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            Chapter 1

         
         Dominican women are the most beautiful women in the world.

         
         Julia Rodriguez had heard it said a thousand times since coming to Miami. Usually she just smiled and took it as a compliment.

         
         “But you don’t sound Dominican,” people would also tell her. Sometimes it came from native speakers with an ear for Dominicanismos—like “chilaxing,” which means exactly what it sounds like in English, and which was part of the Dominican lexicon long before
            American millennials embraced it. Other times, however, seemingly innocent questions about her accent felt more calculated,
            a passive-aggressive way of fishing for her exact ancestry. Or her immigration status.
         

         
         “Another Haitian hot chocolate, Julia!” the waitress shouted from the end of the long coffee bar. Julia was behind the counter,
            working the espresso machine. She’d been on her feet for nearly eight hours, since five a.m.
         

         
         “Coming up,” she said.

         
         Miami’s January cold snap, with temperatures way down into the fifties, made Haitian hot chocolate a seasonal sensation at
            Café de Caribe, and Julia made it like no other barista in South Florida. She started by hand-shaving a ball of pure chocolate.
            Then she’d simmer cinnamon sticks, star anise, nutmeg, and fèy bwadin leaves, when she could find them at the markets in Little Haiti, but mace was a passable substitute when she couldn’t. An
            enchanting aroma filled the coffee bar as she combined the ground chocolate, sugar, some vanilla essence, and a pinch of salt.
            The final step was to thicken with plenty of evaporated milk, which she crowned with shavings from the rind of a green bergamot
            orange, a shriveled, pungent limelike fruit.
         

         
         Julia claimed it was her Haitian grandmother’s recipe, no one the wiser that she had no idea who her grandmother was, let
            alone if she was Haitian. Sometimes she’d embellish even further, telling customers of a beautiful ebony woman with a French
            accent who’d migrated from Port-au-Prince and survived by selling delicious Haitian hot chocolate on the streets of Santa
            Domingo. Most Dominicans were of mixed European and African ancestry, and those who openly admitted to Haitian blood ran a
            unique risk; the country deported thousands of Haitian descendants every year, even if they were born in the DR. But the politics
            of island immigration mattered not to Julia’s story, for in reality she’d never set foot in Hispaniola, be it the Dominican
            or Haitian side.
         

         
         “Julia, can I see you in my office, please?”

         
         It was the café manager. Duncan McBride was one of those people who liked to tell Julia that Dominicans were the most beautiful
            women in the world, though hearing it over and over again from the middle-aged gringo who approved her paycheck was just creepy.
         

         
         “Be right there, Mr. McBride.”

         
         Julia watched out of the corner of her eye as the manager retreated to the office at the end of the hallway and closed the
            door. Her hands shook as she poured the hot chocolate into a porcelain cup and, for the first time all day, knocked it off
            the saucer and spilled it all over the counter.
         

         
         “Puchica,” she said, instinctively reverting to her native tongue.
         

         
         A coworker grabbed a clean hand towel and came to her aid. “I got it, honey. And by the way, in the DR it’s coño, not puchica.”
         

         
         Every country has its own way of saying “damn.” “Gracias, Elena.”
         

         
         Elena was Dominican and the first coworker to realize that Julia was not who she claimed to be. But they’d become friends,
            and, rather than ask questions, Elena had made herself an unofficial tutor in all things Dominican.
         

         
         “Why would he call me to the office?” Julia asked with concern. “You think he’s going to fire me?”

         
         “No way. You’re the best barista here.”

         
         “I told him I was Dominican when he hired me. You think he’s on to me?”

         
         “Don’t worry about that. It’s called the Café de Caribe, but hardly anyone here is from the islands. Eduardo’s Mexican. Jorge’s
            from Ecuador. Maria’s from Peru. We’re all the same to McBride.”
         

         
         Julia moved closer, speaking softly. “Is everyone else here legal?”

         
         “Of course.”

         
         “Really?”

         
         “Mmm-hmm. And we’re also all doctoral candidates at the University of Miami who decided to sling coffee while working on our
            dissertations.”
         

         
         They shared a laugh.

         
         “Just go see McBride and stick to your story. You’ll be fine.”

         
         Julia thanked her with a smile, then made the long walk down the hallway to the back office and knocked lightly on the door.

         
         “Come in,” said McBride.

         
         Julia opened the door and stepped into his windowless office, which was only slightly larger than a walk-in closet. Shelves
            lined the walls, and bags of coffee beans from eleven different countries were stacked from floor to ceiling. McBride was
            seated behind his metal desk.
         

