
January 18, 2022 

Disappointment “in extremis” 
 

Yesterday, Dr. Stéphanie and I finally had the meeting with the immigration lawyer. The office is 

near downtown and the drive should take 30 minutes. The meeting was scheduled for 10:00am. 

We left at 9:00am…because you never know what kind of trouble or traffic you will encounter. 

We were six or seven minutes into the drive along back roads thar are usually trouble free. Not 

yesterday. We stopped and waited for ten minutes before we crept along for another ten minutes 

to reach main road. Something bad was happening somewhere.  At the first main intersection we 

reached there was a soldier in full combat attire, including helmet and machine gun, directing 

traffic. The next potential trouble spot was a major intersection where we must cross four lanes 

of traffic (two lanes in each direction) without the aid of traffic lights or a cop directing traffic. It 

is a huge game of chicken to see who can squeeze their way through the fastest. To complicate 

matters there are pedestrians and pushcarts walking about and motorcycles driving on the wrong 

side of the road. Once you get across the intersection the two-way street (one lane in each 

direction) is lined with street vendors on both sides of the road. As I approach the intersection, I 

always take a deep breath and hope for the best. It wasn’t so bad yesterday. 
 

We made it to the vicinity of the lawyer’s office, at 9:45am. Then the real fun began. We add the 

address and knew that the office was near the one tall building in the area that houses the main 

telecommunication firm in Haiti. The problem was the side streets have no sign indicting the 

name of the street. Traffic in the area was heavy. The last thing I wanted to do was make U-turns 

or backup. I had to make five U-turns. We stopped and asked one street vendor if he knew where 

the “cabinet” was. “Cabinet” is the term used for a law firm. I told Steph they must be very tiny 

lawyers to fit in a cabinet. She was too stressed to laugh. I street vendor told us to turn around 

and the first gate after we pass an eye clinic will be the law office. We spotted the eye clinic and I 

slowed down. We did not immediately spot the #5. It was so small you needed to have your eyes 

checked at the clinic to see it. Steph got out to knock on the gate. There was no sign indicating the 

name of the “Cabinet.” There was no response. Some lady street vendors across the street 

motioned to Steph to just slide the gate open. She did. I drove in. She closed the gate. I had the 

hunch the lawyer firm was so prestigious they did not need to put their name on the gate.  
 

When we entered the office, I said to Steph, “This is a serious place.” It was the best office 

reception area I had ever seen in Haiti. The walls were decorated with impressive pieces of art. 

The furniture was high quality. The office staff were all well-dressed and professional. We were 

told to take a seat. I needed to use the bathroom. I was escorted into the main office area. I could 

see lots of big offices, all handsomely decorate. The bathroom could not have been any cleaner.  
 

The lawyer strolled in at 10:20am. Either he was on Haitian time or he too was stuck in maddening 

traffic. He warmly greeted us and asked us to follow him to his office. His office had a huge screen 

TV. But no computers. Files in manilla folders were stacked high. He took all his notes on a lined 

legal-sized yellow pad. He did not speak English. The meeting lasted about 40-minutes. He 

would speak for 5 to 10 minutes, and Steph would summarize his thoughts in well less than a 

minute. I knew I was missing much of what was being said. Steph and I were seated next to each 



other facing his huge desk. When he spoke, he often looked directly at me…and I had no idea of 

what he was saying. He was very animated as he spoke. At one point, Steph said that he 

suggested we get married again in the United States. This initially confused me. But them I 

realized that getting a fiancé Visa was easier and quicker than any other type of Visa. Of course, 

I’d been down that road in 2010 with a woman who turned out to be a con artist and mentally ill. 

I began to get a sinking feeling. Then he said that the US Embassy in Port-au-Prince is closed. He 

was going to try to learn when it might reopen. Meanwhile, the alternative is to go to the US 

Embassy in the Dominican Republic. Ugh. That would require Steph to get a travel Visa to the 

DR, which is now expensive in an effort to keep Haitians out. Another option was for Steph to 

seek a professional work Visa as a doctor looking to continue her study in the field of pediatrics 

which is not available in Haiti.   
 

The sinking feeling was intensifying. As the lawyer spoke, my mind drifted back to my thought 

that our getting married was going to make it easier for Dr. Steph to get a Visa…though that was 

not the reason for getting married. We had slowly over two years fallen in love. In the early Fall 

marriage was in the air. For Steph, living together outside of the bonds of marriage was not going 

to happen. I was happy she had that position. What was happening was very real, very serious. 

