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Chapter 1

 

Big Jean looked at the unhappy faces of his fellow village councilors and nodded to Marie Ange. As she stood to speak he concealed a smile, thinking about how he couldn't get her to admit that they once made love when they were both students at the school of the Dedicated Sisters. There were some impatient grumblings from some who did not want to hear more bad news, but he quelled them with a stern glance.

Marie Ange, short, petite, in her late forties, still maintained a youthful prettiness, despite years of suffering and privation that afflicted all the villagers.

"I know we are all tired of hearing more promises broken, but I must present the monthly report. Dr. Nyere, from Doctors Without Borders, apologized for the lack of penicillin. He says he will try again in the next requisition period." This was an expected disappointment, but there were no complaints, since the doctor was well-liked for his fluent french, as well as respected for caring about his patients.

"Miss Chandra, from UNICEF, does not know why the allocated shipments of rice, peas, powdered milk, cereal and cooking oil have not been delivered for the children." Marie Ange imitated Miss Chandra's stilted English. "I do not understand the difficulty. The food arrived. It was packed for shipping. But no one seems to know where it is."

The brief laughter gave a moment of relief from the anger and frustration that affected all of them.

"I will let you know if she finds the food before our children starve to death."

Big Jean frowned at the bitter remark, but didn't react since he felt the same way.

"The one good thing I can tell you is that Robert (she gave his name the french pronunciation), our American volunteer teacher from the Peace Corps, says the children are doing excellently in mathematics. If our country ever has jobs in the future, our children will be well qualified. He also said he will continue to request computers from American companies for use in the classroom. Questions?"

When no one responded, Big Jean thanked her for her report and she sat down. He suppressed his anger at the usual lack of involvement and asked:

"Is there any more business for the council?"

He waited a minute and was about to conclude the meeting, when an invited guest stood up.

"I would like to speak, Big Jean."

As Etienne Metelus faced the council, several members started to object. Louis Arnout, a coarse, aggressive bully, only controlled by Big Jean who he had feared since grade school, shouted:

"Only council members are permitted to speak. Sit down."

Etienne, a slim, handsome, clean shaven young man in his early twenties, turned to Big Jean.

"I mean no disrespect to the council, but the same thing happens at every meeting. Our circumstances grow worse, the promised help never arrives and the reports are more depressing…."

"That is not your business," Louis shouted.

"But it is. I am a member of this village. So is my family. We suffer along with everyone else."

Big Jean liked the bright young man who had left college in America and returned to help his family when his father died in the great earthquake on January 12, 2010.

"Do you have something practical to suggest?"

"I do. Since no one else will help us and no one else seems to care if we live or die, I believe we must look out for ourselves…."

"What a surprise," Louis said scornfully. "Look out for ourselves. Let's not waste any more time on this prophet."

"One moment," Big Jean said. "No one else has any ideas. What do you propose, Etienne?"

"We should become pirates," and he stared at the amazed council defiantly.

Louis laughed. "What foolishness. You want us to hoist the pirate flag and hunt treasure ships?"

"No. You've all heard of the Somali pirates? We should learn from them, but do it our way."

There was a long silence, then everyone shouted at once, deriding the idea, calling him crazy. Big Jean waited until some of the clamor died down, then raised his arms and called for quiet.

"It seems young Etienne has thought about our problems and has an idea. Perhaps even a plan. Is that possible, Etienne?"

"Yes. If you will permit me to explain…."

"This is nonsense," Louis yelled. "I have better things to do with my time," and he stood up to leave.

"Sit down, you windbag," Yvette Mylove, a tall, brawny, jovial-looking woman in her late 40's, said forcefully: "You've always been long on noise, short on sense. Give Etienne a chance to tell us his idea. No one else has anything to contribute. Let us listen."

Big Jean nodded approvingly. "Tell us what you are thinking, Etienne."

"Please accept my apology if I have offended anyone. This is not my intent…. Since I returned from America, I have seen our children become weaker and weaker from lack of nutrition. At first I was angry with the council, thinking they did nothing to help us. Then I realized they couldn't do anything, because they had neither money nor power. I tried talking to the aid agencies and whoever I could reach in the government. They either had nothing to give, or didn't care…."

A murmur of agreement rose and they looked at Etienne more closely. They saw a fiery young man, burning with anger and listened more carefully.

"It became clear to me that since no one else will help us, we must do something ourselves, or watch everyone die of hunger. I considered all the fine ideas they taught me in America, where they have everything to help those in need. They wouldn't work here, because we have nothing, except good people who have been abandoned…."

