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PREFACE TO THE 2003 EDITION

– Elizabeth Martinez –

“THIS EXTRAORDINARY COLLECTION...” I could begin that way, but no. Those words, though true enough, seem all too inadequate. The book is—here comes a risky claim—revolutionary. But why? An encouraging number of anthologies of writings by women of color have appeared in recent years, with This Bridge Called My Back, edited by Gloria Anzaldúa and Cherríe Moraga, leading the way. That development ended decades of invisibility. Now comes Jennifer Browdy’s book, offering new reasons to celebrate.

There is, first, the welcome fact that her book focuses on Latin America and the Caribbean, those huge expanses of our hemisphere too often ignored or minimized in the past. Except for academic specialists, few people, even on the left, paid much attention to Latin America until thousands of indigenous rebels rose up in southern Mexico [in 1994, in response to the North American Free Trade Agreement]. And the Caribbean exists in the minds of many North Americans mostly thanks to a unique, struggling revolution in Cuba that won’t go away. Although we see more attention given to this region today, there is still too little awareness of the many peoples, histories, and cultures that the women writers in this book so eloquently and passionately illuminate.

Their stories of resistance to oppression are also global, for the conditions they present exist worldwide. These writers cry out against the effects of colonization, unfettered imperialism, and corporate globalization on billions of people, as well as on the planet itself. Their rage is haunting. Who can forget the saying of poor Haitian women under slavery and colonial oppression, as recalled here by Edwidge Danticat: “We are ugly, but we are here”? And here to stay, Danticat adds. “Every once in a while, we must scream this as far as the wind can carry our voices,” she writes.

The book’s call for such defiance is not new. Since September 11, 2001, the need for it has been greater than ever, as the US response to that dreadful day continues sending its dreadful message: ours is an age of intensified empire-building in which no war is unthinkable.

It is also an age of galloping globalization for the benefit of capitalist growth. In our hemisphere, the suffering caused by NAFTA has not halted the drive toward more of the same alphabet. Today’s “Free Trade Area of the Americas” (FTAA), and a similar plan for Central America (CAFTA), move forward that caravan of misery.

Around the world we find institutions like the World Trade Organization (WTO), whose policies could mean starvation for three billion peasant farmers, according to Samir Amin, director of the Third World Forum in Senegal. Unable to grow foodstuffs that can compete with products imported from advanced countries, how can these people survive? When Kyung Hae Lee, a Korean farmer, committed suicide at this year’s [2003] WTO meeting in Cancún, Mexico, he was protesting a deadly greed that should enrage us all. His suicide was a desperate call for more of the activist commitment that fills the pages of Women Writing Resistance.

The book is a collective “Declaration of Resistance” to the power and arrogance of ruling-class, racist, patriarchal domination. Its call for resistance also imagines a transformed world. These women offer visions that are profoundly revolutionary, and they do so with great beauty. In offering this wealth of prose and poetry by some of the world’s finest writers and strongest feminists, Jennifer Browdy confirms that politics and art cannot be separated, despite the critics who try to do so.

Finally, Browdy offers us a shining, elegant introduction that makes the totality of her anthology a work of art in itself. Gracias, Jennifer, y venceremos!


INTRODUCTION
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WRITING RESISTANCE, ENVISIONING THE BETTER WORLD THAT COULD BE

– Jennifer Browdy –

WOMEN WRITING RESISTANCE: Essays on Latin America and the Caribbean chronicles a time of intense awareness of the effects of globalization—the transnational movements of capital and of people—and of a heightened awareness of the porousness of borders that used to seem firm, especially national and cultural borders. Old categories such as “First World” and “Third World” are no longer neatly mappable, and the old divides of nationality, language, and race have become much more fluid. The contributors to Women Writing Resistance range across all these borders, locating themselves in the borderlands between “Latin America,” “the Caribbean,” and “North America,” even as they call into question the validity of such labels as signposts to identity.

