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Preface

When Fidel Castro appeared in Montreal in October 2000 for the state funeral of Pierre Trudeau, most Canadians were taken entirely by surprise. Few had any inkling of the depth of the two leaders mutual affection. Trudeau had visited Cuba as a footloose thirty-year-old in 1949 and again in 1964, just before he joined the Pearson Liberals as justice minister. During the October Crisis of 1970, he secretly asked Castro to take five Front de libration du Qubec (FLQ) terrorists off Canadas hands, and Castro obliged. Yet only in January 1976 did the two men meet face-to-face for the first time, and only in the 1990s, when Trudeau had retired from politics, did they place their friendship on a familiar footing. Margaret Trudeau famously called Castro one of the sexiest men in the world but, true to form, the intensely private Pierre said hardly a word about him. The result has been three decades worth of speculation, sycophancy and smear.

Three Nights in Havana chronicles the origins of the friendship between Pierre Trudeau and Fidel Castro, two world leaders whose fates were intertwined well before the Canadian prime minister stepped off his Armed Forces Boeing 707 at Jos Mart Airport in 1976. The Cold War stand-off between the United States and the Soviet Union made formal enemies of Canada and Cuba, just as surely as history had made them colonies of rival European empires. But neither Trudeau nor Castro was ever comfortable in the role of compliant ally, and by the mid-twentieth century the same could be said of many of their contemporaries. Canadians and Cubans may have little in common but they do share one important national characteristica determined refusal to exist merely as the satellite of some other power. Pierre Trudeau and Fidel Castro personified this refusal. It was what brought them to power. It was also what drew them to each other. This is their story.

A word on terminology. Fidel Castro has been called, at different stages of his political career, Dr. Castro (because he holds an earned law degree from the University of Havana), premier, prime minister and Maximum Leader. He is also first secretary of the Communist Party of Cuba, commander-in-chief of the Cuban armed forces, and, as of December 1976, president of the State Council. Ordinary Cubans call him El Jefe (the Chief) in casual conversation. In this book, I have opted for the more formal El Comandante, the term by which he is known to readers of Granma, the Communist Party newspaper, and other official publications. Of his many titles, this is the one in which he is said to take the greatest pride. It also has the practical advantage of distinguishing the Cuban leader both from (U.S.) presidents and (Canadian) prime ministers. I have adopted as well the Cuban convention of capitalizing the term Revolution.

This book could not have been written without the help of others. It gives me great pleasure to acknowledge them here. Research funding was provided by the Canada Council for the Arts and by the Symons Trust Fund for Canadian Studies, for which I am indebted. For putting themselves at my disposal early on in my research, I am grateful to Christian Lapointe, Kim Cowan, Ghislain Chaput and Greg Donaghy at Foreign Affairs Canada, and to Paul Gibbard at the Canadian Embassy in Havana. For their willingness to be interviewed for this book, I am indebted to Juan Antonio Blanco, Carlos Fernandez de Cosso, Tom Delworth, Mark Entwistle and William D. Rogers. James Hyndman took a keen interest in the project at every stage, sitting for long interviews, agreeing to an extensive e-mail correspondence and reading an early draft of the book in its entirety. For his unstinting generosity, I am deeply grateful. My thanks go out as well to Paulette Dozois at Library and Archives Canada, Jo-Anne Valentine and Ted Kelly at the Foreign Affairs Library in Ottawa, Paul Losch of the Smathers Library at the University of Florida, Trish Johns-Wilson and Pam Conley of the Bata Library at Trent University, and Karen Benacquista, Heather Gildner and Charlie Ewing of the Toronto Public Library. I am also grateful to Ann Louise Bardach, Curtis Fahey, John Kirk, Max and Monique Nemni, Andrew Potter, James Ron, David Sheinin, Tim Stapleton, Craig Walker, Dan Wright, R. K. Wright and Lana Wylie. Special thanks to my research assistants, Louise Taylor, Kyle Branch and especially Christine McLaughlin, and to my editor at HarperCollins Canada, Jim Gifford.

The standard authors caveat, that the views expressed in his work are his alone, must apply tenfold to any book on Pierre Trudeau and Fidel Castro, so intensely have both men been deified and demonized over the years. I have tried to bring a historians balance and objectivity to this story, but where I have failed I have done so single-handedly.

As always, my greatest debt is to my wife, Laura, and my children, Helena, Anna and Michael. And as always, words cannot begin to express this debt. This book is for them.






Prologue

Funeral for a Friend

Viva Fidel!

So shouted the crowd as Fidel Castro arrived at Montreals Notre-Dame Basilica for the funeral of Pierre Elliott Trudeau in October 2000.

Jimmy Carter was there. So were Prime Minister Jean Chrtien, poet Leonard Cohen, Prince Andrew and the Aga Khan. But it was Castro, clad in a sombre grey suit and maintaining a stoical silence, who captivated the fifteen thousand or so Canadians who had come to pay their respects to the late prime minister. In cheering for Castroand in invoking the Viva! cheer with which Trudeau had endeared himself to the Cuban people a quarter-century earlierMontrealers were paying tribute not only to the Cuban Comandante but also to the memory of a beloved Canadian prime minister. Castros presence at the funeral, an exceptional gesture of respect for a world leader who seldom travels outside his home country, symbolized the very qualities that Trudeaus Canadian devotees had come to love in him: loyalty, fierce independence, the courage of his convictions.

Castro was one of only two sitting heads of state to attend the service. He had come not as a statesman but as a long-time friend of the late prime ministers family. The regard I felt toward [Pierre] was like that toward a member of the family, he later reflected. I didnt just like him, I was very fond of him and his family.

As perplexing as it had been to their Cold War allies, Fidel Castro and Pierre Trudeau had enjoyed a warm personal relationship since the prime ministers historic state visit to Cuba in 1976. The two leaders discovered early on that they were, as former Canadian ambassador to Cuba Mark Entwistle puts it, intellectual soulmates. Both were educated by Jesuits and trained in the law; both were men of formidable intellect whose political idealism had inspired millions of their compatriots, infuriated millions of others and changed the course of their nations history. There were also traits in their larger-than-life personalities that set them apart, qualities that each man recognized and respected in the other: an indomitable passion for politics, an adventurous lust for life combined with an almost ascetic self-discipline, a shy demeanour paired with a notoriously stubborn will.

With the passing of Pierre Trudeau, Castro knew that he had lost a true comrade. He expressed his condolences to the Trudeau family in the warmest of terms. I have come to Canada, in time of deep grief for the Canadian people, said Castro, to pay tribute to the undying memory of Pierre Trudeau, a world class statesman who was a close personal friend and one for whom I felt great admiration. I always considered him a serious political leader, sincerely interested in the world problems [sic] and the situation in the Third World countries as well as a consistent politician who made a transcendental contribution to the modern history of Canada. He was an upright and brave man who, regardless of difficult circumstances, fostered his countrys relations with Cuba.

