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THEEK-PRIEST

Violence, blight turn
farth toward politics §

PWMME. Haiti

t's clear Ron Voss has trou-

‘ble telling this story. It's a

painful memory. The images

are too: fresh; the wounds
haven't healed. -

«Whenever Voss talks about

words, Voss, 52, was a Roman
Catholic priest until last year,
when he left to direct a pro-

vleted Haiti in' 1980 and has
‘been here full time since 1989.

He tells the story. The tone
of his voice says he accepts it
byt doesn't understand, His
eyes wince.

The Mass was organized by
wealthy Haitian businessman
Antoine Izmery to honor victims
of & massacre at a Haitian
church five years earlier.
“There were threats against
the Mass. Voss says in his

eﬁdmhadrlecided to cancel
(L But Antoine came in and
@id l.fwelenhwepmpletell
¥$:we can't even pray in our

mﬁm% they killed him. We had to hide, _is like something you couldn
of course, for several hours in- read about in Nazi Germany.’

nSomc changes were, made

“’in a‘nice section of the city,

of our cars.”

Voss first became interested
in Haiti in 1974 when he visited
another Caribbean island and
found a group of Haitians liv-
ing there in squalor. He won-
dered how bad conditions must
be at home to make them want
to leave and live in a place
such as that.

He came to Haiti and saw. He
has been involved ever since,
much of it with the Haiti

um | which U.S. and Haitian

= churches are paired for cul-
ture exchanges and aid. He
works full time handling the

In his sermon, the Rev.
Antoine Adrien called for “a  Haitian end of that operation.

suspension of killing.” He called ~ He quickly became politi-
for tranquility, for peace, for cally involved when he first
Jjustice. saw the living conditions in
“Right after he said the Mass, ~ Port-au-Prince.
the attaché came in with their - “It was clear to me that what
weapons,” Voss says. “They this country needed was a
took Antoine Izmery to the Gandhi,” he says. “And then this
altar, in front of everyone, and  Aristide thing happened.”
put a gun to his head and lam-
basted him for two minutes  The politics of aid
with all kinds of foul stuff. He became a strong sup-
‘Then they pushed himdown the  porter of Aristide and dreams
stairs and out the door and  of the day hel return to Haiti.
into the streets and shot him “The situation "here is
twice in the ear.” deplorable,” Voss says. ‘I can
Sitting in the dining room spend all day at that gate out
of a very simply furnished home front responding to people who
come looking for work, for
‘Voss motions around the room.  money for their kids' school,
“This house was his,” he medicine, for some hope —
says. “He offered it for us to use. *_ anything that could take care
He became a very good friend of them. It's a horrible situation.
of mine. I was devastated after  Just terrible. The repression

rches urn

. Twinning Parish program in
Catholic |

the attachés kept
called the United Nations for worst slums, he says. Most of
help. They were at church that  the rest live in
day and watched it all, but Americans would consider
they couldn't help. Eventually,
1took the priests home in one

the rectory of the church, and
by. We

Half of the 1.2 million people
in Port-au-Prince live in the

ite against fe

Lon carts with automobile wheels haul heavy Ioads up and down the hllly streets of Port-au-Prince. Here, a
oot man walks the hot asphalt streets pulling a load heavier than most.

areas, it's a different kind of
poverty,” Voss says. “It's people
with nothing, but at least they
have clean air to breathe and
alittle land. You wonder why all
these people don't go to the
provinces. It's because there's
o money there. Here they hope
to find work or they might have
a chance if they're industri-
ous enough or sell their soul.
“There's really not much

“You can't describe a place
like this to people,” he says.
“They have to come and see

ly dressed woman is walking
down the street.

“That woman goes to work all
day for someone for a few bucks,”
Voss says. “If she has to spend
any money for that
could take up a third of what she
makes, right there. Then she
tries to come home and feed a
family and pay rent. These peo-
pleare so faithful and they are so
much seasoned to living in this

very gracefully.”