From Latinas of various national origins, many now writing in exile, to writers of Anglophone and Francophone Caribbean origins, to members of the Hispanic Jewish diaspora, to Chicanas who culturally straddle the US-Mexico border, to Puertorriqueñas with their special hybrid American political status, and even including one North American of European Jewish ancestry, Margaret Randall, whose lifetime of commitment to social justice movements in Mexico, Cuba, Nicaragua, and North America make her an inveterate border crosser—the contributors to Women Writing Resistance exemplify the possibility of coalition and alliance among women from widely divergent backgrounds, all working in what Aurora Levins Morales calls the field of “cultural activism” to envision and manifest a more equitable, peaceful, and sustainable future for the Americas and the world.1

Beyond their commitment to social justice, the authors included in Women Writing Resistance are outstanding writers, garnering international acclaim for their novels, poetry, and essays, which often make use of formal innovations such as linguistic code switching, oral history, authorial collaboration, and the creative juxtaposition of previously “pure” genres such as poetry and prose or fiction and nonfiction, all in the service of textualizing previously marginalized, culturally complex voices. All the contributors have enacted in their writing what Mary K. DeShazer has called “a poetics of resistance,” in which writers “participate in resistance by inscribing it” in beautiful, powerful poetry and prose.2

To understand these writers’ resistant politics, we must explore the history of Latin America and the Caribbean, which forms the backdrop of their work. Globalization as a socio-historical phenomenon has been going on for a long time: it began to assume its current configuration roughly five hundred years ago, when the age of European imperialist domination of the peoples of Africa, Asia, the Middle East, and the Americas began. This Euro-American cultural hegemony has always been accompanied by various kinds of resistance movements. In Latin America and the Caribbean, the initial goals of resistance were to throw off the twin yokes of colonization and slavery, goals that were for the most part accomplished by the mid-twentieth century.

But the eradication of slavery and the arrival of nationalist and independence movements did not do much to improve conditions for women and other racial/cultural minorities, or for the poor in general, throughout the region. Social codes that privileged light skin (as evidence of European ancestry) persisted, and women continued to be confined to restricted areas of the patriarchal compound, pinned down by the male supremacist code known as machismo.

Not surprisingly, the glaring inequalities of this social system offered many opportunities for oppositional movements to thrive. Socialism was the most widespread social justice movement of the twentieth century in Latin America and the Caribbean. Marxist and Maoist organizers fanned out across the region, spreading a new gospel of egalitarian human rights that attracted a wide following among the millions of disenfranchised, and also stimulated vicious reprisals from conservative leaders, who were supported by the United States in their efforts to maintain power and privilege, under the guise of “fighting the spread of Communism.”

During the twenty years between 1965 and 1985, much of Latin America and the Caribbean became an ideological and physical battlefield, with the Cold War between the United States and Soviet Union driving local stakes even higher. Hundreds of thousands of lives were lost; thousands of followers of social justice movements were rounded up, tortured, and “disappeared”; entire families and even villages were dislocated and forced into political exile; and economies were left in ruins, all in the name of “ensuring democracy”—an increasingly obvious euphemism for “securing safe conditions for imperialist capitalism” throughout Latin America, the Caribbean, and other developing regions of the world.3

It was in the crucible of this violent, tumultuous period in Latin American and Caribbean history that the women writers included in this collection came of age and developed what Chela Sandoval would call their “oppositional consciousness.”4 Contributors like Marjorie Agosín, Emma Sepúlveda, Julia Alvarez, and Ruth Behar were caught up as children or young adults in the political upheavals of Chile, Argentina, the Dominican Republic, and Cuba, and were driven into exile in the United States, where they continued from afar their commitment to social justice in their countries of origin. Women Writing Resistance is especially fortunate to include contributions from three generations of women in the Partnoy family: Alicia Partnoy, who was “disappeared” and tortured in the late 1970s during the Argentinian genocide, an ordeal she chronicled in her book The Little School; her mother, Raquel Partnoy, whose essay describes how she channeled her pain at her family’s persecution into her painting; and Alicia’s daughter Ruth Irupé Sanabria, who was two years old when her mother was “disappeared” and who fled with her parents to the United States after their release from political imprisonment. The generational movement of the Partnoys is emblematic of the collection as a whole, which spans more than thirty years of women’s active involvement in resistance, through writing, to various forms of oppression.