         
         “You wanted to see me?”

         
         He asked her to close the door, which she did, and directed her to the only chair. Julia sat facing her boss, his desk between
            them.
         

         
         No reason to panic, she told herself.
         

         
         “So, it seems we have a little issue, Julia.” He laid a one-page document on the desktop and slid it all the way to the edge,
            facing her. It was the IRS form W-9 she’d completed and signed when she was hired.
         

         
         “Payroll tells me that the Social Security number you gave us doesn’t exist.”

         
         Julia was speechless. She’d cleaned houses for five months, sixteen hours a day, to save up enough to buy that number. “How
            can that be?”
         

         
         “You tell me.”

         
         Julia was silent.

         
         “Look, you’re an awesome worker,” said McBride. “Personally, I don’t think this should even matter. You do the work, we withhold
            the taxes, and Social Security happily pays the money to some aging baby boomer. At the end of the day, the only thing this
            phony number means is you can’t claim benefits from a system you paid into. Where’s the foul?”
         

         
         “Are you saying I can keep working here?”

         
         “It’s not that simple.”

         
         “But I really need this job.”

         
         “I understand. You’re desperate. You’re probably even a little pissed off. I’m sure you talk to other employees, and right
            now you’re thinking, ‘Why me?’ Between you, me, and the coffee beans, here’s the situation. It’s probably less than one in
            a hundred new hires that we actually verify the Social Security number. Our lawyer tells us to do random spot checks just
            in case we ever get audited by ICE, so we can say we have a compliance program and avoid the big fines. Your bad luck: you’re
            the one in a hundred.”
         

         
         “So . . . I can’t work here?”

         
         “No. Unless—”

         
         “Unless what?”

         
         “Unless we come to an understanding.”

         
         “What kind of understanding?”

         
         McBride reached across the desk for the W-9, but rather than retract it, he knocked it over the edge. His pedestal-style desk
            had an open front, and the paper fluttered to the floor, landing at the tunnel-like gap between the pair of side cabinets
            that supported the desktop.
         

         
         “Pick that up, Julia.”

         
         Julia was sure he’d knocked it to the floor on purpose, but she was on the verge of losing her job and chose not to make an
            issue of it. She leaned forward from her chair and reached down for the paper. She nearly had it when McBride’s foot shot
            from the opening and landed on the paper. He pulled it back toward him, drawing the paper farther under the desk. Julia glanced
            through the opening and got an eyeful. McBride’s pants were halfway down his thighs.
         

         
         Julia froze.

         
         “Do we have an understanding, Julia?” McBride took his swollen member in hand. It was obvious that he’d been thinking about
            this conquest for some time. “We can help each other here, Julia.”
         

         
         It suddenly occurred to her that there was no lawyer and no ICE compliance program—that she was not the randomly chosen, one-in-a-hundred
            new hire whose Social Security number had come back invalid. McBride had singled her out for his own pleasure.
         

         
         “Julia?”

         
         He wanted an answer, so Julia decided to give him one. The center drawer was suspended by metal slides beneath the desktop.
            Julia reached up through the opening, grabbed the back of the drawer, and pushed it open with all her strength. McBride squealed
            like the pig he was, as the metal face of the drawer slid forward and slammed directly into his state of self-arousal.
         

         
         “You little bitch!”

         
         Julia jumped to her feet, flung open the office door, and bolted from the room. She was half running, half walking as she
            hurried past the coffee bar.
         

         
         “What happened?” asked Elena.

         
         Julia was too upset to tell her. She grabbed her purse from under the counter and continued to the door.

         
         McBride emerged from his office with his shirt untucked, but his trousers were pulled up. “You’d better run!” he shouted down
            the hallway. “I’m calling ICE right now!”
         

         
         Julia kept going. The door had barely closed behind her when it burst open again. Four of her coworkers flew out of the Café
            de Caribe at the speed of Olympic sprinters, apparently having taken McBride’s ICE threat more generally than he’d intended.
         

         
         Julia dug her car keys from her purse, got in her car, and fired the ignition. The engine whined as it always did, and then
            it made a strange clicking sound that she’d never heard before. Julia made the sign of the cross, begged the Lord to forgive
            her for what she’d done to McBride, and turned the key once more. The engine started.
         

         
         “Gracias, Señor Jesús,” she said, and her eyes welled with tears as she steered out of the parking lot.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         Julia drove straight to Miami’s Little Havana neighborhood.