More voices uttered approval.

"I found myself thinking about Somalia, whose people are even worse off then we are, for at least we have the church, and how they survived by capturing the big ships of the wealthy and holding them for ransom."

"But we are only poor fishermen, who have no more fish to catch because of those commercial fishing boats," said Pierre, husband of Yvette Mylove, a tall, weather-beaten man with a big, white scar on his face. "How are we to capture giant ships?"

"Will you listen to my plan?"

Several voices yelled: "Yes." "Yes."

"We do not have government support, or deep harbors and if we hold a big ship for ransom the American Marines will come. I propose we capture small, luxury craft, take everything of value, including the food, while pretending to be Cubans, so no one will look for us here."

A solemn hush fell over them, as the audacity of Etienne's plan sank in.

"You are asking us to become thieves," Big Jean said calmly.

"I say we should steal from the rich in order to survive," Etienne replied.

"How will we steal from them?" Yvette Mylove asked.

"Jamaica is only 200 kilometers from here. They hate us almost as much as the Dominicans. It is one of the richest resorts in the Caribbean. There are thousands of expensive, small boats, all insured by their owners, so they will not lose…. I do not like to be a thief, but cannot think of any other solution. If someone has a better plan, I'll support it."

"We must consider this carefully," Big Jean intoned. "This will affect the entire village. If anyone objects, let them say so now."

He waited patiently for a full minute, then turned to Etienne. "This is not a simple robbery. How will we do this?"

The words poured out of Etienne. "We will sail on one of our fishing boats and late at night go into the marinas with two dinghys and rob as many boats as we can. This will give us enough money to prepare to capture boats at sea."

"What if there are people aboard?" Pierre asked.

"We surprise them and tie them up, so we can get away."

"We should kill them," Louis said harshly, "so they cannot identify us."

"There will be no killing," Big Jean ordered. "It is bad enough that we must consider becoming thieves. We will not be murderers…. Let us start by voting to consider Etienne's plan. If the executive council approves it, the council will consider all the details so we can decide if this might work."

The vote was unanimous, except for Maurice the Nose, who was too drunk to raise his arm.

"How soon can you give us a detailed plan?" Big Jean asked.

"Within a week," Etienne replied. "I'll work on it night and day."

"Good. The Council thanks you for your concern for our village. I declare this meeting closed."

 

Etienne was working on the plan for the second day and he was forced to accept that it was much more complicated then he first imagined. He brooded about it for most of the night, then in the morning went to see Big Jean, who invited him into his shabby, but immaculately clean cottage.

"I am embarrassed to come to you like this," Etienne began.

Big Jean cut him off firmly. "You are a bright gift to our village. I am proud that you care so much about our people that you propose something I know you dislike. Tell me what troubles you."

Slightly relieved, Etienne began slowly. "At first it seemed so simple. We would get in our boats and go take what we needed to survive. As long as we could rob the boats in the marina, we would have enough to begin. It should be easy to capture small boats, at least for a while, until the Jamaicans, or others, start sea patrols. That would take time and we should be able to take many boats before they begin to hunt us."

"That sounds very sensible," Big Jean said softly. "What is worrying you then?"

"Things I did not even think of when I was being so clever in front of the council."

"Like what?"

"Once we rob the marinas, how will we sell the loot? Will the village keep the secret? After we capture boats, how do we sell them? How do we explain our sudden prosperity?... I feel like such a fool for not thinking of these things earlier."

"You are being too hard on yourself. The whole point of a plan is to tell us what we have to do. You are not perfect. You have done well. Now it is time for the executive council to discuss the plan with you. Perhaps we can answer some of these important questions." When Etienne still looked shame-faced, Big Jean added: "What if you didn't think of these things and we went ahead and discovered them the hard way?"

Big Jean called his eldest son, Little Michel, who was even bigger than his father.

"Go to Marie Ange and Pierre and Yvette Mylove. Tell them to come here at once, and try not to let anyone notice them."

"Yes, Papa. If they ask why?"

"Tell them you do not know, but it is important."

"Yes, Papa," he said, smiling at his father, who always let him listen to the village business, grooming him for a place in the council.

Little Michel walked out purposefully and Big Jean turned to Etienne.

"Sit down. We shall drink some coffee and wait for our friends, who will help us answer some of the questions that you have so wisely asked."

