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Haitian terror
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Mountain zombies

® Up in the barren mountains, once rich but now denuded of
topsoil after all the trees had been cut down to make charcoal,
we see real zombies. They are unfortunates whose minds have
been destroyed by exotic drugs known to local witch-doctors and
who then are used as beasts of labor.

® Our hotel, the wonderful Victorian gingerbread Oloffson,
has the Somerset Maugham suite. Chickens run through the halls
that are hung with beautiful Haitian paintings. Among the few
guests are a Nazi war criminal; a 75-year-old American who
deeply impresses us by having two prostitutes together every
night; two terrified school teachers from Philadelphia who won’t
leave the hotel; Caesar, the limping bartender who knows all;
and Jolicoeur, Haiti’s one and only journalist who dutifully rec-
ords in the paper each of the tiny number of tourist arrivals. I
am described in the press as a “Master of Business Administra-
tion.”

® Driving to the casino, we see a man running for his life in
front of our car. A pursuing Ton Ton takes aim and shoots him
in the back. My host advises me not to look back.

® I am sent on one trip to buy Cohata, the ramshackle Haitian
airline. At its headquarters I find to my dismay that it is owned
by the Ton Ton Macoute. I sit across from a chief Ton Ton who
is wearing the usual one-way sunglasses and I am informed that
for reasons of “my continued good health” it would be better to
make no more business inquiries.

® Duvalier is now gone, replaced by the new president for
life, his son, Baby Doc. The terror has abated but Haiti still
remains an island of sorrow and magic.
(Eric Margolis is a member of the Canadian Institute of Strate-
gic Studies)