         
         Julia was what sociologists called the new face of Little Havana—the influx of Central Americans who moved in as the Cubans
            moved up and out of the immigrant neighborhood they’d established. The Nicaraguans had arrived first, driven by political
            and economic unrest in the 1980s. Then came the Hondurans, fleeing poverty; Guatemalans, escaping their civil war; and Salvadorans,
            running from gang warfare and the highest murder rate in the Western Hemisphere. The Cuban immigrant success story transformed
            Coral Gables, Key Biscayne, and other upscale areas into Hispanic upper-middle-class enclaves. Central Americans took over
            the barrios left behind, especially the East Little Havana community, close to the Miami Marlins baseball stadium and north of Southwest
            Eighth Street—the famous “Calle Ocho.” Where there were once Cuban sandwich shops selling media noches, there were now Nicaraguan cafeterias selling queso frito and nacatamales. Julia could have starved to death searching for a tortilla in the original Little Havana. Now they were sold on every street
            corner.
         

         
         “Let’s go, let’s go,” she muttered under her breath. She was behind the wheel, stuck in traffic just two blocks from her duplex.
            The sleek white architecture of the domed baseball stadium glimmered in the South Florida sun, casting shadows on the boarded-up
            businesses across the street. The school day had just ended, and a group of children walked along the sidewalk, headed for
            houses and apartments that had been painted orange, red, or other bright colors to look more like home. Julia looked for her
            daughter, but these girls were clearly middle schoolers. She could hardly believe that Beatriz was in the ninth grade.
         

         
         Julia’s old Chevy inched forward. The traffic light had cycled from red to green and back to red again. She’d barely moved.
            Angry motorists all around her blasted their horns. The old man in the intersection selling bags of lychee nuts from his bicycle
            just shrugged, as if to say, Don’t blame me.

         
         “I am so sorry,” Julia said to no one, but she was suddenly thinking of her four coworkers who’d fled the Café de Caribe after
            McBride threatened to call ICE. They could no more afford to lose their jobs than she could. Julia had taken everyone down
            in a desperate act of justifiable penis-cide.
         

         
         Julia shook off the guilt and focused on the problem at hand. She had a teenage daughter at home alone, with ICE possibly
            on the way. She dug her cell phone from her purse one more time, hoping for a miracle, but she’d missed last month’s payment,
            and she knew it was futile: no service.
         

         
         Gotta get home.

         
         A delivery van suddenly pulled away from the curb. Julia was still two long blocks from home, but she could get there faster
            on foot than fighting traffic. Parking on the street was normally impossible, so Julia seized the opportunity. She zoomed
            into the open spot and hoofed it down the sidewalk. Her duplex was at the end of the block-long coil of razor wire that ran
            like a man-eating slinky atop a chain-link fence, right next door to Little Havana’s “cheapest” used-tire garage, señor gomas—gomas usadas más barata!

         
         Julia was winded from the two-block sprint from her car as she hurried inside. She locked the door with the chain, caught
            her breath, and shouted, “Beatriz!”
         

         
         A response didn’t come quickly enough. Julia ran to the kitchen. Beatriz was at the table staring into an open algebra textbook.

         
         “Why didn’t you answer me?”

         
         Beatriz looked up from her homework. “Did you say something?”

         
         “Ay. Never mind. You need to pack a suitcase.”

         
         “Where are we going?”

         
         “Your aunt’s house.”

         
         “Why?”

         
         “Because ICE is coming.”

         
         Beatriz rolled her eyes. “You always say ICE is coming.”

         
         “This time is different. My boss turned us in, and he knows our address.”

         
         “Why would he do that to you?”

         
         “Because he’s a—” she started to say, then stopped herself. “It doesn’t matter why. Just go to your room and pack a bag.”

         
         “It’s hardly my room,” Beatriz said, grumbling. Mother and daughter shared the one bedroom, which wasn’t actually a bedroom. It was once the dining
            room of an old single-family house that had been chopped into three apartments for five different families.
         

         
         Julia chased her all the way to the dresser, threw a suitcase on the bed, and unzipped it. “Pack enough for at least two weeks.”

         
         “Two weeks!”

         
         “Yes. We have to stay away from this house till I’m sure ICE isn’t coming.”

         
         “You know, Mom, if ICE comes, you don’t have to answer the door.”

         
         “What if they break down the door?”

         
         “ICE can’t enter anyone’s house unless they have a search warrant from a judge. If they knock on the door, you just don’t
            answer.”
         

         
         “Who told you that?”

         
         “Every immigrant knows that.”

         
         “Yeah, all the ones back in El Salvador.”

         
         “No, Mom. Mr. Perez told me. My social studies teacher.”

