These interviews were collected by Ruth Kinsey of the Farmington Quaker Meeting House in January, 2009.

Narrative 1 (female)


I’ve been here 9 years.  I walked one night and half a day crossing the border.  I came here to work.  I came to NY by vehicle.


I left my family, my land, my country.  I had my children here.


I have no work right now.  When there is work, I work.  I was working at cabbage packing farm.  If that’s no longer available, I’ll go to apples.


I get work through a contractor.  He tells us where there is work and where there is no work.


I have been very fortunate.  I’ve had no trouble with border patrol myself.


My children are in public school.  Ages 7, 6 and 4.  The kids don’t talk about my private life at school.


I was so scared crossing the border, but I had to come up to work.  I was in Chiapas.  My father had a coffee farm.  The prices slashed and we lost the farm.  I heard there was work up here, so I came to help my dad.


When I have work here, I send money back to my family in Chiapas.  I want to see my mother, but if I go back, I can’t return.  It would cost a lot of money and I will have to suffer the trip again.


I don’t live in fear.  I know I’m a survivor.  But when I go to the market or the laundry, I worry about my children.  I have a terrible fear in my gut for my children.  Am I going to get stopped today?


I want my kids to study in this country.  I want them to speak English.  In Mexico, there are many dialects.  I didn’t speak Spanish when I came here.  I had to learn Spanish when I came here.  I spoke neither Spanish nor English.


I’m here on my own.  I have no relatives.  It’s hard for me to think of a plan for my children if I get picked up.  I don’t have a plan.


I’d like to learn to speak English.  I want to learn to drive.  I want to own a vehicle.  I want to work.


I can’t drive.  It’s hard when I get a job if I can’t get a ride.


I usually get about $7.15 an hour when I work.


My family in Chiapas call and want me to come home.  But if I go back, I can’t come back.  I want my children to learn English.


It’s very hard!


I don’t remember how old I am.  I only remember I’ve been here 9 years.  It’s a problem.  Someone wanted to help me get a visa, but we needed a birth certificate and can’t find one.  I don’t know how old I am.  I think I’m about 41.

Narrative 2 (female)

The baby is sick. She’s had a fever for 2 days.  Otherwise I would be at work.


I know a little bit of English, but need a translator.


I’ve had experience with the border patrol.  They were coming from Lyons.  We were stopped at a gas station.  The officer told me he stopped for gas,  but when he saw us, he came to see us.  This is what makes us so angry.  What audacity to approach someone based on what they look like.  That is so against our laws.


We were joking that it might be border patrol.  We should have run.  We were all taken into custody by border patrol.  We were all deported.  Even the youngest.  There was so much fear.


I came back this last May.  The previous time it took me 3 hours 

 to cross the border.  This last time it took 4 nights, climbed over mountains and big fence.  An American citizen went to Mexico and brought the 3 year old back for me.


When I was in jail, the border patrol wouldn’t answer whether I would get a bond or not.  So I decided to take my kids to Mexico.  My oldest girl is 11.  My son is not an American citizen.  The girls are.  I want them to go to school.  I want them to learn.  My son loves school.  He loves to study.  I hope he gets a grant or scholarship to go to school.


Every day I go out and I don’t know if I’m coming back.  I just wait and see what God has to say.  I just keep going and do what I have to do.


If it’s so stressful here, why don’t I go back to Mexico?  It’s stressful in Mexico, too.  I can’t earn a living there.


I’ve been deported 4 times.  Once we get across the border, there is a group that brings people to where they need to go.  Crossing the border costs about $2,000 per person each time.  


I have a full time job and work all year here.  I have a husband who works full time, too.  We’ve worked 2 years for the same farmer.


My first husband died.  That was the hardest thing for me.  Life is hard.

Narrative # 3 (male)


I got stopped by border patrol driving my vehicle like normal.  I saw a flashing red light and thought it was the police.  It was a Sunday afternoon.  I was going to the laundry.  He had me drive a little further up and leave the vehicle.


After that, I found an attorney.  He asked me what was my reason to come to this country.  I told him I have a daughter born with a deformity.  She doesn’t have hearing on one side.  When she was about 5, she started getting sick.  The deformity started hurting her.  We went to a little village to try a doctor there.  He said we needed to see a specialist for my little girl.  I went to Mexico City looking for a clinic.  I had a little money, so I paid for her first surgery.  They pulled out part of her rib and made an ear for her.


Then there was a second surgery, and I didn’t have the money for that.  I knew it would be expensive; rent, transportation, medicine…  I ran out of money so fast.  So I borrowed money for the second surgery.


After the second surgery there was a tragedy with my daughter.  She couldn’t regain consciousness.  And when she did, she didn’t know me.  I took her back home.  They wanted me to return her for more visits and appointments.  Because I had borrowed the money for the second surgery, and they were asking me for the money, I had no other options than to come here to earn it.


I’ve been here 5 years.  I came an earlier time for 2 years.  After those 2 years, there was a third surgery I was able to pay for.  There is a fourth surgery she should be getting when she is 16.  I came to get the money for that surgery.  I have been here longer because my mother got sick.  


After I got stopped, I had to get the money back from Mexico that I had saved for the surgery, in order to pay for my bond to get released.  So I am now broke.


I was working on a farm, but right now, I’m working at an apple packing company.  I’m afraid to work under my own name, so I’m now working under another name.


About a year ago, I paid for my mother’s surgery.  We thought she was getting better, but about a month ago my mother’s problem came back.


I’ve not been back to Mexico since I came here 5 years ago.  I know I can not make enough money in Mexico to pay my bills.


I have a son who likes to study.  I want him to study.


I miss my family, but at the same time, I’m proud of myself that I can be a provider for them so they can have some things.  I keep going because of the needs of my family in Mexico.  I’ve got to run all the risks.  What can I do?


In my country, I have never broken any law.  I respected every law.  I was never handcuffed, nor before a jury.


Here, I never do anything without thinking about it.  I realized I was violating the law of this country.  But the reason is what I have explained.


But now I am out of kilter.  I’m uncalibrated.  The border patrol has thrown me way off.  I have a court order to appear on March 12.  Only God knows what will happen then.  And that’s how it is.


I miss my family so much.  My father died a young man.  I’m very close to my mother.    If I were not sending money to my mother…  She is in an advanced stage of diabetes.  If I go back now, I can’t pay for the medicine.


I tried to do everything right in Mexico.  And I’m just barely getting accustomed to living here.  I wish it were possible for me to be legal.


An officer accused me of not signaling when I made a turn.  I did signal.  But he turned around and came back.  I was parked and getting out of my car.  The policeman said, “My friend, my friend, come here.”  I went over.  I thought he wanted to say hello, or needed some help.  If I’d known he was going to bother me, I would have run inside and locked the door.  


He said, “I’m going to give you a ticket.”    He said I didn’t use my signal.  I did  use my signal.  But it’s his word against mine.


I respect the law.  I know I don’t have a driver’s license.  But I studied the book on driver’s licenses in Michigan.


It’s difficult.  We need to go get food.  We need to go to the Laundromat.  We need to get to work.  I’m afraid every time I drive.  I get nervous just thinking about driving.


This is my story.  It happened to me.


I just want to work.  It’s true for all of us.  We all have our stories.  We are here to work.  We have sick people to care for.  Some want to build a house.  Some want to cultivate the land.


We just want to work.


The border patrol were here again just this weekend.  But they saw I have a court order, so they didn’t bother me.

