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Opportunity Presented

Through his office window, David Smith stared at the silhouette of the Blue Mountains. They seemed to stand guard over the city of Kingston. He had decided to live in Kingston after completing his first degree six years ago. This was not unusual for a graduate as most chose to live in the city over returning to their homes in rural areas. Ambition drives the soul and David’s was running on all six cylinders.

As he stared outside his mind returned to a conversation, he had three weeks before with his indecisive co-worker Tracy.

“I had an interview yesterday,” she had said.

“Interview on a Sunday? You must be heading into the clandestine world.”

Tracy giggled before replying.

“You and your big words David; if working with juvenile delinquents is ‘clan destined’, well yes I am,”

David smiled and then said, “Clandestine.”

“Whatever David, I interviewed with a company called Sunrise Ltd, they are in Pennsylvania. Have you ever been to Pennsylvania?”

“No, I haven’t.”

“Well, that’s where I will be heading if I get the job. But it seems so far and woodsy though; I am not too sure about it.”

She paused and looked at David as if she wanted him to say something. He didn’t even utter a sound. She then interlocked her fingers and talked again.

“I could make more money than I ever have but I really don’t know. I will be far away from my daughter and she is only six years old.”

Tracy was a beautiful woman who could easily place in a beauty contest, she probably would not win but she could be an also-ran. 

David and Tracy spoke throughout their lunch break about the job opportunity. He provided a listening ear, and she eventually gave him the contact information to try for himself.

He had no reservations about applying as he was tired of the progress he was making in Jamaica. He spent his first year as a graduate applying for jobs, with only a few replies. He could remember the excitement of receiving letters only to be let down by the words. Sorry we have no vacancy at this time. 

Exactly a year and three months after graduating, he finally got a job to work as a filing room clerk at a financial institution. This however was short lived as he was laid off after 11 months. That job was then followed by working at Burger King. David did this for five months, but then he stopped after his ex-girlfriend kept on coming there with her much older (but always on television) lawyer boyfriend.  

Things looked positive when he became a business development executive at the number one newspaper company on the island. He thought he had finally gotten a break — his contract stated that 20 percent of all sales would be his. This looked great on paper but in reality working for commission only, was not the way to make a living in the mid 00s. He got one benefit though; the manager made sure that all workers got a free hamburger on Mondays. 

He knew he had to make a change, especially after he started calling home to ask his mother for money to pay for his fare to go to work. Not that she had it to share as her job as a hotel worker paid her less than US $600 each month. She was a miracle worker in David’s eyes.

He finally could repay her and help with some of her bills when he got a job as a youth counselor. But even this position had its problems. David had seen his pay reduced twice during the three years that he had been working as a counselor and this unnerved him. He was informed by longer serving workers that sometimes people would not be paid for two-month periods if the donors weren’t sending money. 

The job selection process by Sunrise Ltd was swift. He emailed the company on the night of the day that he had the conversation with Tracy and they emailed him the following day to his surprise:

To: positivethnker35@netscape.com

Good day Mr. Smith,

Thank you for showing an interest to work with us. We will gladly accept you at our company. However, we do not deal with the cultural exchange visas. This is done by a nonprofit in Washington DC, called The Agency. Please email them at the agencywc@tf.com and follow their instructions. Thank you.

Best regards,

Cynthia Marget

Sunrise Ltd

––––––––

David did as he was told and two weeks later he was on his way to the embassy to do his interview for his cultural exchange visa.
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The Embassy
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Though it was only 7AM the sun pierced David’s skin like a spear moving swiftly through its target. Even though he was feeling its strength, it was the last thing on his mind as his inner thoughts were burning a greater fire at his soul.

He felt nervous even though it was not his first time going to the United States Embassy. He tried to console himself with that thought. He had a B1/B2 visiting visa, which was valid until June 2010. 

He told himself that there was no way that they could tell him no. As his thoughts inflicted blows to his emotions, he tried to shield himself with self-motivating ones he had learned from Peck, Ziglar and a host of other “you can do it troopers.”

David had been traveling to the United States from the age of ten and he hoped that this would put him in good standing with the consular officer. But in the back of his mind he could not help but think otherwise—he along with all other Jamaicans knew that the fortress on Old Hope Road, ostensible, called the United States Embassy, was no respecter of people or things. He was a clean one, though. In all his 27 years he had not broken a law or committed the faux pas of overstaying his time in America.

