
 
ONLINE RESOURCES 
 
LITERATURE 
 
Edwige Danticat’s Facebook Page 
http://www.facebook.com/edwidgedanticat 
A place where students can view some basic info about Danticat and post to her wall directly. 
 
Edwige Danticat at Bucknell College 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qCkmLUQttsw&feature=player_embedded 
A 3-minute video made in 2011 where Danticat briefly talks about her inspiration for the book, the 2009 
earthquake in Haiti, and also gives some advice to aspiring writers. 
 
Haiti in Ink and Tears: A Literary Sampler 
http://www.nytimes.com/2010/01/17/weekinreview/17bell.html?scp=1&sq=literature%20from%20haiti&st=c
se&pagewanted=2 
 
Permanent Exile: On Marie Vieux-Chauvet 
http://www.thenation.com/article/permanent-exile-marie-vieux-chauvet 
A lengthy but engaging article describing the work and life of the Haitian author mentioned in the essay 
“Daughters of Memory.”  
 

ART 
 
Artist in 60 Seconds: Michael Richards 
http://arthistory.about.com/od/namesrr/a/Michael-Rolando-Richards.htm 
A brief biography of the artist featured in the essay “Flying Home.” Includes an image of his sculpture. 
 
Treasures of the World: Guernica 
http://www.pbs.org/treasuresoftheworld/a_nav/guernica_nav/main_guerfrm.html 
Brief overview and investigation of Picasso’s painting commemorating the Spanish Civil War. 
Large image of the painting available here: 
http://www.oneonta.edu/faculty/farberas/arth/Images/110images/sl24_images/guernica_details/guernica_al
l.jpg 

 
Street to Studio: The Art of Jean-Michel Basquiat 
http://www.brooklynmuseum.org/exhibitions/basquiat/street-to-studio/english/home.php 
Interactive website featuring the art and life of Basquiat. Timelines, video clips, audio, and online 
discussions all make for an enjoyable website for students to explore and learn more about the artist. 
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Hector Hyppolite 
http://haitianartsociety.org/photo3.html 
A few images of his paintings. 

 
HAITI 
 
Haiti Snapshot 
http://www.cnn.com/2010/WORLD/americas/01/13/explainer.haiti.facts/index.html 
Six-Slide presentation on the basics of Haitian history, with text descriptions on each slide. Great for an in-
class crash course and/or direct student use. 
 
Haiti Timeline 
http://news.bbc.co.uk/2/hi/americas/1202857.stm 
A more extensive by-the-year timeline of Haitian history, with a focus on the last twenty years. 
 
Migration Information Source: Haitian Immigrants in the United States 
http://www.migrationinformation.org/USfocus/display.cfm?id=770#top 
An interesting compendium of facts and figures, with short paragraphs describing different aspects of the 
Haitian immigrant population. 

 
Showcase: This Isn’t Show Business 
http://lens.blogs.nytimes.com/2010/01/27/showcase-117/ 
A collection of photographs by Daniel Morel, featured in the essay Acheiropoetis. Powerful images taken 
immediately after the earthquake, accompanied by an equally powerful short interview with Morel. 
 
From the Archive: Haiti, Alive 
http://lens.blogs.nytimes.com/2010/01/16/archive-9/?ref=weekinreview 
A collection of photographs showing Haiti pre-earthquake. A necessary companion to the photographs in 
by Daniel Morel. 
 
Haiti Earthquake Multimedia 
http://www.nytimes.com/interactive/2010/01/17/world/americas/haiti-earthquake-multimedia.html?ref=haiti 
A comprehensive collection of all multimedia reporting done by the New York Times on the earthquake in 
Haiti. A wealth of topics and focus points to choose from, with sort slideshows and videos that make great 
journal prompts and conversation starters. 
 