Until the last years of his life, Trudeau had been an honoured guest in Castros house and a valued confidante. The two discussed everything from current events to their childrens milestones, snorkelling together whenever they got the chance. In marked contrast with Trudeaus reputation in Canada as an aloof and dispassionate man, Castro revered him as one of the most sincere men I have ever known, friendly and modest in his treatment of people. Pierre Trudeau may have been the representative of an important, large and rapidly developing country, the Comandante insisted, but he never believed himself superior, and it was this humilityhis ideas and his personality always cheerful, always optimisticthat won us over. When news of Trudeaus death reached Cuba, Fidel Castro decreed a three-day period of mourning across the island, ordering all flags to fly at half-mast.

Because of Castros fondness for Pierre Trudeauand because of the extraordinary splash Margaret, Pierre and their son Michel had made in Havana in 1976the former prime minister enjoyed a degree of celebrity and influence in Cuba that few Westerners could boast. A good word from Pierre Trudeau could go a long way toward inking a business deal between Canadians and Cubans, if only because he so rarely traded on his reputation.

As an ally of the Soviet Union and as an adversary of the United States, by contrast, it is fair to say that Fidel Castro had always been a political liability for Trudeau. Castro knew this, and so his debt to the former prime minister was that of a statesman as well as a friend. Trudeaus 1976 state visit was the first by the leader of a NATO country since 1960, the year the United States imposed its crippling economic embargo against Cuba. Trudeau had intended the trip to signal an end to Cubas political isolation, but it did far more. When he arrived at Jos Mart Airport outside Havana, he was greeted by a thirty-foot poster of himself and then driven into the city in a motorcade flanked by 250,000 cheering Cubans. During his famous speech at the port city of Cienfuegos, delivered in Spanish to a crowd of 25,000, Trudeau cheered, Viva Cuba y el pueblo cubano! Viva el Primer Ministro Fidel Castro! Viva la amistad cubano-canadiense!1 Such exuberance was a far cry from the quiet diplomacy for which Canada was famous, and it had pleased Castro greatly. A photograph of the two leaders made the cover of Time magazine. For a moment it looked as though Castro the communist pariah was on his way toward rehabilitation in the West.

As it turned out, Pierre Trudeaus state visit to Cuba was never reciprocated. As improbable as it seems for a man who has been a head of state for almost fifty years, Fidel Castro has never visited Canada officially. By the time of Trudeaus funeral in 2000, other than occasional refuelling stops at Gander or Vancouver, the Comandante had been to Canada only once, in 1959. This, in fact, was one of the reasons his presence in Montreal for the Trudeau funeral caused such a stir. It was the closest Fidel Castro has ever come to enjoying the pomp and ceremony of a state visit to Canada. It also marked his first meeting with a Canadian prime minister on Canadian soil.



Pierre Trudeau died on 28 September 2000. The official cause of death was prostate cancer but the former prime minister was also known to be suffering from Parkinsons disease and pneumonia. Since retiring from politics in 1984, Trudeau had maintained an extremely low public profile, practising law at Heenan Blaikie in Montreal and devoting himself to the raising of his sons, Justin, Sacha and Michel. The only exception to his vow of political silence had been his angry pronouncements against Brian Mulroneys constitutional accords in the late 1980s and early 1990s. Always a master of the political coup de grce, Trudeaus bold accusation that Mulroney was ready to trade Canadas soul for an electoral victory had done a good deal to torpedo both the Charlottetown Accord and the Progressive Conservative Party. Afterwards, as unexpectedly as he had reappeared on the political scene, Trudeau again vanished into the shadows. Apart from his Memoirs project, which took the form of a CBC-TV documentary and later a book, he avoided the spotlight altogether in the Chrtien years.

The last time Canadians saw Pierre Trudeau on the public stage was in November 1998, and under the cruellest of circumstances. That month his son Michel was swept to his death in an avalanche. A seasoned outdoorsman like his father, the twenty-three-year-old had been returning from a ski trip in Kokanee Glacier Park in British Columbia. He was carried by the avalanche into the icy waters of Kokanee Lake, where, according to those who had been with him, he struggled for several minutes under the weight of his backpack and skiing gear, and then disappeared. Margaret later tried to put a brave face on the circumstances of Michels death, telling the press that he had not suffered. Micha just actually put his head on his shoulder and fell asleep, she said, using his family nickname. In truth, the situation was far more macabre. We could see him, one eyewitness recalled. We knew it was going to be a slow and painful death. But we couldnt reach him. He was in the middle of the lake. Some observers romanticized the wilderness death of Michel Trudeau, calling it a uniquely Canadian tragedy. For most Canadians, however, the loss was one of unmitigated sorrow.

Pierre Trudeau was visibly shattered by the death of his son. At the memorial service for Michel, he looked gaunt, almost ghostly, a man consumed with grief. As prime minister, Trudeaus implacable will had been as much a political liability as a strength, leading to charges that he was arrogant and pitiless. But here, frail and inconsolable, was a Trudeau Canadians had never seen. Even the most hard-bitten of his adversaries shared in the outpouring of grief with which the nation mourned the loss of his son. There is no question that the death of Michel cast a pall over Pierres last years. Friends observed following the tragedy that he had grown even closer to his remaining children and also that he had become increasingly disillusioned with the world. Some said that his politics had drifted to the left, putting him ideologically closer to his friend Fidel Castro than ever. The prospect of a new international order dominated by corporations was said to be especially loathsome to Trudeau, hardly surprising for a man who spent the better part of a lifetime trying to advance social justice.

Michels death reunited Pierre Trudeau with Margaret, for whom the loss of a beloved son was equally cruel. Margaret had been subjected in the 1970s to a torrent of abuse from Canadians. And because she was, by her own admission, extremely thin-skinned, she suffered it only with great difficulty. With the death of Michel, however, Margaret, along with Pierre, elicited Canadians deepest sympathy. Those who could recall her sensitive temperament pitied her grievously. Few images from the memorial service for Michel Trudeau, held at Saint-Viateur Church in Outremont, were as searing for Canadians as that of Pierre and Margaret standing hand in hand and sharing a grief the depth of which only they and their surviving sons could fathom. Six months after Michels death, Margaret separated from her second husband, Fried Kemper. At about the same time, she broke the family silence on Michels death to offer her public support for the cause of avalanche awareness. When you have such a horrific death of your beautiful child, she reflected, your sons brother, your husbands son, its just so outrageously painful that in the healing process its so important to make the life youve lost live on in our hearts and make a difference. Micha would have loved that.

