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chest pain again. I was also sick with a high fever and an upper respiratory infection and
had difficulty breathing normally. I was completely unable to concentrate on anything. I
also had hardly slept during the 16 days since I was separated from
. I felt that I
could have become mentally unstable and even crazy. One reason I could not sleep is
that every time the guards passed by, I opened up my eyes and looked for my daughter
but she was not there and I felt desperate.
15. I was given one, three-minute phone call when I arrived at the center. I wanted to call my
child, but no one had given me any information about where she was or how to contact
her. I called my friend who is in the United States to tell her I had been separated from
my daughter. She told me that immigration officials had called her many times telling her
to pick up my daughter because I would be deported, but she did not because she is not
the mother and she did not want to be responsible for
.
16. When my friend told me that immigration officials told her that I would be deported I felt
desperate. I was afraid that at any moment officials would come and deport me and
would be left behind. And, I had seen this happen to other mothers who were
deported without their children. I thought I would never see
again. I felt that I
would not want to live. I felt terrified and panicked. I could not sleep because the officials
took the mothers who were deported at night. Every time an official came at night I
thought the official was coming to deport me and I would leave
behind.
17. I was very jittery. If someone spoke I would jump and got frightened. I was extremely
nervous. The only thing I could think about was my daughter. I felt that it was difficult
for me to really think and concentrate.
18. I also lost track of time because at this detention center none of the cells had windows
that looked outside. I did not know if it was day or night.
19. The officials treated me and the other women very badly at Port Isabel. We were only
given bread to eat for breakfast and lunch, and rice and beans for dinner. Every 15 days
or so we were given a piece of chicken. The guards treated us as less than human.
When we asked the guards for our kids they said it would be better if we never saw
them again and that we should not try to seek asylum and should just go back to our
countries alone. Some of the guards continued to say they knew nothing about
where our kids were, while others told us they had already been adopted. I could not
think about anything else except my daughter. I was constantly worried and wanted
to know if she was safe. I felt emotionally destroyed. The situation I got in was a
disaster. I always wanted to reunify with my daughter, but I lost control of a number of
thoughts I had related to my daughter’s wellbeing and her actual location. I felt like
impending doom, and it was very hard to breathe. The disappointment and lack of
confidence in officials and the United States where I had fled to save my life and my
daughter’s life affected me very deeply. My hands constantly shook and my eyes were
swollen. My eyes were very dry because I cried a lot. My whole body hurt. I barely could
move. I felt paralyzed.
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20. At the jail I was in, they have papers where you can write to the officials. I wrote six
times asking ICE where my daughter was, and I received six responses but none of
them provided me with any information whatsoever. All it said was that she was not
in a center. I did not know what that meant for her. (The responses were all in
English and fortunately another detained mother was able to translate the documents for
me from English into Spanish.) I repeat that I felt hopeless, lost, devastated. I felt
traumatized and emotionally out of control. I wanted to scream and I could not, because I
felt so much pain in my chest. I cried nonstop. My eyes were constantly swollen. Because
I did not get any information about my daughter’s whereabouts, my days were filled with
constant fear and I was emotionally exhausted. I could not cope normally; many meals I
could not eat and I hardly slept. I kept begging to let me know where my daughter was,
but I did not get any clear response. I was told to stop asking and begging, that I had to
sign papers and leave; I was told once again that my daughter was already adopted by
others. I was terrorized by my own fears about my daughter
’s wellbeing and
whereabouts. I felt distraught.
21. After about two weeks, I was becoming desperate. Aside from the 3-minute phone call, I
had not had any contact with friends or family since being sent to the detention center in
Port Isabel. Making calls from the center is very expensive, but I had no money to pay for
a call. I decided to work at the center. I worked for five days, seven hours a day, totaling
35 hours. I cleaned toilets, bathrooms, the rooms, and took out the trash. For my 35 hours
of labor I received $1 in my account and was able to make one 60-second phone call to
my mother in Honduras. I only had time to say that I was okay, I loved her and to not
worry, and then the call cut out.
