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Poverty is everywhere in Haiti. In the 
mountains, land lays barren, the soil 
depleted. When Haitians plant food crops, 
the plants wither in the hot, dry sun or wash 
away in the rains. 

Mountain Majesty
The History of CODEP Haiti Where 
Sustainable Agricultural Development 
Works tells the story of an inspiring project 
that began in 1989 when Jack Hanna 
recognized that the solution to poverty in 
Haiti’s Cormier Valley region lay in addressing 
the entire watershed, not just a few local 
gardens. During its 25-year history, CODEP 
Haiti has championed reforestation and 
erosion control, found creative solutions to 
engage locals and, ultimately, converted a 
church-subsidized development program into 
a self-sustaining, locally managed enterprise. 

“Mountain Majesty will descend on 
you the way Haiti does — with liveliness, 
color, and masses of people each with 
an incredible story of hardship and hope. 
Read it and learn.”  

Martha Johnson, former Administrator, 
U.S. General Services Administration. 

Author, On My Watch: Leadership, 
Innovation & Personal Resilience

“Winings offers us a very valuable account 
of the work of CODEP… [It] provides us a 
longer-term prospective on how the or-
ganization evolved, on the dialogues and 
contingencies that shaped its work.” 

Laurent Dubois, PhD. Duke University. Author, 
Haiti: The Aftershocks of History
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Foreword

I first met John Winings in 2011 when he came to visit me at Duke 
University, where I then codirected the Haiti Laboratory at the Frank-
lin Humanities Center. Along with my colleague Deborah Jenson, I 
launched this laboratory in 2010, just months after the earthquake that 
had devastated the country, and our goal was to connect humanistic 
research on the history and culture of Haiti with the work being done in 
law, health, and the environment in the country. From our first meeting, 
I was struck by Winings’ remarkable knowledge and commitment in 
confronting one of the fundamental challenges facing Haiti today: that 
of deforestation, and its impact on the environment and therefore on the 
lives and livelihoods of rural Haitians. 

My conversations with John encouraged me to organize a series of 
workshops around the topic of the environment in Haiti, in which we 
brought together Haitian and U.S. scholars with practitioners. The work 
of CODEP became a centerpiece of these discussions, as we learned 
about how the project had evolved over the decades through constant 
interaction with and response to the social and cultural context they en-
countered. What struck me and other participants in these workshops 
about the work of CODEP was the extent to which it had become inter-
twined with the practices and aspirations of the rural communities of 
which it is a part.

There are thousands of NGOs working in Haiti today. And yet it is 
surprisingly difficult to get a holistic sense of what they do and how well 
their projects work. This is a serious problem, for it is difficult to evalu-
ate and analyze the ultimate impact of such organizations without such 
empirical knowledge. In this book, Winings offers us a very valuable 
account of the work of CODEP. As a historian of Haiti, I particularly ap-
preciate the fact that this account provides us a longer-term perspective 
on how the organization evolved, on the dialogues and contingencies 
that shaped its work, and on the way practice coalesced through nego-
tiation and trial and error.
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The critical insight that has driven CODEP’s work is that any con-
tribution to the environmental and agricultural situation in Haiti needs 
to be conceived of at the level of a watershed. This holistic approach, in 
which forests are understood not just as part of a broader ecosystem 
but also as a foundation for a set of social and economic practices and 
networks, is vital. And it is something that other organizations, in Haiti 
and beyond, could learn from. 

CODEP’s story, as told here, is a vital reminder of the power and 
necessity of listening and observing, of the rich foundations Haitian so-
ciety itself offers up for the cultivation of alternative futures, and of the 
centrality and beauty of our remarkable—though so often mistreated—
companions: trees and forests. 

Laurent Dubois, PhD
Duke University
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Preface

This book records the history of the Comprehensive Development Proj-
ect (CODEP) in the mountains south of Léogâne, Haiti. Over the past 
twenty-five years, CODEP has become one of the more successful agri-
culture development projects in Haiti, and perhaps in the world. 

There are two distinct periods in the life of CODEP. During the 
first, Jack Hanna was the visionary and Rodney Babe the project de-
signer and implementer. Both were essential in making CODEP what 
it is today. Their story of how the project came to be is a fascinating 
one and fills this book. The second volume tells how CODEP fared after 
both of them left.