Fidel Castro was one of many sympathetic observers to lament that the deaths of Michel and Pierre Trudeau had come in quick succession. Presently, he said, in a short statement released prior to his arrival in Montreal in October 2000, I share in the grief and sorrow of Pierre Trudeaus family and of all Canadians. I cannot help but remember that only two years ago this family suffered another terrible tragedy with the passing of Michel Trudeau whom I had met at a very early stage of his life when as a four-month old baby his father took him on a visit to Cuba and I held him in my arms more than once. He added solemnly, I have brought with me some photos of those dearly cherished days, to leave to the family as mementos.

Castros sympathy for the Trudeau family was heartfelt. In a CBC-TV interview taped after the funeral, the Comandante reminisced about the many times Michel had accompanied his father on visits to Cuba after his trip as a newborn. I met that little baby when he came here when he wasnt even four months old, Castro recalled, and he won everyones heart, he went to the sea with us, because I invited [Pierre] to a key in the south of Cuba, south of the Zapata Swamp, at the edge of the really deep waterhe really liked sports, he liked fishingand it never crossed my mind that he would bring the baby, but he brought his family. Pulling out photographs of himself with the teenaged Michel, Castro thumbed through them with CBC journalist Paule Robitaille. Look, he said, I told you about this. Look at him here when he was already as tall as I am. How many years after? Fifteen years after, that was in 1991. Look, [Michel] is taller than I am. Next I am going to show you this one. Hes here, look, hes here as well. He came to Cuba three times, Trudeau came four.



During Pierre Trudeaus final days, it was Margaret who stayed by his side day and night. Riddled with cancer but still as lucid as ever, Pierre spent his last hours in bed, surrounded by his family and listening to Beethoven and Barbra Streisand records. He was, Margaret later recalled, at peace with the prospect of his own imminent death but still overcome with emotion at the end. He was sad the last morning when he woke up and I was there, of course, on his pillow and he had tears rolling down his face, and thats all right. We just cheered him up. I said, You can cry all you want, Im so glad youre giving us another day. That it was Margaret by his side at the end spoke volumes, not only about the depth of their mutual affection but also about her strength of charactersomething for which far too few Canadians had ever given her credit. At the deathbed and again at the funeral of the former prime minister, Margaret at long last redeemed herself for the many faux pas and flights of fancy in which she had indulged as his flower child bride.

There was an irony in the fact that Margaret had found herself again drawn to Pierre, and he to her. But it was an irony not lost on Fidel Castro. By January 1976, when the Trudeaus embarked on their state visit to Cuba, their five-year-old marriage was already disintegrating. Divided by their dramatically different ages and temperaments, and increasingly isolated from each other by the compartmentalization of life at 24 Sussex, Pierre and especially Margaret sensed that the status quo could not hold. Their 1976 visit to Cuba thus proved bittersweet. On the one hand, it brought them close together for one last time in an exotic locale and under circumstances that were unexpectedly exhilarating for both of them personally. Yet, on the other hand, it catalyzed Margarets inchoate yearnings for independence into a full-blown rebellion, after which any return to the lonely, scripted life of a prime ministers wife would be impossible. Within months of their return from Cuba, Pierre and Margaret would separate. They would divorce in 1984.

Fidel Castros presence at the funeral of Pierre Trudeau cast this irony into sharp relief. His being there signified not only his abiding respect for the late prime minister but also his warmest condolences for Margaret, hearkening back to a pivotal time in her life, when friends were few, when allies were even fewer, and when Fidel Castro, of all people, had treated her with a tenderness and respect she had come to expect from no one. To this groundswell of nostalgia was added the equally touching fact that Castro had come to Montreal bearing the promised photos, which he presented as a gift to Margaret just hours before the funeral. Some of them showed Castro himself holding Michel as a babyimages certain to rekindle in Margaret the best and worst of memories. In 1976 Castro had unknowingly tapped some of Margarets deepest emotions and desires. He did so again at the funeral of Pierre.



Fidel Castro is a loquacious man, given to long formal speeches and elaborate monologues even in casual conversation. Two things were therefore striking about his role at the funeral of Pierre Trudeau. The first was that he did not speak publicly at alla measure of respect for Trudeau that arose out of the certain knowledge that anything other than solemn silence would diminish the gravity of the situation. The second was that his public expression of condolence to the Trudeau family took the form not of words but of gestures. The press followed Castros every move because every move seemed so poignant.

Castros sentiments were not the only ones that mattered, of course, nor were they the most important. For the five days between Pierre Trudeaus death and his funeral, Canadians from all walks of life, many of whom had had no great love for the former prime minister, were caught up in the high drama of his passing. Most agreed that the loss to Canada was enormous. To the generation of Canadians whose political loyalties had literally been forged in the crucible of his leadership, his death was epochal.

National media coverage the week before the funeral captured the solemnity with which Canadians first reacted to the news of Trudeaus death and then, by the thousands, paid their last respects. An estimated seventy-five thousand people filed past the body of the former prime minister as it lay in state in Parliaments Hall of Honour and later in Montreals City Hall. Thousands more lined the railway route between the two cities over which the casket was carried, accompanied by Justin and Sacha and Trudeaus old friends Roy Heenan, Jacques Hbert, Romo LeBlanc and Marc Lalonde. Fidel Castro made what Canadian officials later called a surprise appearance at Montreal City Hall the night before the funeral to pay his respects. It was the first of many spontaneous acts of homage to Trudeaus memory that took the Comandante off his official itinerary and sent Canadian and Cuban security officials scrambling.

The day of the funeral, Trudeaus casket was taken by hearse from Montreal City Hall to Notre-Dame Basilica in a ceremonial procession of such emotional intensity that even the normally reticent Mounties were choked up. The crowds were thick on Rue Notre-Dame and in Place dArmes, the open square between the basilica and the stately old Bank of Montreal building to the north. Some onlookers burst spontaneously into choruses of O Canada as the cortge passed by. The applause, the anthemit was very hard not to cry, said Sylvain LHeureux, one of the Mounties to walk beside the hearse. Elsewhere RCMP officers not lucky enough to be selected for the ceremonial procession were entrusted with the task of securing City Hall, the basilica and the two-block route between them. For days before the funeral, they had been supervising city workers as they welded down manhole covers, erected metal barricades and secured the church inside and out. A giant television screen had been erected outside the basilica for the thousands of people who were expected to show up, complicating security further. Sniffer dogs scoured the entire procession route the morning of the service. Armed Mounties stood watch on street corners and in front of the shops and restaurants along the street. Sharpshooters took positions on the roof of the art deco Aldred Building northeast of the basilica, where they could survey the crowds in front of the churchs main entrance. Along with the five hundred official guests of the Trudeau family, roughly fifteen hundred members of the public were carefully screened before being admitted through the west tower doors and into the churchs second balcony for the service.

