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My name is Ignacio Aguirre and I’m forty-three years old. My son, Francisco Aguirre, was arrested in May, 2008.  When he went to school he forgot to take his knife out of his backpack, because the day before he had gone to the shore with our family, and he carried the knife in his pack to cut a watermelon.  When he went through the metal detector at school they discovered that he was carrying a knife in his pack. That was the reason school security arrested him and sent him to the police. He never had been arrested before.  They transferred him to the police station that’s at Twenty-second and Passyunk; and then,  afterword, Immigration transferred him to the ICE offices at Sixteenth and Callowhill.

The teachers and students, his friends, thought this was very unfair. The teachers started giving me recommendation letters saying they knew he was an excellent student, and his classmates also signed these letters. I went to the School District offices with these letters, and they told me he could return to school again. We proved it was a mistake. We had to go to court with him, and they didn’t find him guilty--he was innocent.

He came to the United States because in my country there exists a group called the Maras.  The Maras are tied to the Mafia and gangs. They kill, they rob.  They recruit youth between sixteen and seventeen years old, and they make them join the Maras.  Because my son was at risk, I decided he should join me up here.  I asked him, “Do you want to work or do you want to study?”  He said, “I want to study, ok?”  I put him in high school.

After detaining my son, Immigration let him go free, but they put a tracking device on his ankle.  It was something really awful for him, because it affected him psychologically. He couldn’t wear shorts because when people see a bracelet on your ankle they think you’re a criminal. He felt afraid, he was ashamed. He couldn’t play his sports, because the bracelet got in the way. He couldn’t go to the shore for the same reason.

Emotionally, it affected us to see the changes in him. After being a happy boy who smiled, who joked around, he was depressed, staying in his bedroom, listening to music, thinking that he wanted to be free. He felt like a prisoner in his own house. He used to dream about music, he wanted to study music; but right now he doesn’t play his guitar, he doesn’t want to follow his dreams. He says that he doesn’t know if he’s going to be here in the United States, or if they’re going to send him to my country.  He finds himself in limbo—he doesn’t know if he’s here nor there. Now he doesn’t want to go to school, he rebelled and we had father and son conflicts. He no longer talked with me like before. He decided to leave home for the street. Truthfully, I don’t know what he is doing in the street right now.

My trust in the police has really been affected, because now I can’t call the police to help someone or to get help for myself. If I witness something, I’m thinking, “Should I call the police or shouldn’t I?” I start to think of what might happen to me—will they arrest me? I’m risking being deported.

My idea about this arrangement between the police and Immigration is that the police protect the city. The police have to do their work within the law, and Immigration should do its work separately.

I’d like to support the campaign against the tie between Immigration and the police by recruiting more people to help us to make this arrangement disappear.

                                           -- November, 2009

My name is Guadalupe Hernández, and I’m forty years old. I have five children here in this country and one daughter in Mexico. I arrived in America in 1996. I left my country because of domestic violence, coming here supposedly to find refuge. I said to myself, “I’ll go to the United States—there he won’t chase me down, he won’t find me. I’ll bring my children and make a new life there.” 

My son was sixteen years old when he was arrested in January, 2007. There was this Mexican party and he had an older friend who was really plastered. My son tried to get him out of there, telling him, “You’re stewed, I’m taking you home.” His friend was really upset, and being drunk made him even more furious.  They went over to Dickenson where it crosses Seventh, then his friend began slashing car tires.  My son shouted for him to stop and tried to take away his switchblade. Then the neighbors saw them and called the police. There were witnesses who told the police that one person was running around stabbing the tires and the other person—my son--was shouting to stop. Then the police told my son that he was arrested, too, because he was an accomplice. 

They told me he was arrested. I went to the police station, I think around Thirtieth Street, and I wasn’t able to talk with him. I waited and waited, when I saw this person coming, all dressed up with a briefcase. He says, “Mrs. Guadalupe Hernández?” and I say, “Yes, that’s me.” He says, “Ahem, your documents.”  I tell him, “What kind of documents?” “Your papers.”  I say to him, “Look I don’t have any, the only thing I have is documents from my country.” “Do you know who I am?-- I’m from ICE.”  I tell him, “What have I done? Why did Immigration have to come?  My son’s not a delinquent.” He says, “Everyone who ends up in jail has to go through ICE, they’re interviewed by ICE.  Listen: you and your son have an appointment tomorrow morning. If you don’t go, ICE will be looking for you.”
Then the next day we got up real early and went down to the Immigration office. They put us in a completely enclosed room, really isolated. And they asked me questions like when did I come to this country, how many times had Immigration caught me, and what brought me here from Mexico. I said, “My husband hit 
me all the time, he beat me. That’s why I came--I came to hide.”