Etienne felt much better and made casual conversation, mostly about the village fishermen, who despite long hours at sea barely caught enough fish to keep the village alive, because of the depletion of the Nassau groupers and snappers.

 

Marie Ange arrived first and Big Jean felt a surge of pleasure at seeing her.

"Good morning, Big Jean. Etienne. What is so important that Little Michel had me take a blood oath of secrecy?"

"We are waiting for Yvette and Pierre who will be here soon," Big Jean replied. "Let me offer you some coffee and be patient, so I only have to explain once."

As usual, Marie Ange had to have the last word.

"Oh. All right. If you insist on your mystery."

Before he could respond, Yvette came in, followed a moment later by Pierre. Both asked why they were summoned.

"Michel. Give Yvette and Pierre coffee, while I tell them why I sent for them." Big Jean took a deep breath, then said: "Etienne came to see me this morning with some important questions about the plan he is working on. I'll let him tell you. Etienne."

Etienne stood up and slowly repeated what he told Big Jean earlier, then apologized for letting the council think it would be so easy.

Marie Ange smiled broadly. "It is good that you thought of these questions before we started, so if we become pirates, we may escape disaster. If no one objects, I will answer some of the questions." She waited a moment and when no one responded, continued. "As you know, my husband, Cangé, was a police officer in Port-au-Prince. He hurt his knee in the rescue effort after the great earthquake and they dismissed him, without a pension. He knows all the thieves markets in the city and will surely be able to sell anything we obtain. I do not know how to explain our sudden prosperity. Perhaps some one else will answer that. As to keeping the secret, Big Jean, you and Little Michel will have to attend to it."

Big Jean nodded approvingly. "Thank you, Marie. I knew you would have good ideas. Anyone have any thoughts about sudden prosperity?"

"I do," Yvette said. "If we really make enough money so it becomes noticeable, we should have some kind of local industry, a business that will appear to earn the money. This way our sudden wealth won't be suspicious."

"Excellent idea, Yvette," Big Jean said. "We should be able to think of something. This will now become part of your plan, Etienne. See if you come up with a new business. We will think about it also."

Etienne had been staring into space since Yvette mentioned a business. "You have just given us the answer to our problem, Yvette," he blurted. "If the plan actually works and we get money from piracy, we should use it to start a new business that will secure our future."

"Smart lad," Pierre muttered. "After all, how long could we be pirates?"

"Hopefully only long enough to get what we need," Etienne said enthusiastically. "I'm so happy I talked to you about this."

"Good, Etienne," Big Jean said. "Now you must go back to work on your plan. All of us should think about a new business. Perhaps we'll think of something. Let me know as soon as you are ready to present the plan and we'll sit down with Marie, Yvette and Pierre…."

"And me, Papa," Little Michel added.

"And Michel," Big Jean said with a smile. "Then we'll decide who else should join us in reviewing it, before we tell the council yes or no. We might consider not telling the village, even if we go ahead with the plan."

"Is it right to deceive them?" Marie asked.

"Only if it is in their best interest," Big Jean replied. "We will decide that together."


Chapter 2

 

For the next few days Etienne worked on the plan and kept thinking about a business for the village. He had no success with the business plan, but found some new ideas for the piracy plan. He made a note that they should sail to some marinas in the Dominican Republic and look them over first to be sure they could get at the boats. He assumed marinas in Jamaica would be similar, including the security. He decided they would have four teams on a fishing boat, who would use dingys to get to each target boat in the marina. This way they could rob four boats at once and get away quickly. They would only use two boats when they stopped boats on the high sea in the Jamaica Channel.

Now that he didn't have to worry about selling the loot, the plan became clearer and simpler. He would train the crews how to rob the marinas and how to stop boats at sea, with the approval of Big Jean, of course. He was getting more and more frustrated trying to think of a business, when he got a great idea. He would invent a benefactor in the United States who decided to help them at Etienne's request. He could claim he met the benefactor when he was in college, told him about the terrible conditions in his village and asked him for financial help.

He went to Big Jean's cottage and again Little Michael was sent to get Marie Ange, Pierre and Yvette Mylove. They waited companionably until the others arrived, then Etienne told them his idea about inventing a benefactor who would pay for the food, medicine and other expenses the village needed. He reviewed the plan to date with the executive council, then admitted he couldn't think of a business that could be convincing. When no one else said anything, he said:

"If we can't find a business, perhaps we could consider trying my benefactor."

