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	Prelude

	

	

	As soon as he caught his breadth, after climbing 384 stairs to the rooftop of one of the four massive silos at the Molinos Modernos flour mill on the east bank of the Ozama River, Mayor General José Rafael Duarte looked through a set of powerful binoculars towards The Zone, the largest and well preserved Spanish colonial city built by the Conquistadors and the crown jewel of the now struggling multibillion Dominican tourism industry. 

	Empty. Not a single soul. He looked at the main plaza in front of the Alcazar, which housed Diego Colón’s court in Hispaniola, nobody. Then scanned the streets leading to the Cathedral of Santa María la Menor, and confirmed that they were completely bare, no cars, no bikes, no people, no dogs or cats, not even rats!

	Duarte smiled. That’s exactly how he wanted it. Completely empty. Every door and every window shuttered with either metal or thick wooden planks nailed to the stone walls, which were left to withstand the initial wave of one more attack in its more than 500 year history.

	His strategy was to discourage the invading force from entering any part of the Colonial City of Santo Domingo by lowering its interest. More than 2,000,000 people and their pets had been evacuated to Eastern Santo Domingo, across the Ozama river. All the bridges had been wired with enough C4 to blow them up if necessary. 

	Duarte had deployed the 1st Brigade’s three reinforced infantry battalions at the western entrances to the three main arteries that cross the city from one end to the other: the Malecón Corridor, the 27th of February Corridor and the John F. Kennedy Corridor. 

	In each of the three, Duarte had placed a company of M1 Tanks and Bradley Armored vehicles, backed by an infantry battalion armed to the teeth. These 3,000 men were supported by two squadrons of Tucano fighters and 10 helicopters, as well as a Navy Corvette and several coast guard cutters, ready to fire on the incoming hordes. 

	Supporting the Armed Forces were dozens of paramilitary groups, mostly armed with everything from automatic weapons, handguns, machetes, pikes, hammers and anything sharp that could hurt their enemy. These groups were composed mostly of young men and women, known as the Mata-zombies, who drove around in columns of SUV’s and could be called to rapidly respond to a crisis point.

	President Chantal’s orders were to defend the Capital to the last man, but Duarte was confident it wouldn’t get to that. Zombies or no Zombies, the Haitians could be killed. He already knew how.

	It had only been 7 days since the start of the invasion, and the dead could not even be counted, since there were tens of thousands on both sides. As the great tactician that he was, he had spent every moment since he faced the Zombies at the frontier, trying to understand how their command structure worked.

	Yes, they looked like Zombies and they certainly were hard to kill, but it wasn’t like in the movies, these were not previously dead people, and once you killed one of them, they didn’t get up again. These poor devils had just been drugged and manipulated into this state, and only responded to their masters, the Houngan Priests of Vodou, who led the zombies on their path of mayhem and destruction.

	And it had been a long path alright! The Zombie hordes had advanced at an incredible pace. Almost 50 kms per day, allowing the Northern Column to cover the 300 kms between the frontier town of Dajabón and the Capital of Santo Domingo, in a mere 7 days. Duarte was thinking about all the fierce battles he had fought in the past week, when his thoughts veered to his friend General Carlos Benjamin, who had perished two days ago, when he fell in the battle of San Cristobal, just 25 kms from Santo Domingo, together with most of the elements of the 3rd Brigade, completely decimated by the Southern Column of the invading zombie forces.

	Thank God President Chantal agreed to let us destroy all the bridges, he thought, as he let out a tired exclamation and said: “Uffffffff, it could’ve been far worse.” He was addressing no one in particular, but Aimee, who had become his tail for the past week, heard him and looked back in amazement. “What do you mean worse!?,” she said, almost shouting. 

	“We could be dead, that would be worse, don’t you think?” he fired back, his eyes still looking through the binoculars. He took his eyes away from the binoculars and looked at her and took her hand. “Aimee, I’m really sorry about your family, but just think about the outcome if they crossed the bridges, we would all probably be dead by now, and the entire country would be in their hands,” said the General, and now her best and only friend in this world.

	Aimee was about to answer him, when they both heard the tunes of the Dominican National Hymn, the call ringtone on the General’s mobile phone.