What is my situation with Immigration now?  Well, I’m a little hopeful, because I think that the judge won’t be so hard-hearted to send me to my country. My fear is that the father of my children will look for me there, he’ll kill me.  In the case of my son, he left the police station with a clean record. He wasn’t found guilty, because there were witnesses. When my son went to court the judge said he was innocent.

When all this happened, my children became frightened. If somebody knocked on the door real loud, they said, “Don’t open it, mama, don’t open it!”—because they thought that it might be Immigration coming to arrest us. They didn’t even want to go out in the morning to go to school, because they were afraid that the police or ICE were outside waiting for them to leave.  They said that Immigration was going to send us back to Mexico. My two older sons began to drink a lot. And the little one, who’s seven years old, didn’t talk about anything else in school, he told his teacher that he was going back to Mexico and Mexico was very poor. He didn’t know if he was going to survive or not. My son  who was arrested had a girlfriend, but the relationship between the two of them was destroyed because of his problems with Immigration. So he even ached more.  He got involved in drinking, and I haven’t been able to pull him out of it. As a mother it’s too hard, too hard—to see your children suffer, and have all of this on your mind.

As far as my trust in the police--with what has happened, we’re afraid to call the police. We’re afraid because they’re going to turn us over to Immigration. But now, personally, I don’t have fear of the police. Fear is what conquered me. Now I can confront them without papers, I am not afraid of them, because the most difficult times have already passed. Fear makes us cowards. It’s fear that kills us.

                                             -November, 2009

                             -
My name is Diego Torres and I’m twenty-six years old. I came to the United States eleven years ago. I was arrested in March of this year, 2009. I was arrested for trying to keep from being robbed by some people who were following me. Honestly, I don’t remember which street it was, but it was in South Philadelphia. At that moment I was just thinking of running to avoid an attempt to rob me or beat me up, because here in Philadelphia there are many cases on every corner where they have almost killed people and have robbed many stores owned by Hispanics. The way to get into a safe place was to hide, so I decided to hide on a property that—truthfully-- was not mine. That’s how I was arrested. I entered the patio of the house and stayed there for quite awhile, until everything was safe. The owner of the house saw me somehow and called the police, and the police came and arrested me for trespassing on private property. 

I was very surprised when Immigration came to the police station, that they were going to begin the process of deporting me for a minor misdemeanor. I was kept in the detention center in York for two months. Two days passed before my family learned of my arrest and detention by Immigration.  I was afraid-- I knew what I was facing. I knew that the police and Immigration share information about people who don’t have papers, and I knew that I was again going to face deportation proceedings.

I know that my case never went before any court of justice because at no time did they take me in front of a court or a judge, nor was I declared guilty or innocent. I don’t have any date to go before a court  about what happened that night.

I have a daughter who’s four years old. Lamentably, with the problem that I had with Immigration, we had to be separated from each other. I was locked up for a long time, so I wasn’t able to take care of her or her mother. They had to 
move to be with relatives in Wisconsin.  Sure, this was very hard, the truth is it affected us incredibly, 
since we had to be separated. They are sad and very depressed, knowing that they can’t count on me right now, because we don’t know what’s going to happen with my case with Immigration.  We don’t know if I am going to go to Mexico or if I am going to stay here. 

How has all this affected my dreams?  Each time I see that all of the goals I have set for myself are more unreachable. And my family? Well they’re sad because of the simple desire that we can’t be together to follow our dreams.

Look, I know that the police are working with the immigration authorities, they’re sharing a data file of people who don’t have a social security number or a green card. Above all, Immigration uses the files to check if people are legal or illegal. The next time that I’m a crime victim, I’d think more than twice before calling the police, because I’d be afraid of being taken to jail again for not having a social security card or a green card. Just being Latino, I can no longer trust the police. By the simple fact of being Latino, of having dark skin, they can see that we are immigrants, and--more than anything--illegal immigrants. That makes it a type of discrimination.