As any visitor to Montreal knows, Notre-Dame is one of the most imposing architectural structures in Canada, and certainly its most historic. Designed by Irish-American architect James ODonnell in 1823 and constructed between 1824 and 1841, the church was conceived on a grand scale. Capable of holding up to ten thousand worshippers, it could lay claim in the mid-nineteenth century to being the largest religious edifice in North America. Originally planned as a classical structure, to the casual observer today the main church seems Gothic in the extremecavernous, ornate yet austere, eerily dark even at high noon. The overall effect is to exaggerate the ethereal glow of blue light that frames the sanctuary and the pulpit, and to enhance the impact of the thirty-five hundred candles that flicker throughout the massive chamber.

It was fitting that Trudeaus funeral proceedings took the form of a full-blown funeral Mass at Notre-Dame. As unlikely as it may have seemed for such a dyed-in-the-wool liberal, Pierre Trudeau had always remained the most devout of Catholics. Margaret later recalled that, when she met him, his faith was so profound that she decided to convert. Pierre loves ritual, she wrote in her 1979 memoir. To this day not a Sunday goes by when he does not assemble the children solemnly around him, and read aloud to them from his leather-bound family bible, handed down from generation to generation of Trudeau sons.

Security at the funeral service had to be tight. The ceremony had inevitably drawn a great number of the worlds powerful and famous. Prime Minister Jean Chrtien remained in the forefront of the proceedings from the moment the casket arrived in Montreal, his normally bon vivant face frozen with grief over the death of his political mentor. Pierre Trudeau was what we wanted to be in Qubec, Chrtien said solemnly. I am very, very privileged to have worked with him and to be his successor. The Liberal Party of Canada, past and present, was well represented at the funeral. Governor General Adrienne Clarkson was in attendance, as were former Canadian prime ministers Joe Clark, Brian Mulroney, John Turner and Kim Campbell. Quebec premier Lucien Bouchard, the nationalist who had helped orchestrate Mulroneys twin majorities in 1984 and 1988 before deserting the federal Conservatives to form the separatist Bloc Qubcois, was there, but he steered well clear of his erst-while federalist allies. Former U.S. president Jimmy Carter had come at the request of President Bill Clinton to head up the sizeable American delegation. Along with Castro, poet Leonard Cohen, Marc Lalonde and Jacques Hbert, Carter had been asked by the Trudeau family to serve as an honorary pallbearer.

Representing the United Kingdom was Prince Andrew, who had attended Ontarios Lakefield College School in the 1970s and had been a great admirer of Pierre Trudeaus outdoorsmanship, the British defence secretary, Geoffrey Hoon, the high commissioner to Canada, Sir Andrew Burns, and several lesser officials. The question of who would represent the queen ignited a minor controversy in the Canadian press, though not in England. The Globe and Mail ran an unusually combative editorial the day of the funeral, in which Queen Elizabeth II and her son Charles were accused of snubbing Canada by opting out of the funeral in favour of some minor ceremonial tasks in the United Kingdom. The National Post, taking the monarchist position on the issue, noted that the queen was not in attendance only because the government of Canadaand the prime minister in particular, from whom she is obligated to take instructiondid not invite her.

Among the best-represented regions of the world was the Caribbean. Pierre Trudeaus concern for the developing world and his initiatives to modernize the Commonwealth had earned him great respect there. Edwin Carrington, secretary general of the Caribbean Community (Caricom) attended, as did Seymour Mullings, deputy prime minister of Jamaica, and Sir John Compton, a one-time prime minister of St. Lucia. Rounding out the Caribbean contingent was Castro himself. He arrived by limousine, surrounded by over a dozen bodyguards and Cuban officialsthe usual entourage for a leader against whom death threats are continuous. To the crowd chanting Viva Fidel! he simply waved and moved quietly into the church.

For Margaret, the funeral was heartbreaking. She sobbed openly in the limousine that carried her and her sons to the basilica. Inside the church, she sat with Justin and Sacha, occasionally holding hands with her sons and hugging them for support. Of the two, Justin was the more visibly grieved, weeping occasionally alongside his mother. Sacha sat motionless for the most part.

Seated on the same bench as the Trudeaus was nine-year-old Sarah Coyne, Pierre Trudeaus only daughter. Her mother, Deborah Coyne, a constitutional lawyer, sat beside her. Sarah, a pretty girl with her blond hair and blue velvet dress, was said to have been the apple of Pierre Trudeaus eye in his later years. (It is surely a credit to Canadian journalism that she and her mother had until then been spared the media circus that often preys on the love lives of politicians.) In the row immediately behind the Trudeau families sat the honorary pallbearers. At one point during Communion, Margaret turned around to exchange a greeting with Jimmy Carter, who held her hand and, southern gentleman that he is, kissed it gently. Behind Castro sat a translator, who whispered into his ear during the spoken portions of the service. Some of the seats in the front row pews at Notre-Dame were empty, apparently causing a certain amount of confusion among Canadians watching the proceedings on television. The vacancies arose out of the arcane protocol of rank at state functions. By long-standing tradition, the governor general and the prime minister must occupy a pew to themselves, symbolizing their unequalled status. Even Prince Andrew, seated alone in the third row, held lower rank, since only the governor general may represent the queen in Canada.

Outside the basilica, thousands of Canadians watched the funeral ceremony on the giant screen, handkerchiefs at the ready.



The first ninety minutes of the two-hour service were taken up with the funeral Mass. Trudeaus old friend and political ally Jacques Hbert then gave a moving tribute, stressing Trudeaus personal virtues and his love for his childrena speech to which both Margaret and Justin reacted with audible sobbing. Prime Minister Jean Chrtien was visibly moved as well, his lip quivering and his eyes tearing.

Following Hberts remarks, Justin Trudeau regained his bearing and rose to offer his own eulogy. On his way to the microphone, he paused to rest his head on his fathers casket, causing yet another wave of raw emotion to course through the basilica, and through the nation via television. The casket, resting between the two main rows of dignitaries, was draped with the Canadian flag and so brilliantly lit from above that it seemed to glow from within. Justin then took his place before the crowd and delivered what was probably the most extraordinary eulogy in Canadian political history. In twelve scant minutesthe full text of the speech is but two pages longhe conveyed more about the deep humanity of his father than the former prime minister had ever revealed of himself. There were certain basic principles that could never be compromised, Justin recalled his father saying, including the importance of disagreeing with somebodys position on something without denigrating them personally. For Fidel Castro, listening attentively in the audience, Justins words must have had a deeply personal resonance. This simple tolerance, and recognition of, the real and profound dimensions of each human being, regardless of beliefs, origins, or valuesthats what he expected of his children and thats what he expected of our country. Justin concluded his eulogy with the beautiful, haunting farewell by which many Canadians will always recall the passing of their late prime minister. Je taime, Papa.

With these words, Justin Trudeau fell into tears. So did many of those listening to him in person, outside the basilica and in their cars, offices and living roomswherever they may have been listening. Leaving the dais, Justin again placed his head on his fathers casket, and then embraced Margaret and Sacha.



