂ mm ng om the _Hﬂbm
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Bearing Any Burderi
Haiti seems almost bucolic
in this En:ﬁn ofa Sunday -
market dayin 1957, the year

- Papa Doc began hislong,
&mﬁﬁczm fule
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- Docwouldleave. And here he came, at the wheel of

the family BMW, with his wife, kids, mother, some
staffandalot om moneyint tow. Michele looked out

. from the passenger window of the silver BMW,
. puffing on a cigarette, bored by the huge crowd of

. camera-carrying journalists. They drove the car
. ontoan American C-141 Starlifter cargo plane that
.took off moH Paris,
A new erawas mEm%Ommm to begin.

The morning after, m&ﬁmsmv went into the
streets by the tens of thousands, uncorked after
years of oppression. In mwoﬂﬁ of the blazing white
National Palace, they were ecstatic and waved

green branches overhead. Hardened foreign.

and that was it. Bye-bye, Baby.

Baby Doc Duvalier, flanked @ hissisters, pays fitful attention during a ceremony in 1969

But while it has had its precious rewards, follow-
ing Haiti over the past quarter-century has also
been an exercise in impotence, like watching a car
speeding toward detritus on a highway while you're
atthe window of a skyscraper 20 floors above. The
car skids over the obstacle and crashes into the
median and begins to burn, and you’re up there
sipping Perrier inyour yoga &oﬁwmm mﬂm thinking

" you should call g11.

correspondents— noSroﬁ who drank barrels of

hard liquor and smoked Gauloises—wept uncon-
trollablyin the streets. The Tontons Macoutes fled
for their lives, not all successfully.

Ttwasan ssmowwﬂn&&m moment, and those of us
‘who covered it were hooked. Even today we Haiti
‘watchers are like a band of brothers and sisters.

" Domingue,
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THE ROOTS OF THE POLITICAL UNREST AND
poverty that have distinguished Haiti go deepinto
the country’s past. The nation has animpressive,
even shocking history-and certainly a singular
one. In the 17th and 18th centuries, thousands of
slaves were taken from Africa to this New World
island, and from theirlabor France created afabu-
lously wealthy sugar-plantation economy. Saint-
as Haiti was calleduntil 1804, was
known informally as the Pearl of the Antilles and
was the richest of the French colonies. Bythelate
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Students celebrate Baby Doc’s exile on Feb.7, H mwm. by %ms.bw bran

18th century, there were 500,000 t0700,000 slaves
working on plantations, outnumbering the master
class at least 10 to 1. When the slave revolt against
French rule broke out in 1791, it was not a fair
match. No number of Napoleon’s soldiers—who
fell left and right to yellow fever when they were
not killed by rebellious slaves—could put down
the revolution. Koupe tet, boule kay! was the slaves’
war cry: “Cut off heads and burn down houses!”
The uprising was bloody and protracted, and it
wasn't until 1804 that the Haitians were able to
declare their independence from France. It was
the only successful slave revolt in the history of
mankind.

Soit certainly was a remarkable victory: historic,
modern in the way the American Revolution was
modern. Still, imagine what it meant in régional
terms at the time. In 1804 the U.S. wasless than 30
years old. A nation that permitted slavery, it now
found itself face to face with a free black republic
only a nautical dropkick away. The angry war cry

Faan
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ches and torn uniforms of the Tontons Macoute

of the slave uprising rang in the ears of American
slaveholders. Under Thomas Jefferson, the U.S.
refused to recognize Haiti and indeed tried to
isolate it as much as possible. It simply was not
reasonable or wise to normalize relations witha
black republic when neatly all your own people of
African descent were enslaved. The U.S. did not
recognize Haiti until 1862, after the secession of
its own slave states. .

The Frenchnaturally were also slow torecognize
the new nation, and when they offered to doso, it
was at a cost: they demanded from the Haitians
150 million francs in gold (which in 1838 was re-
duced to 9o million francs). They argued that Haiti
owed this sum to France as reparations for property
the French lost during the revolt. By property, the
Frenchmeant not only plantation lands and houses
but also plantation slaves. The Haitians were, in
other words, to pay France for their own already
hard-won freedom. And pay they did, because
otherwise they would have remained under the
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crippling economic embargo that France, the U.S.