22. After about 16 days at Port Isabel, I had my asylum interview over the phone with an
interpreter. I did not know that I was going to be interviewed that day. An officer came to
my cell at between 12pm and 3pm. It was in the range of this time because it was after
my lunch and before my meal at 4pm. The guard passed me the phone and wished me
good luck. I was surprised I had the interview that day. I was not aware about it. I was not
told or prepared for my interview related to my asylum proceedings. The interpreter was
not competent. He asked me a number of times to spell my name and other words. I
believe he was not a native Spanish speaker. The interpreter spoke with the accent, tand it
was difficult for me to understand him. At no time did anyone explain to me that this was
my credible fear interview with the asylum officer and why this interview was important
and what it meant in my case.
23. I did not know that the man on the telephone was the asylum officer and only
realized this when I arrived in Dilley and an attorney with the Dilley Pro Bono
Project explained this to me.
24. The asylum officer asked if I wanted to continue the process or be deported. I said,
“I don’t want anything, I just want my daughter. Please give me my daughter.” The
asylum officer said, “Ma’am, that is not my question.” I just repeated over and over
again that I wanted to be with my daughter. He asked me about my case. He seemed
angry, which made it even harder for me to focus on my case. He finally said that my
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your daughter.” This time as well I was by myself with

.

29. I felt that he was trying to force me to sign the voluntary departure and I was afraid that
he was going to strike me. I even told him that even if he was going to strike me that I
would not sign. He tried to physically overwhelm me and intimidate me by getting very
close to me, but I leaned away from him and refused to sign the paperwork. During these
two interactions, I was very scared. There were no cameras in the room where I was
forced to interact with
by myself. I felt that if something happened to me, if
abused me, no one would ever know. This terrified me.
30. The following week, after we had been at Port Isabel for a month, with no information
about our kids, we heard that a White House representative was at the detention center.
No one had given any mother information about their kids so the mothers decided we
needed to talk to this representative. We had been warned not to talk to him, but we
needed him to know what was happening. When the representative was walking through
the center, I along with about fifteen other mothers, yelled at him to let him know what
was going on. We said that we were the separated mothers, we had not been able to speak
with our kids in over a month, and that none of us have information about where our kids
are.
31. The representative told us that he would do everything possible to help them and that we
should behave well, to calm down, and to cooperate.
32. The detention officers punished me and the other mothers who disobeyed and spoke with
the representative. I was handcuffed and put in solitary confinement for ten days. I
was put in a dark room, so I did not know when it was day or night. I was not given
food or water for about three days. After about three days I was given bread. I
guessed it was about three days because I could hear different voices when the
guards were changing their shifts and they were speaking to each other in Spanish.
I was handcuffed for five days and had to eat and go to the bathroom in this way.
They did not give me toilet paper. I felt desperate and depressed. I did not know how
long I would be alone, in a dark room without contact with anyone.
33. While I was being punished, the guards made a list of all of the women who had been
separated from their children, in order to arrange phone calls. After my ten days of
punishment and isolation, I was put on the phone with my daughter for the first time in
over a month. Both of us started to cry. I could hear that she was sick. Because I was
crying so hard the official made me hung up even though I begged her to let me continue
to speak to
34. I felt both better and worse after I spoke to
. I felt worse because she was sick,
because she was crying, and because
told me that I was already deported. I
understood that someone had tried to abuse her by telling her that I was already deported.
I felt much worse. I could not think about anything else except for the separation and
what had been told to
a and the fact that she was sick.
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affected my immigration case. The man on the phone started asking questions about why
I was there, but I kept asking about my daughters. He told me I would be able to speak to
them after. But my mind was totally gone. I was only able to think about my daughters. I
had barely eaten or had anything to drink for a long time because of the stress.
10. A few days later I was called to speak with ICE. An immigration officer told me to sign a
paper if I wanted to see my daughters again. When I asked him what the paper was for he
hid it behind his back and said “It doesn’t matter what it says. You are going to sign it
anyway.” He told me I would never speak to my daughters again if I did not sign it. He
told me that because I was not from this country this was not his problem. I told him “I
pray to God you never need help from another country. I cannot judge you, but God
certainly will.” He just told me over and over that I had to sign it or I would be deported
without my daughters and I would never see them again. I bet ICE treats their dogs better
than they treated me.
11. Finally, I signed the paper. When I did, the officials let me speak with my daughters. A
social worker came in and put me on the phone with them. My youngest could not stop
crying the whole time, because we have never been apart.
12. Some days after this some visitors came from the ACLU. They gave us a piece of paper
telling us that we had rights, and that a lawsuit had been filed to demand that we get our
children back. The visitors also helped us call our children.