After working in Haiti Fund for ten years and having my life sig-
nificantly altered by the experience, I have tried to capture in this book 
what makes this sustainable agricultural development project so special. 
I’ve tried to reflect the facts accurately, even when stories are in conflict 
with each other because different people tell them with different reflec-
tions and different interpretations. Such is the nature of humans. I’ve at-
tempted here to view the material broadly, and not reflect only one per-
spective. Add to this the nuances of the culture of Haiti and a different 
language, and the story becomes fascinating; I hope you find it so also.

The story of CODEP is also a composite of many moving stories 
of individual lives. I have included three of them as a way to weave the 
tapestry that makes this project so very human. You have here the sto-
ries of Jean Clement Tercelin, Joseph Edvy Durandice, and Larose Marie 
Carmella, whom everyone calls Nwèl.

Rather than create a day-by-day chronology, I felt it more helpful 
to look at broad trends, significant mistakes, and important learnings 
that helped make CODEP a success. Sustainable agricultural develop-
ment works this way—hit or miss, retrench and learn, move forward, 
find success—even in small doses. You will find this bumpy road here. 
I’ve included appendices with a chronological timeline, and one that 
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includes a glossary of terms. You thus can keep track of the dates, acro-
nyms, and names.

Because Haitian Creole is of French derivation and is a newly writ-
ten language, there are many choices when spelling different words. This 
can be frustrating for outsiders. I will dip you into this pool of uncer-
tainty: throughout the book, you will be exposed to French, Kreyòl, and 
English spellings of words. It is like this when you live in Haiti day to 
day. I hope this gives you a sense of the richness of Haitian culture, lan-
guage, and history. 

Notes are one of my favorite ways to explain nuances in a nar-
rative, to promote understanding and to provide background. Accord-
ingly, throughout the book you will find many comments, sources, and 
references. If you choose not to read them, fine, but know the story con-
tinues before and after.

Finally, this book describes what makes CODEP unique and spe-
cial in the midst of roughly ten thousand other NGOs (nongovernmen-
tal organizations) operating in Haiti, both rural and urban. I have not 
tried to paint a picture of Haiti and other NGOs outside of my particular 
experiences in and near Léogâne. I have witnessed lives being changed 
every day in that incredible sustainable agricultural development proj-
ect called CODEP.
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7 February 2014

For the family of Jack Hanna

From the Committee of the Director of CODEP, and all the animators, and 
the entire 1404 members who work in CODEP:

We all together were really sorry when we heard the bad news about Jack’s 
death. Because Jack, in 1989, planted a spiritual tree called CODEP in the 
Cormier (core me yea) valley, that tree which grew to four other sections of 
the county of Léogâne where now, in the year 2014, there are thousands of 
people who benefit indirectly. We are reaping these fruits from the spiritual 
tree that is CODEP, which Jack planted in the Cormier valley.

It is for this reason that we ask God to make a place for Jack in para-
dise, and to permit Jesus Christ to find a place for Jack in Heaven. And we 
pray for the family and for God to give them strength during this untimely 
death. 

And (we ask) that God to care for him, because we must always bless 
his name.

On behalf of the committee of the Director of CODEP
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Chapter 1

The Footpath . . .

Maybe it was just seeing the friendly new home painted green and yel-
low, with small but inviting bunks. Or maybe it was the exhaustion from 
trekking up and down the hills of Haiti to get here. But, more likely, it 
was the combination of heat, humidity, sweat, and aching muscles that 
made us sleep for twelve hours. 

It was March 2006. Jamie Rhoads, a CODEP intern whom we had 
known ten years earlier when we advised the Presbytery Youth Coun-
cil, was showing us the mission project called CODEP (Comprehensive 
Development Project). This was my second trip to Haiti, and my wife 
Debbie’s first. We had flown from Raleigh-Durham airport that morn-
ing, connecting in Miami with the short hour-and-twenty-minute flight 
to Port-au-Prince. That’s when the cultural shocks began. 

In those days there were no jet ramps; you descended to the tar-
mac on stairways perched on a pickup truck. The first sensation was 
the overwhelming heat, wind, and dust. The second was the brightness 
of the day, the sun hot on your head and face as you looked out at the 
tarmac.