         
         “Is Mr. Perez going to be our lawyer and keep us from getting deported if ICE does beat down the door?”

         
         “You’re impossible.”

         
         Julia yanked open a dresser drawer and threw a handful of Beatriz’s clean socks into the suitcase. “No, I’m your mother. Get
            packing.”
         

         
         Beatriz started by picking up her favorite jeans from the floor. Over the next five minutes, mother and daughter systematically
            worked their way through the rest of their possessions, some things landing in the suitcase, other things being left behind.
            When the bag was full, Julia zipped it up, and Beatriz grabbed her school backpack.
         

         
         “Let’s go,” said Julia, and she wheeled the bag out of the room. Beatriz followed her to the door, and the last thing Julia
            grabbed on her way out was the small crucifix that hung on the wall. She put it in her purse, locked up the house, and hurried
            down the steps toward the street.
         

         
         “Does Tía know we’re coming?” asked Beatriz.

         
         “No, I didn’t have a chance to call her.”

         
         “How do you know we can stay there?”

         
         “Because she’s my sister.”

         
         “Can I drive?”

         
         “Two more years. Get in the car.”

         
         Julia climbed into the driver’s seat. The passenger’s-side door didn’t open from the outside—Julia had bought the car that
            way—so she reached across the front seat, lifted the handle, and pushed it open for Beatriz.
         

         
         “I forgot my algebra book!”

         
         “Ay, Beatriz. Where is it?”

         
         “On the kitchen table.”

         
         “Do you need it?”

         
         “Yes! Do you want me to flunk algebra?”

         
         Julia sighed and handed her the key ring. “Hurry!”

         
         Beatriz raced into the house. Julia waited, squeezing the steering wheel tightly, as if it were a stress-relief ball, and
            nervously checking out every passing vehicle.
         

         
         Hurry it up, girl.

         
         There was no way to know if or when ICE was on its way. But she had to take McBride at his word. It was common knowledge that
            immigration raids and deportations were on the rise. In the Little Havana neighborhood alone, more undocumented immigrants
            had been arrested in the last three weeks than in her first six months in America. Julia knew two women personally who’d been
            picked up and given the choice between voluntary deportation or a months-long wait in jail for an immigration hearing. They
            took the one-way flight to San Salvador.
         

         
         She blasted the horn, but still no Beatriz. “What the heck are you doing in there, girl?”

         
         Julia’s heart was pounding, and then it sank. She didn’t like the look of the approaching vehicles. A Miami-Dade police car
            led the way. Behind it was a white van with a wide blue horizontal stripe on the side—the markings of Homeland Security. They
            were a half block away and closing fast. Instinct told her to duck down behind the dashboard, but Julia froze for a moment—just
            long enough for law enforcement to spot her.
         

         
         The orange swirl of the police beacon hit her in the eyes. A blaring siren pierced the neighborhood. Julia had no car keys;
            she couldn’t make a run for it even if she’d wanted to. But Beatriz’s words suddenly replayed in her mind: ICE can’t enter anyone’s house unless they have a search warrant from a judge.

         
         Julia slid across the bench seat and jumped out of the car on the passenger’s side. The police car and ICE van screeched to
            a halt in the street. Julia launched herself across the sidewalk and ran as fast as she could toward the house. The front
            door opened. Beatriz screamed from the doorway. Julia was ten feet from her daughter when a man twice her weight took her
            down like a linebacker making an open-field tackle. Julia hit the ground hard.
         

         
         “Don’t move!” the ICE officer shouted.

         
         “Mami!” Beatriz screamed.
         

         
         Unless they have a warrant.

         
         “Shut the door, Beatriz!”

         
         “No, Mami!”

         
         “Beatriz, just shut the door! Now!”

         
         The ICE officer grabbed Julia by the elbow, yanked one arm behind her back, and cuffed her wrist.

         
         “Quieto!” he shouted in bad Spanish—Key, Ate, Toe—as he cuffed the other wrist.
         

         
         Julia was on her belly and bleeding from where her chin had hit the concrete. But she had a clear line of sight to the front
            door and could see the tears in Beatriz’s eyes.
         

         
         “Go!” she shouted, purely on adrenaline.

         
         Beatriz disappeared behind the closed door. Another ICE officer charged toward the house and banged on the front door. Julia
            was close enough to hear Beatriz fasten the chain lock on the inside.
         

         
         Good girl.

         
         The ICE officer commanded her to her feet and told her to get in the van.