Church and state
“The Catholic Church is the

slums.

“In the provinces, in the rural

it. You have to see the people like:
that woman over there.”

He points out the front win-
dow. It's midafternoon. A neat-

that has stayed
firm with the people here,” he

‘They were resigned to the fact that
there was a government here
that would take their stuff.
Finally someone said to them,
* 'God doesn't want you to lose your
children by the time they're 2 or
3. God doesn't want you to live
in misery like this with no place
towork.' "

Voss believes people in the
United States are not aware of
what is happening to the people

there would be an outery: He
hopes there will be an outcry.
He's afraid of the possible
results of a violent uprising by:
the poor. He's afraid of the
killing that ml@t follow if peo-

Iy neéds to become more active,”,
he says. “But if needs to main-:
tain its nonviolent principles.”
Their nonviolence is in the
face of violence, Voss says. Last
Dec. 27, he says, military-police
operatives burned down 2,000
homes in the Cité Soleil slum,
‘making sure the people, includ-
ing children, were home when
the fires started. %
He's afraid. He's outspokm

L,l@i_fmtaﬂmthauhw_don_ in Haiti. If they were, he says.....about his positions. In Haiti, .

people die because of their
bellefs.

“But it doesn't do any good
to be afraid,” he says quietly,
without showing fear. “It par-

alyzes you.
"Wehavetolmepwsdrm
-allve"

PORT-AU-PRINCE, Halti
loy Jacobson slides way
back in her chair. Her
|« head relaxes, resting in the

evening darkness.

The electrical power is out
as it is on most nights. Some
;¢ light flickers from a lantern on
i+ the where she sits,
but not much, just enough
to light a way to her room, to
<+ 'create shadows on her face
" as she talks,
;. At 61 years old, Jacobson
1+ :appreciates the quiet and soft
- light of an evening, She's tired.
-2 You can hear it in her soft
voice.
5 Sometimes she's also angry.
« - when she talks about what is
= “happening to people in Haiti.
«_. But this is where she wants
to be.
-+ Here in the poverty and the
»'slums and the hunger and
~ the filth, she's found won-
derful people. And with them,
-:she says, she feels close to
+God. -

fvs -

. Jacobson is from Milwaukee.

.She owns an award-winning

landscaplngbuslnwsthere
She works here in the win-

.,Plan, targets
illiteracy rate

ter and goes back to her busi-
ness in Milwaukee through
the summer.

hstyearshhu@tm(m.é
Soleil.

ing English
to a group
of students
in a pro-
gram known
as Alpha
Tanboula.

‘The pro-
gram is being taught in a mid-
dle-class area in Port-au-
Prince, and its goals stretch
beyond teaching people to
read and write.

‘The focus extends to teach-
ing people to think, according
to the Haitian director of the
program —.who, like many
people who live here, is afraid
to have his name printed in an
American newspaper.

“You must understand, we
are trying to develop a coun-
try,” he says. “You can't devel-
op a country without educa-
tion. To build a society, you
need education. To change

Jacobson

THEVEAGHER

values, we need education. -

“In Haiti right now, we have
85 percent lliteracy,” he says.
“This is unbelievable, unbe-
lievable. We think this has to
change. With a good education,
people will start asking ques-
tions. They will ask, Why do
we have so much garbage
lying in the street in this coun-
try? Why are conditions here
so bad?' "

'Without education, he says,
people will accept the condi-
tions as are.

There is little public edu-
cation in Haiti. There are many
private schools run as busi-
nesses, but there are no con-
trols or monitors to measure
their effectiveness. There are
good schools run by the
Catholic Church.

But it's especially hard to
educate people in rural areas,
says another Haitian man
who coordinates Alpha
Tanboula.