After the service, the Trudeau family emerged from the church accompanied by Pierre Trudeaus casket, to the applause of the crowd waiting outside. Fidel Castro, along with the other honorary pallbearers, was among the first to exit behind them. To the visible anxiety of his own security forces and the RCMP, the Comandante was in no hurry to be ushered into his waiting limousine. He chatted amicably on the step of the basilica with other dignitaries, including Jimmy Carter and Romo LeBlanc. He gave Justin and Sacha hearty bear hugs, and Margaretobviously drained from the two-hour ceremonyan especially long and close embrace. Here was evidence, if any were needed, that Margaret had made a far deeper connection with Fidel Castro than reports of their 1976 flirtation had suggested. The Comandante also embraced Pierre Trudeaus sister, Suzette Rouleau, on the steps of the church.

Jimmy Carter, also deeply moved by the service, gave Margaret and her sons a warm embrace. He was equally attentive to Trudeaus daughter, Sarah. With tears in his eyes, he gave her a gentle hug. Youre a brave girl, he said. From the basilica steps he spoke of his high regard for Pierre Trudeau. He was the first person I invited to the White House after I was elected, Carter recalled. He gave me some good advice. He was not only a good leader for Canada but of the whole hemisphere. He was my counselor and my adviser and my personal friend.

The public portion of the funeral ended with the family following behind the cortge as it made its journey from the basilica en route to Saint-Rmi-de-Napierville for a private burial ceremony. Justin and Sacha walked behind the casket, carrying a single rose each. Margaret did the same, plucking petals along the route. They were accompanied behind the coffin by Deborah and Sarah Coyne.

The body of Pierre Trudeau was buried next to that of his mother, Grace, witnessed only by his family, well away from the glare of the media.



The funeral and the private burial ceremony over, many of the assembled dignitaries retired to private quarters. Governor General Adrienne Clarkson hosted a gathering for twelve hundred at the Intercontinental Hotel, officially accepting the condolences of the many high-ranking Canadians who could not be accommodated at the funeral. Fidel Castro, who had a floor of the Intercontinental to himself, held private talks with Clarkson and Prime Minister Jean Chrtien. He later received the Trudeau family as well.

Despite Castros subdued demeanour, politics inevitably followed him to Montreal. What he and Jean Chrtien said to each other during their brief, unofficial tte--tte is not a matter of the public record, but the meeting was later described by Canadian and Cuban officials as unexpectedly warm.

That Chrtien had agreed to meet Castro at all was surprising, a measure perhaps of his own sense of obligation to Pierre Trudeau. He was the only Canadian prime minister other than Trudeau to visit Cuba officially, in 1998, and it cost him a good deal of political capital. Chrtien had maintained that a policy of constructive engagement vis--vis Cuba was preferable to the hardline approach of the United States, especially when it came to influencing the regimes human rights record. In practice this meant walking a razors edge. During his state visit, Chrtien had been assured by Castro that Cuban authorities would release four dissidents who had been arrested the previous year. But in March 1999 all four were found guilty of counterrevolutionary activities in a closed court and sentenced to prison terms of between three and a half and five years. Chrtien responded with a formal condemnation of the sentences, later suspending high-level contact with the regime. Cuba sends an unfortunate signal to her friends in the international community when people are jailed for peaceful protest, he said dejectedly.

Jean Chrtien had taken an enormous political gamble and lost. The damage to his reputation was substantial. By the time of the funeral, Chrtien openly acknowledged that neither his policies nor even his personal interventions had had any effect upon Castro. Human rights organizations reproached the prime minister, claiming that if anything Cubas suppression of political dissent had worsened since his state visit. His Canadian critics gloated. In the United States, anti-Castro hard-liners congratulated themselves yet again on their refusal to do business in Castros gulag. Shortly after his appointment as George W. Bushs secretary of state, Colin Powell would affirm his governments commitment to economic sanctions against Cuba, noting smugly that other countries in the western hemisphere had taken a conciliatory approach and had been burned.

Such sanctimony from Chrtiens critics would not have surprised Jimmy Carter. Beleaguered by foreign policy crises that included the Soviet invasion of Afghanistan and the taking of U.S. hostages in Iran, Carter had lost the 1980 presidential election to Ronald Reagan in large measure because his conservative critics persuaded the American people that his foreign policy was weak, naive and harmful to national security. Like his friend Pierre Trudeau, Carter believed that peace between nations was better served by dialogue than confrontation, a conviction that produced both the historic Camp David Accords between Israel and Egypt and the SALT II nuclear-arms treaty with the USSR. Carter did more than any president before or since to normalize diplomatic relations between the United States and Castros Cuba. Trudeaus 1976 state visit had in fact helped to make this possible. In 1977 Carter lifted restrictions on travel to Cuba and opened a U.S. interests section (a de facto embassy) in Havana. Cuba opened its own interests section in Washington the same year.

While he was in Montreal for the funeral of Pierre Trudeau, the soft-spoken Carter told reporters that he thought the great majority of Americans opposed sanctions against the Cuban regime. Castro was delighted. Of all the presidents that have held executive power in the U.S. since 1959 until the present day, he said, the person that most deserves my respect, for his ethics and his decency, is Carter. In May 2002, facing obstruction from the Bush White House and the venom of the anti-Castro right in the United States, Carter would become the first American president since the 1920s to visit Cuba. The same year he would win the Nobel Peace Prize for his efforts to advance peace, democracy and human rights. Had he lived to see his friend so honoured, Pierre Trudeau would have been elated.



Three Nights in Havana tells four interrelated stories. First and foremost, it recounts the story of Pierre Trudeau and Fidel Castro, two world leaders who discovered each other in 1976, and despite their significant ideological differences, became close friends. In the background is the story of Canada and Cuba, two nations that in 2005 quietly celebrated sixty years of uninterrupted diplomatic relations and a trading relationship that stretches back into the nineteenth century. The other two threads that wind through this narrative are perhaps less obvious but no less important or fascinating. The first is the epic drama of the Cold War and of Canadas and Cubas place in a world dominated by two hostile and nuclear-armed superpowers. The second is the story of the rise to power of the Cuban-American migr community, which has always served as the wellspring of anti-Castro passion in the United States. Were it not for the exiles, it is likely that the U.S. embargo against Cuba would have been dismantled on Henry Kissingers watch. And were it not for the extremists within that community, who have conducted a non-stop campaign of terror against the Castro regime since the Eisenhower era, the history of Cubas relations with the United States and Canada would be vastly different.

Interweaving the story of Cuba and Canada together with the story of Trudeau and Castro makes for a good fit. Both the high and the low points in Canadas relationship with revolutionary Cuba occurred in Trudeaus third term, and represented the culmination of Canadians long and complex history with the Cuban people. The zenith came in 1976 with the prime ministerial visit, the nadir only two years later when, for the first and only time, the government of Canada imposed economic penalties against the Castro regime for its decision to send troops to Angola and other African hot spots. When Trudeau lost interest in Cuba, for most of the 1980s, most Canadians did too. And when Trudeau the private citizen rekindled his old friendship with Fidel Castro in the 1990s, he did so as part of a wave of Canadian investment, technology and tourism that deluged Cuba after the collapse of the Soviet Union.

