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  In sympathy with the families of the thousands of victims of the January 12, 2010, earthquake and in memory of my father Joseph Lemeuble Joseph and my mother Julienne Bonny.


  INTRODUCTION

  Haiti, nicknamed the “Land of Voodoo,” is full of mysteries. Even the 2010 devastating earthquake that razed Port-au-Prince and its surroundings was considered one of those mysteries. Some people tied it to the pact that the Haitian leaders supposedly made with the Devil to win independence more than two hundred years ago. Apparently God had been angry with Haitians ever since. That mystery is debunked in this book.

  The book is titled For Whom the Dogs Spy because dictator François “Papa Doc” Duvalier used the mysteries of Voodoo to control the nation. Since inanimate objects and animals may have souls, Papa Doc convinced the people that certain animals, especially dogs, could spy for him and were in his service. In fact, he convinced the people that he himself could transform into a dog! And so as a result people, no matter how intelligent, would stop speaking whenever animals were around, especially when they were talking about politics. Fighting fire with fire, I managed to use the dogs against the dictator. But can dogs really spy? You will find out as you read this book.

  Beyond superstition, there are the realities of Haiti. The ostracism of Haiti by the international powers was the price the country paid for its effrontery in challenging an economic system built on the backs of Black slaves. It took a major earthquake to make the world focus on Haiti.

  Others have written about the history of Haiti going back to 1492 when Christopher Columbus “discovered” the jewel that he called Española (Little Spain) and to which he laid claim for the Crown of Spain. But I am concentrating here on an unique slice of history in which I participated from the late 1950s to the present. In having been involved with Haitian politics for decades and having worked under four presidents, I find it important to share a contemporary history of Haiti.

  From 1967 – 1986, the struggle for democracy left about 30,000 dead by the Duvalier dictatorships of father-and-son. Thousands more were exiled. In a Cold War era, the dictators found favor with Washington, especially when the Republicans were in power. Yet, it was Republican President Ronald Reagan who finally severed ties with Jean-Claude “Baby Doc” Duvalier and pushed him out of office.

  Then it was a bloody road to democracy which has yet to flourish in a land where most of the leaders identify democracy with their own interests. In their folly, they want to hold on to power for life, even if indirectly.

  It is sad that a quarter century after the overthrow of Jean-Claude Duvalier’s dictatorship, the specter of Duvalierism haunts us again. One would have thought that that doctrine died with the death of Jean-Claude Duvalier on October 4, 2014. But, by his actions, current President Michel Martelly shows that his model is François “Papa Doc” Duvalier.


  Chapter 1

  January 12, 2010: A Life Change

  January 12, 2010, changed my life. Undoubtedly, many people, especially in Haiti, may make the same claim. In my case, the change was so profound it even surprised me. Instead of going into retirement after my second stint at the Embassy of Haiti in Washington, as I had envisioned, and concentrating on writing my memoirs, I decided to plunge into the internal politics of my country—for better or for worse.

  Around 4:45 p.m. on that day, I was at the US Embassy when I received a telephone call from an official at the State Department who asked whether I had heard what happened to my country. I had not. He proceeded to tell me about an earthquake of a magnitude 7.0 on the Richter scale that destroyed the capital of Port-au-Prince and surrounding towns; that casualties, including the dead and wounded, were thought to be in the thousands.

  “Really! Thank you,” I said. “I will call you back.” And I hung up.

  Immediately, I picked up the phone to call Haiti and dialed the Foreign Ministry, my immediate boss. No answer. I tried the Prime Minister’s office. No answer. And the President’s office at the National Palace. No answer. I made a fourth call to the cell phone of the Secretary General. Ambassador Fritz Longchamp picked up and, in an anxious voice, asked: “How did you get to me, Ray? This is a miracle. I just parked my car, because there is no possibility of driving. I am walking on Bourdon, houses are falling, right and left. I don’t know how I will get home, because there is a small bridge to cross to get to my house and I don’t know whether it has not crumbled.”

  “Have you spoken to the president?” I asked.

  “No!”

  “To whom have you spoken? Any official?”

  “To nobody.”

  And the telephone conversation went dead.

  Then the images appeared on CNN. The National Palace, the seat of power, crumbled; the buildings housing various ministries, across from the Palace, flattened. It was desolation all around. I concluded that the officials were all dead! A feeling of helplessness engulfed me.

  At that moment, alone in my office in Washington, I gave some weight to my title of “Ambassador Extraordinary and Plenipotentiary.” I felt that I had to assume the responsibilities and accept the burden of the whole country, because my superiors were nowhere to be found. I was left without instructions. Yet, this was an emergency that required fast thinking and decisive action.

  I began to call the authorities in the United States government and asked that certain actions be taken immediately. These included putting order and assuming control and security at the Port-au-Prince airport and setting up new communications towers. The major telephone networks were down. I asked the State Department to send the USNS Comfort, the 1,000-bed Navy hospital ship, to Haiti immediately. “Mr. Ambassador, the Comfort is more than twelve days away from Haitian shores,” an official told me. “But we can give you four frigates. They will be there in the morning.” Indeed they were.

  Two days after the earthquake, order was restored at the Port-au-Prince airport by the US military and telephone service partially restored. The Comfort, which was docked in Baltimore at the time, was mobilized. It arrived in the bay off the capital on January 18, six days after the earthquake and six days earlier than previously promised.

  At 5:15 p.m., the Dominican Ambassador to Washington, Roberto B. Saladin Selin arrived at my Embassy. He had walked from the Dominican Chancery on 21st Street, one block away from ours on Massachusetts Avenue. Ambassador Saladin expressed his condolences and those of the Dominican government and the Dominican people. Then, he told me that his Foreign Minister was in New York and wanted to talk to me. On his cell phone, Ambassador Saladin dialed Chancellor Carlos Morales Troncoso, who told me he needed an authorized signature to open the border crossings between the two nations. But he could not locate any of my superiors in Port-au-Prince. The Dominican Republic, however, was ready to take in as many of the wounded as possible and Dominican first responders were ready to cross into Haiti with equipment to help as soon as that could be authorized.