An Infographic for Haiti 
http://www.good.is/post/design-an-infographic-for-haiti-submissions/ 
A collection of inforgraphics visualizing many of the different facts and figures affecting Haiti after the 
earthquake. 
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Additional Guides and Resources 
 
Teaching about Haiti 
http://www.teachingforchange.org/publications/haiti 
A 43-page PDF originally published in 1994, and then updated in 2010. Compiled by Teaching for Change. 
 
NYTimes: 5 Ways to Teach About Haiti Right Now 
http://learning.blogs.nytimes.com/2010/01/14/5-ways-to-teach-about-haiti-right-now/?partner=rss&emc=rss 
An excellent compendium of resources put together shortly after the earthquake, including links to video, 
maps, infographics, photos, and aid organizations on the ground in Haiti. 
 
Danticat Reading Group Guide 
http://press.princeton.edu/releases/m9262.html 
Thirteen discussion questions published by Princeton University Press. 
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The Other Side of The Water  

Book Review by Amily Wilentz for The New York Times, 9 October 2010 

 

The figure of the Haitian living abroad is one that evokes bitter 

comedy and, often, envy among Haitians living in Haiti. Haitian 

Haitians can quickly spot someone from what is called the 

diaspora visiting Port-au-Prince. A Haitian friend once told me 

that the big difference, aside from a visible discrepancy in 

wealth, is that someone from lòt bò dlo (or the other side of the 

water, which means “abroad” in Haitian Creole) walks with 

purpose and studied intent, as if he or she has a destination in 

mind at every moment. Island Haitians can find such goal-

oriented behavior strange, unreal, even ridiculous, since the 

poverty of life in Haiti means that goals are often unachievable. 

 

Edwidge Danticat, who was born in Haiti and has lived in the 

United States since the age of 12, has been trying to bridge this 

divide. More than a million Haitians live in the diaspora — in 

New York, Florida, the Dominican Republic, the Bahamas, 

Montreal, France and other places — and the remittances they send home help keep the Haitian economy 

afloat. It’s estimated that about 80 percent of Haiti’s professionals live outside Haiti. In 2008 alone, 

diaspora Haitians sent as much as $2 billion back to Haiti to support family and friends. Yet although they 

are essential to their relatives’ well-being, diaspora Haitians often feel un-Haitian, unacknowledged and 

distant. Best known for her story collections, like “Krik? Krak!,” and for novels like “Breath, Eyes, Memory,” 

Danticat confronts this problem head-on in “Create Dangerously,” her new collection of essays, adapted 

and updated from the Toni Morrison Lecture she gave in 2008 at Princeton University, and expanded with 

her writing for The New Yorker, The Progressive and other publications. 

 

The diaspora conflict is particularly painful in the case of writers and artists who live elsewhere but use 

Haitian material in their work. In “Walk Straight,” the new book’s second essay, Danticat recalls 

overhearing a Haitian say, about her work, “The things she writes, they are not us.” She points out, too, 

that she has often been called a “parasite” who exploits her culture “for money and what passes for fame.” 

In response to such criticisms, Danticat writes that the only alternative for an emigrant writer is self-

censorship or, worse, silence. Nonetheless, she describes herself as “anguished by my own sense of 

guilt.” For Danticat, the burden of responsibility and indebtedness is dreadful, her escape from the world 

she writes about fraught with emotion and self-loathing. Her guilt is the worst kind: survivor guilt. 

The book begins with a matter-of-fact retelling of the executions of Marcel Numa and Louis Drouin, which 

Danticat recounts from a documentary film she watched. Both men had left their hometown, Jérémie, on 
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Haiti’s southern peninsula, to study and work in the United States in the 1950s. In New York, Numa and 

Drouin became part of Jeune Haiti, a C.I.A.-supported group of 13 men plotting to overthrow Papa Doc 

Duvalier. They landed in Haiti and fought sporadically for three months before 11 of them were hunted 

down. The grand finale of Jeune Haiti was the execution of Numa and Drouin, which took place at the 

national cemetery in Port-au-Prince in 1964. Numa was in his early 20s and Drouin in his early 30s when 

they were put before the firing squad. 