13. After this, ICE was furious. They told us that what the ACLU had told us was a lie and
that they didn’t have to do anything to give us our children. They punished us for having
the paper explaining our rights. The guards turned off our televisions and unplugged the
microwave. They didn’t let us go outside. But we held on to the fact that the visitors had
told us about the national protests. I finally felt like I was not alone.
14. Finally, ICE told me they were going to give my daughters back to me. The officers told
me I was going to be released to my brother. Instead, they brought me to a hielera and
put me in a room with other mothers waiting for their children. There were 3 children
there whose parents had not arrived yet. The officers asked us mothers to care for the
children until their parents came. One of the little boys asked for water. We tried to
gather enough water from the trickle coming from the fountain, but it did not fill the cup.
We repeatedly asked the Officers for water for the boy, and they refused. The little boy
was in that room with us for 3 whole days without water. I did not have more than
trickles of water for the whole week.
15. My daughters finally arrived after three days. I was called to leave the room of the
hielera. When I stepped into the main room I saw them sitting there. They both started
running to me, and I to them. Holding them again was a feeling I can never describe in
words.
16. My daughters and I thought that we were going to be released to live with our family, like
the officers told us. Officers prepared and gave me my release papers. They even put an
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ankle bracelet on me. However, the officers then took off my ankle bracelet and told me
it was because I was going on a plane to my family. That was a lie. We were really flying
to San Antonio so we could be detained again here in Dilley.
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where I sat alone, while both the asylum officer and the interpreter participated
via telephone. At the time of the interview I had not seen or spoken to my son in
over 30 days. I did not know if he was healthy or safe. He has chronic bronchitis
and it was so cold in the detention centers that I was worried about whether he
was sick and being taken care of. I was also worried about whether and what he
was eating, especially because the food we were given in the detention centers for
intake was so bad.
19. When I went to my credible fear interview I was so upset, I could not concentrate,
all I could think about was my son. I wanted to ask right away about what was
happening with him, but the asylum officer did not give me a chance. The asylum
officer said “good afternoon” and then told me they were going to ask me yes or
no questions and abruptly started asking me questions really quickly. The
interview only lasted about 30-35 minutes. The majority of the time was not me
talking, but the official typing my responses and trying to contact an interpreter.
When they asked me at the end if I had anything else to say, the only thing I was
thinking about was my son. I asked about my son. I did not think at all about
talking about my own fear of returning to Guatemala.
20. I told my son’s counselor that I had gotten a negative and that I would be returned
to Guatemala. I was told I could appeal the decision, but I did not think this was a
reasonable decision because I thought if I did this I would never get my son back.
’s counselor told me that he needed to contact the Guatemalan Consulate
and that
would have to see a judge, so that I could keep my son; this
process would be longer. He said it was easier to leave my son in the United
States.
21. While I was at La Salle, the guards told me to grab my things at 1 AM because I
was being transferred. They did not tell me why I was being transferred or where I
was going. I was moved to Pearsall for about four days. On the fourth day, July
17th, 2018 I was reunited with my son at Pearsall.
22. On July 17th, I was reunited with my son, ICE showed up. I asked them for
information and they said they didn’t know anything. They were doing the most
to reunite families, but they wouldn’t give us any information.
23. About 10 women were reunited with their children where I was. There was one
woman who had a baby that was breastfeeding.
24. When I saw my son, I was so happy to see that he was healthy. I felt a certain
amount of joy in my heart that is indescribable. I was however, still sad and
worried that we would still be jailed. I became extremely anxious thinking about
how while we were reunified, we would still be caged, and we would still be
experiencing inhumane treatment.
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25. We got on the bus after we were reunited and headed here. My son was so excited
when we got on the bus together, he was telling me about everything.
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7. When they took my daughter from me, the officers lied to her and told her that they were
taking her to a house and I would meet her there. She told me she kept asking for me and
they would only tell her that “your mom is detained,” and nothing else. My daughter was
very depressed and sad.

8. I was in the perrera for 5 days. The only food they gave me were cold pieces of bread
with a slice of ham on top. I asked the guard where my daughter was constantly, but they
gave me no information, no number to call, no location. They would just repeat that they
knew nothing. When I realized they weren’t going to tell me anything, I felt like my life
had been taken from me. I never expected they would do this to me when I came to this
country. They made me feel like I had no rights, that they had taken a part of me, and that
they had shot me.