- and Britainhad imposed against the new republic.

- Paying the debt required Haiti to take out high-

~interest loans. According to one estimate, at the

 beginning of the 20th century, Haiti was devoting

~-about 80% of its vzmmmﬁ to debt Hmwmﬁmgﬁ The
“entire thing wasnot. w,ma off E#L < 1947.

' Shouldering agrievous debt wﬁmg is not good

for getting a mmmmrsm economy up and going.

Many observers argue that this obligation was the

_key element Hmp&d,m to Haiti’s culture of poverty.

Haitiis still paying off disastrous burdens of debt ,

- to the International Monetary Fund, which in
B ﬁmrﬁ Oh ﬁrmmﬁmww &SGE now be ,&Hm?oﬁ :

. EVEN WITH HISTORY TAKEN INTO >noodzH :

' there has always been a lot of back and forth
”‘.«,mEosm osﬂm&mHm and ‘among Haitians about
o why the country remains so troubled and poor.

Sometimes people blame the mmﬁmbm tradi-
tional African religious practices, also known
asvoodoo. mﬂrocmr many Haitians are Catholic
or Protestant, many also believe in the old gods.
,‘.Hrmu.,m is a saying about Haiti: 80% Catholic, 20%
‘Protestant, 100% v0odoo)) Sometimes &gmw point
0 centuries of economic mmwmnmmunm sometimes
. 0 &5 Hmme of &mﬁw&\ .Hrmﬁm sa w: om truth in
e ‘each spec ation. .

Was in a Tittle S:mmm called UE\mHmmH ona <9,,<

S Emnm vell:he wsmé H.c.n& Yvette, meEmH Abner,

. e | i mz mgm &E&mﬁ %mHm cm_ ﬁm%

H HmEmEUmH my first Hm& <oomoo anmEos Hﬁ ,

- mﬁ: r Ew&ﬁ Iwas 459 afriend whoknew the

i . ,?EEo zam mﬁ@ the twins. He Wsméaam ‘s&&m‘.
e ,nﬁoés He'd ozmwﬁm onmnmEmmmemEm SFWE.
- . upthe makeshift wmﬂm&mm It was ﬁu&N Hmﬂm waﬁ

. Ty ,éﬁnsw for &zﬁmm to mﬁmn” The naHmEOHQ was Fm- :
S o time mbﬁmﬁmggma in mwfnm without televisions
. “ormovies. The voodoo priest was mﬂﬂwgm rum

high-pitched, slightly effeminate whisper that
sounded like Papa Doc, and I've often wondered
which came first, who was imitating whom.

It's an amateur actor’s dream of a religion. When
the gods come down, they manifest themselves by
possessing one of the congregants. For each god,

" there are costumes, colors and a m@m&& mﬁﬁm of

speaking. (This is one reason Greene called his

; bo<& The Comedians, moa the éon.m French mean-

ing, “the actors.”) The gods e empower the people

they’ <m..m6mmmmmmm Baron gives orders, Erzulie
; ...mHHmhmmm.,.H&mﬁosmr%m St. Jacques bosses and
 frightens and metes out justice. I don

t remem-
ber the meﬁnEmH outcome of that service, but bad

- TOmances were mxmm someone mmam&. togive some-
" one elsea mmé Eon meters ofland, akid came in

tohave the priest cure his cold. There was dancing
and mHEdEEm We drank ﬁrm méo.mﬁmmﬁ mnﬂocmmmn
coffee tokeepusawake. -
‘Obviouslyvoodoois more than mQEm and more
than dancing. and &EWEN These gods are ar- -
chetypes, and they dwell in the Haitiani imagina-
tion alongside Jesusand ng <2.< few Haitians -
don’tknow this Hmrmpos andThave heard the best-
educated among them blame magicfor some event,