It was a time of political upheaval in Haiti. In February two years 
earlier, President Jean-Bertrand Aristide had been evacuated—resigned 
for his own safety or pushed out by his enemies, including the US gov-
ernment, depending on who is telling the story. After Aristide flew out 
of Haiti on US government aircraft, a UN task force called MINUSTAH 
sent between five- and eight-thousand troops from Korea, Brazil, Sri 
Lanka, and other countries. 

The UN asked the chief justice of the Haitian Supreme Court to 
take the presidency on an interim basis until free and fair elections could 
elect a new president. Those elections didn’t occur until May 2006, so 
the election season was in full stride when we were there.*
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*A lot of literature exists on this period in Haiti’s history. Aristide was first elected 
president of Haiti in 1990, installed with great hoopla in February 1991, but was 
deposed in a coup d’état seven months later. After two years, he was reinstated 
and finished his five-year term after returning from exile. Reelected again in 2000 
under a cloud of election fraud accusations, his second term had many of the 
same problems. (For more on this topic, you can find a thorough discussion of 
those times in Haiti in a book by Peter Hallward, 2007, Damming the Flood: 
Haiti, Aristide, and the Politics of Containment. London: Verso Books. p. 210. 
ISBN 1-84467-106-2.)

The Presbyterian Church (PCUSA) had pulled all missionaries out 
of Haiti the prior June, including the directors of CODEP, Rodney and 
Sharyn Babe, whom Jamie had worked with for two years. By now the 
political situation had relaxed to the point where, with care, it was rea-
sonably safe for us to travel to Haiti.

Jamie had arranged for all three of us to take an MAF flight from 
the Port-au-Prince domestic air terminal to Jacmel on the south coast of 
Haiti. (MAF is Mission Aviation Fellowship—a Florida organization that 
uses small planes to fly missionaries into remote areas.) Jamie’s plane was 
late arriving from New York. So when Debbie and I got to Port-au-Prince, 
we were met by Limose Murat, an English-speaking Haitian man who was 
the head transportation guy for the Episcopal Bishop of Haiti. 

Although the domestic terminal was close by on the airport 
grounds, it was necessary to exit the airport and take a taxi the half-mile 
distance between them. But because security was important, Mr. Murat 
arranged for us to take a taxi with a known and trusted driver. He also 
told us how much the fare should be so we wouldn’t have an argument 
when we arrived. 

We piled into a beat-up old vehicle with our bags and backpacks 
and drove out of the airport. The city was quite a shock to both of us. 
Traffic was loud, dusty, congested, and interspersed with street vendors, 
in the middle of the street as well as on the sides—destitute, starving 
little ruffian boys who were begging for money, pecking on the window, 
rubbing their stomachs, and looking pleadingly into our eyes. Others 
were selling everything imaginable from rolled-up artwork on canvases 
without frames to chunks of food of unknown origin or safety. 
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Occasional fetid pools of “water” lined the road, along with plas-
tic bottles, Styrofoam remnants of food trays, shipping foam and pea-
nuts, plus shoes and rags—all in the soup. Torn black polyethylene bags 
skipped along in the wind, often dragged down into the glop. An acrid 
stench of exhaust smoke, foul-smelling decay, and human waste carried 
along by the hot, dry wind seemed to permeate everything. 

Poverty was everywhere. People without limbs or with severe dis-
abilities were limping along or sitting right on the ground. Many of 
them hawked everything from watches to phone-charging cigarette-
lighter plug-ins, plus large cardboard cones with unknown, unlabeled 
pills taped to the outside for anyone who wanted to buy something for a 
perceived or real malady of one sort or another. 

Others were selling drinks of questionable palatability, but most 
were shouting, “Dlo, dlo, dlo,” which we learned is the word for water. 
In French, water is eau often preceded by le, la, or de. In Haiti, it is all 
run together as dlo. The short distance on the road between the two 
entrances to the airport took about fifteen minutes to drive because of 
the severe congestion. An overwhelming fifteen minutes in a cacophony 
of horns, shouts, blaring radios, and vendor hawkers—which we now 
know is the crushing and closely packed hordes that are urban Haiti. 

At the domestic terminal, we were introduced to the American pi-
lot, who spent about half his time in Haiti flying various people around 
the country. Ours was a short flight, and inexpensive, but the pilot was 
a bit nervous. Jamie was running late, and the plane had to go to Jacmel, 
deliver us, and return before dark to Port-au-Prince, as the airport does 
not have landing lights! 