9. After I was moved from the perrera my torture continued. I was moved to my first of four
centers. When I got to the detention center in Laredo, I immediately asked where my
child was, but got no answers. Immigration officers came once a week to “answer
questions,” however they said to not ask about our cases or our children because
they do not know anything.
10. I wrote ICE two requests each week, in every center I went to, begging for information
about my daughter. They never responded. No one was telling me anything and I felt like
someone had stabbed my heart. I was very sad and depressed.
11. I was constantly worried about and anxious for my daughter. I thought about her
day and night, wanting know how she was, is she locked inside a center like me? Is
she eating? Sleeping? Does she have a bed? Does she have information about me? Is
she sick? Hurting? A million things crossed my mind. I would see reports on the news
about kids in Florida and New York and I would agonize about where she was and if she
was just as far. There were many days I could not sleep nor could I eat. I was
extremely depressed.
12. The only information that I had was a number on a flier to get information regarding our
kids. But, the phone calls were expensive, and I had no money. I would watch as other
mothers called the phone number, and no one ever answered a single call. I felt desperate.
13. When I was in the Laredo Detention Center, you needed money to make a phone call. I
did not have any money to call my family to try to get information about my missing
daughter. You could work in the center for a small amount of money, so I worked from
1:00pm until 8:00pm and earned $1 for my 7 hours of labor, washing dishes and
cleaning. I did this for a week and was able to earn enough money to talk to my family in
Houston for less than five minutes. However, they also did not have information about
where my daughter was.
14. After about two week in Laredo, without warning, I was moved to La Salle detention
center. This center was even worse than the last. The lights never turned off and there
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were no windows so I did not know when it was day or night. Cold air blasted in my
room, where I had been isolated. I was could leave my room to go to the common area,
but I could not leave the common area. I had a thin blanket. I had no company and felt
completely alone and scared. Inside I felt dead and I felt like I could not breathe
correctly.
15. After about a month of separation and no information regarding my daughter, when I was
at my most vulnerable and desperate for news, an official came into my room and said
my interview was going to happen. I had not slept for a full night in a month, I had
not been eating, I felt depressed. I was pulled into a room, alone, handed a phone,
and told it was my credible fear interview. The interpreter and asylum officer were
both on the phone. I could not concentrate at all on what was being asked of me. I could
only think of my daughter. After one of the first questions when they asked me who I
entered the country with, I couldn’t stop thinking about her. When they asked me about
my daughter, I felt like I couldn’t talk and I had a lump in my throat. I wanted the
interview to be over as quickly as possible because I thought I would be reunited with her
after the interview. No one told me this, but this is what I thought.
16. At 3am the morning after my interview, I was taken from my room without notice, and
transferred to a detention center in Pearsall for 23 days.
17. After a month and a week, of having no information at all about my daughter and being
separated from her, a guard handed me the phone, and it was my daughter on the line.
The guard stood right next to me for the entire phone call and said I only had ten minutes.
My daughter and I were both crying and she said that she had been looking for me. She
said she tried calling at other detention centers, but when she would call they would tell
her I had left. She asked if I would be in the same detention center in a week because that
was when she could call again. I told her that I did not know, but will hope for her call
and that I loved her very much. The guard gave me a 2-minute warning, a 1-minute
warning and then forced me to hang up. I felt happy speaking to her, but also very sad
because I was only speaking to her. I was asking her how she was treated, how she felt,
and if she was eating okay. My daughter said that they brought her to a house, and they
did not tell her anything else. I talked to her twice more, once in Pearsall and once in Port
Isabel.
18. After 23 days in Pearsall, I was told I was going to another detention center. I asked
which one, and they said they did not have any information, just that I was moving. I was
put in the hielera from 6am until 3pm, without further information. I was finally told I
was going to Port Isabel and would possibly be reunified with my daughter. I felt a little
bit of hope because I was going to see my daughter again.
19. I was in Port Isabel for 10 days without further information. I thought after 2 or 3 days I
would see my daughter again, but I saw other mothers being reunited with their children.
I felt more hope each passing day because of the others who were being reunited.
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20. I had seen on the news that a judge signed something about reunifying kids with their
parents and I started to feel some hope. I asked the guards if this meant I would be with
my daughter again, and they told me that I would not be reunified with my child, and
if I was, it would not be for months. I felt like the lights had shut off on me. I felt like
someone had hit me, and I was very dizzy. I almost felt like I had died when they
told me this.