	Duarte reached for his phone, which he always kept in a specially designed pocket on his camouflage fatigue pants. He looked at the screen and immediately pressed the answer button. “Pellegrino, where the fuck are my reinforcements!— he shouted at his caller. 

	“General, the Blackcreek Brigade is deployed and ready to go.  First and Second Brigades took some losses, but we’ve been able to recruit more than 150,000 armed civilians, who want to be part of the zombie killing frenzy. We will hit them with everything we’ve got!,” said Pellegrino from his Casa de Campo office, some 120 kms east of the Capital.

	The most defining battle for Santo Domingo in its more than 500 year history was about to start. The very large and prosperous capital of the Dominican Republic would face its most daunting challenge.

	 


1. The 2nd Houngan Revolution

	

	The Ramos family sat down for dinner as they did every 27th of February, to celebrate their country's independence from Haiti. They had always lived very close to the Haitian border and did a lot of business with the Haitians, but like almost all Dominicans, they had a natural animosity towards their neighbors, product of more than 500 years of turbulent relations between the different people that have shared the 400 mile long island of Ayiti and/or Kiskeya, later named Hispaniola by Christopher Columbus.

	Juan Ramos, the head of the family, was married to Miriam, a plum and very dark skinned woman born in the border town of Dajabón, only a couple of dozen miles from their home. They had six children, five boys and one girl, ages 5 to 18.

	The home of the Ramos family was a typical Dominican farmhouse, made of wooden planks and painted in a light blue pastel color, its roof made of corroded shingles. It had two small wooden windows on each side, protected by a strong metal netting.

	The front of the house was dominated by a small porch with a column made of concrete in the center, connecting two one meter high walls on each side. Inside a small living room with a large couch and two rocking chairs on each side and a 60 inch flat TV set in front. 

	There were two bedrooms in the house, one for the children, filled with three bunk beds, and a room for Juan and Miriam with a simple queen size bed with no backboard, but covered with mosquito netting. The kitchen was in a separate shed outside, as was the bathroom.

	Cornered in the back of the family room a 10 foot long mahogany plank sat atop two large wooden trunks, which served as a multi use table, where the children studied and where the family had their meals. That day the Ramos family was getting ready for dinner. 

	Everyday Juan said a prayer thanking God for providing food for his family, and he made sure his children knew well how fortunate they were, to have their farm and the animals that provided their livelihood. 

	Juan was a tobacco farmer as had been his family for more than 200 years, and he supplied his product to some of the most distinguished cigar manufacturers on the island. His leafs were famous because of their dark color and strong flavor, and were used as the cover for several leading cigar brands. He was not rich, but his family lived a good and happy life, his children all went to school and were healthy, well fed and well dressed.

	The TV was on, and the 7pm news was about to start, so Juan told his only daughter Aimee, who was also his favorite, to change the channel from the series she was watching. She did so immediately, and the news program intro music sounded in the background.

	Mirian came into the living room from their kitchen with two large serving dishes. The first one was full of smoking hot  yuca, topped with slices of onions and oil, the second had more than a dozen fried eggs, all sunny side up. Her children loved yuca and eggs, so she prepared this meal at least once per week.

	“Eat all your food children, there are many people going hungry in the world, who are not fortunate enough to be able to have food on their plates everyday”, said Juan Ramos to his children, like he did everyday of his life.

	The news anchor came on after the introduction. Juan always smiled when he saw her face on TV, he liked her. She had straight blond hair that dropped to her shoulders, and always wore very tight outfits, which highlighted her 38D breast implants that everyone knew were paid by one of the island's most notorious gangsters. She was known as ‘chapiadora’ a term Dominicans used to identify frivolous and money seeking starlets. But Juan didn’t care, he thought she was stunning.

	“Good evening and welcome to the 7 o'clock News. I’m Ruth Arias and today I have terrible news to bring you. Earlier today, as our Country celebrated the 186th Anniversary of our Independence, a coordinated invasion of our territory was launched by the hordes of Haitians.” 

	Everyone in the Ramos household stopped eating and looked at the TV set on the far corner of the living room. 

	Ruth continued her report. “President Margarita Chantal will appear before the Nation in a few minutes from the National Palace to inform of the delicate situation, but in the meantime, we have learned that the Dominican Armed Forces are fiercely fighting the enemy at almost every frontier town and outpost."