Finally, Jamie arrived. We loaded our bags and taxied out to the 
runway. The Port-au-Prince airport has one runway. Period. No taxi-
ways. All planes enter the gate area from a single taxi ramp going to each 
of the two terminals. To take off, a plane goes out to the runway, taxis 
to the end, turns around on a specially made turning “circle,” guns the 
engines, and takes off. Same with MAF, but with a small plane and the 
wind from the west he just turned, we roared down the runway, and off 
we went. 

We flew for about twenty minutes to Jacmel on the south coast. 
Jamie pointed to sections of CODEP that we could see. The differences 
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were stark—areas of dark green dense forest, and lighter green patches 
with new trees. Around these CODEP areas were huge patches of com-
pletely barren land—no trees, huge gullies, no soil—obviously incapable 
of sustaining life, plant or animal. This was our first birds-eye view of the 
contrast between how things were before CODEP and what they had 
become with CODEP’s involvement.

As we approached the airstrip, we could see the barrenness of the 
land around Jacmel—treeless mounds of stark, light-brown and gray 
humps of land, with huge washouts in the dry riverbed. The river flow-
ing into the Jacmel Harbor is deeply gouged out and quite wide, as much 
as five hundred meters in some places. We could see the nearly dry river 
snaking off to the right toward the harbor as we made a direct downhill 
approach to the runway. 

We felt an abrupt jolt as the plane landed. Jacmel is one of about 
fifteen Haitian airports that has “paved” runways. Paved is a loose defi-
nition here, as most are not much more than thin tarmac, a couple of 
inches of asphalt over a flat dirt strip. The runway is about three thou-
sand feet long. I understand it is one of the better runways; Jacmel is an 
artists’ community, a beach city. Many wealthy Haitians from Port-au-
Prince and New York maintain homes here. Apparently they have some 
influence on the quality of the airport runway. 

Clement, Mimi, and Edvy were waiting for us after having trav-
eled over the mountain in the CODEP pickup. These men’s names were 
among the many we would learn in CODEP, as others had done over the 
years. They were happy to see us, and upon Jamie’s advice, we stopped 
for a late lunch at a local restaurant. (It was about four o’clock, and Jamie 
knew none of them had eaten anything all day—though they would not 
have mentioned it.)

We climbed into the back of the pickup to ride, standing. On the 
ride up we could more easily see the mountain ridge to the other coast 
of the southern “thumb” of Haiti, some sixty-five kilometers away. The 
wind rushed against our faces and sunglasses, hats tied down or worn 
backward. 

We saw what seemed like rubble everywhere: piles of limestone at 
various points along the road, as well as concrete block houses and store-
fronts with reinforcing bar sticking out the top of nearly all of them.* 
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*The limestone piles are sand used in making concrete blocks (one at a time in a 
two-piece mold) for sale or construction. Because the currency is unstable, people 
convert discretionary cash into an asset; a pile of sand has a stable value. The 
reason for the protruding rebar is that once a house is finished, you have to pay 
government taxes, so very few houses are ever “finished.”

There were street vendors everywhere, even out and away from 
Jacmel. Every mile or so were a cluster of houses and stores close to the 
road with signs for the lottery. Everywhere the lottery takes money from 
those who can least afford it, who are betting on long odds, hoping to hit 
it big and make their lives easier. 

At various places, you can see far into the hills. On the uphill trek 
from Jacmel, the land is dry and parched. Limestone subsoil protrudes ev-
erywhere and there are a few hardy bushes or trees, but mostly it looks like 
a barren, hilly desert without the plants you see in the American south-
west. Occasionally you can see the river with huge piles of washed-down 
rock debris from floods. 

When we reached the top of the hill, it had begun to grow dark. 
The dusk is very short in the tropics. Soon there were small fires dotting 
the road on both sides with people sitting close behind them—another 
new experience, as our concern was for their safety from traffic—but 
they (and the passing vehicles) hardly seemed to notice.

We learned later that the topography begins to change at the top of 
the hill. Although there are barren patches in the distance, the roadsides 
are mostly covered with trees. You don’t see nearly the same amounts of 
erosion. CODEP’s reforestation has had a profound impact on the ecol-
ogy of the region. It is barren from Jacmel to the top because CODEP 
hasn’t yet begun working in that area.