21. The day I was reunified with my daughter I was put in a room with about 40 moms. One
by one, we were taken to a room where there were 30-40 children with immigration
officials with computers and case managers. When I saw my daughter we both
immediately started to cry. I felt like my life had come back. I held her in my arms,
unmoving for 5 minutes.
22. We had been separated for 58 days. On one side, I feel good to have my daughter, but on
the other side, the nightmare does not end because we don’t know what will happen to us,
and we are locked in here. I feel a little bit better, but it is the worst thing to have
happened to me in my life. What happened to me was hell and should never happen to
any mother.
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7. On Monday, June 18th I returned from court and saw that my daughter was nowhere to be
found. I asked an officer, “Where is my daughter?” The officer said, “You’re going to
another place, your daughter will be waiting for you there”. When I was transferred, my
daughter wasn’t there. I thought they had already but her up for adoption and began to
feel hopeless. I was one of many women who knew nothing about the whereabouts of
their children. I asked an office who was nearby, “Where is my daughter?” The officer
said, “No one had told us to come and that it wasn’t their fault that I was feeling
pain. We can’t give you any information.”
8. Another officer told me I was going to be transferred again and that my daughter would
be there waiting for me there. When I arrived, I asked about my daughter again and asked
if I could talk to her. They said, “We only know that your daughter is safe, but we can’t
give you any information. Someone is going to talk to you.” The officers in charge of the
center told us that they were not permitted to give information about our children and that
they didn’t have information to share anyway.
9. On June 22, 2018 I had my credible fear interview but was not able to fully tell my story
because all I could think about was where my daughter was and if she was okay. My
daughter was sexually abused before we came to the United States and is in an
extremely fragile and emotional state, and I could not stop thinking about anything
but her and how scared she must be. I asked the asylum officer if he knew where my
daughter was, he said, “No, I don’t know.” During the interview I felt sadness and
despair because I didn’t have my daughter and I didn’t know where she was.
10. Two days after my interview, I was told that I had failed. I took the opportunity while
talking with an immigration officer to as once again where my daughter was, and the
officer said, “I don’t have that information and we can’t do anything about it.” I told the
officer I did not want to appeal my case so that I could see my daughter as soon as
possible. I thought this would bring my daughter back to me sooner.
11. Approximately around July 1st, 2018, I was able to speak with
through a
friend that let me use her minutes on her commissary account. This is when I found out
my daughter was not with
He told me the social worker had sent him paperwork
to adopt my daughter permanently, not for my daughter to be with him temporarily. He
said he could not adopt my daughter because I am her mother. I felt confused and sad
because I did not know if this meant that they would let other people adopt my daughter.
I was afraid that the people who adopted her would abuse her and that I would never see
her again.
12. After 15 days, officers wearing blue uniforms came to talk to us. They said they were
doctors and told us that they knew where our children were and that they were safe in a
shelter about 15 minutes away from where I was detained. They asked us if we had talked
to our children, and when I said no, they gave me a phone call with my daughter. When I
was finally able to speak with my daughter I was overjoyed to hear my daughter’s voice
but I was sad because I could not hug her, I couldn’t see her and I couldn’t express how I
felt. She wept over the phone and begged me to pick her up. She said, “Mami, come get
me! Please don’t leave me here!”
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13. After I was able to talk to her, the people in the blue uniforms told me and the other
mothers who had been separated from their children that we had the right to two phone
calls a week with our children. The following week I spoke to my daughter twice. The
calls were monitored each time we talked. The first call that week was 20 minutes long
and the second was about 10 minutes long. When we talked I was worried that she
couldn’t express herself truthfully on the phone because they were listening to her while
she talked with me. After these calls, I spoke with my daughter one more time before our
reunification.
14. The people in the blue uniforms said they were working to make sure that I was reunited
with my daughter. They talked to me every day. They told me there were two options. If I
were to be deported, my daughter could return with me and if I wanted to fight my case
she could stay with me too. I chose the option to always be together no matter what,
“always together” or unidas siempre.
15. I signed about 10 pages of documents for my daughter and I to be reunited. I don’t know
what all of the documents said. I was told that I had to fill out all of them in order to be
reunited with my daughter.