In the future, to change this situation, I’m going to continue supporting the protest campaigns to eliminate the laws that permit the cooperation between the police and Immigration. Because this is affecting all of our Latino families.

                                              --October, 2009

My name is María Vargas. I’m forty-nine, and I’m Ecuadorian. I came to the United States in 1998. I have two teenage boys and a little ten year old girl. Here in the United States my dreams are to be with my children, and I hoped that they would have a good future. It is like a blessing from god for them to be here, because they have the opportunity to work and live in peace. 

My son was arrested for a driving infraction, and they and they took him to the police station. Right away they turned him over to immigration--on that same day. He was arrested near Broad and Snyder in the Spring of 2009, when he was twenty years old. He called me early in the morning when I was sleeping, and told me he was down at immigration--that the police had arrested him and immediately took him over to immigration.  I said, “No, my dear son, it can’t be.” He said, “Yes, mommy, take it easy, nothing’s going to happen.”  I felt bad, really bad. Then he said to me, “Mommy, I can’t do anything.”

They sent him to a detention center--I don’t know its name—it was about an hour and a half from here. I was afraid to go visit my son, because I was afraid that the police would snatch me. Since they got him, they could grab me, too. Not being able to see my son was terribly hard.

He never went before the judge for his traffic ticket—they never called him.

My son was really dejected, he got pretty sick. They fired him from his job. He was the one who took care of our house, of all of us. Since I can’t work much, he paid our rent and everything. My son doesn’t want to leave here, he says, “Mommy, I don’t want to go. I’m young, what am I going to do there in my country?” He didn’t come because he chose to, he came here when he was just a kid. He grew up here.

This has affected me a lot, because I live only for my children. I’m single. I just live with them, and they are everything to me. I don’t know what I’m going to do. I just don’t know.

I was attacked on January thirteenth, 2009. I was selling my products for women to earn a little money. The neighbors—I think they were Indonesian—called the police. And right away the police came. They didn’t take me to immigration—they helped me. If someone attacks me again, I wouldn’t call the police, because I’m afraid after what happened to my son Rafael. Right away they’ll see our Spanish-looking faces.  I’m afraid that the police will ask me for my papers, and I don’t have any. It’s better for me to keep quiet, to just shut up.

I think that the job of the police should be to protect the people who live here. That’s what the police are for—to help us.

I beg whatever authorities responsible for involving the police with immigration to change the law. Because we’re humans, we all have the right to live and breathe. We didn’t come here to harm anyone. We ask to live and nothing more. I ask the authorities to please act with their heart, in the name of all Hispanic mothers. Think about how much we all suffer.

                           -- December, 2009

My name is María Garcia, and I am forty three years old. I came to the United States three years ago. I come from a humble family, which is why I came to the United States—to get ahead. I was also thinking of my children’s future.

My son had the problem with Immigration sometime between June and July of 2009. He had an argument with his wife. Looking for a way to resolve the problem, she went to her girlfriends for help—and her friends called the police, thinking that this would solve things. But to their surprise the police handed my son over to Immigration. They detained him a few days here in Philadelphia, then they sent him to Scranton, where he stayed for two months.  Then they took him to York, where they made plans to deport him to Mexico. 

The police mentioned to my daughter-in-law that he was going to get out one day soon, that she should appear at the station and clear some things up. During that week we received a letter saying where we should go to pay the bail. But when we went to pay the bail, they told us that he was already in Immigration. 

I became disillusioned with the authorities. My son had never had any problem with the police—this was his first problem. We trusted that the police were going to resolve this issue. But we never thought that it would be this way—deporting him and leaving his family alone.

My son was separated from his son, from his family. In a family, the support comes from the father and mother, the two of them being together—and especially, the affection within that family. He worked for them.  More than anything, my dreams were to have a better life for our grandchildren--because the future depends on  

them. All those dreams have gone up in dust, because now he’s in Mexico. 
Now you don’t feel safe—there is abuse, there are robberies, and you’re afraid to report anything that’s happening. With what kind of trust are you going to turn to the police? You’re afraid that if you talk to the police, they’ll send you directly to Immigration. Then--anguish. We can’t do anything, closing ourselves inside our homes, almost never leaving, afraid that some kind of problem will suddenly happen on the street. There is no solution with the police, because for them the solution is to deport us.