We arrived “home” an hour later and ate a fabulous meal of col-
ored rice (called diri kolè), Congo beans (or pigeon peas), fried plantain 
patties, and pikliz. A kind of coleslaw, pikliz is made with finely sliced 
cabbage, carrots, and vile-hot peppers that are exactly the same color as 
the carrots. Cook Madame* Gabriel cooked this over a propane stove. 
The secret is to use lots of garlic and maggi cubes, bouillon-sized cubes 
that are nearly 100% monosodium glutamate. Not good for the heart or 
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keeping blood pressure low, but fabulous after a long, famished day of 
an assault on your senses. 

*Women in Haiti are known by their husband’s name, a cultural nuance that 
speaks of the patriarchal society. I have since found it is more of a convention than 
a real cultural more, as rural women have considerable power and responsibility.

Then we went to bed, exhausted and overwhelmed by the sen-
sory overload of all we had seen since we arrived in Port-au-Prince. 
We slept well, ceiling fans blowing hard to keep off the mosquitoes and 
sweat. We fell asleep listening to the traffic, with horns blaring on the 
road on one side of the guesthouse, and the soft lapping of the waves 
outside on the other.

Up early the next morning, we made some stops on the way up 
the hill to see the project. The first stop was at APKF, a farmers’ co-op 
that does microlending and provides a farm store, to see Edvy again and 
thank him for coming to meet us in Jacmel. 

We also visited with Pastor Dures, the headmaster of the Siloe 
School, an institution supported by CODEP. Dures is a leader in the 
project and also the school’s headmaster, teaching CODEP agricultural 
techniques to the kids. Each year they germinate seeds in plastic bags 
and water them every day for six months. Grown into seedlings, they are 
replanted on May 1, National Agriculture Day in Haiti. 

Teachers teach classes at the school mostly by rote. Students have 
uniforms unique to that school, and they are shiny-faced and bright-
eyed, always happy to see new blans (whites or foreigners). We realized 
later their joy was over the chance to see Jamie, who had lived there for 
two years. 

The school had nine classes, each about fifteen to twenty kids and 
each with a “professor” usually wearing dress pants and a tie. Pastè Du-
res was there to greet us. Pastè is often the name for leaders, whether 
they are real pastors or not; in Dures’s case, he had a church right at the 
school. Teachers teach classes in Kreyòl and sometimes French, and stu-
dents studied math, reading, history, civics, and agriculture. 

In Haiti, almost all of the schools are private. Only a few govern-
ment-owned schools exist, and by American standards, they are hardly 
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adequate. Schools have no textbooks and few blackboards or chalk, so 
rote learning is a necessity, regardless of how slow and tedious it is.

After having coffee and bread—a tradition in Haiti for guests—we 
went back up to the top of the hill and were dropped off at Anba Tonel. 
In this small community the main footpath leads down to Bwa Goch, 
where Jamie had lived and where we would spend the night. 

As is often the case with Americans, we didn’t start our trek till 
nearly one thirty p.m. The Haitian workday starts early, continues mostly 
without breaks, but ends before the real heat of the day becomes oppres-
sive. Our late departure time meant we would do our hike with the Hai-
tian heat bearing down on us. But we had plenty of drinking water and 
snacks to give us energy. 

We learned some things on the way: It is harder going downhill 
than uphill. During the dry season, tiny bits of dirt accumulate on the 
pathways and become very slick (glisè in Kreyòl). So you have to watch 
very carefully that you don’t slide and fall, or worse, pitch forward and 
fall. Going uphill is hard on your heart but there is a shorter distance to 
fall, and shortness of breath keeps you at a reasonable pace. The trick 
when ascending is to have the lead (faster) people wait till you catch up 
and then wait some more. That way the slowest ones have completely 
caught their breath. Start sooner and the slower ones never catch their 
breath and lose stamina. 

As a consequence of having two older, out-of-shape blans along, it 
took us till about five p.m. to reach Bwa Goch that day. Madame Philip 
and Philip were excited to have us and to see Jamie again after almost a 
year. Jamie also could see “Ti Jamie” (little Jamie), Philip and his wife’s 
son who was born before Jamie was living there but who had acquired 
the nickname when Jamie arrived. Jamie had lived in the yellow and 
green pastel gwo kay (large house) that Madame Philip had earned from 
working in CODEP. 