_“The majority of the peo-
ple can't go to school,” he
says. “That is a fact. If you
leave the cities and go into
the mountains, you find few
schools. And the majority of the
people in this country live in
the mountains. We're trying to
find a way to have schools in
rural centers.”

" There are several elements
to Alpha Tanboula: adult lit-
eracy; training of teachers

and supervision of primary
schools; cultural exchanges
betwcen Haitians and for-
English as a third

“We (each adults to get
together and solve problems
in their communities, to find
projects,” the coordinator
says. “We teach communi-
ties to be responsible for
themselves.”

But educating a popula-
tion takes miuch time, gener-
ations. And the results are
not always obvious to a casu-~
al observer.

‘The situation in Haiti is haxd
now, the coordinator says. That
makes social progress espe-
cially difficult. Help is needed
— but not necessarily from the
United States government,
these men say.

“We don't want help from
U.S. government,” the school
director says. “We need help
from U.S. people.”

A difficult year

Jacobson’s hair is short
and gray. She wears summer
dresses in Haiti and doesn't feel
as dressed up as many of the
people she sees here. Most
Haitians to dress well,
or at least cleanly, in spite of
the poverty.

“This year it's been diffi-
cult being here,” Jacobson

CII dylfeelsthsloundannnunloachuspooohatacﬂwoltormdmmd
n

in Port-au-Prl

says. “It's been such a hard
time for the Haitian people. It's
by far the hardest year I've
spent here. The people are
discouraged. Normally, the

here with the Haitians.
“Some of the help here has
been very paternalistic and
that doesn't work,” she says.
“But you can come here and

Haitian people are very warm-
heaned Now they have so
many problems.”

There is an important dis-
tinction for Jacobson in
describing what she's doing
here. She's not here for the
Haitian people, she says. She's

do and I enjoy the
challenge.”

The poor need help now,

she says. And this country is

mostly poor.

“I have no idea how long
this is going to go on,” she
says. :

She relaxes in her chair.
“You know, I'm a spiritual
person, but I'm not religious,”
she says, speaking softly again.
“It's easiér for me to feel in

touch with the Lord in Haiti.-
1 feel.a covenant with God

She sighs deeply and
sinks back in her. chair over-'
looking the darkness of the’
city.
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Doing for the least of these

WL church tied
to Haitian parish

PORT-AU-PRINCE, Hait
he Rev. Jean Theodule
Domond sits in the shade

of an acacia tree and rests
before his long trip home into
the countryside. }

His parish is only 75 mﬂes
from the city. But it will take him
four hours, perhaps more, to
drive there through the moun-
tains on narrow, dirt roads.

He's a young man with
smooth features and an easy-

going way.
“I'have a very poor parish,”,

he says in slow, precise

“In the countryside, the people
have nothing for their lives.
‘They are very, very poor.

“The situation is not good
for them because the situa-
tion of our country is very bad.
There is no money, no food,
no water. There is nothing.
_This must change.”

A binding friendship

1t is Domond’s parish in
* Baudin that is the real tietoa
. group of people from St. Thomas
"Aquinas Church who visited

* Haiti last month, It's Baudin
* where they've built ties and
* friendships.

It's Baudin that they visit
each year, bringing supplies
and ideas and friendship.
Domond has visited in West
Lafayette 3

“They've given us their love
and their friendship and their
solidarity,” Domond says. “I

feel very.close to these people.
They're good friends.”

He and the others in Baudin
need that friendship now.

“The situation here is more
bad than it was a year ago,”
Domond says. “The oil embar-
£01s very, very difficult for us.
‘The rich are getting more rich
and the poor are getting more
poor. The military and govern-

ment now in Haiti is bad. They
kill people. They shoot people.
‘They're very violent. And there
is crime now in Haiti. I'm very
much worried about the futire.”