  I told Chancellor Troncoso that I would sign the document his ambassador had presented me. And I did. By 6:00 p.m., the border crossings between the two countries sharing the island of Hispaniola were open. Aid started to flow in and the wounded began to arrive in Dominican hospitals—by ambulance, cars, trucks, and helicopters. The Dominican Republic became the gateway by which organizations and people streamed into Haiti.

  By 5:30 p.m. Bernardo Alvarez Herrera, the Venezuelan ambassador in Washington, arrived at the Haitian Embassy, having walked from his residence on Massachusetts Avenue. After expressing his condolences and those of the Venezuelan government and people, he said he needed my signature to authorize delivery of 225,000 barrels of petroleum products—all grades comprised—to Haiti. Shipments would have to come via the Dominican border, because the Port-au-Prince wharf was badly damaged. The ambassador said the shipments would meet Haiti’s need for fuel for a full month. I signed. I also teamed up with Ambassador Alvarez in a program to have CITGO, the Venezuelan government-owned gasoline company in the United States, undertake help and rescue missions to Haiti.

  That evening I was on CNN explaining the layout of the capital and the initial contacts that I had with several officials and diplomats, especially from the CARICOM countries. Then the other television networks descended on me or dispatched limousines to rush me to their studios. I was nearly 1,500 miles from the scene, what was I going to say? With no information from my superiors in Port-au-Prince, I felt stuck, so I decided to turn the tragedy into a platform to tell the world about Haiti’s history, especially now that they were ready to listen. I wanted to reclaim the so-called “poorest country in the Western Hemisphere” as the “Fount of Freedom” for the Americas.

  By 10 p.m. that day, I learned through our consul general in Miami that the President was alive. So were the Prime Minister and all the ministers. I was somewhat relieved, but still saddened, because we had lost several of our best cadres, including some at the Foreign Ministry with whom I used to communicate. That same evening, I also learned that Signal FM, a radio station in Pétionville, the former upscale suburb five miles east of Port-au-Prince, was operating. It was the main source of information via the Internet, especially for Haitians in the diaspora. Yet, no government official had gone to Signal FM to comfort and rally the people. Why?

  On that day, I resolved that Haiti needed new leadership. I decided to return to Haiti to help provide new leadership at the top. I decided to run for the presidency.

  I had always worked to bring people together, to create coalitions. The highest post to which I ever aspired was that of secretary general of the various opposition movements. I never craved the post of ambassador. But at critical times in recent Haitian history, when the country was undergoing major upheavals, I was called upon twice—in 1990 and 2004—to head Haiti’s Embassy in Washington.

  During the crisis, however, my urge for national leadership had to be put in abeyance. I threw myself totally into managing what I could from Washington. The Mayor of Washington, Adrian Fenty, offered to help. Three days after the catastrophe, the Mayor’s staff with help from Homeland Security set up a Command Center at the Embassy. We were equipped with twenty computers and as many monitors, plus staff. On January19, a week after the earthquake, Mayor Fenty came to the Embassy to observe the work of the Center and to give a joint press conference with me where he pledged the city’s support in Haiti’s time of need.

  The Command Center was operational on a 24-hour basis. While in Washington, we had a virtual view of Haiti, especially of the Port-au-Prince area. From the basement of the Embassy, our operators were linking families together in Haiti and coordinating aid in the Washington metropolitan area. Also, the Embassy coordinated with the State Department to facilitate the travel of several Haitian officials who were stranded abroad.

  The Greater Washington Haiti Relief Committee changed its name to The Greater Washington Relief Fund and went into action. Two years earlier, after Hurricanes Ike and Hannah had devastated Gonaïves, in north-central Haiti, I had urged the various Haitian humanitarian groups in the Washington metropolitan area to form a permanent organization to be ready in times of crisis. The earthquake of 2010 was their first major crisis and they performed admirably.

  With no official instructions or directives from my superiors in Port-au-Prince, I could have done what a Haitian diplomat told me was the grounds of his successful career. “You know, my friend,” he told me, “whoever presents his head gets it chopped.” On that basis, he had been in the Haitian diplomatic corps for nearly four decades.

  Oblivious of what others said or thought, during the first days following the earthquake, I plunged into full representation of Haiti at all levels. Meanwhile, I kept hoping that the higher-ups in Port-au-Prince would eventually speak up or contact me. When, on January 14, two days after the earthquake, Haiti’s President René Préval spoke publicly, it was to display his despondency. “My palace collapsed,” he cried. “I am also homeless! I don’t know where I am going to sleep tonight!” Dressed shabbily, the words from President Préval’s mouth left most Haitians at home and abroad adrift and disgusted.

  Despite any negative feeling I may have had concerning the performance of the president during the crisis, I defended him. Appearing on several television programs, I challenged people to put themselves in his shoes. “Imagine that Washington would have been crushed as badly as Port-au-Prince is,” I said. “Imagine the White House destroyed. The Pentagon, Police departments, the CIA and FBI headquarters! Imagine the banks, hospitals, restaurants, schools. Imagine that there are no means of communication, because all the telephone companies have been silenced. So are the radio and television networks. For, almost everything is concentrated in Port-au-Prince, the capital, which is destroyed.”

  “Do you think your president would have appeared immediately on the air to speak to the Nation?” I asked.

  While I spoke like that publicly, internally I kept saying to myself, But Signal FM was still operating and all our top officials were alive. Why did none of them show up? Haitian officials seem to be guided by the same principle that my diplomat-friend shared with me and felt it best not to question authority. If the President of the Republic has not spoken, no one, not even the prime minister, dares to say anything. Any action on their part would appear as usurpation of power. Some said, “The President was under shock.” If so, he should have delegated power to someone less shocked. He should have put aside his dislike of Signal FM which had been critical of him and his team. The country needed to hear him.