In addition to the larger ideological battles between socialism and capitalism that have torn through Latin America over the past fifty years, many of the contributors to Women Writing Resistance have also been intimately involved with the feminist struggle to eliminate sexism and with the indigenous and Black struggles to overcome the entrenched racism of Latin America and the Caribbean—struggles that have been waged within both the socialist and the capitalist camps. Margaret Randall has suggested that the socialist movements in Latin America and the Caribbean were impeded by “the failure to develop an indigenous feminist discourse and vital feminist agenda.”5 That said, Latina feminists have been careful, as Aída Hurtado observes, “about not ranking oppressions which might exclude causes perceived as not central to women’s rights.” Instead, Hurtado continues, Latina feminists “struggle to incorporate diverse issues without losing the centrality of gender in all their battles.”6 Randall puts it categorically: “If a revolution is unable or unwilling to address the needs of all people, it is doomed to failure.”7

This is a lesson that the writers of this collection have learned through painful experience and immediate observation, in a range of specific geopolitical sites throughout the Americas. As women who understand their writing as a form of resistance to the intertwined and complex oppressions of imperialism, elitism, racism, sexism, and homophobia, they have been practicing transnational, intersectional feminism avant la letter, long before these terms became fashionable in the US academy. All the contributors to this volume have challenged borders—linguistic, geographical, social, cultural, ideological—through their writing and in their own lives, and in so doing they have, as Aurora Levins Morales put it, “found a way to affirm our complex realities,” which are a mirror of the complex realities of so many women of the Americas. “It is this complexity, this many-sided seeing, this daring to name the uses and practices of power wherever they are found,” says Morales, “that is our greatest gift.”8

Both Randall and Morales have offered a comparison between the individual discrimination and abuse often experienced by women under patriarchy, and the collective oppression perpetrated by the male-dominated social forces of imperialism, with its accompanying racism and elitism. “Individual abuse and collective oppression are not different things,” Morales declares. “They are different views of the same creature. ... Personal abuse is the local eruption of systemic oppression, and oppression is the accumulation of millions of small systemic abuses.”9 In order to heal society at both the local and global level, Morales and Randall agree, “personal wholeness and political health ... must be rewoven into a single fabric. They cannot be separated,” writes Randall.10

This “reweaving” is a major goal of the writers included in this anthology, whose writings move from the personal to the political and back again with great fluidity, grace, and power. Located as they are, in what Gloria Anzaldúa calls “the borderlands” between cultures, moving back and forth between their “home” countries and their various locations in exile, these writers are all profoundly mestizo, to use Anzaldúa’s influential term. As Anzaldúa explains:


The work of mestizo consciousness is to break down the subject-object duality that keeps her a prisoner and to show in the flesh and through the images in her work how duality is transcended. The answer to the problem between the white race and the colored, between males and females, lies in healing the split that originates in the very foundations of our lives, our culture, our languages, our thoughts. A massive uprooting of dualistic thinking in the individual and collective consciousness is the beginning of a long struggle, but one that could, in our best hopes, bring us to the end of rape, of violence, of war.11



Undoing the artificial separations between us and them, self and other, has been the project of many postcolonial writers, who have sought to enact a mobile, contingent, strategic deployment of identity in the interests of a politics of solidarity across differences. The writers in Women Writing Resistance have all used their writing in the service of what Chela Sandoval calls “global decolonizing alliances,” motivated by the goals of “egalitarian social relations and economic well-being for all citizenry”—and also, I would add, for those whose very claim to citizenship is contested, as in the case of Guatemalan Quiché Indian Rigoberta Menchú.12

Menchú, who won the Nobel Peace Prize in 1992 for her work as an indigenous human rights leader, chronicled in her best-selling testimonial I, Rigoberta Menchú, emerged as an international leader in global struggles for indigenous rights, work that culminated in the 2007 ratification by the United Nations of the Universal Declaration of the Rights of Indigenous Peoples. Menchú has been at the forefront of efforts to bring to justice the perpetrators of the 1970s genocide against the Guatemalans, and she twice ran for president of Guatemala, the first indigenous person to do so in Latin America. In all of her work, Menchú has endeavored to build solidarity between the different ethnic groups in Guatemala, stressing the importance of alliance to successful movements for social change.