Increasing struggle

Jim Altepeter of Lafayette,

a member of St. Thomas
Aquinas, sits nearby listening.
He was one of the people who
started this close relationship

THEPARISH

‘with the people from Baudin and
Port-au-Prince. |

It's Altepeter’s fourth trip to
Haiti. The church works with the
poor in the Lafayette area, and
the first trip to Haiti was an effort
to gain a global perspective on
poverty. The other trips were a
response to the need and the
people they met there.

Ten percent of the money
collected at St. Thomas Aquinas
on one Sunday each year goes

attend Haitian schools.

The fund — 100 percent of
which goes to students —
also continues with contri-
butions from others in the
community.

*] think it's much worse in
Haiti this year,” Altepeter says.
“The poor are getting poorer.
There is a much greater strug-
gle for them everywhere.”

“The thing most missing in
the people from last year is
their immediate joy,” says Sally
Scholz, another member of the
Lafayette group making her
second visit to Haiti. ‘I really see
a tension in the people that I
didn't see last year."

Some of the sights Altepeter
saw this year in Port-au-Prince
were overwhelming, even for
aman used to the overwhelm-
ing sights of this city.

“The sewers are open in
Port-au-Prince,” he says, “There
are open trenches through
residential areas that spill
into other open trenches that
get everything. Some of them
get to be 25 feet wide and
they get garbage, trash, every-
thing. Sometimes they get

'lhls;rmnhgaslwmwalk-

Men haul So-gallon drums of gasollne to a blaek markct near the harbor of Port-au-Prince as armed police ‘
stand nsarby A long line of trucks carrying more of the black market gas waits along the waterfront. ¥

ing over th!s bridge over one of
these open sewers, there must
have been 75 men all with
shovels and all with nothing
on but shorts and they were all
down in the sewage trénch
dredging out the garbage onto
the bank.

“They had opened it up to let
this oily sewage water flow
more freely. At least a dozen of
these men were standing up to
their waists in raw sewage.”

told this story calm-
ly. And when he finished he
choked back tears. He didn't
speak for long

No hope for tomorrow

“It isn't going to get better, not
in their lifetime,” Altepeter says.
He speaks very softly. “There is
awhole generation or maybe two
generations that I know in my
heart are not going to be able
to rise above it. No — there's too
much. There's too much that
needs to be done.”

‘We must do something, he
says. But we only come for a
short time, while the people
here face these every
single day of their lives.
Hardships like clogged open
sewers. hips related to

daily life.

“I'’know children in Baudin
who walk four hours to school
each day and four hours
home,” he says. “They leave at
4:30 in the morning and they
get home at 7 at night and
they walk the hills in pitch
black darkness.

“How they do it is beyond
me. But they do it. And they
do it with a smile on their
face — every time, a smile on
their face. You've seen that
smile on the people here in
Port-au-Prince.”

Haiti, Altepeter says, is like

the open sores and wounds he
saw on people at a medical
clinic in the slum of La Saline.

“It is the wound we all'dab
at,” he says. "It is the wound
we would like to heal. But it is
a wound that continues; to
fester.

* Now, I try to tell mysell'
that I did not take part in the
undoing of Haiti, but is that
really true? I think not. Perhaps
my responsibility is greater
because I have been allowed m
see it firsthand.

“If only I could say I aid not
see or know."

Surviving day by day

‘Man views life
without illusion

PORT-AU-PRINCE, Hait
ressed in a pure white
shirt and carefully ironed

slacks, he looks deep into your

eyes.

He speaks in English, slowly,
‘making his point as though he’s
trying to print it on your soul.

“You cannot use my name,”
he says, although he has given it
freely<None>. “If they knew I was
talking to a journalist, they would
kill me. They would kill me.”

It's that simple. He's that sure.

He's a handsome man, probably
in his 30s, tall and lean. Almost
everyone here is lean.

He lives in Cité Soleil, a slum
filled with dirt, mud, garbage
and sewage. But his shoes that
shuffle through the dusty streets
are clean and polished.

In Haiti, just because you live
in the slums doesn't mean you're
of the slums.