  Mario Viaud, the proprietor of Signal FM, told me that he was ready to make the station available to the government, but no one had contacted him. Therefore, he remained the private voice that kept listeners informed, especially in the diaspora. Other stations, more restrictively, because of their lack of Internet connection, were also operating locally like Mélodie FM and Radio Maximum. No official visited them to rally the people.

  Meanwhile, from Washington, I responded to any direct or indirect attack on Haiti. Reverend Pat Robertson, the conservative evangelical icon from Virginia, gave me the best opportunity to shed light on Haiti.

  In an interview with Rachel Maddow on MSNBC, Rev. Robertson said that the earthquake that hit Haiti was God’s punishment for the pact that the Haitian leaders had signed with the Devil to obtain their independence. He was no doubt referring to the “Ceremony of Cayman Woods,” in northern Haiti, not far from Cap-Haïtien, Haiti’s second largest city. On August 14, 1791, a slave named Boukman, of Jamaican ancestry, presided over a big nocturnal religious ceremony that is considered the debut of the slave insurrection against the French slave holders. It was their usual Saturday night Voodoo ceremony and one would suspect that it would be well attended. At one point in the ceremony, a huge pig was slain and its blood passed around for all to taste. The sharing of the blood represented a pact to work against their oppressors.

  I was in the Washington studio of NBC when Rev. Robertson made his offensive remarks. I declined to answer Ms. Maddow’s questions about the earthquake until I addressed the statement of the conservative minister. “Some people don’t know the history of their country. Otherwise, they would have known that the so-called pact with the Devil signed by the Haitians had allowed the United States of America to become the country it is today. For, it was our defeat of Napoléon Bonaparte’s army that forced the French to sell the Louisiana Territory in 1803.” Indeed, with the stroke of a pen, the new American nation more than doubled its territory overnight.

  “It was also that pact with the Devil that allowed Simon Bolivar to depart from Haiti in 1816 with boats, arms, ammunition, and men to go liberate Gran Colombia. Obviously, Haiti is the only country which has yet to benefit from the alleged pact with the Devil.”

  My comments on CNBC brought me an avalanche of mail, all laudatory and supportive. I don’t know what kind of response CNBC got, but I would venture to say that it must have been overwhelming. Somehow, this short history lesson had an impact that put Haiti in a new light for many. For months afterward, I was approached in restaurants, on flights and elsewhere by complete strangers to thank me for speaking out on their behalf.

  The Congressional Black Caucus (CBC), the bloc of African American legislators in the US Congress, came to my support immediately. Soon after my intervention on CNBC, a CBC delegation, led by its chairperson, Congresswoman Barbara Lee (Democrat of California), came to the Embassy to give a press conference in support of Haiti and of what I was doing. Moreover, I was invited to Congress to address the Black Caucus. One Congressman stood up and, no doubt, echoing the sentiment of almost all, spoke emotionally, “Brother, you spoke for us when you responded to Pat Robertson the way you did.”

   

  Churches, synagogues, and schools invited me to speak about Haiti. I addressed several congregations around Washington, including in Maryland and Virginia. I traveled to states like California, Florida, Texas, Missouri, Pennsylvania, New York, New Jersey, Connecticut, and Massachusetts, to tell the history of Haiti and how it is intertwined with that of the United States and of the Western Hemisphere.

  I addressed students of all levels—from elementary schools like the prestigious Georgetown Day School in Washington to universities such as George Washington University, Yale, Princeton, University of Virginia and others. I was often asked about Haiti’s alleged influence in changing the course of history in America and in the Western Hemisphere. With a dose of incredulity, students often asked about how a country as poor as Haiti could have helped America.

  Haitians fought for America’s freedom, even before Haiti gained its own independence. The participation of soldiers from Haiti under the command of French officers, like Comte d’Estaing in the Battle of Savannah, Georgia, goes back to 1779. Many of those soldiers were also at the Battle of Yorktown under General Lafayette. Finally, in 2007, the City of Savannah unveiled a monument in the center of town to the memory of the “Chasseurs Volontaires de St. Domingue,” the elite fighters who covered the retreat of the American forces. Those fighters were precursors of Haitians.

  However, the Louisiana Purchase remains the most important indirect contribution of the Haitian revolutionaries to the United States. Faced with the loss of their wealthiest colony, the French dispatched about 40,000 troops to the colony in 1802. Their mission was to squash the slave revolt and continue on to the “Northern Territories,” or Louisiana, which was comprised of land west of the Mississippi River to the Rockies, and from the Gulf of Mexico to the Canadian border. The French plan was foiled when the Haitian combatants signed a pact of unity at Arcahaie on May 18, 1803. Former Black slaves had teamed up with freed mulattoes to fight the French.

  When the French learned about the “Congress of Arcahaie,” they knew they could no longer resist such a united force. Retroactively, they signed, on April 30, 1803, the document finalizing the sale of the Louisiana Territory. There is no doubt that the French did not want the Haitians to get credit for setting up an empire in the New World. On November 18, 1803, six months after the May 18 unity pact, the French were vanquished at the Battle of Vertières, near Cap Haïtien.

  Haitian involvement in the development of the United States is paramount to this country’s history. It is not generally known that Jean-Baptiste Pointe du Sable, credited with having the first trading post with the Potawatomi Indians on the Chicago River, was a native of Haiti. He is considered the founder of Chicago. The US Post Office issued a Black Heritage 22-cent postage stamp in his honor on February 20, 1987.