 

This dark story is the creation myth of Danticat’s Haiti, although it took place five years before she was 

born. The story of the two martyrs is woven through the book; people speak of them, remember them, 

mention them in section after section. Danticat herself goes looking for the site of their execution and 

reimagines it. One of the pleasures of reading this book is the way that Danticat self-consciously shows the 

intertwining of experience; this enduring connection is especially important to her as a writer exploring an 

opposing diaspora theme of distance and disconnection. 

 

With characteristic creativity and charmingly knotty logic, Danticat compares Drouin and Numa’s mini-

rebellion against Duvalier to the refusal of Adam and Eve to obey the command of another dictator who, 

we must hope, is more benign. From this, she goes into a short discussion of Camus’s “Caligula.” The 

logic continues to bounce as we follow her reasoning. Camus’s emperor, Danticat writes, believes it 

doesn’t matter if one is executed or exiled, but only that one have what she calls “the power to choose.” 

Drouin and Numa had already lived in a comfortable exile from which they nonetheless chose to return, 

Danticat writes. She then seems to compare them to Jesus Christ, saying they “were patriots who died so 

that other Haitians could live.” So Drouin and Numa are like Adam and Eve, but also like Jesus. Finally, 

Numa and Drouin remind Danticat of one other person. “They were also immigrants, like me,” she writes. 

As such, they were vilified and dehumanized by Duvalier. “He labeled them not Haitian, but foreign.” 

 

By the end of this section we are not sure what field we are in: Haitian history, personal memoir, 

anthropology, comp lit or religious studies. But that is as it should be. What is worthy is Danticat’s passion 

for her subject. What is revealing is the way she sees her themes of exile, banishment, emigration and — 

most important — return, everywhere, along with their implications and consequences. A writer truly and 

meaningfully immersed in her work is like a paranoid person: every piece of experience seems to echo 

back to her the subject of her work. So it is with Danticat. 

 

She expresses feelings of shame throughout, because she writes from the diaspora and is therefore not 

sharing the pain and misery (and now disaster) that the people she fictionalizes have suffered. Danticat 

has lost many relatives and friends to the harshness of being Haitian, one or two to unacknowledged or 

unrecognized AIDS, another in detention as a hopeful refugee, one to assassination, two more to the 

recent earthquake. As a true humanist and dedicated fiction writer, she suffers with these victims, always 

empathizing, always wondering: What if that had been me? 



Danticat is at her best when writing from inside Haiti. It’s a miracle, the way she captures the textures of a 

reality she was a part of for only the first 12 years of her life. The section in which she and her cousin and 

uncle climb a mountain and visit an aunt in a remote village is filled with small wonders. There is, for 

example, a description, poetic and plain, of how upon arrival at her aunt’s tiny, tidy house, Danticat and the 

others collapse onto a sisal mat and drink water while her cousins grind corn and the hens and roosters 

squawk. 

 

She lovingly reproduces the back-and-forth of conversation among relatives who have not seen one 

another in more than 20 years, and who live in different worlds and different eras. She notes the spatter of 

gunfire nearby — the village chief’s way of announcing he has returned to the village and is ready to see 

anyone who might need him. She describes the slow process of making coffee in the cooking shed near 

the stream, a cousin’s three-tiered turquoise mausoleum in the garden, the night sounds of the profound 

countryside. Most vividly, she captures the unremarked quality of the lives lived in these unheard-of 

places, so close to Miami. “I remember collecting dandelions as we passed the gardens of people who had 

known our fathers and grandfathers when they were our age,” Danticat writes of a childhood visit to this 

same place, “people who called us by the names of our aunts and uncles, people of whom there is no 

longer any trace. . . . I don’t remember my Aunt Ilyana’s house looking so isolated.” 