Pierre Trudeau and Fidel Castro became friends despite their differences. They agreed to disagree. The same is true of Canada and Cuba. And it all began on a tiny coral key off Cubas southern shore in 1976, with the cheer heard round the world. Viva el Primer Ministro Fidel Castro!




1Long live Cuba and the Cuban people! Long live Prime Minister Fidel Castro! Long live Cuban-Canadian friendship!







Part One: Friends and Enemies





Chapter 1

Viva Fidel!Castro in Montreal

On Sunday, April 26, 1959, less than four months after he had stunned the world by overthrowing Cuban dictator Fulgencio Batista, Fidel Castro made his first and only formal visit to Canada. He was en route from a ten-day tour of the eastern United States. Although he spent less than twenty-four hours on Canadian soil and never left Montreal, his presence galvanized the special kinship many Canadians had come to feel for him and his ragtag band of barbudos (bearded ones). Pierre Trudeau did not meet Castro on this occasion but he may well have been among the thousands of Montrealers who turned out in person to see him. In those days, when Trudeau was not off on one of his many trips abroad, he could usually be found squatting in his mothers stately house at the foot of Mount Royal, or camped out in his office on Rue Saint-Denis. Even if he did not take the opportunity to observe the famous rebel leader in the flesh, he could hardly have missed the media frenzy that was surging through his hometown. It is a virtual certainty that Trudeau was among the many Quebeckers who tuned into Castros interview with popular Radio-Canada television host Ren Lvesque.

The Montreal that played host to Fidel Castro and his Fidelistas in 1959 was a study in contrasts, part Old World conservatism, part New World cosmopolitanism. Quebec premier Maurice Duplessis remained the unrivalled chef of provincial politics, backed by a Catholic establishment whose authority in the lives of ordinary Quebeckers was also unmatched. Expo 67 and the 1976 Olympics still lay in the future, as did Montreals transformation into the modern metropolis it is today. Yet this most Catholic of cities also boasted a famously racy alter ego even in the Duplessis era. Despite the dogged efforts of Mayor Jean Drapeau to clean up Montreals mob-controlled vice, the city was one of the few in North America that could rival Havana as a haven of illicit pleasure. Prostitution, gambling and the heroin trade thrived alongside the citys celebrated nightlife. Montreal was also the home of Cit libre, a journal founded in 1950 by Pierre Trudeau and other French-Canadian intellectuals to critique Duplessiss policies and set Quebec on the road to modernization. With the death of the chef in September 1959, this social and intellectual ferment would launch a political earthquake the likes of which Canada had never seen, making Montreal the epicentre of Quebecs own quiet revolution.

Castros original three-day Canadian itinerary was to have brought him first to Montreal and then on to Ottawa and Toronto. In the nations capital he was scheduled to meet Prime Minister John Diefenbaker, where, among other things, he was expected to make a formal request that RCMP officers train Cubas rural guard. The Mounties, who had recently provided law-enforcement training in Jamaica and Chile, were said to be enthusiastic about helping the Cubans establish a professional police force. The irony could not have been lost on Fidel Castro even then. Canadas zealously anti-communist RCMP was responsible not only for the surveillance of Cuban nationals in Canada but for assisting the Central Intelligence Agency (CIA) in its intelligence-gathering operations throughout North America. Nonetheless, Castro played it straight for his Canadian hosts. The Mounties, theyre wonderful, he exclaimed. I never saw them before except in pictures. Now when I see them, Im especially pleased. Their uniformshere he harkened back to his early revolution daysare the colour of our July the 26th Movement!

Castro had also planned to throw out the ceremonial first pitch at Maple Leaf Stadium, where the Toronto Maple Leafs were scheduled to play their home opener against the famed Havana Sugar Kings of the International Baseball League. (Two weeks earlier, he had tossed the first pitch in the Kings home opener against the Leafs in Havana.) Toronto officials were irked that they had not received a formal request from the Cubans to play host to the travelling entourage, and so had done nothing to organize a reception for Castro or even to mobilize the city police for his protection. In the end, it mattered little. A week before he landed in Montreal, Cuban officials announced that the revolutionary heroas Castro was known in the Canadian presswould have to postpone his visits to Ottawa and Toronto. The Cuban consul general in Ottawa, Ramn Osuna, made Castros apologies for him, telling Canadians that his boss faced many pressing problems back in Cuba and assuring them that he wished no possible insult to Canada by his change of plans. Castros most immediate crisis was rumoured to be the counterrevolutionary insurgency that was brewing in the mountains of eastern Cuba, but Osuna dismissed the idea. (Castro himself would be queried in Montreal about the unrest. His reply: Thats silly. Everyone is with us. Who would create the unrest?) Asked in the House of Commons about the cancellation of Castros visit to the nations capital, Prime Minister Diefenbaker confirmed that the rebel leader had requested an audience with him but that unfortunately it was impossible for me to find a mutually convenient time. Diefenbaker extended a public invitation to see Castro for a meeting on his return visit, promising a full discussion on matters of interest to Cuba and Canada. The postponed meeting would never take place.

Whether John Diefenbaker had any genuine interest in meeting Fidel Castro remains an open question. His friend U.S. President Dwight D. Eisenhower had snubbed the Cuban leader during the American leg of the tour because, as he told Army General Vernon A. Walters, the television coverage of Cuban firing squads killing Batista loyalists had made him sick to his stomach. The five days Castro was in Washington, D.C., Ike was out of town golfing. In his place, Vice-President Richard Nixon agreed to meet with the Cuban leader. Their scheduled fifteen-minute appointment turned into a two-and-a-half-hour tte--tte in Nixons living room, after which the vice-president penned a prescient memorandum. My own appraisal of him as a man, Nixon wrote, is somewhat mixed. The one fact we can be sure of is that he had those indefinable qualities which make him a leader of men. Whatever we may think of him, he is going to be a great factor in the development of Cuba and very possibly Latin American affairs generally. He seems to be sincere, he is either incredibly nave about Communism or under Communist disciplinemy guess is the former and I have already implied [that] his ideas as to how to run a government or an economy are less developed than those of almost any world figure I have met.