  Pierre Toussaint was a slave attached to the household of the Jean Bérard family which escaped from Haiti in 1787, ahead of the revolution, to establish themselves in New York. When Bérard died and his family was in dire financial straits, Pierre Toussaint provided for the widow to help maintain her status in society until she died. A hairdresser for ladies of high society, Pierre Toussaint became a wealthy man who attended to the needy. He built a school and an orphanage for poor Blacks, and is known to have discreetly provided financially for some French expatriates in need. A devout Catholic, it is written that he attended mass daily at the St. Peter’s Roman Catholic Church in New York. He contributed handsomely for the advancement of his church which, in turn, has honored him in death. The church where he worshipped in downtown New York City is located on Pierre Toussaint Square, at Barclay and Church Streets, near the World Trade Center. In 1990, the bones of Pierre Toussaint were transferred from the old Negro cemetery in downtown Manhattan to a vault under St. Patrick’s Cathedral on Fifth Avenue, the only layman to share that dwelling with departed bishops and cardinals.

  Mother Mary Elizabeth Lange, the nun who arrived in the United States around 1817, is credited to have founded the first school for Black girls in Baltimore. Her work allowed the emergence of an educated class of Black women in Baltimore.

  Haiti has produced giants in various domains and they have impacted America and the world in immeasurable ways. The tragic earthquake allowed me to talk about Haiti in a new light. Undoubtedly, Haiti would not be the “poorest country in the Western Hemisphere” today, had it not challenged slavery and the economic order in force over five centuries. Haiti did not obtain its independence in the ’50s and ’60s when many countries in the so-called Third World were shedding their colonial yoke and were being wooed by East and West looking for potential allies in the ideological war that shook the world.

   

  The earthquake allowed me to appreciate human solidarity and kindness in adversity in America. Reportedly half of US households contributed something for Haitian relief. Children in schools collected their dollars and cents that were delivered to the Embassy. Great was my surprise when my secretary announced that a group of homeless folks from Washington had come to see me. They had a special donation to make for the victims of the earthquake.

  I received them in my office. The delegation of about a dozen homeless men and women had brought their dollars which were counted in front of me. It amounted to less than $100. Marie-Claude Malebranche, the secretary, recorded their donation along with the checks for thousands of dollars, yea millions, contributed via the Embassy of Haiti for the victims of the devastating earthquake. By the time I resigned on August 1st, 2010, I had collected more than $4 million that was deposited in a special account at the branch of Citibank in Washington where the Embassy kept its accounts. All the money was transferred to an emergency account at the Ministry of Finance.

  Sometime in February, I received a $3 million check from the Ambassador of Ghana in Washington. That transaction caused a commotion when our bank advised that it was in local currency. President Préval, who was aware of the substantial check, told me that it would amount to only $100,000 to $200,000. I told the President that I would not accept anything but $3 million in US currency, because that’s what the Ghanaian ambassador had told me it was. Along with a delegation, the ambassador had his photo taken with me in my office at the Embassy, while I was accepting the check.

  On receiving the report about the Ghanaian check from Citibank, I contacted the Ghanaian ambassador to explain the anomaly. He said he would follow through with his ministry. Days later the ambassador called me to apologize. He explained that the accountant had made a mistake and wrote the check from a local currency account instead of the dollar account used for international operations. He assured me that this would be rectified.

  In late April, I received a new $3 million check. I waited for it to clear before letting President Préval know that the sum of $3 million in US currency was in the earthquake emergency account. For, one of the first questions the President had asked when we met in New York at the International Donors’ Conference on March 31, 2010, was: “Ambassador, where is the $3 million from Ghana?”

  If President Préval appreciated what I had done for Haiti after the earthquake, there was no indication of that. Instead, I sensed resentment on his part. The Haitian teledyòl, or grapevine, was rife with comments about the insult felt by “The Palace” about my usurpation of power after the earthquake. “He was acting as president,” they said, of my jumping into the void of leadership on the part of my superiors. Perhaps the Palace folks were reacting to comments by some viewers of television programs who had asked whether I was Haiti’s president. After all, the president and all his ministers were absent in the first two days following the catastrophe that left the country somewhat rudderless. As I already explained, I had to assume responsibility for Haiti at a time when it appeared forlorn.

  On February 12, one month after the earthquake, I accompanied a Congressional delegation on a one-day trip to Haiti to assess the situation. The bipartisan and bicameral delegation, headed by Speaker Nancy Pelosi, included several senior legislators, including Congressmen Charles Rangel, John Conyers, and Senator Frank Lautenberg. When the delegation met with President Préval and his staff, he snubbed me. On presenting the officials seated at the table with him, the President never mentioned me. When Speaker Pelosi’s turn came to speak, she rectified the slip—or snub—by acknowledging me, the ambassador who had accompanied the delegation and who had worked diligently since the earthquake. That’s when all those seated at the long table with President Préval turned to see me sitting in the back row behind the President’s team.

  The action of President Préval was deliberate, as will be shown a few months later when he came to New York for the Donors’ Conference at the United Nations on March 31, 2010. Sheila Caze, the secretary of the president, told me there was no ticket for me to join the presidential delegation in the official section reserved for the Haitian delegation. Their boorishness did not hinder me from obtaining the credentials to sit in the official section. They must have wondered how I had managed to outmaneuver them. Imagine, the president’s ambassador to Washington being humiliated so shamefully.

  The hostility of the president toward me was more obvious on July 12 during the ceremony commemorating the six-month anniversary of the earthquake. When acknowledging and decorating those who had contributed in special ways during Haiti’s most tragic hours, President Préval did not mention me. At one point in his speech that day, he cited some of the names of contributors who had given even one dollar; these were the homeless who had come to the Haitian Embassy in Washington. He bestowed honors on Anderson Cooper of CNN, deservedly so for his thorough coverage during several days after the earthquake.