 

Although she knows she need not, Danticat, for all her success as a writer, still feels bad about making up 

narratives about people whose real-life stories are already so gripping. She admires exiles like the 

photographer Daniel Morel, who at great personal risk has documented the brutal political struggle in Haiti 

for decades. She looks up to Jean Dominique, the éminence grise of Haitian journalism, who lived in New 

York for a time and who later returned to work for a better Haiti. (He was assassinated in Port-au-Prince in 

2000.) Yet as Danticat’s recollections show, her singular achievement is not to have remade the actual 

Haiti, but to have recreated it. She has wound the fabric of Haitian life into her work and made it accessible 

to a wide audience of Americans and other outsiders. Through her “made up” stories, she has brought 

Haiti to life for countless readers who otherwise would have understood nothing. Danticat’s tender new 

book about loss and the unquenchable passion for homeland makes us remember the powerful material 

from which most fiction is wrought: it comes from childhood, and place. No matter her geographic and 

temporal distance from these, Danticat writes about them with the immediacy of love. 

Amy Wilentz is a professor in the literary journalism program at the University of California, Irvine, and the 

author of “The Rainy Season: Haiti — Then and Now,” reissued in April. 
 



COUNTRY WITHOUT A NET 
By TRACY KIDDER 
Published: January 13, 2010 

 

 

THOSE who know a little of Haiti’s history might have watched the news last night and thought, as I did for 

a moment: “An earthquake? What next? Poor Haiti is cursed.” 

 

But while earthquakes are acts of nature, extreme vulnerability to earthquakes is manmade. And the 

history of Haiti’s vulnerability to natural disasters — to floods and famine and disease as well as to this 

terrible earthquake — is long and complex, but the essence of it seems clear enough. 

 

Haiti is a country created by former slaves, kidnapped West Africans, who, in 1804, when slavery still 

flourished in the United States and the Caribbean, threw off their cruel French masters and created their 

own republic. Haitians have been punished ever since for claiming their freedom: by the French who, in the 

1820s, demanded and received payment from the Haitians for the slave colony, impoverishing the country 

for years to come; by an often brutal American occupation from 1915 to 1934; by indigenous misrule that 

the American government aided and abetted. (In more recent years American administrations fell into a 

pattern of promoting and then undermining Haitian constitutional democracy.) 

 

Hence the current state of affairs: at least 10,000 private organizations perform supposedly humanitarian 

missions in Haiti, yet it remains one of the world’s poorest countries. Some of the money that private aid 

organizations rely on comes from the United States government, which has insisted that a great deal of the 

aid return to American pockets — a larger percentage than that of any other industrialized country. 



 

But that is only part of the problem. In the arena of international aid, a great many efforts, past and 

present, appear to have been doomed from the start. There are the many projects that seem designed to 

serve not impoverished Haitians but the interests of the people administering the projects. Most important, 

a lot of organizations seem to be unable — and some appear to be unwilling — to create partnerships with 

each other or, and this is crucial, with the public sector of the society they’re supposed to serve. 

 

The usual excuse, that a government like Haiti’s is weak and suffers from corruption, doesn’t hold — all the 

more reason, indeed, to work with the government. The ultimate goal of all aid to Haiti ought to be the 

strengthening of Haitian institutions, infrastructure and expertise. 

 

This week, the list of things that Haiti needs, things like jobs and food and reforestation, has suddenly 

grown a great deal longer. The earthquake struck mainly the capital and its environs, the most densely 

populated part of the country, where organizations like the Red Cross and the United Nations have their 

headquarters. A lot of the places that could have been used for disaster relief — including the central 

hospital, such as it was — are now themselves disaster areas. 

But there are effective aid organizations working in Haiti. At least one has not been crippled by the 

earthquake. Partners in Health, or in Haitian Creole Zanmi Lasante, has been the largest health care 

provider in rural Haiti. (I serve on this organization’s development committee.) It operates, in partnership 

with the Haitian Ministry of Health, some 10 hospitals and clinics, all far from the capital and all still intact.  