“I believe in community as an alternative way forward, and not simply as a memory of the past,” Menchú says. “It is something dynamic. Identity is not just nostalgia for eating tamales. It is holistic, and comprises all the integral aspects of a culture.”13 Menchú envisions a new kind of world community, which would be “pluralistic, diverse, multiethnic and multicultural. We must accept that humanity is a beautiful multi-colored garden,” she says, using a characteristically organic metaphor.14

There is undeniably a current of rage that runs through the writings included in this volume—rage at social injustice, at political oppression, at the collusion of the United States and Europe in sustaining the deep inequities that mar living conditions for the majority throughout Latin America and the Caribbean—and there is also a profound current of sorrow. “My poems acknowledge those voices muzzled in dark and silent torture chambers, especially the voices of women and of children who were forbidden to sing and denied the opportunity to grow knowing the soothing touch of a parent or to simply gaze, unafraid, at open horizons,” says Marjorie Agosín.15 Through remembrance, Agosín, Edwidge Danticat, and others in this collection seek to bear witness to the repressive political regimes of the Americas and to pay homage to those whose lives have been lost unnecessarily. Most of all, these women writers seek to channel their anger, sorrow, and pain in positive directions, undertaking, according to Aurora Levins Morales, “the work of infusing people’s imaginations with possibility, with the belief in a bigger future.” This cultural activism, she says, “is the essential fuel of revolutionary fire.”16

The social visions of these women writers are nothing short of revolutionary, demanding a rethinking of history as well as a re-envisioning of the present. Running throughout is an insistence on centering the histories, priorities, and self-determination of all women, but especially women who find themselves disenfranchised and marginalized under patriarchal capitalism. Though the women writers in this collection come from a wide range of cultural, educational, and material circumstances—some having enjoyed positions of relative power and comfort by virtue of their European ancestry, others having been discriminated against on the basis of class or race. But all insist on a radical politics of inclusion, based on what Jacqui Alexander and Chandra Talpade Mohanty describe as “the feminist democratic practice,” which calls for solidarity among women across the bounds of nationality, sexuality, race, class, language, ethnicity, religion, and other artificial barriers. As Alexander and Mohanty elaborate:


In order for solidarity between Third World women in the geographical Third World and women of color in the first world to take place [and, I would add, between the aforementioned groups and white feminists as well] imperialist domination and capitalist attitudes towards acquisition and advancement must become part of a feminist project of liberation. Feminist democratic practice in this context, then, cannot be about self-advancement, upward mobility or maintenance of the first-world status quo. It has to be premised on the decolonization of the self and on notions of citizenship defined not just within the boundaries of the nation-state, but across national and regional borders.17



This collection has grown out of my own experience as a crosser of borders—linguistic, national, racial, and religious, among others—and my ever-growing conviction that if North American feminists want to improve our world, we must begin by reaching beyond the bounds of our own privilege in order to learn from our sisters in struggle in other parts of the globe. I have learned so much as a feminist activist throughout my years of reading and interacting with my Latina and Caribeña counterparts, and it is my vision that this collection will stimulate other North American students of Latin American and Caribbean culture to explore this rich field of cultural knowledge and literary production further, in order to begin to see the world through a radically different lens than that offered by mainstream media, academia, and publishing. Linked in solidarity, we may dare, alongside the writers included in this anthology, to envision a new, people-centered global society, what Alexander and Mohanty call “a transborder participatory democracy (one in which it is not the state but the people themselves who emerge as the chief agents in defining the course of the global economic and political processes that structure their lives).”18 As always, in order to manifest such a vision, we need our writers and other artists to show us the way, and it is my hope that this collection will be another signpost on the road to a more just world for us all.

As we move through the second decade of the twenty-first century, democracy, human rights, and social justice are once again under threat by the forces of corruption, greed, and repressive political ideologies. In our time, as in the past, “poetry is not a luxury,” as Audre Lorde knew so well; “it is a vital necessity of our existence.”19 And a revolutionary poem, as Adrienne Rich observed, “is an alchemy through which waste, greed, brutality, frozen indifference, blind sorrow and anger are transmuted into some drenching recognition of the What if?—the possible. ... Revolutionary art dwells, by its nature, on edges. ... This is its power: the tension between subject and means, between the is and what can be.”20

The writers of Women Writing Resistance all dwell on that dangerous cutting edge of possibility, stringing out bridges of words into the uncharted future, their writing conjuring what Rich calls “the energy of desire, summoning a different reality,”21 and calling on us as readers to work with them to create a better world.
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RE-ENVISIONING HISTORY


