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Chapter 1 | Because God wanted it that way

Chapter 2 | The Tortuous Path | My sister Alba and I knew we were about to enter the mountains and desert of Arizona, known for its great dangers, such as its vegetation and unstable paths, trails, and lots of desert vegetation like thorny plants, as well as very high daytime temperatures and very cold nights. Winter was beginning. We feared the danger of desert animals such as snakes and venomous spiders and other very dangerous animals. We feared the journey through the desert, where some immigrants had been abandoned to their fate by their guides, and also the canyons and mountains that seemed to be always the same, and only with God in mind so that everything would go well; my sister and I and other travelers, about 20 people in a row, set out that night. We looked like sheep grazing in the desert and our guides like shepherds caring for the flock, heading towards the unknown and the danger of emigrating, because our lives were kidnapped by the people who were the guides, because only they knew the route. I looked at the darkness and the path with fear, finding stones like pieces of sidewalk placed on the road. We had to advance quickly in that human line, taking care that the immigration agents did not find us. A time passed on the road, because you really don't know how much time passes in that place, you don't know what time it is. In the darkness, it is your ankles that suffer the most, with so many twists and falls, and the soles of your feet are pierced by the very sharp thorns that you find on the path. We had clothes for the cold at night with double pants, double sweaters and light tennis shoes, since it was December and even so the cold is unbearable. We also carried a gallon of water that became very heavy with time. We continued walking in a line, going up and down paths; my sister took a wrong step and tripped, the fall was so great that she hurt her ankle, she couldn't walk. We told the guide to go slower, there were so many of us that they were leaving us behind, but only a miracle could happen for him to stop and for us to stop walking. Suddenly what we feared so much happened, we heard a "SHOUT": Stop, you are surrounded! They were immigration agents who had discovered us. I saw that the guides ran away and I couldn't leave my sister, I couldn't run. I couldn't leave her alone. That's how they captured us and put us in a circle, sitting down. They tied our hands; they put us in the cages called "the kennels", which are the vans where they put the migrants to keep them safe. Some ran, but they were captured later, everything was dark, you could only see the lights of the immigration agents' lamps. It was very cold, they gathered us in a circle asking for our names and writing them down on a sheet of paper. We were taken to the detention center. I was filled with fear and uncertainty, knowing that we could no longer escape this situation. Each of us was asked our name again, our photograph was taken, and our fingerprints were taken. Later we were returned to the border and told that we could not try to enter the United States again, as we would be punished for 10 years. On the Mexican side, my sister's ankle was really bad. She could barely walk in pain. Entering the hotel, we asked the traveler if there was another way to cross into the United States without walking so much. The traveler said yes, but it is more expensive. So I asked my sister to go and I would try through the mountains and the desert. The traveler told us to wait until he "got something" for my sister. The immigration agents gave us a warning that if we crossed again and they caught us, they would punish us. It became more dangerous to try to pass. I was 34 years old at the time, I still had youth, and my sister was 30. So two nights passed and the guide told me that he would go out with three other men and a woman. And so we entered the desert again, on a night when I could barely see, my eyes adjusting to the darkness. I noticed that the guides were acting strange, as if they were drugged or drunk. I was carrying a gallon of water and the others were carrying some food like tortillas and a can of beans. We had been walking in the dark for a while when suddenly the guides started fighting among themselves. After cursing, one went to one side saying that that was now his problem. We stood there watching when the guide turned around and told us: "I'm going to hell here," I'm just going to tell you something; go back alone, go straight down this path; and he ran off into the night. We were silent, not knowing what to say. What were we going to do now? The night was cold and the sweat made our clothes wet and we could feel the cold running down our backs. I don't know what had happened, but what had happened was that we had been "abandoned" to our fate in the middle of the Arizona desert. We followed the path we had come from. But everything looked the same; the ravines and the mountains looked the same. So we decided to rest under a tree, still scared and not knowing if that was really the way. We shared the food and while we ate, I asked if anyone knew where to go and I only heard silence, it was the fear of feeling abandoned. Little