 

As a result of this calamity, Partners in Health probably just became the largest health care provider still 

standing in all Haiti. 

 

Fortunately, it also offers a solid model for independence — a model where only a handful of Americans 

are involved in day-to-day operations, and Haitians run the show. Efforts like this could provide one way for 

Haiti, as it rebuilds, to renew the promise of its revolution. 

 

Tracy Kidder is the author of “Mountains Beyond Mountains,” about Haiti, and “Strength in What Remains.” 
 



Haiti in Ink and Tears: A Literary Sampler 
By MADISON SMARTT BELL 

Published: January 16, 2010 

 

Today is a good day to remember that in Haiti, nobody ever really dies. The many thousands who've had 

the breath crushed out of their bodies in the earthquake, and the thousands more who will not physically 

survive the aftermath, will undergo instead a translation of state, according to the precepts of Haitian 

Vodou, some form of which is practiced by much of the population. Spirits of the Haitian dead — sa nou pa 

we yo, those we don’t see — do not depart as in other religions but remain extremely close to the living, 

invisible but tangible, inhabiting a parallel universe on the other side of any mirror, beneath the surface of 

all water, just behind the veil that divides us from our dreams. 
 

That extraordinary spiritual reservoir is the source of the Haitian religious view of the world — as powerful 

as any today. As often as it is misunderstood and misrepresented, Haitian Vodou, with all it carries out of 

the cradle of humankind’s birth in Africa and combines with Roman Catholicism, has enabled Haitians to 

laugh at death, as they have too often needed to do. 

 

During the decade-long Haitian revolution that began in 1791 — the only event in human history where 

African slaves won freedom for themselves by force of arms — a prisoner of the French was awaiting 

execution by burning. Come, he is supposed to have said to his companions, let us show these people 

how to die. He climbed onto the pyre himself and stayed there, without uttering another sound, until the fire 

consumed him. 

 

The energy of souls not lost springs back into the living world, not only through one of the few surviving 

religions that allow believers to converse face to face with the gods, but also in an extraordinarily rich, 

fertile and (in spite of everything) optimistic culture. Haiti offers, keeps on offering, a shimmering panorama 

of visual art and a wealth of seductive and hypnotic music, much of it rooted in the rhythms of ceremonial 

drumming. For the past 50 years a remarkably vivid and sophisticated Haitian literature has been flowing 

out of Creole, an ever-evolving language as fecund as the English of Shakespeare’s time. The Haitian 

world is not all suffering; it is full of treasure. Here are a few of the many voices, native and not, inspired by 

Haiti. —Madison Smartt Bell 

 

LIFE 

I live in Haiti. 
The other day in the midst of Port-au-Prince, the great degraded capital city that is my home, I saw a car, 

an old battered car, a jalopy, falter and sputter and come to a slow halt. It was out of gas; this happens 

often in my destitute country, where everyone and everything is so poor that the donkeys and horses are 

starving and even the cars must try to get by on nothing. The man who was driving the car got out and 

http://topics.nytimes.com/top/news/international/countriesandterritories/haiti/index.html?inline=nyt-geo


looked at it, stuck there in the middle of traffic, helpless. Then I saw another face, the passenger. A 

woman. She looked out of the back window with tears in her eyes, and the driver looked around the street 

at the unemployed loungers who are always there, and said to them, "She is going to have a baby right 

here." He told them that he had taken the woman from her home because the midwife was unable to help 

her. The pregnancy was difficult, and the woman needed to go to the hospital to have her baby. Now the 

tears were coming down the woman's cheeks. "If we do not get to the hospital, she will die," the man told 

the loungers. "Her baby will die, too." 