These houses are built from treated wood shipped in from the USA. 
Treating makes the wood resistant to insects, especially termites, so they 
are quite useful for housing. Concrete block houses are preferred but are 
not possible at such a distance from the road, so the wood gwo kays are 
appreciated. The house was twelve feet by twenty feet of living space with 
two rooms, a large door at both ends, and windows placed on the long 
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sides, plus a four-foot overhang on one end for a porch. Jamie told us we 
would sleep in the room with the two wood-frame beds, while he would 
use the floor of the “living” room. 

Madame Philip had prepared us black beans and rice, and we went 
to her house with walls constructed of wooden poles and slabs that were 
heavy and nailed into place. Her roof also was made of metal, perhaps 
at one time galvanized, but now rusty, thin, and held in place with large 
rocks on top. She had a small table, and everyone crowded around to 
eat, talk, and laugh—even shy Ti Jamie.

On the way into Bwa Goch earlier, we had met a Haitian man 
dressed in a brown suit and tie, on his way to preach a funeral for some-
one in the Bwa Goch community. We marveled at how, in a suit and tie, 
he barely broke a sweat in the heat and afternoon sun. The wake was that 
evening, with the funeral the next day. Jamie told us he felt obligated to go 
to the wake, as we would leave long before the funeral the next morning.

After dinner, he gave us a flashlight and headed to the wake, telling 
us we could find our way back to his house by following the footpath. 
We understood the reason for the flashlight when we stepped outside 
into total, complete darkness. Trees covered the entire area over the 
path; it was a moonless night. We took turns with the flashlight, I in the 
lead, going three or four steps, then turning the flashlight behind me to 
light the path so Debbie could catch up. Then I’d go a few more steps, all 
of this on a narrow path carved along a steep hillside. 

After about four turns of our flashlight protocol, we heard a soft 
voice say, “Excizim,” the Kreyòl word for “excuse me.” Here was a young 
girl not more than fourteen or fifteen walking toward us on the path, 
whom we obviously hadn’t seen and would have crashed right into. It 
wouldn’t have been a problem for her, but she was walking along in the 
pitch dark carrying a five-gallon bucket of water on her head!

With no flashlight and no light of any kind, her eyes were obviously 
accustomed to the dark. Of course, our flashlight had nearly caused her 
to lose her night vision, but she was close enough to home to be OK. We 
laughed embarrassedly as we sidled past each other, the bucket of water 
never flinching nor a drop of water jostling out. Amazing.

We got to the cabin, pulled back the thin sheets on the hard bed, 
and prepared to go to sleep. It was about six thirty p.m. We were totally 
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exhausted but filled with joy and appreciation for the new experiences 
in a part of God’s world unknown to us before. 

Debbie shined the light around the room, noticing a large burlap 
bag filled with peanuts drying for the market. On top was a huge spider, 
maybe four inches across. It slowly moved away from the bed, exiting 
over the side of the bag and down toward the floor. We were so tired that 
we decided everyone needed to sleep, spider included. We each took 
a bed, laid down, pulled up the covers, and promptly fell into a deep, 
exhausted sleep.

The next morning it got light about six a.m., so we soon were up to 
see what the new day would bring. Madame Philip had earned a cistern 
from CODEP that roof rainwater drained into. There was still enough 
water in it at the end of the dry season so that we could splash a bit of 
water on our faces to greet the day. It is amazing how refreshing cold 
water on a cool, humid morning feels.

Debbie told me that she had been up in the night. She had needed 
to urinate, so she took the flashlight and went outside to find a spot. 
Just as she started, she heard a deep sigh and realized that there was an 
animal or a person close by. She had two choices: turn the flashlight on 
and bring attention to herself, or leave it off and take her chances. She 
left it off and toughed it out, slipping back inside as another sigh came. 
Looking out the next morning, she realized it was a tethered cow, who 
had been either grazing or sleeping and had awakened when Debbie 
invaded her territory! 

That morning we headed off to meet and stay with Madame 
Jacques. When we were ready to leave, Debbie was surprised and thrilled 
to see Madame Inez, one of the CODEP leaders. She had hiked three 
miles from the main road and arrived well before eight o’clock. During 
the day, she insisted on carrying Debbie’s backpack, which was a much-
needed respite for Debbie. 

We headed for the home of Madame Jacques, also a CODEP work-
er. Her house was on the crest of a ridge and looked out toward Léogâne, 
with a most spectacular view of the city, the ocean beyond, and the is-
land of La Gonave in the distance. 