         
         Only then did Julia begin to feel the pain.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         On Wednesday morning, Jack Swyteck went food shopping with Abuela. This wasn’t just the dutiful grandson taking his grandmother
            to the grocery store. This was Jack’s biweekly lesson in Cuban culture.
         

         
         “What you like for eating, mi vida?”
         

         
         Mi vida. Literally it meant “my life,” and Jack loved being her vida. “Camarones?” he said.
         

         
         “Ah, shreemp. Muy bien.”

         
         It had been their routine since Abuela’s arrival from Cuba, Jack speaking far less than perfect Spanish and Abuela answering
            in broken English. Over the years, he’d improved from about a C minus to a B plus in Abuela’s gradebook, doing the best he
            could for a grown man who was half Cuban by blood but had been raised 100 percent gringo by his Anglo father and stepmother—which
            was precisely the point of his trips with Abuela to la tienda.
         

         
         Mario’s on Douglas Road was the neighborhood market in an area that began to establish itself as Cuban American with the first
            wave of immigrants in the 1960s. Decades later, after hundreds of small Hispanic businesses had been squeezed out by El Walmart, La Target, and the like, Mario’s Market was virtually unchanged, owned and operated by the Sires family since the Nixon presidency.
            A cup of café con leche was still just thirty-five cents at the breakfast counter in front. Nine aisles of food were stuffed with the basic essentials
            of life, including twenty-pound sacks of long-grain rice, bistec de palomilla sliced to order, delicious caramel flan topping, an assortment of cooking wines to satisfy the most discerning chefs, and
            glass-encased candles painted with the holy images of Santa Barbara and San Lazaro. Established customers could buy on credit,
            and the best Cuban bread in town, baked on the premises, could be purchased straight from the hot ovens in back. All you had
            to do was follow your nose or, for the olfactory deprived, follow the signs and arrows marked pan caliente. Jack had driven past the store a thousand times on his way to the courthouse, and he would have kept right on driving for
            the rest of his life had his grandmother not come to America and opened a whole new set of doors for him. Abuela always seemed
            to be preparing a meal or planning the next one, as if on a mission to make up for living nearly half her life under Fidel
            Castro with virtually nothing to cook and nothing to eat.
         

         
         Jack’s life had changed drastically since that very special day when he’d first laid eyes on his maternal grandmother. Jack
            had since married. He and his wife, Andie, had given Abuela her only great-grandchild. His law practice was actually making
            money, though Jack was still a bit too ideological for his own financial good—still a sucker for fighting the good fight for
            clients who could never pay him, everyone from homeless children to death row inmates. Abuela liked to call him Doctor, a title of respect that old Cubans showed abogados.
         

         
         Abuela was now well into her eighties, forgetful at times but still Jack’s window to the past—to his mother’s roots. Of course,
            there would always be the gaping hole of a life that was never lived, the tragedy of a mother who died of preeclampsia soon
            after bringing her son into the world. Jack’s father had told him stories about Ana Maria, the beautiful young Cuban girl
            that Harry Swyteck had fallen head over heels in love with. Jack knew how they’d met; he knew about the fresh yellow flower
            she used to wear in her long brown hair; he knew how jaws would drop when she walked into a party; and he knew that when someone
            told a joke, she was the first to laugh and the last to stop. All of those things mattered to Jack, but even on those rare
            occasions when his father did open up and talk about the wife he’d lost, he could offer Jack only a snippet of her life, just
            the handful of those final years in Miami. Abuela was the rest of the story. When she talked of her sweet, young daughter
            from Bejucal, her aging eyes would light up with so much magic that Jack could be certain that Ana Maria had truly lived.
            And Abuela could be certain that she still lived, the way only a grandmother could be certain of such things, the kind of certainty that came when you took a grandchild
            by the hand, or looked into his eyes, or cupped his cheek in your hand, and the generations seemed to blur.
         

         
         Jack carried the bagged groceries to his car, helped Abuela into the passenger’s-side seat, and got behind the wheel.

         
         “There’s a girl for you to meet,” she said as the engine started.

         
         Jack smiled sadly. Abuela had once been so determined for Jack to meet “a nice Cuban girl” that she’d phoned into Cuban talk
            radio and shared his phone number live on the air. They’d been having a very good morning so far, but this remark had rekindled
            Jack’s fears that her mind was slipping in old age.
         

         
         “Abuela, you know I’m married now, right?”

         
         She rattled off something in Spanish that was far too advanced for Jack’s ear, but he got the gist of it, something to the
            effect of, You might think I’m a crazy old woman, but I have a photographic memory, which could well have been true, except that Abuela still shot in film, so to speak, and not everything got developed.
         