The loungers - hungry young men who had never had a job and who will never have a job if my country 

goes on as it has done for the last half century - looked at the car and heard the man's voice and saw the 

woman's tears. Their backs straightened, their cigarettes fell to the ground, their eyes cleared. They 

approached the car, eight of them, leaned over, and put their shoulders to the chore. The driver steered. 

The woman lay back. Down one long dusty road, a left turn, and down another, through the green and 

white gates of the State Hospital, and she had arrived. 

Jean-Bertrand Aristide, a former president of Haiti, "In the Parish of the Poor" (Orbis Books, 1990). 

 

DEATH 

Whenever I have nightmares 

It's the tonton macoutes I'm dreaming about 

The other night I dreamed 

They made me carry my coffin on my back 

Everyone on all the Port-au-Prince streets was laughing at me 

There were 2 or 3 boys not laughing 

The other night I dreamed 

They made me dig my grave in the cemetery 

Everyone on television was laughing at me 

There were 2 or 3 girls not laughing 

The other night I dreamed 

A macoute squad was getting ready to shoot me 

Everyone was laughing 

There was an old woman who wasn't laughing 

Those little boys and girls there - 

If I say more the devil will steal my voice 

The old woman 

Is Shooshoon Fandal 

They brought her to see the macoutes shoot 

Her 5 sons on a street in Grand Gosier. 

Félix Morisseau-Leroy, "Shooshoon." Translation from Creole by Jack Hirschman and Boadiba. 

 



SONG 

I relaxed and let my body vibrate to the sound of the drums when suddenly my eyelids became heavy: I 

was sleepy. I tried to resist, I threw some cool water on my face, but my eyes closed of their own accord. I 

fell into a deep sleep with a jug of water clasped in my hands. Yet, I was not completely asleep. I could 

hear everything that was happening under the arbor. I had the strange sensation that my hands and legs 

were swaying. I wanted to see them. I put my left arm close to my face. I couldn't see it. It was very, very 

dark. I tried harder, I eventually saw saffron yellow, then white. When I focused my eyes I realized that I 

was on my feet dancing before the drummers, still holding the water jug in my hands. Then I stopped 

paying attention, I let myself go in the dance. At one moment, I said to myself: "My God, how can I stop?" 

But I couldn't retain this thought: the dance, the sound, the rhythm were all too strong. They led my body to 

move in a crazy circle. I could hear everything despite the deafening noise of the drums. ... I experienced 

pleasure in that state between two waters: profoundly asleep and fully conscious of myself. 

Mimerose Beaubrun, "Nan Domi" ("In Dreaming"), to be published by Vent D'Ailleurs, France. Translation 

by Dolores J. Walker. 

 

LONGEVITY 

Hold on, it can't be yesterday. Yesterday we weren't open because the mother of one of the girls died. 

Days and years get scrambled in my mind. I remember everything all at the same time. Us old folks, can 

we ever mix up places and happenings and memories! We live in a long night with no need to see things in 

detail since words and actions are constantly melting into elusive colors and sounds. Our night stretches 

out, unfolding in vagueness, a vast and melancholy mockery of a place outside all chronological constraint, 

where each fact is a particle on the move. Old people have a special way of celebrating how matter goes 

on forever, through the baroque art of do-it-yourself, every wound closing and opening again and again. 

The pathos of capital punishments and last-minute reprieves having lost both charm and glory, the honesty 

of old age turns out to be the lucid confession of relative values. So, monsieur, perhaps she didn't arrive at 

that precise moment, but years earlier, during the reign of the great dictator Deceased Forever-Immortal, 

during the youth of the Prophet, or on that eventful day itself, but a bit earlier or later, when the street 

already smelled of charred flesh, when the bodies, metals, mud, fire, plastic, and death mingled in a harsh, 

moist odor of filth, amalgam, and heartbreak. 

Lyonel Trouillot, "Street of Lost Footsteps" (University of Nebraska Press, 2003). 