‘usually mogmﬁr:ym pers onal like an’ accident—in

- the same kind 'of superstitious way I Eﬁg say

o . .vmbm roEEm onto ﬁrm @&m at ﬁra centetof thearea

§ Y S “‘S.rmHm the ceremony was to Hme Emnm He woﬁ&
o ~ *rum on theground for the momm ithelps lure them' -

down the pole. And down they came: Erzulie, a
flirtatious love goddess, and St. Jacques, the war-
rior, and Baron Samedi, lord of the cemetery, a
favorite of Papa Doc’s. Baron always talked in a

it rained vmnmsmm I .mcu..moﬂ my zE_uHmEm meﬁ& .

thinking, as uo an Didion SozE e it. A
But when monHmw noHBEmE”m TS m@ <oomoo

- sends the message that Em is nmﬁﬁﬂo:m and Ewﬂ.; ,
- ningis fuile, mpmw are Emﬂ wrong. Voodoo values
* lifeand thei interconnect dness of the 8855:@ :
* Infact,it's notvoodoo but woéHQ that sends that
“badn ‘message, the message that life is capricious
~and | planningis futile. Poverty tells s you that AIDS

and Ewmwnioﬁm mﬁm moﬁnm om oﬂrmﬁ &mmmmnm are

: mﬁﬁmmﬁmzm even s.wms ﬁrm Hmmﬁ ow ﬁrm SOHE rmm
S\mmﬁgmsﬁm mnm cures. : ’

Poverty also teac es w.os 8 nﬁ moés ﬁmmm mﬁz .

s vm&vw &mmonmﬁ d.Now, of course Haitiazis don’t

want to cut down their trees. .dpm% re not stupid or
backward, as some commentators seem to want
to argue. Besides giving fruit and shade, the tree
is the symbol of Papa Legba, lord of the universe.
Nonetheless, trees have been mamwwmmﬁﬁm ata
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rapid rate. Why? Because Haitians can nolonger
eke out enough from theland to feed their families,
and a cut-down tree that’s been transformedinto
.charcoal can be sold to a market Jady from Port-
au-Prince for cash; and that cash can be used to
buy food and other necessities in the (relatively)
new cash economy.

The roots of the countryside poverty are compli-
cated. One reason farming is pooris that Haitians
are still using Colonial-era planting and harvest-
ing methods—hoes, scythes—and the farms are
* small, scattershot family plots. Another reason is
that subsidized produce from the U.S. and other
nationshasbeen dumped into the Haitian markets
for decades, undercutting the price that Haitian-
grown stuff can demand in the marketplace and
providing a disincentive to cultivators. As the
land gave less and less, more and more villagers
left their hometowns for Port-au-Prince to find
jobs (or, more commonly, not find them) and seek
some means of survival.

A %m%mﬁ.qu E&bmymnhzam, ot the Adlantic coast, in 1988, a year when Haiti suffered yet another military coup

WHEN I FIRST WENT TO PORT-AU-PRINCE IN
1986, it was a sleepy little city of about 800,000
people, surrounded by small farms and a few vil-
lages. Bougainvillea tumbled down flaking walls
thathid tangled gardens. Gingerbread houses lined
afew of the nicer streets. There were two big slums:
Cité Soleil, on the way to the airport,and La Saline,
nearer downtown. There was a nightclub on the
waterfront where Haitian couples danced meren-
gue in fancy clothes until almost dawn. Uptown
there were superluxurious restaurants that invari-
ably served paté de foie gras. But otherwise the
whole city seemed to me a chaotic jumble of color
and cement, of electrical wires and sidewalk mar-
kets and piles and piles of goods made in China.I
was new to Port-au-Prince. After Twent down to
live there and write a book, I began to grow more
accustomed to its thythms and sights.