The others looked at him, then Marie Ange said:

"We are like wooden heads. I could not think of anything," and giggled.

"Neither could I," Pierre added.

"Tell us about the benefactor," Big Jean urged.

"I will have met him in the U.S. when I was in college. There was a 'Help Haiti Day', and I told him of our troubles and he agreed to help us. It will take a little time for the money to start reaching us, but once it's here we can buy food and medicine for the children, perhaps the entire village.

"Very good, Etienne," Big Jean said, then turned to the others. "What do you think?"

"It could work," Pierre said.

"Agreed," Marie Ange stated and Yvette echoed her.

"Good," Big Jean responded. "Bring us your plan as soon as possible, Etienne. Perhaps we have finally found a way to save our children How long until you're ready to show us the plan?"

"Two or three days at most."

"Excellent," Big Jean enthused. "Bring it to us as soon as its done. You did well, Etienne."

"Thank you, Big Jean. Marie, Yvette, Pierre. I'll work day and night."

"Remember to get some sleep," Marie suggested. "We'll need your strength when we become pirates."

 

Etienne hadn't worked out all the details of the imaginary benefactor and the more he thought about it, the more complex it became. He had to assume that Cangé could sell the loot in Port-au-Prince, but what then? Would Cangé be able to deposit the money in a bank, then have a check sent to Etienne, thus legitimizing it? He decided to keep his doubts to himself for the moment and continue his planning. No sooner had he started reviewing his notes when it occurred to him that if they couldn't rob the marinas, they wouldn't have start-up money. He had no idea how marinas worked or how they were guarded. It was obviously time to speak to Big Jean again. 

Big Jean assured him that Cangé could find a bank to transact their funds and if that didn't work they'd think of something else. The marina problem was different. Big Jean sent Little Michel to bring Pierre to the cottage and they came back a few minutes later. Etienne explained his concern about the marinas and Pierre was very reassuring.

"I do not think we have to worry about security. Most marinas do not even have a night watchman. They rely on locked gates to keep intruders out. As to how they work, it is very simple. They have different size boats in different sections. Those people who live aboard are in one docking area. The boats docked long term are in another. They are generally very tranquil except on party nights. If we come in from the sea quietly, my boat shouldn't be noticed."

"My plan is to go in with two or more dinghys," Etienne said, "so there'll be even less chance of being discovered. That is how the Somali pirates do it on the high sea. They have a mother ship that launches skiffs that can approach without being detected until they're close to their target."

Pierre and Big Jean nodded agreement. Little Michel, mostly silent until now, said: 

"I would like to lead one of the small boats, Papa. That is if it's alright with you, Etienne."

"I would like you to be my co-captain, Michel, with your father's approval, of course."

Big Jean beamed with delight at the recognition of his eldest son. "Certainly. I am proud to have Michel go with you. Is there anything else we should discuss?"

"Yes," Etienne replied. "If it is possible, we should sail to the Dominican Republic and look at marinas, so we can be sure we prepare properly."

Big Jean turned to Pierre. "What do you think?"

"It is a good idea. The only problem is I do not have enough fuel to get us there. It's a little more than 300 kilometers to Santo Domingo and I do not have the money to buy fuel."

"The village emergency fund will pay for the fuel," Big Jean said. "It is important that we do this. Who should go, Etienne?"

"You, Michel, Pierre, your son Marc, Pierre, if that is alright with you?" At his nod of agreement, he added: "And myself, of course."

"When do you want to go?" Big Jean asked.

"As soon as possible. Could we start today?"

Big Jean looked at Pierre. "When could we go?"

Pierre calculated aloud. "At 16 kilometers per hour it would take at least 20 hours to reach Santo Domingo and we would then have to locate a marina."

"I will bring my IPad and look up marinas on the internet," Etienne said.

"What is an IPad?" Marie asked.

"It is like a small computer."

"What is the internet?" Pierre asked.

"It's a wireless information system that connects all over the world."

"I never heard of it," Pierre muttered.

"That's because we're a poor village and lack all the modern technology," Etienne responded.

Big Jean looked at Etienne warningly, concerned he might have offended Pierre, who simply nodded acceptance.

"I assume we should get there at night," Big Jean said. "So I suggest we leave at one a.m., if that is agreeable to you, Pierre."

"Then the mother ship will sail at one," Pierre said with a grin.

