
November 4, 2020 

Storm Clouds Lifted 
 

 
 

When I turned the car on for the drive to the lawyer’s office yesterday, the CD player began to 

play a cut from George Winston’s Winter album titled “Peace.” This is what I wanted, what I’ve 

longed for during the last three years. I parked in front of the lawyer’s office at 8:10am. The pre-

trial meeting was scheduled for 8:50am. The Zoom court appearance was 9:00am. I was nervous, 

fearing something unexpected would derail the case. I wanted the nightmare over. I wanted to 

be a free man who no longer needing to fear Ecarlatte showing up at the gate and causing stress 

and disruption…or throwing rocks at me. Too much was at stake to be calm.  
 

The lawyer arrived at 8:53am and had to scramble to organize her papers, brief me, and log into 

the Court’s Zoom account. Mine was the 5th case the judge would hear. Listening to the first four 

cases gave me a good idea what to expect. One case involved domestic abuse; another was the 

marriage of two gay women. When my name was called, I had to raise my right hand and swear 

to tell the truth. After the judge gave an opening statement, the lawyer asked me a series of 

questions, all requiring a simple “yes” answer. When the lawyer finished the prepared question, 

the judge asked two additional question. The judge then granted my request to dissolve the 

marriage. She told me I was now single and wished me a nice day.  
 



My immediate reaction was one of relief. A heavy burden had been lifted from me. It was a happy 

moment, but it was also a sad moment. As I sat waiting for the lawyer to arrive, the horrific events 

of the last ten years, most especially the last five years, washed over me. Years and years of 

emotional abuse. Ecarlatte physically attacked me on at least four occasions. She once threatened 

to have me killed. So much to be angry about, yet so much to forgive. She was a victim of mental 

illness and Haiti. I wish her peace. The past is the past. It can’t be changed or erased. But now I 

can look toward the future without her being part of the choices I will make.  
 

While the marriage was a disaster from the beginning—I almost called the wedding off the night 

before we tied the knot—it had an unexpected bright side: it brought me to Haiti and to the kids 

who are now an integral part of my life. Haiti has transformed me and made me the man I’ve 

become. I love the kids. I will never abandon them. 
 

From the court it was off to the dermatologist. Ugh. I have not mentioned a new and worrisome 

problem. About a week before I returned to Florida, I notice a small eruption on my chest. It 

looked like a pimple and not much different from the kinds of skin problems I’ve had over the 

years in Haiti. But with each day, it grew in size. The area around the “pimple” became red. On 

the day I traveled, it was really big, really read. And it really hurt to touch. I did my best to ignore 

it, as travel took my full attention.  
 

Within days of my return (and lots of hot showers), the normal itchiness I experienced began to 

diminish. But the lump on my chest grew bigger and redder and was very sensitive to touch. I 

was hoping the doctor drain the wound. The doctor was quick to stay, “This is a heavy-duty 

abscess.” He went on to say it was too big, too much of infection to cut it and drain. Cutting would 

be very painful and the open wound would be susceptible to become infected. The doctor 

recommended treating the abscess with antibiotics for two weeks. He also gave prescription for 

a cream to apply to the abscess. The doctor felt that within a week, I should notice an 

improvement. Furthermore, when I return to Florida at the end of November, if the abscess has 

not fully resolved itself, it would be much small and draining it at the time would be more 

appropriate.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