1
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REVISION

– Aurora Levins Morales –

LET’S GET ONE THING STRAIGHT. Puerto Rico was a women’s country. We outnumbered men again and again.1 Female head of household is not a new thing with us. The men left for Mexico and Venezuela and Peru. They left every which way they could, and they left us behind. We got our own rice and beans. Our own guineo verde and cornmeal. Whatever there was to be cooked, we cooked it. Whoever was born, we birthed and raised them. Whatever was to be washed, we washed it. We washed the ore the men dug from the mountains, rinsed a thousand baskets of crushed rock. We stood knee deep in the rivers, separating gold from sand, and still cooked supper. We washed cotton shirts and silk capes, diapers and menstrual cloths, dress shirts and cleaning rags. We squatted by the river and pounded clothing on rocks. Whatever was grown, we grew it. We planted the food and harvested it. We pushed the cane into the teeth of the trapiche and stripped the tobacco leaf from the stem. We coaxed the berries from the coffee branch and sorted them, washed them, dried them, shelled them, roasted them, ground them, made the coffee, and served it. We were never still, our hands were always busy. Making soap. Making candles. Holding children. Making bedding. Sewing clothing. Our stitches held sleeve to dress and soul to body. We stitched our families through the dead season of the cane, stitched them through lean times of bread and coffee. The seams we made kept us from freezing in the winters of New York and put beans on the table in the years of soup kitchens. Puerto Rican women have always held up four-fifths of the sky. Ours is the work they decided to call unwork. The tasks as necessary as air. Not a single thing they did could have been done without us. Not a treasure taken. Not a crop brought in. Not a town built up around its plaza, not a fortress manned without our cooking, cleaning, sewing, laundering, childbearing. We have always been here, doing what had to be done. As reliable as furniture, as supportive as their favorite sillón. Who thanks his bed? But we are not furniture. We are full of fire, dreams, pain, subversive laughter. How could they not honor us? We were always here, working, eating, sleeping, singing, suffering, giving birth, dying. We were out of their sight, cutting wood, making fire, soaking beans, nursing babies. We were right there beside them digging, hoeing, weeding, picking, cutting, stacking. Twisting wires, packing pifia, shaping pills, filling thermometers with poisonous metal, typing memo after memo. Not one meal was ever eaten without our hand on the pot. Not one office ran for an hour without our ear to the phone, our finger to the keyboard. Not one of those books that ignore us could have been written without our shopping, baking, mending, ironing, typing, making coffee, comforting. Without our caring for the children, minding the store, getting in the crop, making their businesses pay. This is our story, and the truth of our lives will overthrow them.

Let’s get one thing straight. Puerto Rico was parda, negra, mulata, mestiza. Not a country of Spaniards at all. We outnumbered them, year after year. All of us who are written down: not white. We were everywhere. Not just a few docile servants and the guava-eating ghosts of the dead. The Spanish men left babies right and left. When most of the Indias had given birth to mixed-blood children, when all the lands had been divided, our labor shared out in encomienda, and no more caciques went out to battle them, they said the people were gone. How could we be gone? We were the brown and olive and cream-colored children of our mothers: Arawak, Maya, Lucaya, stolen women from all the shores of the sea. When we cooked, it was the food our mothers had always given us. We still pounded yuca and caught crabs. We still seasoned our stews with aji and wore cotton skirts. When we burned their fields, stole their cattle, set fire to their boats, they said we were someone else. What was wrong with their eyes? We mixed our blood together like sancocho, calald. But the mother things stayed with us. Two hundred and fifty years after they said, “Ya no hay Indios,” we had a town of two thousand who still remembered our names, and even our neighbors called the place Indiera. When they wanted more slaves from Africa, they complained that we had all died on them. They called us pardas libres and stopped counting us. Invisibility is not a new thing with us. But we have always been here, working, eating, sleeping, singing, suffering, giving birth, dying. We are not a metaphor. We are not ghosts. We are still here.