 

They met at the shore at 12:30, bringing their own food, since Pierre did not have enough to feed them. They rowed out to L'Ange Noir, a diesel powered, 48 foot trawler, built by Carver in the 1960's. It looked as if it could have carried the Ancient Mariner, but Pierre insisted it was seaworthy. It didn't take long to organize the boat and they set sail a few minutes after one. They stopped to purchase fuel at the harbor at Jacmel, the last big town before the Dominican Republic. Big Jean was shocked at the cost to fill the tank, 50,000 gourdes, almost half of the village emergency fund. Etienne calculated the exchange rate in dollars and was mortified that it was only $125.00, U.S. 

He thought briefly of the devastating earthquake of 2010 and the tragic loss of over 200,000 lives, as well as the death of his father. He realized that between a stalemated political system that wouldn't let the new president, Michel Martelly, form a government, and a collapsed economy with a currency barely worth the paper it was printed on, they had little choice but a life of crime. He finally understood why the gangs and the drug trade flourished in a land of little hope.

Etienne's only sailing experience was going out on his father's fishing boat as a child and he didn’t develop nautical skills. The sea was moderate, with a small roll that made his stomach queasy, but by dawn, as they rounded Cape Beata and set a course for Santo Domingo, he found his sea legs and began to enjoy the journey. Sailing into the breaking dawn was the most beautiful thing he ever saw.

At Pierre's suggestion, Etienne, Big Jean and Michel got some sleep, since they would have to be alert when they reached a marina that night. It took a while for Etienne to fall asleep in the tiered bunk, but Big Jean and Michel had no trouble and were soon snoring away. Etienne's misgivings about piracy were rapidly disappearing as the fantasy was becoming a reality. He had silly thoughts about boarding a boat with a cutlass in his teeth, then hoisting the Jolly Roger once they captured the boat. He drifted off just as the beautiful mistress of the fat, wealthy sugar cane planter threw herself into his arms, thankful for the rescue.

 

It was dark when Marc woke him and he couldn't remember if he had been dreaming. A light rain was falling and they all crowded into the wheelhouse and ate 'Riz et pois', then chewed on sugar cane.Pierre said they would reach Santo Domingo in less than an hour and asked Etienne what he wanted them to do. Etienne realized he wasn't really clear what came next, but he boldly told Pierre to sail into the harbor slowly, so they could find a marina, then they would see how it operated at night. Marc, dazzled by the prospect of being a pirate, asked:

"If the marina is dark and deserted, can we rob a boat?"

"No," Big Jean said forcefully. "We're here to see how it works, so we can properly prepare. This is not the time for ill-planned acts. I hope you will be calm and collected when the real robberies take place."

Pierre glared at his outspoken son. "I suggest that you will be part of Little Michel's team, so he can be sure you will not do anything foolish."

"I'm sorry, Papa," Marc murmured. "I'm so excited about helping our village that I got carried away."

"Just make sure you don't get carried away when it matters," Pierre growled.

"Yes, Papa. Don't worry."

 

It was after midnight and the harbor was well lit by the lights of big ships at anchor and buildings near the water. They circled the harbor cautiously and no one seemed to notice them. Pierre saw a marina a little east of the harbor and they sailed in slowly, with the trawler's diesel chugging quietly. The marina was completely dark and when Pierre shut off the engine and let out the anchor the night was silent. Etienne studied the marina carefully and saw no sign of a watchman, only a low-watt light at the gated entrance. A few of the larger boats on the far side had dim night lights, but it was dark at the dock of the 30-45 foot boats they were interested in.

"I think Michel and I should take a dinghy and get a closer look at the boats," Etienne told Big Jean.

Pierre agreed. "After all, we are here. We may as well find out what we can."

Big Jean nodded approval and Pierre led them to the dinghy which they quietly launched. Marc turned entreatingly to his father.

"Can I go with them, Papa? Can I?"

"Not this time, Marc," Pierre muttered. "It will teach you not to be impatient."

"He could be very helpful, Pierre," Etienne said deferentially. "Especially if Michel and I get on a boat for a closer look."

Pierre looked at Big Jean, who shrugged.

"Take him then. He is your responsibility if he wakes everyone."

"Of course."

"Thank you, Papa. I will be quiet as a mouse and do everything Etienne says."

When they rowed away from L'Ange Noir, Marc whispered: "I am your loyal follower. Ask anything of me."

"Me too," Michel echoed.

"Good," Etienne said and took their hands. "Together, we will bring good fortune to our village."