         
         “This girl’s name is Beatriz,” said Abuela. “She’s fourteen years old. And she needs your help, Doctor.”
         

         
          

         Jack met with Beatriz in Abuela’s dining room.

         
         Abuela was a frequent customer at Café de Caribe and had heard about Julia and Beatriz Rodriguez from a barista named Elena.
            “My grandson will help,” Abuela had promised, which of course was before she’d even bothered to check with Jack. Not that
            Jack had a say in the matter: he’d found Beatriz and her aunt waiting in a car outside Abuela’s apartment upon their return
            from Mario’s Market. Abuela was right in one respect: most immigrants depended on volunteer lawyers who were willing to represent
            them for free. Unlike people held on criminal charges, immigrant detainees are not afforded the Sixth Amendment right to legal
            counsel. Since deportation is not formally considered a punishment, but an administrative consequence for violating a civil
            law—crossing the border—they have no right to an attorney paid for by the government.
         

         
         Beatriz’s aunt Cecilia helped Abuela put away the groceries in the kitchen while Jack spoke in private to his prospective
            client. Beatriz was a bright young girl and fluent in English. The conversation was going just fine but for the fact that
            every ninety seconds Abuela would poke her head into the room and say the same thing in Spanish: “You can help this poor girl,
            right, Jack?”
         

         
         Nobody could say pobrecita like an abuela.
         

         
         “Do you know where ICE took your mother?” asked Jack. He and Beatriz had moved past the preliminaries, and it was time to
            get to the important questions, though Jack was mindful that he was speaking to a child.
         

         
         “No. Nobody knows. That’s why I’m so scared. Do you think they could have deported her already?”

         
         “How long has she been gone?”

         
         “They picked her up two days ago.”

         
         Less than forty-eight hours. “The only way she’d be gone that quickly is if she’s been deported in the past.”

         
         “As far as I know, this is the first time she’s been to this country.”

         
         “That’s important,” said Jack. “What nationality is your father?”

         
         “Salvadoran. Like my mom and me.”

         
         “Is he still in El Salvador?”

         
         “I don’t know.”

         
         “Is he alive?”

         
         “No idea.”

         
         “When is the last time you saw him?”

         
         “I . . . I don’t remember.”

         
         Jack made a few notes on his pad, then continued. “How long have you been in Miami?”

         
         “Since July.”

         
         Jack counted in his head. “About seven months. How is it that your English is so good?”

         
         “My mother was a housekeeper for a UK businessman and his family for over ten years. They had a daughter my age. They were
            hoping I would teach her Spanish, so they let us play together. The girl was nice, but honestly she was a little lazy. My
            English ended up much better than her Spanish.”
         

         
         “I can relate.” Jack was thinking of his trips to Mario’s Market and Abuela’s lessons in Cuban culture. He shifted subjects.
            “Tell me how you got here—to Miami, I mean.”
         

         
         Beatriz sighed, as if overwhelmed by the question—or, more likely, the journey.

         
         “My mom saved up for two years. One day she came to me and said, ‘We leave tonight.’ We got on a bus to Guatemala, and when
            I woke up the next morning we were at a town called Tecun Uman. From there you have to cross the river to Tapachula, Mexico.
            It’s a bizarre place. Dozens of rafts made out of tractor-tire inner tubes. If you speak Spanish, it costs a dollar to cross.
            Two dollars if you want a raft with no guns or drugs on it. If you’re from Haiti or Africa—I even met some people from Nepal—it’s
            ten dollars. My mom nearly flipped when I loaned five dollars to a girl from Nigeria: ‘Beatriz, we still have four thousand
            kilometers to go!’”
         

         
         Jack pulled up a map on his iPhone. Forty-three hundred, to be exact.

         
         Jack listened as Beatriz recounted the journey. The first thinning of the ranks was on the Mexican side of the river, where
            migrants in the hands of unscrupulous smugglers parted company with their cash and landed in the Tapachula detention center,
            Latin America’s largest, where they awaited deportation to their home country. The luckier ones continued north in groups
            of five or larger, by bus or on foot, up the “Mexican corridor” and all the way to the U.S. border. Along the way there were
            the handlers, the cons, the gross men with an eye for pretty thirteen-year-old girls who looked “fresh.” Fear became their
            friend; they were afraid to stop moving, and even after they crossed the border, speed was critical. Any undocumented immigrant
            detained within one hundred miles of the U.S. border was subject to expedited deportation. Beatriz and her mother spent their
            last dollars on a bus trip from Texas to Miami. After all that, her mother had landed in a detention center—the crock at the
            end of the rainbow.
         