Let’s get one thing straight. We were everywhere. The Spanish, Dutch, English, French, Genoese, Portuguese took captives up and down our coasts, inland by river, overland on foot. They brought us here through every bay deep enough to hold a slave ship. Legally, through the port of San Juan, all registered in the royal books. And dozens more, unloaded at night, right there in the harbor, sold but not written down. But that was the least of it. We came through Afiasco, Guinica, Arecibo, Salinas, San German. In sloops from Jamaica, St. Christopher, Curacao. We came by the thousands, bound hand and foot, uncounted, unaccounted for, while official eyes looked the other way. And we came as fugitives from the other islands, because the Spanish let the slaves of their rivals live here free. From Saint Croix and Tortola, from Jamaica and the Virgins. There were many more of us than were written in their registers. Untaxed, unbaptised, hidden in the folds of the mountains, in the untitled lands. There were many more of us than the sugar planters knew or would say, always sobbing to the king about no one to do the work. We were here from the start, and we were here more often. They were always running away to seek better fortunes. We ran away, too. We ran to the swamps and we ran to the cordillera. We ate their cattle and set fire to their cane fields. If they caught us, the judges were instructed to cut off our ears. (Police brutality is not a new thing with us.) Spanish men left babies right and left, cafe con leche children. But in their imaginations, they were all alone in their big white houses, dreaming of Peru or the voyage back to Spain, while on their threshold a new people was forming. How could they not see us, nursing their babies, cooking fiame, frying balls of cornmeal, banana, yuca; stewing up crabs and pork and guingambo. Wrapping cotton rags around our heads. Throwing white flowers into the sea. How could they not hear us, telling each other our stories with the soles of our feet on the clay, with the palms of our hands on tree trunks, on goat-hides. Carrying their loads, laundering for strangers to earn them cash. We have always been here, longer and steadier, working, eating, sleeping, singing, suffering, giving birth, dying. We were not contented. We were not simple souls ready to dance and sing all day with innocent hearts. We were not lazy animals, too dull-witted to understand orders. We were not hot-blooded savages, eager to be raped. We were not impervious to pain. We felt every blow they struck at our hearts. We were not happy to serve. We didn’t love our masters. We were slaves. We were libertas. We were free mulatas. We were poor and hungry and alive. When they needed hands, they brought us. When they needed jobs, they threw us on boats to New York and Hawaii, threw us on food stamps, threw us drugs. But Puerto Rico is African. We made it from our own flesh.

Let’s get one thing straight. Puerto Rico was a poor folks’ country. There were many more poor than rich throughout its history. More naborias than caciques. More foot soldiers than aristocratic conquistadores. More servants than mistresses. More people wearing cotton and leather than people wearing silk and damask, velvet and cloth of gold. They did wear those things, and they ate off silver plates. But most of us ate off higueras, or wooden trenchers, or common clay. There were more people who ate plitano and cornmeal and casabe every day of the week, with a little salt fish or pork now and then, than those who had beef and turtle and chicken and fresh eggs and milk, with Canarias wine and Andalucian olive oil. Most of us had no money. Many of us were never paid for working. Those of us who owned the fruits of our labor traded it to the merchants for far less than it was worth, and bought on credit, and ended up in debt. We were the ones who cleared the land so it could be planted with sugarcanes from India, and coffee bushes from Ethiopia, and bananas and plantains from Malaysia. We were the ones who grew food. We were the ones who were glad when a store came to the mountains, and then watched our future harvests promised for the sack of beans, the new blade, the bag of rice or corn meal. We were the hands of Pietri and Castafier. We were the hands of Ferré and Muñoz. We washed and ironed the shirts of the politicians. We scrubbed the pots of the governors and their wives. We sewed those fine christening gowns for their babies and fetched the water for their baths. They said, This governor built a wall, and that one made a road. They said so-and-so founded a town, and this other one produced a newspaper. But the governor did not lift blocks of stone or dig through the thick clay. The capitanes pobladores didn’t labor in childbed to populate their villas, or empty the chamber pots. The great men of letters didn’t carry the bales of paper or scrub ink from piles of shirts and trousers. We have always been here. How could they not see us? We filled their plates and made their beds, washed their clothing and made them rich. We were not mindless, stupid, created for the tasks

NOTES


OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
N Whitive
\‘{&6 TANCE

Essays on
LATIN amegcy,
A rye

CARILBEAIY

JULIA ALvAREZ
PMUCHELLE CLIFF
GLokin AvzZALDUA
EDLAPGE DANTICHT
JANTRICA Kivehw
CHERRIE /10RAGA

EbITED 8Y
JENNIFER BRoWDY





OEBPS/Images/tp.jpg
OMEN WRITp,
Q\ES\ STAN CEC

ESSAYS ON
LATIN AMERICA
AND THE CARIBBEAN

~&

Edited by
Jennifer Browdy





OEBPS/Images/common.jpg