 

They got close to a 35 or 36 foot, rich looking boat with the name Sea Ray on the side. Etienne looked it over, then said:

"It looks deserted. Michel. You and I will go aboard. Marc. Stay next to the stern and be ready to start the outboard if we have to get away quickly."

"Yes, my captain," Marc replied, only half joking.

Etienne and Michel boarded the boat from the stern, climbing over the two huge outboard motors and paused on the deck, listening for any sounds of life.

"I don't think anyone is aboard," Etienne whispered to Michel. "We may as well rob the boat, since we're here and it'll be good practice. Besides, we're not coming back here again, so they'll blame it on the locals….Can you open the wheelhouse door without making noise?"

"I can use my knife to pry the hinges off," and he took out a big fisherman's knife and went to work. He had it open in a minute and they went into the wheelhouse.

"You take the vhs radio and whatever electronics you can remove," Etienne instructed. "I'll go below and see what I can find."

Etienne came up a few minutes later carrying two bulging pillowcases and a shotgun under his arm.

"What did you get?" Michel whispered.

"Let's get out of here first," Etienne whispered back.

 

Big Jean and Pierre were glad when they returned without pursuit and Pierre immediately put out to sea. When they cleared the harbor, Big Jean said:

"I didn't know you were going to rob the boat."

"Once we were there, it seemed opportune," Etienne replied diffidently. "It was quick, easy and we learned how to do it efficiently."

"What did you get?" Pierre asked.

Michel and Marc spread out the loot on the deck.

"My god," Pierre muttered. "Look at that stuff. Those reels are worth a lot. And that's an expensive electronic fishfinder. A good shotgun is always valuable."

"I see you thought to take food," Big Jean said approvingly, when Etienne spilled the canned goods on the deck.

"Next time we'll take the liquor," Etienne replied. "I couldn't carry it all."

"You boys did well," Big Jean commented. "Congratulations, Etienne. I think your plan will work. I unofficially appoint you pirate chief."

Etienne beamed with pleasure. "Thank you, Big Jean. "We still have a lot of preparation, but now I believe we will be successful."

Big Jean pawed through the canned goods and picked up an oversized can. "These are peaches. I think we deserve a treat for a job well done. Agreed?" 

The response was unanimous. Marc opened the can and they gobbled the peaches, then shared the juice, with sighs of contentment.

 

The trip back to the village was long, but a happy one, everyone glowing from the good feelings of what they had accomplished. Etienne spent a lot of time talking to Pierre about the equipment of boats while the others were sleeping.

"When you go to the city," Pierre said, "Get a boating magazine that will tell you what you need to know. This way you will be certain what to take from the wheelhouse. It is useful to remember that many boaters keep a pistol in the cabin. That's worth looking for. Also search carefully for cash or credit cards. I'll go over the hiding places with you when the plan is approved."

"I'm sorry I didn't take more," Etienne muttered.

"Don't be foolish. If we do nothing else, there will be enough money to buy rice and beans that will feed the entire village for months. There may even be enough to buy a more powerful motor for one of the dinghys. You'll need that to overtake boats moving faster than this old girl."

"Should I have taken the liquor?"

"Cangé will find out if it's worth selling, then we'll decide."

Etienne flushed with pride at the thought the plan could actually work. He spent the rest of the trip making lists of what they needed and wondered whether there were enough marinas so they could safely rob more of them. They anchored near the beach and brought the loot ashore to Pierre's house. By the time Etienne got to his cottage dawn was breaking and he was exhausted. The house was quiet, so he tip-toed to his bed, got undressed and fell into a deep, dreamless sleep 


Chapter 3

 

Everyone on the first pirate expedition slept late, so they didn't meet the rest of the executive council until that evening. When they heard Etienne's description of the raid, Marie and Yvette were impressed with how easy it had been and dazzled by Cangé's estimate of the value of the loot. Big Jean was pleased with their reaction and asked:

"Any thoughts? Comments? How do you feel about the plan now?"

"I spent a lot of time thinking about it while you were gone," Marie answered. "Like the rest of you, I do not like to be a thief. However, thousands of our people have died of cholera. Thank the good god it hasn't hit our village, but it may and we do not have medicine. The Dominicans and Jamaicans are deporting thousands of our refugees which will further cripple the economy. I see no hope for the future unless we do something for ourselves. I support the plan."

"What about you, Yvette?" Big Jean prompted.

"I agree with Marie. We must do it. I have been thinking about the need for a business and I have several ideas."

"Tell us," Big Jean urged.