We were truly excited to have two wedding ceremonies, one spiritual and one legal. For us, the 

real wedding took place in front of Fr. Tom and her grandmother. I considered the judge to be 

joke I could tolerate to get the legal certificate of marriage.  
 

The lawyer said he would have his secretary type up a list of things we needed to give to him in 

order to start the process. Among the items needed as a new Haitian passport for Steph in her 

married name. This will take time. As will all the other items, including a letter from her 

employer. I guess Gabens will have to write that. He also needed our marriage certificate. He 

would include his fee for handling the case. I am not sure how I will pay for it. He also said I need 

to hire an immigration lawyer in the United States and he will work in concert with the American 

lawyer. If anyone knows a good immigration lawyer anywhere in the States please let me know. 
 

Before leaving the office, I asked how long it would take to get Steph the Visa. He said at least 

one year and perhaps as long as two years. This was extremely depressing to hear. He walked us 

out of the office and to the front door. Once inside the car, I could see Steph was a sad and 

disheartened as I was. This is Haiti. Nothing is easy. No country wants to admit Haitians. On the 

drive back to Santa Chiara, Steph suggested we stop at the court and pick up the marriage 

certificate. It was supposed to be ready on January 3rd. When we reached the court, there was no 

parking available. Steph went into the court alone. She returned in 15 minutes. She said she 

actually saw the printed document, but she could not take it because it needed to be signed by 

the judge. She was told to return on Thursday. How could it take three days to just get one 

stinking signature on a prepared document? The answer: this is Haiti…everything takes forever. 
 

We are both committed to caring for the kids. But we need time away…alone with each other. 

My dream was that every other month we would both travel together to Florida for two weeks. I 

hoped to visit my sister in upstate New York and my daughter and three grandkids in Arizona 



(whom I have not seen in over five years). Every other month, I would travel alone to Florida for 

seven days, not the usual ten days. This is not going to happen…for a long time. 
 

When I got home, I was really down in the dumps. Gabens reminded me that this lawyer, who is 

a friend of our psychiatrist, Dr. Thony, is a top, highly-regarded lawyer. He is actually handling 

the case with our disgruntled former employee who is seeking an outrageous settlement for being 

fired. The second hearing is schooled for today at 11:00am. I told Gabens I wanted to write a letter 

to the lawyer which I wanted him to translate and deliver to the lawyer today. I wanted to speak 

from my heart about the immigration case. Near the end of the two-page letter outlining my 

history in Haiti, beginning with helping in the aftermath of the 2010 earthquake, I wrote: 
 

For me, I need Dr. Stephanie in order to continue serving the children. Helping the kids is her 
passion. After helping hundreds of kids and many families over the last seven years, I need 
someone to help me. (We currently are paying for the housing for three single women with 
children.) This is not your typical immigration case. This is, ultimately, a humanitarian case. We 
want to continue to be in Haiti and to serve the children. I need Steph with me in Florida. She is my 
doctor as well as my wife. We had no honeymoon. We live inside Santa Chiara. We are here 
24/7…without a break or any real time alone. I receive a very modest salary, just barely enough to 
keep my very small apartment in Haiti.  
 

At the closing of the letter, I wrote: 
 

I was really depressed after hearing you say this process could take a least a year and perhaps as 
long as two years. At my age (I’ll be 75 in March), I don’t have that much time to waste.  
 

I should tell you that I am a former Hollywood television Producer. I have written eight published 
books. I also wrote and directed two dozen documentaries on global poverty; I’ve filmed in Kenya, 
Uganda, India, the Philippines, Jamaica, Mexico, Honduras, El Salvador, Peru, and Brazil. I have 
three honorary doctorate degrees. I have spoken at over 250 universities and churches on the need 
to help the poor.  
 

One more thing, I love Haiti. It is my home. I even drive like a Haitian. 
 

I really need your help and pray you give it your full attention to the best of your abilities. The kids 
are counting on you. 
 

I can feel deep down in my bones the frustrations Haitians feel every day. And it will get much 

worse before it gets better. I read a report that the US Government is preparing for an upsurge in 

the violence and chaos at the end of the first week of February when the term of the assassinated 

president formally ends…and no one is happy with the guy who seems poised to run the country. 
 

I close by saying Steph and I are together…no matter what happens at the US Embassy. I feel a 

sense of joy and calmness I have never before felt.  