	The news program showed aerial images of the border town of Dajabón, only a few kilometers from the Ramos household, with heavy smoke coming from fires being set by the invading forces, while Dominican Army soldiers shot their weapons in their direction. Just a few seconds later, Ruth announced that the President Margarita Chantal would appear at her National Palace Press Auditorium and address the Nation. “My Fellow Dominicans, I’m here to inform you that right now a massive Haitian invasion is in full motion, and that hundreds of thousands of their citizens are crossing the border into Dominican territory,” she said.

	“My Government has ceased all diplomatic relationships with our neighbors and our armed forces are now engaging the invading Haitians all across the border,” she added.

	“I have declared a national emergency and all military and civil defense personnel are being asked to report to duty,” said the first female president of the Dominican Republic, who was already half way into her first term in office.

	“Every Dominican must be ready to defend his/her family as well as our Nation, but we ask you to remain in your homes and let the professionals handle this terrible crisis,” added President Chantal. “We are prepared, our Armed Forces are well equipped and we had already made contingency plans in case the Haitians would dare and try to invade our country for a second time in history.”

	“We defeated them once, and we will defeat them again, God Bless the Dominican Republic!” finished the President and left the Press Room without taking any questions.

	Ruth came back on the screen, to report on the President’s speech, while everyone at the Ramos looked at the TV screen in disbelief: it could not be true.

	“It's a lie,” said Juan, and added, “we would have known by now, we´re only 25 kilometers from the frontier with….”

	Juan had not finished his sentence when all their donkeys started braying at once. Almost immediately, they were followed by the dogs, which started barking aggressively. Everyone was frozen. Each second seemed to take ages to pass, as the animals cried and barked. And then, the animals aggressiveness turned into fear, then pain and finally, silence.

	—

	Juan Ramos jumped from his chair and walked towards the front door of his home. Just as he was reaching for the door knob, a large bang was heard and the door was thrust forward, unhinged by the force of the impact. Juan fell down and raised his eyes, which were met with the blood injected eyes of a skinny black man, standing on the empty space where the door used to be. 

	The black man was very sweaty, his dark skin shiny, his full lips half opened, his eyes bulging and his wiry hair messy and uncombed. He looked back and shouted, “Houngan, Kisa pi nou fe?” (Houngan, what do we do?)

	The answer came back loud and clear: “Touyeeeee! (Kill them!)

	The children started screaming, and in a few seconds, a group of 10 men had entered the house. They were not dressed in military garb, but rather, they looked disheveled, their clothes bloody and in tears. They were armed with machetes and clubs, and it took them just a few seconds to attack the eight family members, who were no match for the bloodthirsty band of Haitians. 

	The Ramos women started screaming and the men were trying to stand up when the horde of Haitians jumped towards them. The first one to be struck was Juan, who tried to get up from the floor but immediately received a blow to the head with a club from the leader of the band. Blood started gushing from the wound and Juan fell to the floor, where he was struck several more times in his upper body, until there was no more movement. The screams coming from the other family members were deafening, as each of them jumped from their chairs and tried to run from the crazed killers.

	Miriam, Juan´s wife of 20 years, who had jumped in front of her children trying to protect them, was beheaded with a single blow from a machete, and her children started falling one by one. Their eldest son, Juanito, a handsome 18 year old youngster tried to defend his younger brother, when they were both attacked by three Haitians, who left their mangled and bloodied dead bodies on the floor of the house. 

	Only Aimee, the couple's 15 year-old daughter was able to run away through her bedroom window unseen. She hid by the back shed of the house, and sprang for the largest of several mango trees in their backyard, which she climbed quickly until reaching the treehouse she and her brothers had built with their fathers help. She tried to hold her tears and intense fear so she could not be detected by their attackers.

	With seven Ramos family members dead on the floor of the house, the rest of the Haitian mob surrounded the house and grabbed whatever food or drink they could get their hands on. They were extremely hungry and tired after the battle and their run from the Dajabón frontier post. As the minutes passed, more Haitians were arriving at the house, the Houngan ordered several of his men to search for all the animals and slaughter them, in order to feed the invaders.

	The Ramos family had many farm animals, including pigs, the already dead donkeys and dogs and many chickens, which were locked behind a chicken wire fence.

	Several fires were started and the cooking detail got to work. They skinned and gutted the animals, started separating the meat from the bones, cut them into pieces and put them on spikes on top of the several fires that had been started.