 

GLOOM 

From the four corners of the city the fires rise from the heaped refuse and burn our eyes. At the end of 

dusk, the fire-bugs crucify the misery of Port-au-Prince to shut it up. We walk on, subdued, half blinded by 

an untrustworthy fog. It is at this moment that night descends over the visage of our Mother. This 

incomparable face which will never leave you, in spite of the storm fallen into your life, in spite of the fire 

which devours it. 

Yanick Lahens, "La Couleur de L'Aube." Translation by Mr. Bell. 



GRACE 

There's something surreal about seeing an old friend when we know it's for the last time, a shameful gap 

between the reality right before our eyes and the kinds of facts our minds can absorb. ...He'd been my 

keeper, tutor and guide... never complaining, talking us out of tight spots, patiently schooling me in the 

business of life in this place. To say he was Virgil to my Dante would be stretching it-just a little-and yet he 

did show me something of hell, and where to look for grace and mercy in the midst of that. 

If he ever thought badly of me for needing something from Haiti, this place where so many people already 

needed so much, he never let it show. 

Ben Fountain, "Impasse Tempête" (Ecotone, 2008). 

 

RESOLVE 

He arrived at Sans Fil (home for the dying) gaunt, febrile and coughing from tuberculosis. Two months 

later, the tuberculosis was under control. He had gained 30 pounds and was confident that he could now 

make a living. There was a problem, however; he had no place to go. Undaunted and sporting a huge 

smile, he left anyway, thanking all of us for helping him. His only possessions were a snapshot of himself 

taken by a generous visitor, a Liberty Bowl T-shirt, trousers, and a Minnesota Twins baseball cap. Two 

days later he was back. Day found him lying at the front door, tears streaming down his face, clutching his 

now tattered picture. 

Day was prepared for anything; he was used to Haiti. Louis's shirt was filthy, the trousers torn and the cap, 

long gone. His eyes were sunken deep into his head and he had lost at least five pounds. He could barely 

respond to my questions. 

"Do you have a family?" 

"No." 

"Friends?" 

"No." 

"Did you have a place to sleep?" 

"No." 

"Where did you sleep?" 

"Under the tables in the market place with the crazy people." 

"Did you eat anything?" 

"No." 

"Did you drink anything?" 

"No." 

There was no way he could survive in the real world of Haiti. This is why so many roamed the streets 

begging, looking for cars to clean, trying to do odd errands, or becoming prostitutes; it was that or nothing. 

Many Haitians could not get enough money together to buy food or rent a place to sleep. They forever 

roamed around, until some social organization helped them, or, more commonly and tragically, they lay 

down and died. 



Joseph F. Bentivegna, "The Neglected and Abused: A Physician's Year in Haiti," 1991. 

 

TENACITY 

There is a Haitian saying which might upset the aesthetic images of most women. Nou led, Nou la, it says. 

We are ugly, but we are here. Like the modesty that is somewhat common in Haitian culture, this saying 

makes a deeper claim for poor Haitian women than maintaining beauty, be it skin deep or otherwise. For 

most of us, what is worth celebrating is the fact that we are here, that we against all the odds exist. To the 

women who might greet each other with this saying when they meet along the countryside, the very 

essence of life lies in survival. It is always worth reminding our sisters that we have lived yet another day to 

answer the roll call of an often painful and very difficult life. 

Edwidge Danticat, "We Are Ugly, But We Are Here" (The Caribbean Writer, Volume 10, 1996). 

 

MISERY 

"It was a sad song - I mean to say that she was sad and that she didn't know any other kind of song. She 

didn't sing loud and it was a song with no words, her mouth shut the song sticking in her throat like a 

moan... so what do you want? She sang as the black girls do, as if you're smothering a sob, and this song 

always ends by beginning again because it is made in the image of misery, and tell me, will misery ever 

end?" 

Jacques Roumain, "Gouverneurs de la Rosée" ("Masters of the Dew") Translation by Mr. Bell. 
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