  Anderson Cooper had, unsuccessfully, tried to have me criticize the Haitian authorities. While in the Haitian capital, Cooper was thwarted in his attempt to reach Haitian officials to address the issue of corpses that were unceremoniously dumped in mass graves in Titanyen, with legs poking through the dirt. I furnished him names and telephone numbers of officials in Port-au-Prince that he could contact. Cooper told me that the Minister of Information would not comment, alleging that she had just returned from abroad. So, I told him, “If she cannot comment, how can I comment on something that is happening thousands of miles away, while the officials on the ground cannot say anything?” Anderson Cooper would add in his reportage that “even the ambassador in Washington refused to speak to me.”

  At the July 12 ceremony, President Préval also honored several deserving Haitians for their role in the earthquake. Among them was former Army General and twice Foreign Minister Hérard Abraham for his management of petroleum distribution after the earthquake. But not I. He did not mention that I was responsible for signing and making arrangements for delivery of the 225,000 barrels of the Venezuelan petroleum products via the border of Haiti with the Dominican Republic.

  Not only was I not honored along with the others, the president refused to receive me, although I had requested a meeting with him weeks earlier. He appeared very surprised when he saw me seated on second row from the front at the Palace grounds where the ceremony was held. The superb politician that he is, he greeted me amiably. However, his wife, who accompanied him, was glacial. As if to say, “What are you doing here?”

  I was not officially invited to the event, although the Palace was aware of my presence in Port-au-Prince. I had visited the Ministry of Foreign Affairs soon after my arrival a few days earlier. I had met Foreign Minister Marie Michèle Rey, and inquired whether my request to see the president had had a response. It was negative. At that point, I told her the reason for my request. I wanted to discuss with the president my intention to resign my post and announce my candidacy to the presidency. I felt it was the respectful—and loyal—thing to do: to sit down with my boss first before I go public with my intention. I spent more than a week in Port-au-Prince and was never received by President Préval.

  On returning to Washington, I wrote a letter to the president in which I told him how much I regretted that I had to announce my resignation to him so formally. Unfortunately, he was unable, I wrote, to receive me during my stay in Port-au-Prince. The resignation, I stated, would be effective August 1st, 2010. Later I found out about the president’s motive for distancing himself from me. He had already decided that Jude Célestin would be his candidate for the presidency. Thus, he would not do anything that could be misinterpreted as a boost for me in public opinion, though he had little credit left.


  Chapter 2

  Fraudulent and Arbitrary Elections

  My decision to run for President of Haiti was not taken in haste. Ever since January 12, 2010, when the earthquake devastated one-fifth of Haiti’s landmass, including the capital of Port-au-Prince and surrounding communities, I felt the need for new leadership in the country. It was obvious that the current leaders had failed the people.

  My wife, Lola, who often railed at my participating in Haitian internal politics, supported my idea to seek Haiti’s highest office. She was apparently swayed by a string of people who came to our home to insist that I run for president. An influential group of Haitians in Salisbury, Maryland, also known as the “Salisbury Group,” was quite forceful in its advocacy. Some of them said they had discovered in me the leader that Haiti needs. They were particularly struck by watching me explain on television the role of Haiti in the flowering of freedom in the Western Hemisphere. They applauded at how I had defended Haiti’s global reputation in its most desperate and tragic hours, and were energized by my vision of a decentralized Haiti.

  Many of those who came to see me were enamored of a statement that became like a leitmotiv in my interventions: We must build and develop the Republic of Haiti instead of the Republic of Port-au-Prince. Many visitors told me that we need that kind of change. A Committee to Elect Raymond Joseph was set up by some important figures in the Haitian community. And they promised to work with me to make it happen.

  Lola was but one, albeit the most important one as far as I am concerned, to come forth with the idea of my candidacy to the presidency. The voice of a young man that I admire and for whom I have great respect was as important in helping me make my decision. Vladimir Jeune, 25 years old, had been living with us at the Ambassador’s residence in Chevy Chase, Maryland, since the fall of 2008. He would be graduating from Georgetown University Law School in June of that year. He was like a son to us, a very amiable and wise young man, who fully integrated into our household. One evening after I came home from a televised presentation, Vladimir walked up to me and said, “Ambassador, this is your time, you should run for president this year. I will work for you. I know young people will be excited by your candidacy. We need someone with your vision.”

  I looked him straight in the eyes and said, “But Vladimir, isn’t your father a candidate for the presidency?” He shot back: “No, no. Things have changed. Even my mother does not agree with his running.” He paused, and added: “Ambassador, you should do it. You will be surprised about the support you will find. You have become our voice and I do speak for the youth.”

  That day, reflecting on what Lola and Vladimir had told me, I thought that the Bible may be wrong, at least once. Does it not say that “A prophet is not without honor except in his own country and in his own house?” (Matthew 13:57). Here, my household is fully behind me. And people from various sectors are calling on me to lead. Perhaps I should not refuse.

  For more than four decades I had been involved in Haitian politics from my base in New York. Yet I had never been infected with the candidaturite bug once denounced by the famous priest Jean-Bertrand Aristide. By the way, Aristide would finally succumb to the bug in September 1990.

  I concluded that it would not be hypocritical on my part if I were to change my mind at this late juncture in life and declare my candidacy for the presidency of Haiti. I was deeply convinced that I was not on an ego trip. I felt strongly that I must do something in response to the irresponsibility and the apathy displayed by the leadership that was managing Haiti after the earthquake.

  Although I was physically fit, I still had some doubt about plunging into internal Haitian politics at the age of 79. I even wondered about supporting another candidate. Through the years, I had the knack of creating coalitions. Perhaps I should do that again to push a viable candidate. Besides, my “nephew” Wyclef Jean had confided in some people that he would declare his candidacy for president. Since he was under forty years old, he would relate better to the electorate, of which more than half was below the age of thirty-five. Moreover, the pop star had been involved in charitable work in Haiti with his Yelé Foundation. Indeed, Wyclef would have been unbeatable.