         
         “What have you done so far to find your mother?”

         
         “My aunt has been asking around, trying to figure out where to start.”

         
         “There’s actually a website,” he said, as he accessed the Internet on his smartphone. “I use the bureau of prisons online
            inmate locator all the time.”
         

         
         “My mom is in prison?”

         
         Effectively she was, but Jack tried to be sensitive. “I’m talking about the ICE detainee locator. It’s different from the
            bureau of prisons.” Sort of.
         

         
         Beatriz provided her mother’s full name and date of birth, which Jack entered.

         
         “Hmmm.”

         
         “What does ‘hmmm’ mean?” asked Beatriz.

         
         “Looks like your mother is not in the system yet. That’s nothing to be alarmed about. ICE has over forty thousand beds in
            the detention program. It can take a few days for an update.”
         

         
         “Why doesn’t she call my aunt and let us know where she is? Isn’t she allowed to make a phone call?”

         
         “I’m sure she’ll call as soon as she can. Making a call from a detention center is not as easy as it sounds.”

         
         “What’s it like in one of those places?”

         
         Jack didn’t see any point in trying to sugarcoat it. “It’s a jail, basically.”

         
         “Will she be safe?”

         
         Jack hesitated. Did detainees inflict violence on other detainees? Every day. Were there reported cases of male guards assaulting
            female detainees? Hundreds of them. Would Julia get all the medical attention she needed? Maybe. Maybe not. The inside of
            an ICE detention center was like the dark side of the moon, completely off the map except for the rare instances of abuse
            so appalling that they blip onto society’s ethical radar.
         

         
         “Your mother sounds like a woman who can take care of herself,” said Jack, opting in the final analysis for a little coating
            of sugar.
         

         
         “Will there be men in there with her?”

         
         “That’s an excellent question, Beatriz. Some facilities are for men only, like Krome Detention down in Homestead. That could
            be why it’s taking a while to get your mom into the online database. They need to find a bed in a facility that takes women.”
         

         
         “And children?” she asked with trepidation.

         
         “That’s where immigration law is hard to separate from immigration politics. One thing I can say is that children stopped
            at the border have bigger problems than you do. Especially where you have an aunt who’s legally in this country and willing
            to take you in.”
         

         
         “So, what will happen to me?”

         
         “How long can you stay with your aunt?”

         
         “She’s finishing a master’s degree at Florida International University this year. I’m guessing her student visa expires when
            she graduates.”
         

         
         “We’ll sort that out. But let’s take one step at a time. First, we have to help your mother.”

         
         Abuela rushed in from the kitchen, hugged Jack, and planted a kiss on his cheek. “Gracias, mi vida! I knew you would help!”
         

         
         Obviously Abuela had been eavesdropping on a privileged lawyer-client conversation, but Jack let it go. It wasn’t lost on
            Jack that his own mother was not much older than Beatriz when Abuela had put her on an airplane for a better life in Miami—and
            they had never seen each other again.
         

         
         “Yes, I will help.”

         
         Cecilia entered the room. “And to your question, Beatriz: of course you can stay with me.”

         
         Abuela wasn’t the only eavesdropper.

         
         “Gracias, Tía,” said Beatriz.
         

         
         Cecilia hugged her niece, and it suddenly seemed as though they were holding each other up. Jack wondered how many minutes,
            not hours, of sleep they’d had since Julia disappeared.
         

         
         “How long will this whole process take?” asked Cecilia. “Until we know if Julia is being deported or not, I mean.”

         
         “It varies. But I would expect it to be months before Julia has a final hearing.”

         
         “As far as Beatriz having a place to stay, my student visa is good through next December.”

         
         Eleven months. “You should look into renewing it. This could take more than a year. Especially now that Julia has a lawyer
            on her side.”
         

         
         “Will Julia stay in detention all that time?”

         
         “Not necessarily,” said Jack. “ICE could release her if she posts a bond. It’s like getting out on bail before a criminal
            trial, except this isn’t a criminal case.”
         

         
         Beatriz shook off her fatigue, alarmed again. “What if ICE decides not to release her?”

         
         “We don’t know that yet.”

         
         “But let’s say they don’t let her out? Can I visit her?”

         
         “I wouldn’t recommend that anyone who’s not legal visit an ICE detention center. Cecilia is fine.”

         
         Beatriz shrank. “Well I’m not fine. You mean I can’t see my mom?”
         

         
         “Not while she’s in detention,” said Jack.

         
         “So it could be months before I see her again.”