"We can make voodoo dolls for boys and girls and sell them in America."

"I don't know if that is brilliant or crazy," Big Jean said, "but it is worth talking about."

Yvette smiled. "My other idea is less threatening. We can make decorative baskets for plants, shopping, women's purses and other uses."

"What do you think, Etienne?" Big Jean asked.

"I think we're lucky to have such smart women. We should certainly consider both ideas."

"Would they buy voodoo dolls in America?” Pierre wondered.

"Americans will buy anything," Etienne stated. "If it is very desirable, they will wait on the street for days, then fight for the goods they want. They have what they call fads, when everyone wants the same thing at the same time and they go crazy to get it."

"Americans are very strange," Marie remarked.

"We have two items to consider," Big Jean said. "To go on with Etienne's plan and Yvette's business suggestions. I suggest we go ahead with both. Agreed?"

Everyone nodded and Big Jean continued: " Cangé and Etienne should go to Port-au-Prince and sell the loot. That will determine what we do next. You have something to say, Etienne?"

"Yes. If Cangé gets a good price for the loot, I think we should raid more marinas in the Dominican Republic before we go to Jamaica. If we do it on the other side of the island no one will connect it to what happened at Santo Domingo. There are three marinas at Puerto Plata on the north coast. We could hit them all in one night."

They all stared at him, surprised by the bold suggestion. Big Jean said thoughtfully:

"Let's wait until we see how much Cangé gets. If it's enough to justify the raid, we can consider another raid on our good neighbors in the Dominican Republic. Agreed?"

Again everyone agreed.

"Good. Let us meet as soon as Cangé returns from Port-au-Prince. Meanwhile Etienne will continue working on the plan and Yvette will further develop her exciting business ideas."

 

It was much too far to go to Port-au-Prince by bicycle and fuel for Pierre's boat was too expensive, so Big Jean authorized Cangé to take the village's dilapidated old 1960's Ford pick-up truck. He also sent Little Michel and Marc with him, issuing them two of the village's five .38 caliber revolvers, plus a box of ammunition. Cangé still had his .45 caliber service automatic, so he didn't need a revolver.

"Please remember," Big Jean admonished, "the pistols are for your protection.If it is a choice of your safety or the money, forget the money. And Marc. No foolish heroics. Understood?"

"Yes, Big Jean. Am I allowed to defend Cangé and Michel, if necessary?"

"Certainly. But this is vital business for the village, not a suicide mission."

"Don't worry, Big Jean," Cangé reassured. "Marc will do his job well. If it is alright with you, I would like to take Etienne with us. His help would be useful."

"Agreed. I will give you another pistol."

 

It was less than 200 kilometers to Port-au-Prince as the crow flies, but the crows had stopped flying in Haiti. The great earthquake ravaged roads that before had only gotten superficial repairs at best, but were not quite impassable. With all of them packed into the front seat it was hot, sweaty and uncomfortable and it took them almost 6 hours to reach the city. Cangé hadn't been there since he was dismissed from the police force after the earthquake and he was astonished to see hundreds of tents lining the road, refugees still living in squalor, faces etched with despair. The unrepaired damage that had changed entire neighborhoods was shocking. The harbor had been almost totally destroyed and it took several hours before they found an old acquaintance of Cangé's, who directed them to the new location of Yves' bar, the headquarters for the black market for smuggled goods. Cangé had thoughtfully allowed them to get out and stretch before they got there, so they were able to move around and work out the stiffness from the long ride.

Yves greeted Cangé like a long lost cousin and poured some acid-like beverage he called wine for his visitors. When Yves spoke to someone else for a moment, Cangé told his companions not to drink and to trust no one, especially Yves. A few minutes later Yves led them to a back room and Cangé showed him the merchandise.

"How did you get this junk?" Yves asked innocently.
"A group of business men asked me to represent them," Cangé replied. "If you 

think it's junk, thank you for your time and hospitality and we will go elsewhere."

"What group is that?" Yves said nervously.

"They would not be happy with me or you if I told you. Should I stop by on my next trip?" and he stood up to leave.

"Not so fast, old friend. Perhaps we can do business. How much do you want for this stuff?"

"Make me an offer, old friend."

Yves carefully inspected the three reels, the vhs radio, the stereo and the fishfinder.

"This stuff isn't half bad. I'll give you25,000 gourdes for each of the reels, the vhs and the stereo. 50,000 for the fishfinder."