‘A bad place now’

“Cité Soleil is a bad place now,”
e explains, sitting in a chair in
the shade of a hot afternoon. His
English is very good. He talks
about the police and military and
members of an organization called
FRAPH,

“They kill people,” the man
says. “Especially members of
FRAPH are killing people. This

there was a corpse on the
street. Last month there were
four corpses. Two of them were my
friends.

“They shoot guns into the air
every night to make people afraid,”

" the man says. “Some of them

are burglars and thieves. They
steal.

“Members of FRAPH are civil-
ians. They dress like everyone
else. You don't always know who
is FRAPH, so you have to be care-
ful who you talk to.

“T know two members of FRAPH.
‘They tell me I have no problem —
Jjust don't go out at night.

“It's a hard life. It's a very hard
life.”

Life in Cité Soleil
Homes in Cité Soleil are made of
concrete block or cardboard and

scrap metal. The roofs are rusted

metal. Buildings are wedged one right
after the other. Sometimes the
homes are separated by nothing
more than a 3- or 5-foot walkway
with an open sewer between them,
leading to bigger open sewers.

When it rains, the sewers flood
into the streets and the homes and
into the market places where
people buy food.

“There are no toilets in those
buildings. They have to go very far
to the toilet,” the man says. “There
aren't enough in Cité Soleil, and
sometimes people take a piece
of plastic and, you know ..."

Sometimes they use a bucket.
It all goes into the open sewage
canal that runs by their homes.
It's common to see men and
‘women stop to urinate in crowd-
ed streets.

‘There is little running water.
After it rains, people go through
the streets with cans and buck-
ets, scooping water out of the
gutters. They stop to wash their

7

The metal gates to the Church of St. Joseph in La Saline :

are closed with a choir singin
exhausted at the step and an
blanket lies nearby, covered b:

feet in puddles.

“We haven't had electricity for
five days,” the man says. “I don't
know how people eat. They eat
some bread and take some water
and go to bed and maybe tomor-
row they will find some money, or
maybe they will find nothing.”

And the killings continue.

“My uncle was assassinated,”
the man says. “We never found his
corpse. Just the blood. They tied
his wife and and
took him out and killed him.”

? inside as a woman rests
nf'alpt wrapped in a pink -
Yy H

‘There was a body in Cité Solzﬂ
the morning he spoke, lying fivthe
street on top of blood, a black and
red bullet wound behind an ear.
A blanket had been placed on
the body, partially covering it.

Some people say most of the

at night are fired into the
air just to scare people and keep
them from sleeping.

“No," this man insists. 'The
guns make people sleep. Do yuu
understand?

“It makes them sleep forever.”

- -
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THESENATOR

Political foes polarized by hlstory

WASHINGTON
florts to find a compromise

between Haitian President
Jean-Bertrand Aristide and the
military leaders who overthrew
‘him are “dead in the water” at this
time, according to Sen. Richard
Lugar, RInd.
- Lugar, senior Republican on
thc Senate Foreign Relations
Oomnunce, said he'd like to see

sanctions
against Haiti
after the mili-
tary coup in
1991. Strong
statements
were issued
itary leaders Lugar
along with calls

for the return of Aristide. Haitian
boat people who had been com-
ing to the United States hop-
ing for refugee status were sent
back.

‘While campaigning, President

' Clinton criticized Bush's poli- ,

cy toward the boat people. But
the Clinton administration has
continued the policy of inter-
cepting boatloads of Haitians
and sending them back.

“We adopted a policy of con-

taining the people in their own
country because they had mis-
interpreted President Clinton's
rhetoric and were prepared to
come here in large numbers,”
Lugar said. “From that point
on the administration has tried
to think of a policy on how
Aristide should be restored.”

Those moves led to the
Governor's Island accord. Under
terms of that agreement:

» Aristide was to name a new
prime minister for Haiti and return
to, Haiti on Oct. 30, 1993.