  However, from unimpeachable sources, I had learned that he would be ruled off the ballot on the issue of residency. I could not discuss that with Clef, because it would appear self-serving. I was also a candidate. Some close relatives, including Clef’s mother, told me they would discourage him and ask him to support me. Thus, I kept my candidacy alive, especially since I knew I could not be ruled off on the residency issue or on any other issue for that matter. How wrong I was. I had failed to take into consideration the duplicity of Haitian officials, especially the president.

  I made a concerted effort to obtain advice from a broad cross section of the Haitian electorate before I made my final decision. In light of what Vladimir had told me about his father, I decided to approach Pastor Chavannes Jeune, an influential Protestant minister who at one time was president of the MEBSH (Mission Evangélique Baptiste Sud d’Haïti), the same association of Baptist churches in southern Haiti of which my late father was the second president. On March 31, at the International Donors’ Conference on Haiti at the United Nations in New York, I had an opportunity to meet Pastor Jeune privately. He was the first person, other than members of my immediate family, with whom I discussed my intentions to run for president.

  I hedged in what I told Pastor Jeune. I said that I am under strong pressure from various quarters to run for president this year. I knew that he may also be a candidate, so I wanted to know what we could work out. I did not want to split the Protestant vote, especially since we both came from that sector. Moreover, I have been an ally of his family since the days when his late father and uncle were superintendents of churches in the MEBSH under the leadership of my father. In my youth I often visited the seaside fishermen’s community of Morency from which his family hailed. My best friend Pélège Pierre had married a belle from Morency, which is only five miles from Cayes. So, confiding in Pastor Jeune was like speaking to a member of my extended family.

  I was relieved at his response. “Listen brother,” he said, “if you finally decide to run, you will not have me facing you, but backing you.” He paused, and added, “But you know how these things work. Often it is not you or I who are the problem. It is the people behind us.” I thought I understood his hedging.

  Events will prove that he had prepared me for what would eventually happen. He entered the race anyway and was approved by the Electoral Commission which placed him seventh in a field of nineteen approved presidential candidates. He was allotted 1.80 percent of the general vote in the November 28, 2010, first round of balloting, far from the 5 percent he had scored in the presidential race of 2006.

  I had put out feelers to the Protestant community in Haiti and received positive response to my candidacy. Some delegations came to Washington to convince me that I should run, because they said the Protestant community needed a fresh face and someone who is not tainted. I never asked what was meant by “someone not tainted,” but it was obvious to me that the Protestant community was not satisfied with past Protestant candidates, such as Pastor Jeune and Pastor Luc Mésadieu. The Protestants, who had shun politics in the ’40s and ’50s, have become quite active since the late ’80s after the collapse of the Duvalier dictatorship. Considered more homogeneous as a group, Protestant voters can swing an election. In Haiti religion plays a big role in politics, just as conservative evangelicals do in the United States. The Protestants were late coming into the political game but now they represent a pivotal group.

  I was particularly honored when former followers of Pastor Elysée Joseph came to see me to tell me that with his passing, I should pick up the mantle. Pastor Joseph, they told me, had spoken warmly about me, telling them that I was like a mentor to younger Protestant leaders like him. Therefore, they felt it natural that whatever support he had should be channeled my way.

  In August 2009, before the earthquake, Pastor Elysée Joseph had visited me with a delegation at the Villa Creole hotel in Pétionville during my vacation there. The presence in his delegation of Dieudonné Fardin, the founder of Le Petit Samedi Soir magazine, impressed me. Pastor Joseph stated that God had called him to be the candidate to usher an era of change in Haiti; that he wanted my support in his venture. He spoke about the ties that bound us, going back to his late father, Pastor Volney Joseph, who was a superintendent of churches under the leadership of my father. Although we had the last popular family name Joseph, we were not blood relatives, but our friendship certainly was not of yesterday.

  I saw sincerity in the face of Pastor Joseph as he explained that he had not come lightly to the weighty decision of challenging the entrenched powers in Haiti. I had listened with much attention. Then, I told him that other Christian brothers had also told me they had heard the Lord’s call to assume leadership in Haiti at the highest level. Since Protestants were being wooed by many candidates, I proposed that Protestant leaders show solidarity among themselves. Instead of fielding several candidates of similar religious persuasions, I advised that they pull their resources together. They should organize a nominating convention which would be like a primary election in the United States. All those who received the call of God should be invited for a discussion, leading to one single candidate to represent the Protestant sector.

  Pastor Joseph looked at me intently and said, “You know how much you are held in high esteem. I would suggest that you call for that conference. I will be the first to support that. Certainly, the majority of Protestant leaders will respond to a call coming from you. It is a very good idea. Will you do it?”

  “I would have liked to do it,” I said, “but I am an ambassador, on active duty. I cannot take that kind of initiative.” (An ambassador must resign before assuming leadership in partisan politics.)

  I continued, “However, if the conference is convened and I am invited, I will definitely attend and help in reaching a consensus.”

  The wheels were in motion to organize the conference when about four months later, the devastating earthquake hit, causing thousands of deaths, including that of Pastor Elysée Joseph. God had called him home. Imagine the eerie feeling that came over me when some associates of the dead pastor approached me to say that their late leader spoke glowingly about me and that I should step forward to fill the void he had left.

  Unquestionably, the death of the pastor had cleared the way for others who also sought Haiti’s presidency. The campaign manager of another Protestant candidate came to see me to announce that a crippling disease had landed Pastor Mésadieu in a Boston hospital, knocking him out of the race. “God is working in mysterious ways,” he added. Without saying so, this brother was apparently warning me to drop out of the race. Finally, he was very direct. “They won’t let you get on the ballot,” he said. “They could even evoke the residency issue to stop you, because you became ambassador in October 2005. That means your ambassadorship did not fully cover five years when you resigned on August 1st, 2010. You should join our campaign.”