by little, dawn broke and we decided to start the way back, going up a ravine we went down and it looked the same, it was as if we were going in circles. I was from the big city and I had never been into a forest or a hill, I only knew streets, houses, buildings, traffic lights and the loud noise of cars, but that was so quiet and calm, so calm and with a great silence, that you could only hear the birds and the cold wind hitting my cheeks; besides a darkness illuminated by the full moon. I was getting desperate, I felt like I couldn't do it. After a while, dawn began to break. The heat of the desert was present in that dawn, we had no water left. That gallon, which after carrying it for so long feels like it becomes as heavy as if it were made of some kind of very heavy iron, did not have a single drop left. The heat felt more intense and oppressive, we had to find water at all costs. And like an angelic miracle, we found, going down a ravine, some water from the puddles left over from a ditch, only that water was not crystal clear and pure. With our hands, lightly and with caution, we separated the scum from the dust and drank carefully so as not to spread the dirt that was under that puddle. That was the only way we could drink water, like animals. In my mind, desperate, I prayed to heaven and said, "God, if you exist, help me, please help my companions. "The fatigue was too much, it had been a long time, and the sun had already done its cycle of the day. I watched as the sun headed towards its punctual end of the day. Some time passed and I felt intuitive, as if an angelic and divine force was speaking to me inside my mind and telling me that we had to go in a certain direction. To this day I know and confirm that it was a celestial presence that told me where to go. At that moment, after climbing the path, I looked at some electric cables and sighed deeply. I was so relieved. We were close to the town again. And as if by a miracle, the state police found us. We exclaimed, "We're saved!" We told the police that we had gotten lost. My heart and mind thought, "This time, God saved us!" I thanked Him. You may take this as a fictional story, but I know what we experienced during those hours between life and death. We felt abandoned in the middle of the desert and nothingness. Since then, my faith has been stronger because I had experienced a great miracle. Believe me; if you lose faith, you lose everything. If everyone had a little bit of faith, even if it was insignificant, humanity would be stronger. Now I write about it and I feel that emotion again. It's a chill to remember that scene of being abandoned by people who only cared about their money and had no scruples. I also feel a sense of emotion knowing that there are forces beyond human understanding. You can call them angels, guardians, or watchmen. They showed us the way to save ourselves. God gave us another chance, and I knew that at that moment it was to give "THANKS" and start over. Arriving at the town, we looked for the traveler, who already knew what had happened to us. But this time he said that he would take us personally. Then he took us to another very rustic house. He would come by at night to leave. It was December 22nd. He would come by in the early morning. All we had left to do was rest and thank God. I couldn't sleep that night. My adrenaline and excitement were at an all-time high. The traveler came by, and at that moment, there were only eight of us left. Each person carried a gallon of water for the journey, which was the only thing we had to carry. The full moon continued to shine that night, and the cold felt a little better as we followed the traveler in a line. We climbed a large path, and the few stars could be seen in the very dark night. Suddenly, two people with guns intercepted us on the path, asking, "Who is the guide?" and gesturing for him to separate from the group. These people were hooded and carrying high-assault rifles. They were the famous "Cuernos de Chivo." At that moment, you don't know if they are real or just toys. Later, I learned from the guide, as we talked further down the road and he made sure no one was following us, that they were the so-called "Bajadores." They are people who wait in the desert for people who are crossing and basically take away the little you have. You have no other way out because, apart from the fact that the traveler has bought your life until you are on the other side, you are his cattle. Only he knows where he is going to take you. The "Bajadores" are also there to intercept people from the other side with a "clavo" (debt) from the other cartel. Also, without anyone knowing, there could be a "Mula" (mule) in the line crossing to the other side. After we gave them all our belongings, they released the guide and we continued on our way. Dawn was almost approaching, and the full moon was at its peak. The guide told us to rest for a bit. After resting and making sure everything was in order, he told us that it was almost to the border and that we had been walking for a long time. He then gave us instructions, telling us that during the day we had to wait until it was time for "lonche" (lunch) to be able to cross. He knew that there
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