
August 5, 2022 

PTSD Attack 
 

On Wednesday morning I had a severe PTSD panic attack which left me with blurry vision for 

about 15 minutes followed by such an intense headache that I slept for five hours. Afterward I 

felt sense of disequilibrium. Normally these episodes are triggered by graphic photos or 

memories of extreme suffering of my time in some of the worst slums around the world or in the 

aftermath of the earthquake in Haiti. But this was different as it came on the heels of a few recent 

discussions and revelations about Ecarlatte. I have never really dealt with the abuse, 

manipulation, and betrayal I experienced in my tortured time with her. She still haunts my days 

and makes up horrific lies about me that depict me as a monster. Her mental illness may explain 

her dreadful behavior but does not minimize or soothe the impact upon me. It still hurts, still has 

a negative impact on how I see and experience things in Haiti. My emotional fragility is laid bare 

by the mere mention of her name. 
 

Meanwhile…the kids continue to enjoy their summer of arts & crafts, designing and making all 

kinds of things. A staffer took this photo. 

 

 
 

Frustrations…later this month, Steph and I will celebrate nine months of married life. it was our 

mutual hope that by this time she would have her visitor’s Visa to freely travel to the Florida with 



me on at least some of my monthly week-long trips. This simple thing, which she is entitled to 

have as my wife, would make life much better and more pleasant for both of us. Now, I sincerely 

doubt she will acquire a Visa before the end of the year. US Immigration is not dragging their 

feet. The problem lies within the inept, corrupt, overly complicated, technologically deficient 

Haitian bureaucracy in which everything moves at a snail’s pace or slower.  
 

In scheduling our marriage, we spent time at the court filling out papers. Actually, Steph and I 

sat side-by-side in front of a large desk in front of a man who hand wrote all our information into 

a giant ledger book. Not a computer in sight. We were supposed to return to the court a week 

after our wedding to pick up typed document signed by the presiding judge at our wedding 

certifying that we had been legally married. It actually took four or five weeks to finally get the 

document that would be needed for U.S. Immigration. When we engaged the services of a highly 

esteemed Haitian lawyer to guide us through the process of obtaining a Visa he said that the US 

government would not recognize the court document. It seems that US Immigration has been 

confronted with so many false documents claiming a couple were married or divorced, they 

required an official certificate of marriage from the Haitian government. This we were told by the 

lawyer was not a major problem. He would present the court certification to the proper Haitian 

official who would issue the government certification. That was many months ago. Finally, a few 

weeks ago, the lawyer “paid” some government official to get the long-delayed certificate. The 

guy kept the money and did nothing.  
 

On Wednesday, the lawyer spent a few hours at Santa Chiara dealing with other legal issues we 

face from false claims against us, as well as dealing with our marriage certificate. He had one of 

our supervisors type a letter to the lawyer who was the judge that officiated our wedding way 

back on December 18, 2021. The hope is the judge will take some kind of action to generate the 

certificate. I would bet we will celebrate our first anniversary in just over four months and we 

will still not have the official certificate stating the reality we are married. 
 

To complicate matters, earlier this year the US Embassy in Port-au-Prince had been closed for 

many months due to the violence. It has since reopened, but apparently is not processing Visa 

applications. The lawyer will have to secure some kind of special entrance to the Embassy to 

present our request. We have no idea how long the US approval of a visitor’s Visa will take. Could 

be months or years. I don’t have that much time. It is all deeply upsetting.  
 

And people press me on the sustainability of Santa Chiara after my passing. Life is Haiti is a day-

to-day struggle. We have today…as to tomorrow, no one is sure. All we know for sure is that 

someone will be killed today and tomorrow…and no one is doing anything about the instability 

and insecurity.  
 

Going to Italy with Steph next March is less a dream and more a fantasy.  
  

And finally…there was a meeting yesterday with the uncle of one our girls. In attendance was 

our social worker, a staff supervisor, me, and Dr. Steph, along with the girl, Jinette. Normally, I 

don’t attend special meetings in order not to slow them down with translations for me. The 

meeting was to discuss Jinette’s future as she will soon turn 17. Technically any child over 16 is 



not permitted to live in an orphanage. The meeting was supposed to have been on Monday, but 

the uncle did not show up for it. He arrived unannounced yesterday morning. Violence in his 

neighborhood prevented him from traveling. The uncle was asked to come to SCCC because we 

have been unable to contact Jinette’s father. He is old and sick. He lives in Cité Soleil. Moreover, 

he is highly unresponsible. Hid own brother said during the meeting that Jinette’s dad has 

fathered many children with many different women and virtually ignored them all. 
 

The reason I attended the meeting was because I encountered Jinette downstairs. She was headed 

for the clinic, which is where the meeting was being held. I asked Jinette how she was doing. She 

looked sad. She had been crying. She learned from her uncle that her sister had died. The sister 

was about a year old. Jinette never met her. When I asked what happened to her sister, Jinette 

simply said she was “sick.” Kids in Cité Soleil die from all sorts of illnesses that would normally 

not be life-threatening. 
 

 
 

The point of the meeting was to try to ask the brother to get Jinette’s father to visit her, as she 

deeply misses him, which causes her on-going sadness. We also needed to discuss what happens 

next for Jinette because of her age. The brother said he would try to get the father to visit but 

sounded as if that was not going to happen. The brother pointed out that he too has a 17-year-old 

daughter and she is about to finish high school. In comparison, Jinette has not yet finished 

primary school. When Jinette came to us nearly seven years ago, she had never been to school, a 

clear indication of her father’s irresponsibility. 
 

It took us a while to prepare Jinette to even enter a school. Once she did, she was a poor student 

and a slow learner. She always seemed immature for her age. When the social worker asked me 

if I wanted to speak during the meeting all I said, at first, was that Jinette truly missed her father 

and pointed out that he had only visited her once in seven years. I mentioned that I was attending 

the meeting because I’ve cared for Jinette for a very long time and I care very much about her. 
 



The uncle implored us to keep Jinette at SCCC once she turns 17. The social worker discussed the 

options available. There is one home for older girls that teaches them certain skills, such as 

sewing, to earn a basic living. However, in order to be accepted in the home, the girl must have 

graduated from high school. Therefore, that is not an option for Jinette. 
 

I asked the social work to discuss the situation with the government social service office. Given 

the volatile situation in Haiti at the moment, we cannot shove Jinette out the door, as she would 

not survive. I wanted the government to know I would be happy to keep her at SCCC so she can 

continue her education, adding that we have been the most stable and secure home she has had 

for seven years. The other option is to move Jinette from resident to staff. A few years ago, we 

had one boy reach 17. His name is Leobel. We moved him to the staff so he could continue in 

school. Within no time he was working and learning as an apprentice to Mackenson and the other 

men. He was a hard worker and good kid. But after a few years, Leobel determined it was time 

to move on for a host of reasons. We needed him to leave. We continued to help him financially. 

But Jinette is just too immature to be part of the staff. For now, she is safe and we will do all we 

can to make sure she stays safe. 

 

As long as there’s space…here’s the kid pix of the day, Francesca 
 

 

 

 

 