"Thank you old friend. My clients expect much more," and he started to repack the items in his duffle bag.

"A moment. Will your clients have more goods for sale?"

"Yes."

"Then just to make you look good in their eyes I will give you 50,000 gourdes each for all the items and 100,000gourdes for the fishfinder. Is that acceptable?"

"No. My clients expect more."

"Then 75,000 each for all the items and 150,000 for the fishfinder."

"That is reasonable. I accept."

"I can give you half now and half when I get paid," Yves said.

Cangé once again started to pack the goods and Yves quickly blurted:

"I just remembered. I have more money in the other room. I'll be right back."

Marc started to speak, but Cangé shook his head to be quiet. Yves returned a minute later and handed Cangé the money, which he counted carefully, then handed to Etienne.

"Do these men represent your clients?"

"They are here to protect me, if necessary."

"Let me offer you a percentage of the sale, old friend."

"Thank you, but no. My clients will pay me."

"Have another glass of wine before you go."

"We must leave."

"But I will see you again?"

"Certainly, old friend. Once my clients determine the value of their goods," Cangé replied suavely. 

"I'm certain we can make a good deal, if we do business regularly."

"I look forward to it. Goodbye, Yves."

 

Once they were back in the truck, the boys besieged him with questions, until he yelled: "Silence."

Then he gave them a big smile. "You did well. He thought you were enforcers for the gang, because you were cool and stern looking. He upped the price so as not to make enemies."

"Why did you turn down his offer of money for you?" Etienne asked.

"This way he will think I am afraid of the gang. He wanted to have a lever over me, so if I accepted a pay-off it would mean I'd cheated the gang."

"Did he give us a fair price, Cangé?" Marc asked.

"I don't know. Etienne will have to find out."

"I will do that. Now can you find a bank that will not ask too many questions if I open an account?"

"If the building is still there."

"When do we eat?" Little Michel asked. "I'm famished."

"Soon," Cangé said soothingly. "Soon."

 

Cangé found the bank without too much trouble, but Etienne was surprised at the dingy storefront, unlike any bank he ever saw in America. Then he remembered he didn't really know Port-au-Prince, only passing through the city to and from Toussaint Louverture International Airport. When he returned to Haiti on the death of his father as soon as the airport reopened after the earthquake, he was too absorbed in the loss of his father to notice the extent of the devastation.

The teller remembered Cangé and greeted him cordially. After the traditional bribe, in a few minutes Etienne had an account, with Big Jean and Marie Ange as co-signers. He kept out enough money to restore the village emergency fund, pay for the truck's fuel and have enough for the next raid on the Dominican Republic. At Cangé's suggestion, they bought 50 kilos of rice and 50 kilos of beans at the open air market, then drove back to the village, delighted with the results of their trip.

 

Big Jean and the rest of the executive council welcomed them back warmly, pronounced themselves satisfied with their efforts and decided that the plan might actually work. Some of Etienne's misgivings began to disappear as he listened to Yvette describe her ideas for the voodoo doll business. She told them they would start with several handmade samples of each type, then try to get a manufacturer to make them and hopefully help find a distributor. She showed them preliminary sketches of the dolls and apologized for their crudeness.

"Don't be silly," Big Jean admonished. "You may have found the future of our village. Perhaps we can find an artist who can do good pictures for us."

"There's no one here who can do that," Yvette retorted.

"Perhaps Etienne can find someone on his next trip to the city."

"I will try," Etienne said. "In the meantime, Yvette, you might look at all the dolls in the village and I'll show you pictures on my Ipad. You can use them to help you design a model until we find an artist."

Yvette nodded thoughtfully. "Why don't you and your family come to dinner at my house tonight. You may have other good ideas for our business we can talk about."

"Gladly, Yvette. We'll see you later," and he nodded to the others and left.

"He is a fine young man," Big Jean remarked. "I hope we can keep him here for the sake of the village. He will make an excellent head of the council someday."

"Now that he is a pirate chief," Pierre said with a straight face, "he may not want to go back to his dull school in America."

They all laughed, then looked at each other in surprise, unaccustomed to feeling cheerful, weighed down by all the terrible problems confronting the village.

"We should meet in the morning and discuss the next raid on the Dominican Republic."

"Yes, my admiral," Pierre quipped. "We should also get a book about pirates. We might learn how to dress properly."

"I never knew you were so funny, my dear husband," Yvette said. "But we don't need books, as long as Etienne has his internet machine."

They laughed again at Pierre's
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