He looked at his Certificate of Eligibility, as this was the most important document that he needed. He had paid the Agency US$200 for processing fee and he had paid the US$150 for the visa appointment. The total cost was over 50 percent of his monthly salary, but he knew he had to pay it.  

David tried to relax by planning the morning’s activities in his mind. He knew that it would only take him 20 minutes from Half Way Tree to Old Hope Road, as he had traveled the route many times to go to the university campus. He also knew that they did not sell snacks at the embassy and certainly he was going to be hungry as the process was supposed to take more than two hours. He decided to eat patties for breakfast at Tasteful Patty restaurant. 

Fifty-three minutes later David was full and ready to continue on. He made sure to use the restroom before exiting as all his nerves moved to his bladder.

As he stepped outside he once again checked his documents; he removed a piece of paper that was protruding from the folder that held his papers together, he then neatly placed the paper in his top pocket.

The embassy was only a five-minute walk away from the restaurant, but he was abruptly interrupted by a man dressed in dark blue jeans with a protruding Gucci belt; the man completed his outfit with an Abercrombie and Fitch tee shirt. 

“Morning mon, if you have a cell phone you can’t bring it in the embassy you know, me will keep it for you for five hundred dollars.” 

Before David could answer, the man started to speak again.

“Is Cebert me name see me card here.” Cebert took out a business card to show to David. Although taken aback by the man’s approach, he was also concerned about the embassy’s policy as he did have a cell phone on his person.

“Just drop it in this bag,” The man said to a cautious looking David.

David however did not stop he kept on walking until he could see the long line at the embassy’s gate. He really did not want to hand his phone over to the stranger though. The Nokia 3310 he had in his pocket was not expensive, but it was priceless to him. 

As he continued his walk, he realized he had no other option but to hand it over. He reluctantly did and for his troubles Cebert handed him a piece of paper with the number 23 written on it. Without looking up at David, he asked. 

“What is your name mon?” 

David got a sinking feeling in his belly immediately. 

“Me only need your first name so me can call to you when you come out mon.”

“Me name David.” 

“Aww right, David. Good luck inside Babylon mon,” Cebert said while flashing a smile.

The last time David went to the embassy was in 1999. He did not have a cellphone then, so he didn’t have to worry about handing over his phone to strangers. But technology had progressed so much in a decade, it was impossible for a young professional not to have a cellphone in 2008.Absolute impossibility! 

The vehicles on the road made a cacophony of sounds near the embassy. The noise disguised the fact that the embassy was located in a suburban section of Kingston. 

As he moved closer to the gate, he could hear the instructions meted out by the security guard. 

“You may not enter the embassy with food, beverages, guns, cellular phones, photographic or video camera electronics.” 

The speaker was one of four men securing the outside of the massive building. To David’s surprise, they weren’t heavily armed. 

“Please move to the right and stay in line.” One guard shouted. 

Some Jamaicans laughed at the fact that people had to wait outside in all sorts of weather to get a visa. But wait they all did, regardless of status or race.

After waiting for about three minutes, David found himself directly in front of the tall ebony tower of muscles that was shouting the instructions.

“What time is your appointment?” The man asked at a much lower volume.

“9:15 sir.” 

“Passport and application form please... is the photo on the top of the form?” 

David nodded, yes. 

“Where is the receipt?” The guard asked without looking at David. The man then stapled the photos on top of the documents as David riffled through his pockets. He could not believe he had not put the receipt with the rest of his documents. 

After about 20 seconds of rummaging through his pants pockets, he found it in his left shirt pocket exactly where he had placed it earlier. 

“Oh, here it is!” David said to the guard, who was now looking at him with some annoyance. 

“Go through the door on your right. You don’t have a phone on you, right?” The man asked before handing back the documents.

David replied in a falsetto. “No, sir.” 

The embassy, though not heavily guarded on the outside, was well secured on the inside. Each person was thoroughly searched upon entering the building. The ritual of taking off shoes and belt and walking through metal detectors was one that all who wanted to enter had to partake in.

David smiled and mumbled as he went through the detector, “The things people have to do to travel to America.”

On exiting the metal detector, a heavily armed guard spoke to him.

"Please continue along the right side of the building and enter through the main door.”

Without hesitation, David followed the man’s instructions. He immediately wondered where the restroom was he wanted to fix his ruffled clothes. That was just wishful thinking as he had to do this in the clear view of people who were sitting and waiting outside. It is a crime to be poor, and it was even more so when you live in a third world country, he thought.

The main door was a huge metal monolith that took some effort to pull even for David 180 pound
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