	Aimee was watching the scene from her hideout in the treehouse. She could not believe what she was seeing. The Haitians were sitting around looking dazed, they hardly talked at all and mostly just looked into the night, their faces expressionless, their eyes glossy. Every minute more of them arrived, and from the 10 that had massacred her family, there were now several hundred. She identified the leader, dressed in the typical white garbs of the Houngans, which she had seen during their family´s frequent trips across the border to the Haitian town of Juana Mendes, where her father used to sell the tobacco that was rejected by the Dominican manufacturers..

	The Houngan priest ordered four of his men to pick the mangoes from the trees. They started picking the low hanging fruit, and soon a couple of Haitians were climbing up the first of the trees and throwing the ripe mangoes to their countrymen. As the first tree was harvested, the men started climbing the other trees, and one of them went up the tree where Aimee was hiding. She moved quietly trying to make no sounds, and managed to hide in the back of the treehouse. Trying to control her breathing and with her eyes shut, she heard the sound of the man picking the mangos. 

	Suddenly, the wood of the treehouse creaked. Her breathing stopped, she could smell the distinct stingy odor of a rotten onion coming from the man only a few feet away from her. And just when Aimee was about to run out of breath, a voice from the campfire said: “Kisa ou ap fe Ia? (What are you doing?)”. The smelly man turned around and started to leave the treehouse, but not before taking another look around. He didn’t see anything, and went looking for mangoes in other branches. 

	Aimee let out a quiet sigh and tried to control her breathing. The sounds around the campfire were increasing, as more and more Haitians arrived in the vicinity. She heard the Haitian man climb down the tree and join her family’s murderers.

	The Houngan then told his men to start giving out the mangos, and half an hour later, they started distributing chunks of half cooked pig, donkey chicken and dog meat to the now more then one thousand men and women who had gathered around the Ramos house. After eating and drinking water from the well behind the house, they started falling asleep on top of each other. 

	Aimee thought that they seemed drugged. She could not go to sleep, in case one or more of the Haitians decided to climb back up to her treehouse hideout. But several hours into her ordeal, she fell asleep. When she woke up, the Haitians were gone. She decided not to climb down from the tree, and watched all day, as tens thousands of Haitians passed through the dirt road leading to her house. She could not even count them, because there were so many. Some of them came near her house, but the stench of her family's dead bodies quickly sent them away.

	The previous day, February 27th 2030, which marked the 186th anniversary of declaration of Dominican independence from Haiti, similar scenes were being played out in Dominican farms all along the frontier with Haiti.

	The Haitian horde that attacked the Ramos family was the vanguard of the northern column, which had crossed the frontier post of Dajabón. Tens of thousands of their countrymen had died electrocuted against the border fence or had been shot by the Dominican Armed Forces. But their numbers were too great, Dajabón fell in just two days, as had all the other posts along the Dominican-Haitian frontier, the soldiers had been killed or retreated, ordered to regroup by their commanders.

	The 2nd Houngan Revolution was now in full swing.

	

	 


2: Five Kingdoms of Ayiti

	

	Guacanagarix was sitting on top of his low wooden chair with the image of a Cemi in front, which was always in the middle of his hut on the north end of the yucayeque of El Guarico, the seat of his government on the cacicazgo of Marién, on the northwestern part of Ayiti, only half a mile away from the Atlantic ocean. His was the only chair in the entire hut, and it was the result of his status as one of five caciques on the island.

	El Guarico was one of the largest yucayeques (cities) in the island, with a population of over 30,000 people, spread out over an extension of more than 1 mile, in which a series of family dwellings were interconnected by dirt roads. 

	As every morning, two of his wife’s, Tínima, daughter of his friend Camagüebax, cacique of Camagüey in the neighboring island of Borike, and Iguanamá daughter of Imotonex, one of his twelve Nitainos, brought him some fruit and clean water from the well. 

	They started washing him carefully with a sea sponge and a medicinal ointment prepared by his Behique Ayraguay. Tínima worshiped her husband and her touch and gentle caress always aroused him during the morning cleansing. Of course, if their husband was in the mood they would make love with him, and pleasure him like only they knew until he was completely satisfied. After bathing their husband, they would share the delicious fruit, picked fresh every day from their conuco.
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