» United Nations sanctions
were to be lifted.

» Aristide was to provide a ~

blanket amnesty for those
involved in the coup.

» Raoul Cédras, head of the
military, was to retire.

Haitian Robert

Malval became the new prime
minister, but other terms of the
agreement fell apart. Aristide
did not return.

On Oct. 11, 1993, a troop
carrier, the USS Harlan County,
carrying 200 U.S. troops com-
ing to provide aid to the coun-
try was turned back from land-
ing in Port-Au-Prince by about
100 armed anti-Aristide police
attachés.

Lugar said Malval met with
him and Sen. Sam Nunn, D-
Ga., in Washington, attempting
to enlist their aid with a plan to
bring together a broad-based
group of Haitians he hoped
would include Aristide.

“Aristide backed away. He is
advised in Washington by peo-
ple who have highly unrealistic

fhis prospects,”

Lu.garsald U.S. military inter-
vention won't happen. The Clinton
administration is “sort of trapped™
in its current policy.

“If they move away from sanc-
tions against Haitl, that will be
misinterpreted,” he said. “The
Aristide people have suggested
stronger sanctions, but the U.S.
position has become one of
doubting that will help, and
some embarrassment over how
devastating the sanctions have
been on ordinary people.”

The polarization between

"ll.s not going to be easy for
these people to ever live togeth-
er,” he said. ‘I don't know any way
out but to keep introducing
them.”

Danger never sleeps

PORT-AU-PRINCE, Haiti
he roosters crow at 3 a.m.
‘The still night air of this
crowded city is never quiet.
% 1 It's cracked by sounds of bark-
“ing dogs, guns popping, a
‘woman'’s shrill scream.
*iz ‘Maybe you get used to it after
awhile and sleep straight through
«-until morning. Maybe it's some-
<thing to which you never want
*“to'grow accustomed.
' L Port-au-Prince is a city on a
lovely aqua bay, a city that rises,
«first slowly and then more and
more steeply, into hills and
mountains,
= There are few places for visi-
tors-to.stay, but ane is Hospi
—~ -St. Joseph, on Acacia Street, a
former commercial guest house
run by Catholic nuns support-
ed, in part, by the Lafayette
. Diocese.

% The white, curved building
wgth long balconies on the sec-
ond and third floors is separat-
ed from the street by a metal gate
that rolls aside to let vehicles and
people in and out. Guests don't
venture outside the courtyard at

nlzh
Located halfway up a hill, the
hospice looks out over the bay
and the mountains to the left,
overlooking endless miles of
concrete block houses with rust-
ing, gray metal roofs. Almost
all the buildings are white; here
and there one is green, one red.
If there is electricity during the
day, it's usually off by nightfall
and the city turns to darkness
broken only by lanterns and
occasional car he
¢erily up and down the many
hills.

Behind the hills, long before
you see the cars, you see the
headlights shooting up in the
dark sky, creating shadows in

THENIGHT ’

A dance

doorways and alleys.

‘Windows in many of the poor-
er homes are nothing more than
holes in the concrete blocks.
And in the early hours of the
night the sounds of people talk-
ing in their homes, in the streets,
carry through the city in a muf-
fled rumble.

Standing on the balcony of
Hospice St. Joseph in the warm
evening is like standing on the
stage of a theater, listening to the
muffled voices of an audience
waiting for a performance.

- Its:a Wednesday night in Port-
au-Prince, and after several

evenings of rainfall the people are

taking to the streets for huge
Lenten parades.

Fiery torches lead long lines
of singing people who dance
along far-off streets to the sounds
of trumpets, tambou drums and
cracking whips. The musical
'beat is fast and repetitive, the
frenzied sounds electrifying the
still night air.

Rumor becomes reality
‘The gunshots, too, come with
nightfall. And this Wednesday
night there are many. i
“Will you need a guard at the
hospice tonight?" a Haitian had
asked earlier in the day.