After a while, I stopped noticing the brightly
colored minibuses.Iwas nolonger surprised when
I saw a truck delivering water to the slums and




leaking giant puddles, or pigs rooting about in

‘sewage near the port. I ceased to be so paralyzed

by the poverty and began to see instead the in-
domitable industry of the Haitians. I had never
anywhere seen people who were busier. Of course,

they had to be busy: just to get water, you often

had tohave a plan that required at leasthalfa day
and a walk of a mile or more. As one friend said,
laughing, “Yeah, sure we te ngv\ Butwe never get
mﬁiﬁbm done!” :

Haitians are &Sﬁa Hmﬁmrﬁm You rm<m to de-
velop amajor ironic sense of humor when youlive
in such hard nos.&ﬁosm I particular, Haitians
enjoy a good laugh at the expense of moHSmsm?

- who saynice things &uoﬁ Haiti.I HmBmEgH once
A H&Eum a Haitian friend that I loved his 8_5\5\

real life, (Haitihas something of a fictional quality
on the best of days anyway.) For me, it now seems
as if every moment I spent there—having ginger
tea with a friend, chatting with a blue-eyed priest
as gunfire rang out in the city below, going to an

- exuberant funeral, watching Aristide rearrange
his eyeglasses and give a speech, sitting at a car

wash as orphan boys used rags to somehow get
my car dirtier—was nothing more than a prelude

to the ms&@. Many of my friends have survived,

“but some have not been heard from. I’ ‘m ready to

mourn them mSm the 160,000 o1 Eon who died.

But H ve shed only a few tears so @ﬁ I think be-
cause I'm still in shock. P'm not in Haiti yet, so
Tdon't ﬁmnmamzv\ believe it. A friend of mine has

 written that even now, after ?E.Ew friends, dead,

“Ifyoulovei : so much,” he said, :s&.mﬁ about this

- plan? Yougive me your Hummm@oﬁ and you mﬁv\ rmHm .

while I go to your place.”

Butwhen I visited last year,. H realized &5 Huoﬁ. -

au-Prince of my first days there was no longer a
medium-size town. This city of almost 2 million
now stretched out over the nearby farmland and
farther. The green outlying area of La Plaine, where
the future President Jean-Bertrand Aristide started
building himself a huge house in the late 1980s, was
now just another Port-au-Prince neighborhood, as
was Freres, another village, which used to seem to
me about a day’s drive away through the country.
And up and down the steep ravines that line the
roads from Port-au-Prince to the wealthy suburb
of Petionville up the hill were new shantytowns
seemingly made of plaster and glue and paper
clips and washboards and oil drums and pieces
of cardboard and tin, where the new people from
the countryside were living, You couldn’t see any
life there from a distance, because the houses were
built so close to one another, both horizontally and
vertically, that the roofs blocked the sight lines.

All that is gone ndw, in rubble at the bottom
of the ravines.

WHEN A CITY IS LEVELED, AS WITH NEW
Orleans or Hiroshima, you have so many memories
of it and so many connections, now severed, that
it’s asif youwd lived a fiction, a novel, instead of your

out of ﬁrm rubble with his hands, he can 't believe

. or E&mwmﬁmﬁm mz he has lost.

And, of course, even what i islostis not entirely

lost. You lose the palace, but not the memory of

the palace; you lose the child, the mother, the
grandparents, the husband, but not the memory
of those people. Over time, memories come to
replace the people and places, inadequately, but
nonetheless. Parents pass down the memory to
children, or aunts tonephews, or mﬁmﬁ% tofriends’
children, and on through generations. Books guard
and concentrate those memories, and art does too,
and photographs, scattered throughout the world.

‘In Managua, another city that suffered a terrible

earthquake, people still give memory directions:
take me past the square where the old oak tree

" used to be, then go left at the corner where that
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church was. Reality is fleeting, and what seems
substantial is not really so. We know this in some
way every day as we walk around doing laundry
and driving to work and picking up kids. Weknow
thatlife is precious, and every minute valuable. But

nothing can ever bring this understanding of life’s

ephemeral quality home so quickly, so solidly and
so absolutely as this utter destruction, wroughtin

less than a minute’s time.

Wilentz is the author of The Rainy Season: Haiti
Since Duvalier and other books. She teaches
journalism at the University of California at Irvine