We had a bit of an easier trek the second day, as we started early. 
Gwo Mon (large mountain) is a large mountain, as the name implies, so 
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we were pretty tired when we arrived. We still were able to appreciate 
the view, but we again would sleep well. They insisted we take the room 
with the bed and they would sleep on the floor. Jamie told us we should 
accept the offer; not to do so might offend.

Soon after we arrived, Jamie had fallen into deep conversation 
with Madame Jacques. I knew it needn’t concern us because I could 
read the body language of both of them. Madame Jacques was sad be-
cause her son had been killed just two days earlier in Port-au-Prince. 
A huge issue in Haiti is convincing young people that it is better for 
them to stay in the rural areas than to go to Port-au-Prince where life 
is much more on the edge. They want to find a job with good pay and 
thereby gain access to all the music, shopping, and lifestyle that a big 
city has to offer. 

Madame Jacques’s home, 
traditional with rustic, 
uneven wood sideboards 
and homemade chairs in 
the gallerie, or porch, for 
taking in the superb view 
from the mountain and 
socializing in the evenings, 
a cultural norm lost to most 
Americans today.
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Unfortunately, innocent rural kids become targets for the criminal 
element. Madame Jacques’s son had convinced a taxi owner to let him 
take the night shift. He apparently drove into a vile area and was shot as 
he drove, looking for an address. Madame Jacques did not know more of 
the specifics, but her sadness showed in her every move. 

But we saw in her a certain stoicism that we would soon learn is 
characteristic of the Haitians. They know how to grieve, accept what life 
deals them with strong faith, understand the new realities, and get on 
with life. Americans should have a chance to see these human feelings 
displayed firsthand. 

After dinner, we looked at several political posters tacked up along 
a series of tree trunks lining the footpath in front of Madame Jacques’s 
home. The election cycle was in full swing, and the polls would eventu-
ally elect René Preval on May 14th, 2006, who had once before followed 
Aristide (in 1996) to a second term. 

Madame Jacques had a small generator and a radio, which was 
broadcasting a long series of discussions about the political candidates. 
The election season has not only open and frank conversation among 
the candidates, but also political riots and violent demonstrations. A 
system like this would not appeal to either Americans or Canadians, I 
suspect, but is one that seems to work for Haiti.

The next morning we walked all the way down through Gwo Mon 
to the Rouyonne River, where our driver Mimi met us. You might won-
der how/why Mimi met us in a river? When we were there, at the end of 
the dry season, the Rouyonne, which runs down the mountain gullies to 
and through Leyogàn, is an almost completely dry, wide riverbed. 

However, during the rainy season, it becomes a fierce river, with 
floods easily overflowing the banks and inundating all the surrounding 
area. The losses include sugar cane fields, gardens, houses, animals, and 
sometimes people from the onrushing water, which can rise and flood 
with only a few minutes warning.

As we completed this trek, Debbie’s first trip became one for her 
record book and journal. There was only one problem. When it came 
time to go home, she wanted to stay. Captivated by the people, their 
incredible spirit and élan, she felt this was a wonderful refuge from the 
hurried pace and consumer-driven mentality in the USA. 
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Too often, even in our churches, there seems to be little apprecia-
tion for the amount of suffering and poverty existing so close to our bor-
ders. In Haiti, the people in the mountains south of Léogâne had ground 
out their livelihoods from nothing at all. I soon learned much of this was 
a result of the organization called Haiti Fund/CODEP. 

Debbie is fond of saying, “A visit to Haiti leaves you changed for 
the rest of your life.” What wonder is this country of Haiti with its amaz-
ing contrasts and starkness! Indescribable poverty, but joyful hope and 
strong spiritual beliefs.

So, in those few days of March 2006, we found that the work of 
CODEP continued in spite of Rodney and Sharyn’s removal by the 
church for security reasons eight months earlier. They didn’t know when 
they would be allowed to come back, and they stayed in close touch 
with the project through telephone calls and an occasional email from 
friends. 

This first chapter describes for you a midpoint in the CODEP proj-
ect, a point where we can look back on the rationale, history, and incredible 
story that lies behind the Comprehensive Development Project in all its 
many aspects. 

How this all became possible must begin with the inception of the 
project in the mind of its founder some twenty years earlier.