  I had become a resident of Haiti since April 2004 when I assumed the post of Chargé d’Affaires, with my work address being the Embassy of Haiti in Washington. Moreover, I occupied the ambassador’s residence. As chief of mission, I had full diplomatic immunity since April 2004. Nonetheless, in their frantic search for a reason to disqualify me, the political decision makers had even contemplated using the residency issue against me, as was done in the case of Wyclef Jean. They would have looked ridiculous had they taken that path. Finally, residency was never used to disqualify me from the presidential race. At the last minute, on the evening of August 20, 2010, the Provisional Electoral Council evoked décharge, or the lack of Good Governance Certificate, to bar me from running.

  Having resigned on August 1st, 2010, I had requested an expedited audit of the Embassy in Washington by the Ministry of Foreign Affairs. That was done. The Ministry of Foreign Affairs had delivered me a “Certificate of Good Governance,” attesting that no financial irregularities were registered under my administration, which covered six years. Based on that certificate, La Cour Supérieure des Comptes et du Contentieux Administratif (CSCCA), the equivalent to the General Accounting Office in the United States, also provided me a Certificate of Good Governance.

  But the Electoral Council, under the dictates of President Préval, decided not to accept my documentation. The last minute decision of the Electoral officials was blatantly arbitrary, because some former and current ministers, including two former prime ministers, were exonerated from presenting their Certificate of Good Governance.

  The real reason for disqualifying me was the president’s belief that I could benefit from the support of my “nephew” Wyclef Jean. Though ousted from the race, he still had a large following, especially among the young people. President Préval believed that a secret pact existed between Clef and me, and that he would steer his fans my way. With Clef’s support and that of various Protestant organizations, I was a potential threat to the president’s chosen candidate.

  Privately, the president had said that any candidate who could potentially garner 15 percent of the vote in the first round of balloting should be eliminated by any means. On that basis, Mayor Lydie Parent of Pétionville was also barred from running for the presidency. The Electoral Council alleged that as a sitting mayor, she had not obtained décharge. Yet, Wilson Jeudy, the sitting mayor of Delmas, was kept on the ballot without décharge. Wyclef was considered a sure winner and I a “15 percent” candidate. Certainly, we must be eliminated by any means.

  When supposedly independent institutions become submissive to orders from on high, there is no way for justice to prevail. The court challenge that I undertook, even all the way to La Cour de Cassation, Haiti’s equivalent of the Supreme Court in the United States, was repeatedly delayed until the case became moot. I was never discouraged in following the process to its ultimate conclusion. Not by naïveté or overconfidence, thinking that I would have won the case in the end. Rather, I was intent on proving to all that justice and democracy did not exist in Haiti; that the Executive branch, more often than not, dictates the decisions of the other so-called independent institutions. On September 9, 2010, the Christian Science Monitor published my position in an article on the matter. One sentence summed up the whole article: “This year, the elections in Haiti have begun arbitrarily, they will also end arbitrarily.”

  By all accounts, the legislative and presidential elections of November 28, 2010 were fraught with fraud. The decried Préval administration, with the complicity of the corrupt Electoral Council, attempted to steal the elections at all levels. Long before the vote was tallied, Senator Joseph Lambert, the then coordinator for the Inite (Unity) party of President Préval, had announced publicly that Jude Célestin, the party’s candidate, had won with 52 percent.

  Despite the millions spent on the campaign by Inite for its candidate, Célestin’s candidacy had failed to catch fire. Nonetheless, in the first round of the elections, the Electoral Council placed him second with 22.48 percent of the total vote of 1,074,056. Pop star Michel Martelly came in third with 21.84 percent. The apparent victor of the November 28 first round was Mirlande Manigat, the professor of Constitutional law. Supposedly, she had garnered 31.37 percent of the vote. It was unbelievable that well-known notary public Henri Céant only scored 8.18 percent, placing him fourth. Trailing were former Prime Minister Jacques Edouard Alexis and industrial/businessman Charles Henri Baker, respectively in fifth and sixth positions with 3.07 percent and 2.38 percent of the vote.

  The Electoral Council had taken its sweet time to juggle the numbers. When, on December 7, nine days after the vote, it officially released the results, rioting broke out in various parts of the country. Port-au-Prince and Les Cayes felt the brunt of the enraged voters who shouted that they had not voted for Célestin. They went on a rampage, destroying several government offices and the Port-au-Prince headquarters of Inite, the government’s party. It took the heavy pressure of the international community, including that of Secretary of State Hillary Clinton and the Organization of American States (OAS) to force a recount of the vote. An OAS commission confirmed that Célestin was in third position, thus disqualified to face Professor Manigat in the runoff. That benefitted pop star Martelly.

  The original results were manufactured by the Electoral Council to ensure the eventual victory of Jude Célestin, President Préval’s candidate. The percentage of 31.37 percent given Professor Manigat would not have changed that much. That was evident when she faced Martelly in the March 20, 2011, runoff. Her score only edged up to 31.74 percent against Martelly’s 67.57 percent. If President Préval had succeeded in his stratagem, Jude Célestin also would have trounced Mrs. Manigat. Her presence in the race was only to lend it credibility. Thus, the Préval electoral coup d’état would have been a done deal.

  But Martelly spoiled it for them. After Wyclef Jean’s disqualification, not to anger those who believed the government was biased against musicians, the Electoral Council kept Martelly in the race. Moreover, the foul-mouthed singer was not considered a serious candidate. He was not among the “fifteen percenters.” I am told that the president of the Electoral Council, Gayot Dorcinvil, wept when the results of the November 28 vote came in. He bemoaned his decision of not having ruled Martelly out at the same time with Wyclef Jean.