Other Cold Warriors in the United States, including Eisenhowers secretary of state, Christian Herter, had drawn similar conclusions during Castros stay. All agreed that the thirty-two-year-old revolutionary was a gifted political actor, able to turn on the charm whenever it was advantageous to do so. But, despite his repeated assurances that he would restore what he called representative democracy in Cuba, Castro was visibly anxious any time he was asked about communist influence in his regime. He claimed that he had no intention of confiscating American assetseven though, in fiery speeches before the Cuban people, he had already threatened to nationalize U.S.-owned sugar refineries on the island. His regime was also known to be scrutinizing American corporate interests in Cuba, including the hated United Fruit Company. Castro said he wanted to maintain good trade relations with the United States, which was ostensibly the raison dtre of the tour, yet he refused to allow members of his entourage, including the president of the Banco Nacional de Cuba, to discuss foreign aid with the World Bank or the International Monetary Fund (IMF). As for his own politics, he insisted that he was no Red and that he took no orders from Moscow. Yet he equivocated when asked what side he would choose in a war between the United States and the Soviet Union.

Castro had been much more successful in ingratiating himself with ordinary Americans during the 1959 tour, many of whom had come to sympathize with the underdog barbudos during their two-year struggle against Batista. Everywhere they went in the United States, he and his one-hundred-person delegation were treated like a travelling carnival. The rebel leader visited Princeton, Yale and Harvard, where he was received with varying degrees of adulation by Americas Ivy League youth. He spoke at luncheons and dinner banquets practically daily, and toured local attractions in the hours in between. The tour was not all fun and games, however. When Castro spoke before a crowd of thirty thousand in Central Park, the New York Police Department was placed on full alert because of an anonymous tip that seven men were in the city to kill him. It later came to light that the assassins were associates of mobster Meyer Lansky, and were not even in New York during Castros visit. In an unrelated incident, a twenty-three-year-old former U.S. army sergeant was arrested for planting a pipe bomb behind the bandstand where Castro was speaking. When asked about such plots on his life, Castro replied with the plucky bravado for which he was already famous. In Cuba they had tanks, planes and guns, he said, and they ran away, so what can they do here? I sleep very well and dont worry at all.



Castros star power was in full force when he finally showed up in Canada. The Cuban leader arrived from Boston, three hours late, on an Air Britannia turboprop, obviously thrilled to be among the seven hundred cheering Montrealers who turned out to greet him at Dorval Airport (now P.E. Trudeau Airport). I feel as if I am in Havana! he exclaimed. It took him fifteen minutes to make his way through the crowd to his waiting motorcade. Clad in his olive-green fatigues and combat cap, fully bearded and smoking a cigar, Castro had already perfected the public persona for which he is still instantly recognizable. Other Fidelistas on the tour were similarly decked out in the fatigues and beards they had worn as guerrillas but before long they would abandon the trademark look to Castro alone. When a Canadian reporter asked him about his combat attire, Castro replied that it served as a symbol that united him with the Cuban people. Figure it out for yourself, he said dryly, noting that some Canadian men in the crowd looked much like him and his comrades. Theyre Beatniks, someone told him. Beatniks? Whats that? he replied.

From Dorval, Castro and his entourage were escorted by their official host, Montreal mayor Sarto Fournier, into the city. The honking and hooting of the Cuban motorcade was so exuberant, according to one report, that it had visitors from other parts of Canada marvelling at Montreals Latin abandon. At the airport and along the parade route, rooftop sharpshooters surveyed the crowded streets for assassination threats. As they would four decades later at the funeral for Pierre Trudeau, Montrealers turned out in the thousands to offer Castro hugs and handshakes. Women and teenagers fought to be close to the Cuban leader, said one report. Any time his motorcade stoppedrecognizable because it was flying the flag of CubaMontrealers cheered Viva, Castro! and Hurray, Fidel! In the populist style that would become a Castro trademark, the Cuban leader repeatedly alarmed his Canadian police escort and his own bodyguards by wading into the crowds to talk to my people, as he put it. He could have been killed three dozen times the way he ignored us, said one exasperated Montreal police officer. Castro was obviously charmed by Montreal, correctly noting that the colourful city resembled Havana in many ways. Theres a Latin atmosphere here that I sort of missed in the United States, he mused.

Some journalists had openly mocked Castros heavily accented efforts to converse in English during the U.S. leg of his tour. A Castro speech is a frightful massacre of the English language, wrote one of them. His statements were sometimes transcribed phonetically in the U.S. press, as in I was pee-cher when I playing baseball, not catcher. Yet from the taped interviews that have survived from the erahis chat on network TV with the veteran journalist Edward R. Murrow, for exampleit is evident that Castro acquitted himself remarkably well in English. He took great care to express himself clearly during his many interviews, consulting both his aides and a dictionary whenever he foundered. More to the point, he put himself entirely at the disposal of the press at every stop on the tour, sometimes fielding questions in English for hours on end.

Castro has always been highly sensitive to the manner in which he is treated in the U.S. media. It is likely that the condescension he met in 1959 cemented his resolve to speak English only when the political advantage of doing so was extraordinary. Not until 1977 would he again offer an American journalist an interview in English, and when he did so he chose ABCs Barbara Walters, someone whom he knew could carry his message of conciliation directly into the living rooms of the American people. The diplomatic damage that has arisen from Castros refusal to speak English has been incalculable, since his speeches are seldom translated or covered by the media outside Cuba. For non-Spanish-speaking North Americans, Castro has thus always been something of a demagogue, shouting himself hoarse in huge rallies, gesticulating wildly and moving crowds of admirers to mass adulation. What has been lost is not only unmediated access to one of the great orators of the twentieth century. Also forgotten is the fact, unchanged since 1959, that although he has had many differences with the U.S. government, he has never had anything but the utmost respect for the American people. By refusing to speak English, in short, Fidel Castro has made it easy for his enemies in North America to demonize him.



Among Castros scheduled stops during his motorcade tour of Montreal was the childrens ward at Montreals Sainte-Justine Hospital. There he cuddled some of the infant patients, cigar in hand, demonstrating the personal magnetism for which he is renowned among his own people. Like all politicians, of course, Castro is well aware of the public-relations value of being photographed in the embrace of children, something he missed no opportunity to exploit during his North American tour. But he also genuinely enjoys the company of young people, and his solicitousness around them is a key element of the unceremonious personal style for which he is also well known. While he was in Washington, D.C., for example, the Cuban leader snuck out of his hotel room, eluding even his own bodyguards, and spent four hours in a Chinese-food restaurant debating politics with a group of college students he encountered there.

Castros evening itinerary was a whirlwind of speech-making and glad-handing. It began with a reception at the Queen Elizabeth Hotel, where he and his aides had taken suites. During the fete, the Cuban leader astonished his Canadian hosts by crashing the First Communion party of seven-year-old Louise Bruneau, which was also being held in the hotel. (Photographs of him and the child were splashed over the front pages of the Montreal newspapers the next day.) Castros next stop was a banquet sponsored by Montreals Jeune chambre de commerce, where, as guest of honour, he spoke before forty of the citys leading business people. There he received a warm embrace from Chambre president Claude Dupras and accepted the organizations gift of twenty thousand toys donated by Montrealers. The toys were earmarked for the Cuban governments counter-bombing campaign in Oriente province. For two years the children of the Sierra Maestra region had been bombed along with rebel targets, Castro himself explained during his forty-five-minute speech. It has reached the point where now they are even afraid of the commercial planes that fly over them. We sent planes loaded with toys over the bombed towns. Castros gratefulness was genuine. At midnight, by which time he was exhausted and virtually hoarse, he ventured out to a Chambre-sponsored Toy Dance at the Craig Street Armoury. I came to this dance because I felt I had to show you my gratitude and the gratitude of all Cuba for what you are doing for our children, he told the crowd of four thousand in English. And I promise you that when I return, I will have learned how to thank you properly in French, too! When he returned to the hotel, he exchanged greetings with yet another crowd of two hundred well-wishers.