The local midwife uses a broom to sweep a baby from the womb during early l&bor in

*a one-room house in Port-au-Prince. Josh Bussert (left) of Lafayette comforts

woman during contractions while the father-to-be looks on.

It was a dismissed remark
until moming, when people leamed
a home several doors away had
‘been entered by military or police
agents demanding money.

Perhaps there were rumors
earlier, in the day that some-
thing was coming to this neigh-
borhood. There are rumors every-
where, always. There is no reli-
able official local news.

When the gunshots come,
they pop first in the distance;
sometimes they get closer. At
times several pops come quick-
ly, close together, as if more
than one person is shooting.
You wonder if a shot is just a
warning in the air or if each
one means someone has died.
Death is part of the night, the
Haitians say.

‘This Wednesday night there are
other sounds around St. Joseph,
one of them the sound of a
woman giving birth.

In the single room that is
their home, the young mother is
lying on the concrete floor with
several older women around
her, the father lying on a bed.

e idwife —

bym of the fading sun beaming through a door in an abandoned
Pon-au-Prlnee 1actmy, whlls a trumpet, trombone and a tambou drum beat a rhythm.

doorway. He doesn't want guests
to venture out in the night to
cross the street back to Hospice
St. Joseph.

“Attaché, Attaché,” he says
and pretends to shoot a gun.

But the guests do cross the
street and have trouble unlock-
ing their gate as they listen to
unseen footsteps pacing slowly,
steadily up the dark hill, below
the crest where they can see. The
footsteps disappear as sudden-
ly as they came.

The roosters crow at 3 a.m.
‘There are roosters everywhere.
They crow the rest of the night.
Dogs are awakened by the gun-
shots or roosters or each other
and they bark without stopping.
Sometimes bleating goats add to
the noise.

At 4 a.m. there are three gun
blasts so close to Hospice St.
Joseph that people jump from
their sleep. Some run to a balcorty
to Jook. Some don't want to move.
AAnd then comes the more fright-
ening sound.

It's the sound of a woman
screaming — a scream from

ayoung man — has come to do
his work. He takes a broom —a
stick with dried palm leaves tied
to the end —and swishes it just
above the woman'’s body, up
and down her legs and arms, her
chest and stomach.

“Sweep out baby,” the father
says approvingly to those who
have stopped by to see.

The young woman sings gen-
tle songs in her sweet, high voice
to divert attention from her pain.

The father has placed a small
metal barricade over the open

but you don't know
‘where. And the gunshots and the
screams and your imagination
and the darkness leave you grip-
ping at your sheets.
Sometimes in the early, black
darkness of. morning in Port-
Au-Prince you're awakened by
sounds that shatter the sleep
from your eyes and keep you
awake for the rest of the night.
And at those times, the gen-
tle bell of a shoeshine boy who
passes with the first warming
light of dawn becomes the most
welcome sound of the day.
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near Hospice St. Joseph.
Here, Tom Reichertof
Lafayette plays an after-
noon pickup game. Even
in a Third World nation
like Haiti, American ath- -
letes like Michael Jordan
and Charles Barkley are
popular. ol

LEFT: A leaf from a near- .
---by tree is wrapped =

against a man’s forehead>

to cure a headache. -~

When Haitians can’t

-afford a doctor.or-mod-

ern medicine, they often

turn to herbal hods:

LEFT: Alargeopen =
sewer runs just yards.
away from homes in Cité.
Soleil. In Haiti’s slums, '
-18-inch open sewers -
lead into larger open . -
sewers, contributingto -
disease. e

starts with this young, - .
BELOW LEFT: Pounding:
tambou drums beat -
rhythmically, fast, faster -
to the blare of a trumpet :
and trombone, sending .
members of a Port-au-
. Prince dance class into a
‘circle of motions, follow-
ing a leader in the last -~
sun of the day." .