To me it’s not right that the police and Immigration work together, because I feel that each one has their own functions to perform. The police are there to help people and resolve problems. They treat us like we’re dangerous people, when we don’t do anything. There is no help for someone who is illegal.  If we don’t have papers, we don’t have rights.

If I was in front of the person who deported my son I would demand that he realize that we also have rights. We’re worth as much as they are. In this world, I believe that we’re all equal, rich or poor.

--  Novmeber, 2009

 My name is Antonio Vela. I am 36 years old. I came here to the United States the end of 2000. I live with my wife and two children – my six-year-old daughter and my little 4 -year-old boy.

 Sadly, on May fifth in front of my house there is a chase going on.   A person in a white t-shirt and one dressed completely in black comes along.  Running. The person in the white shirt comes up and says to me, “¡Buddy, let me into your house, I’ll give you a thousand dollars!” At that moment I do a double take, and I figure out that  he’s running from someone. Thinking of the safety of my family, I tell him: “¡Get out of here. Get out of here!”

 The second person comes running along behind him, completely dressed in black, and pistol whips me on the head.  Seated right on the steps at my door. They end up arresting me – they push me down, and they handcuff my hands behind my back. I remember how I was completely full of blood from head to toe.

 The person in black stays with my wife, demanding that she tell him where the person was that he was chasing – putting the gun to her head in front of my children. My children begin to cry, frightened to see this guy pointing a gun at their mother’s head. They’re crying, and the guy comes over and says “Shut up!” in English. My wife, seeing me like Christ covered in blood, says. “Take him to the hospital – my husband is hurt!” They take me to Episcopal Hospital, to the emergency room. They sew me up, with seven stitches to my injury. They took two IDs from me – an unexpired driver’s license from this country and a Mexican ID from the Mexican Consulate. They never returned my IDs to me.

 From there they took me to District 24, 25. The judge there read me the charge: assaulting an officer. The 21st of May I went to court in an attempt to clear up matters. Right there in court two people appear and identify themselves as 
Immigration agents. And right away they ask me if I have identification that shows that I’m in the country legally.  I didn’t want to speak. As I didn’t speak, the Immigration agents arrested me. They take me to a building at 16th and Callowhill. They charge me with being an illegal immigrant.

I was in prison 11 days. All I could think about was my family. I asked God for the opportunity to get out a free man so I could be with my family. I paid a bail of $7.500 in order to get out of jail.

 If they deport me right now, it would be very sad for my children because they would lose their rights as citizens of this country. That is cruel and unjust for them. It’s not their fault that their parents were undocumented immigrants.

 I can’t take a walk during the daytime because I might meet someone or someone might come up to me. I imagine that person is going to harm me. My wife jumps at the least noise. My little kids wake up two or three times crying every night. Fortunately they are getting therapy. My children are really bad off psychologically – they can’t stand to see a policeman. To them all police are bad. When they see the police, they are scared. My littlest one, when he’s in the car, he wants hide himself so that the police won’t see him. Because they were there when they arrested me and took me away covered in blood. My daughter, she wanted to be a police woman, because I always explained to my children how the police take care of us.

  If I see a crime, I would not call the police nor would I call anybody. Why? Because--by simply calling--I could be blamed for something.
                                      --- June, 2010
IGNACIO AGUIRRE


My son feels like a prisoner in his own house.








GUADALUPE HERNANDEZ


With what has happened, we’re afraid to call the police








DIEGO TORRES


Just being Latino, I can no longer trust the police








MARIA VARGAS


The job of the police should be to protect the people who live here





MARIA GARCIA


If we don’t have papers, we don’t have rights
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If we don’t have      papers, we don’t have rights…


Testimonies from immigrant families whose lives have been changed by the policy of collaboration between the Philadelphia Police Department and Immigration Control and Enforcement
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ANTONIO VELA


My Little Kids Wake Up Crying Every Night