In the hours between the evening banquet and the midnight toy dance, Castro held court in his suite at the Queen Elizabeth. There he met officials of the RCMP to discuss the training of his rural guard. He saw Hal C. Banks, the controversial head of the Seafarers International Union (SIU), in order to hammer out an agreement regarding eight ships that had been sold to Cuba by Canadian National Steamships during an SIU strike. He also met Andy McNaughton in person for the first time, and thanked him warmly for his clandestine activities during the war against Batista. McNaughton was the son of the famous Canadian general and diplomat A. G. L. McNaughton. Code-named Esquimal (meaning Man from the North), the younger McNaughton had worked for Castro as a double agent during the guerrilla waran extremely risky undertaking for which he had been named an honorary citizen of Cuba. Officially employed as an arms buyer for Batista, McNaughton had purchased weapons abroad with the regimes money and then funnelled them to the Fidelistas. He had also gathered intelligence for Castro, a subterfuge that, if discovered, might well have resulted in a grim fate at the hands of Batistas security forces. McNaughton was later asked why he had taken such risks for Castro. I have friends in Cuba, he said. I got to know their problems. You cant close your eyes to some things. You have to make your decision and I made mineto help the cause of freedom in Cuba.

Accustomed to impromptu speech-making among adoring crowds, Castro improvised speeches at Dorval and in the lobby of the Queen Elizabeth. His rare gift for self-revelation was beguiling, as one journalist put it, and his message was by now well rehearsed. The policy of the Cuban Revolution was humanism, not communism, said Castro. Anyone who says we are Communists knows nothing about political culture. When asked why he was delaying the long-promised general election in Cuba, he replied that the country needed time to allow for the creation of real political parties. He emphasized, no doubt accurately, that the most opportunistic strategy would be to call an election before any opposition to the Fidelistas could become established. Right now, 94 per cent of the people are with us, Castro observed. The longer we delay calling an election, the less support we will have. But an election today would be a Hitler or a Mussolini plebiscite because we are the only party. When asked about communist influence in his governmentthe question on which the U.S. media had badgered him relentlesslyhe was visibly testy. Do we have to kill the Communists in Cuba, or persecute them, because of their political ideas? he demanded. If we dont kill them or persecute them, does that make us Communists? The whole thing, its absurd. Castros message to Canadians was simple: Cuba was hungry and poor after Batistas flight. The dictator had left only $70 million from pre-revolutionary national bank reserves of $400 million, he told reporters. His country therefore had to start from scratch, and it was looking to Canada as a model of economic development.

At 9:15 on the morning of Monday, April 27, 1959, Fidel Castro flew out of Dorval Airport. His frantic tour of Montreal over, Castro departed much as he had arrived, amid a constellation of flashbulbs and throngs of well-wishers. En route back to Cuba, the rebel leader stopped first in Houston, Texas, and then in Buenos Aires, Argentina, where he was scheduled to speak before the Organization of American States (OAS). There he made the sensational proposal that the U.S. government provide $30 billion in capital to solve Latin Americas chronic problems of underdevelopment. It was a bold and brazen suggestion coming after almost two weeks of pressing the flesh in the United States, during which he had resolutely refused to talk about money. It did, however, illuminate Castros sense of his own political destiny. Here was a new breed of leader for Latin America, he was signalling. The era of the banana republic was over. Fidel Castro was not a man to go begging for American assistance, cap in hand. Cubas relationship with the United States would be one of equals or there would be no relationship at all.



In one sense, Fidel Castros rise to power had been meteoric: it had taken the Fidelista guerrillas just two years to prevail against Batista militarily. Yet, in another sense, Castro had been preparing since his teens for the triumph of his revolutionary vision. While at the University of Havana in the late 1940s, where he earned a doctor of laws degree (hence the salutation Dr. Castro), he established his reputation as an exceptionally courageous nationalist firebrand. From the day of Batistas bloodless coup dtat in March 1952, Castro began to foment rebellion across the island. On July 26, 1953, he led an ill-fated attack on the Moncada army base in Santiago de Cuba, for which he served less than two years of a fifteen-year sentence before being amnestied by Batista himself. Acting as his own legal counsel, Castro exploited the national publicity of his Moncada trial by delivering the speech that would become the blueprint of the Cuban Revolution, immortalized by its brash concluding challenge to the court. Condemn me, he pronounced. It does not matter. History will absolve me.

Within twenty-four hours of his release from the Isle of Pines prison in 1955, Castro defiantly released to the Cuban press a Manifesto of the People of Cuba. Calling this new phase of the struggle the 26th of July Movement, he plunged into the chaotic and violent Havana political scene, making speeches, publishing pamphlets and haranguing Batista on the radio. By summer, there was so much heat on him from the regimes security forces that he knew he had to leave Cuba. In July, Castro flew to Mexico, where he, his brother Ral, the young Argentinean doctor Che Guevara and other exiled rebels dedicated themselves to training and equipping an army capable of launching a guerrilla war in the mountains of eastern Cuba. Eighteen months later, in December 1956, Castro and his eighty-one-man army, with all the guns they could carry, made their way from Mexico to Cubas Oriente province aboard the leaky cabin-cruiser Granma. Batista issued a $100,000 bounty on Castrodead or aliveand launched a merciless terror campaign against the peasant farmers thought to be abetting the rebels. Yet the people of the Sierra Maestra remained overwhelmingly loyal to Castro. His concern for the welfare of ordinary Cuban folk and his promise to make their problems a top priority of the Revolution became legendary. During the guerrilla war, the rebel leaders listened intently to the concerns of local people, providing them with medical aid and literacy instruction. Castro and his top commanders took the same risks in battle as their men and brooked no special comforts or rations. This inclusive, egalitarian ethos greatly impressed the Cuban people, drawing new recruitsmen and womento the rebel army practically daily.

On January 17, 1957, Castro had his first taste of military victory, taking a military outpost at La Plata by surprise and hauling its plentiful arms and munitions back into the mountains. In a gesture of magnanimity designed to win the sympathy of the Cuban people, the enemy wounded were treated (mainly by Che Guevara) and then released. The Fidelistas would treat all wounded soldiers the same way for the remainder of the war. It was a brilliant strategy
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