16. On July 22nd I was called at 7PM and was told that I would be reunited with my daughter.
They asked me to grab my things. I was reunited with my daughter at about 1 AM on
July 23rd, 2018. When I saw my daughter again, it was one of the happiest moments of
my life. I felt like I was whole again after they brought her to me. We had been
separated approximately 35 days. We embraced each other, she hugged me and kissed
me and kept saying how much she loved me. We were later transferred to South Texas
Family Residential Center in Dilley, TX.
17. My daughter is extremely traumatized and does not want to speak about her experiences.
She does not want to be away from me. If I need to speak with an attorney in private, she
begins to cry at the thought of being separated once again.
18. This was the worst thing that has ever happened to me. Being separated from my
daughter and knowing nothing about her whereabouts has caused extreme trauma for
both me and my daughter. My daughter is so desperate to get out, she always asks me
when we’re going to be able to leave this center. This trauma has begun to impact our
physical health, we are unable to sleep or eat and I constantly have a headache.

AILA Doc. No. 18082235. (Posted 8/23/18)

AILA Doc. No. 18082235. (Posted 8/23/18)

AILA Doc. No. 18082235. (Posted 8/23/18)

9. The officers threw us little sandwiches but I could not eat them. The officers would not
let us ask them anything. They refused to tell us anything, or they would just say that our
children had been placed in adoption. It was anguish.
10. I found out later that my son was told I would be meeting him somewhere shortly after,
and that we would be together. They lied to him to get him to go without me.
11. The officials took me to a detention center in Laredo where I was detained for 13 days.
The women who were my guards would ignore everything I asked for and told me it was
not their problem. Then they took us to La Salle Detention Center in Louisiana.
12. After about a month without hearing from my son I became totally depressed. I could not
look out a window. They did not take us outside. I never got any information about my
son, and I was totally desperate. I would not eat.
13. I cried all the time, and one of the guards in La Salle would come by and bang on my
window. She said “Shut up you hija de la madre!” I told her, “I am crying over my son.”
She just told me to shut up. I was in prison.
14. During this time of despair, I was given an interview for my asylum case. I was unable to
concentrate because my child was separated from me. I could only think about him and
was constantly distracted. I did not even know if he was alive or dead.
15. Three days after having my interview I was transferred by bus to the South Texas
Detention Center. There, I was able to at least watch some TV and see what was
happening. I saw that the president was being forced to reunite the children with their
mothers. We all were watching the protests. We all saw the people in the streets. I even
saw on the news that there were some men who came to the detention center and
demanded our release. All of the mothers I was with were cheering and clapping. This
news gave me hope, and I began to have faith that I might see my son again. I felt,
watching the protests, that I was not alone.
16. During my time in the South Texas Detention Center, my son had an appendectomy in
Florida. He was not allowed to make phone calls to me. They told him he had to have an
appointment to call me. Three days after the operation he remembered the number for my
nephew in Houston. My nephew called me in Pearsall to tell me what had happened. No
one tried to contact me and tell me what had happened to my son, other than my son
himself.
17. I did not know my son was having surgery, who performed his surgery, who was caring
for him, how long it lasted, or how it went. No one asked for my permission or input
about the well-being of my child. All I knew was that my child was very sick, he was in a
completely different state from me, and strangers were surrounding him.
18. Sometime after, ICE called me and said I was going to be deported. I told them “My son
has been operated on and I am not going anywhere without him.” I told them I was not
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going to leave without my son, even if they killed me. An immigration official told me to
sign my deportation paper. When I asked to read it, he said “No, you will sign it
regardless”, and he covered up the text with his hand so that I could not read it. He told
me I had to sign on the line no matter what it said. I refused to sign it, because I had to be
with my son again.
19. I could not eat during these long weeks. I prayed that God surround me, because I needed
him to be there watching over me. I will never forget what the president did to me. I am
forever changed. I thank God that I am back with my child, because I will never let
anyone take him from me again.
20. For the 62 days that we were separated I was only able to talk to my son twice, for about
ten minutes. Now we are detained again inside of the South Texas Family Residential
Center. He is trying to be strong. I hope he will heal quickly. But things are different with
him now. He wakes up at night thinking he sees shadows outside. He worries it is ICE
coming again to take him away from me. I cannot permit that to happen to him again. He
is everything to me, and I will fight for him and for our case.
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