  Most Haitian politicians are not guided by principles. It is interesting to see their contortions when they reverse their positions publicly to benefit from certain advantages. By noon on November 28, long before the polls were closed, a dozen presidential candidates, including Manigat and Martelly, had called a press conference at the Karibe Hotel in Pétionville to denounce the electoral fraud. They railed at the government and the Electoral Council and vowed not to accept the results. Both Manigat and Martelly had endorsed the call to annul the vote. The next day, however, the two reversed their position and said they would wait for the final results. Confidentially, they had been contacted by OAS, UN and American officials who advised them that the eventual results would favor them.

  The results that placed Martelly in second position were not unanimously accepted. According to a report by the Washington-based Center for Economic and Policy Research (CEPR), the conclusion reached by the OAS concerning the elections resulted from a political decision. The OAS and MINUSTAH, as the United Nations Mission in Haiti is called, feared continued violence if Martelly were to be denied victory. Another dissenting voice was that of Ricardo Seitenfus, a Brazilian professor of international relations who was a special OAS representative in Haiti since 2008. For denouncing the heavy hand of the international community, he was forced out of Haiti, with pay, two months before his contract term ended in March 2011.

  Seitenfus has since written “Haiti: Dilemas e Fracassos Internacionais” (“International Crossroads and Failures in Haiti”), a critical book in Portuguese about his experience. For him, the whole process was a failure manufactured by the international community, including the United States, the OAS, and MINUSTAH.

  It is criminal for those entrusted with positions of responsibility to violate so blatantly the will of the people. Under lawful governments some officials would be blamed and punished for the violence that their actions cause. In Haiti, however, impunity is considered the rule. The leaders know that their punishment would merely result in losing their post in government, but not the thousands or millions of dollars they’ve unlawfully gained. Unless the country breaks from this laissez-faire attitude at the top, there won’t be any salvation for Haiti.

  While the international community apparently addressed the fraud perpetrated in the elections at the presidential level, nothing was done to redress the fraud in the legislative races. The electoral fraud of 2010 has resulted in the most corrupt Legislature. For example, the analysis of the vote in Haiti’s Northeastern Department (one of Haiti’s ten Departments, as the mini states are called) by the elections observer team of the Washington-based Democracy Project (an NGO based in Washington, was an official observer of the elections in the Northeast) showed a pattern of fraud. The numbers released by the central tabulation office of the Electoral Council generally consecrated the victory of the government candidates. However, those numbers differed substantially from the ones that were posted at various voting precincts.

  The breakdown for the legislative vote in six precincts in Ouanaminthe, in Haiti’s Northeastern Department, is telling. Joazard Claude, the legislative candidate of the government’s party Inite for Député (Congressman) came first at all the polling places when the Electoral Council in Port-au-Prince officially released the figures on December 7. But the numbers posted by central tabulation were in flagrant conflict with those photographed on November 28, 2010, at the doors of the polling places by Democracy Project. Joazard Claude’s 18 votes at the polling place Ecole Nationale Mixte in Ouanaminthe became 118 at central tabulation. Thus he was catapulted to first position from third; behind him came Noel Luckner of the party Alternativ who had 77 votes, and Emilien Patrick of the party Ansanm Nou Fò who had scored 24.

  The fraud was obvious even in the numbers posted by central tabulation. When dealing with the breakdown of the vote, central tabulation provides the same information as that photographed at the doors at the precinct level. In all the polling places, Joazard Claude was actually in third position, but through the fraud engineered at central tabulation he was placed first and declared the official winner. In the four polling places at the Ecole Nationale Mixte in Ouanaminthe, central tabulation systematically added 100 votes to the actual vote Claude had received. Thus 15 became 115; 30 turned into 130 and 10 into 110. The generosity of central tabulation knew no bounds. In two polling places at Collège Georges Muller in Ouanaminthe, Joazard Claude’s total was boosted by 200, thus 19 became 219 and 20 turned into 220.

  This was repeated in precinct after precinct, and not only in the Northeast. The conclusion, therefore, was that the 2010 legislative elections were a vast fraud and should have been challenged in the same manner that the presidential vote was.

  In an Opinion article that appeared January 12, 2011, in the Wall Street Journal, I denounced the electoral fraud at all levels and called for new legislative and presidential elections. However, privately, some American and OAS officials claimed that they had already spent $29 million on the elections. They could not afford to waste all that money. There would be a review of the figures for the presidential candidates, but the results of the legislative elections would stand, except for those in the Ouanaminthe district where Democracy Project had clearly documented the fraud.

  There was no way to oppose or derail the plan of the international community to foist half-baked elections on Haitians. I strongly thought about ignoring the second round which pitted Professor Manigat against Mr. Martelly. In the end, I decided to be involved in the camp that I believed represented change. Moreover, I was contacted by my “nephew” Wyclef Jean with a compelling message. “Uncle,” he said, “the campaign is being presented as a battle between ‘Morality and Immorality.’ All the pastors are said to be in the camp of Mrs. Manigat. I know you can change that perception. Let us back Micky together!” Wyclef had already thrown his support to Michel Martelly when he had joined his fellow singer on November 28 as they paraded together in Pétionville while denouncing the electoral fraud.

  Wyclef and I decided to support Martelly because we saw through President Préval’s game. There was evidence that the president had chosen his candidates for the runoff. He wanted Mrs. Manigat to lend credibility to the exercise, as I have already stated. But Jude Célestin would be the winner. Since we were both denied to run by order of President Préval and he had ordered the CEP to kick us out of the race, we were about to turn the tables against him, a sort of political tit for tat.

  This was the first time that Wyclef and I were going to do something political in concert. With the help of my cousin and senior adviser Dumel Joseph, we mobilized some pastors in Florida and contacted several others in Haiti. We called a press conference at the Plaza Hotel in Port-au-Prince for March 8, 2011, twelve days before the vote scheduled for March 20. Pastor Jean-Claude Pierre, from Fort Lauderdale, Florida, opened the session with prayer. Candidate Martelly was joined on the dais by Wyclef.
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