         
         “I didn’t say ICE won’t release her on bond.”

         
         “You didn’t say they will.”

         
         “We won’t know until I talk to the deportation officer assigned to the case.”

         
         “You’re a lawyer. If ICE won’t let her out, there has to be something you can do! Can’t you make them do it? Can’t you sue
            them and make them let her go?”
         

         
         “I—”

         
         “Of course!” said Abuela. “My grandson will get your mother out. Don’t you worry about that.”

         
         Jack was about to inject the usual legal disclaimer—“We’ll see” or “I’ll do my best”—but before he could open his mouth, Beatriz
            sprang from her chair and threw her arms around his neck.
         

         
         “Thank you, Mr. Swyteck. Thank you from the bottom of my heart.”

         
         “Pobrecita,” said Abuela.
         

         
         Jack glanced at his grandmother and drew a breath. “You’re welcome” was all he could bring himself to say.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4

         
         “How you like Club Fed so far, chica?”
         

         
         Julia glanced at the detainee in the next bunk. There were forty-two women in Julia’s pod—seven rows of bunk beds, three up
            and three down. All detainees wore orange jumpsuits; most were Hispanic. Julia had landed in the bunk beside a Bahamian woman
            who seemed nice but never shut up, and who liked to call her chica. The woman’s name was Nellie.
         

         
         “Nice,” said Julia.

         
         Nellie laughed so hard it echoed off the windowless walls of solid concrete.

         
         “What’s so funny?” asked Julia.

         
         “You are, chica.”
         

         
         Julia felt anything but funny. Exhausted. Angry. Depressed. But not funny.

         
         Transport and processing had taken all night and into the morning. After the open-field tackle on her front sidewalk, ICE
            officers locked her in the back of the van, and then they just sat there—literally, just sat there for nearly five hours.
            The van didn’t move. All Julia could figure was that ICE was playing a game of “wait and see,” betting that eventually Beatriz
            would come out. Or maybe they thought someone truly dangerous was inside. They finally tired of waiting and took her someplace
            in Miami—whether it was a local police station or an ICE facility, Julia couldn’t say—for fingerprinting, paperwork, and collection
            of personal items. She spent the next four hours in a holding cell with eleven other women. Sometime in the middle of the
            night the guards came, emptied the pen, and loaded the women onto an old school bus. The windows were painted black, so there
            was nothing to see. Julia fell asleep for some period of time during the trip, though she wasn’t sure how long. When she woke,
            the bus unloaded and Julia found herself in the yard, standing in the shadow of a guard tower outside the gates to what Nellie
            called “Club Fed.”
         

         
         “Did you meet your deportation officer yet?” asked Nellie.

         
         “No.”

         
         “You will. Soon. Just remember: they are not your friend. Everything you say to them, they will figure out a way to use it
            against you.”
         

         
         Julia didn’t feel much like talking, but she suddenly realized that Nellie might be a source of something that so far had
            been in very short supply: information.
         

         
         “How long you been here?” asked Julia.

         
         “Seven months.”

         
         Puchica. “Why so long?”
         

         
         “That ain’t long. The lovely Miss Brazil over there?” she said, indicating two rows over. “Ten months. Next to her, Miss Trinidad
            and Tobago? Over a year. Things don’t move fast here. The first thing ICE does is decide if your case meets the requirements
            for expedited deportation, which is, like, boom, you’re gone. If you’re not one of those quickies, you land here, and these folks ain’t in no hurry to see you go. Every
            night you sleep in that bunk, ICE pays them eighty-five bucks.”
         

         
         Julia blinked, confused. “ICE pays who?”
         

         
         “This place.”

         
         “What is ‘this place’?”

         
         Nellie laughed again. “You kill me, chica.”
         

         
         “I’m serious. I saw the sign. I know it’s Baker County. But what is that?”

         
         “It’s a county-owned jail. You think this little shithole town in the middle of nowhere needs a jail with five hundred beds?
            They fill the place up with you, me, and all these other warm bodies.”
         

         
         “How far are we from Miami?”

         
         “Miami? Shit, chica. You a long way from Miami.”
         

         
         Julia must have slept longer on that bus than she’d realized.

         
         “I need to call my daughter. When do they let us use a phone?”

         
         Nellie laughed again. It was annoying on some level, but Julia gave her the benefit of the doubt. After seven months in this
            factory of broken spirits, anyone would be desperate to find something to laugh about.
         

         
         “Is there no phone?”

         
         “Oh, yeah. There’s a phone. You gotta pay the girls from Honduras ten dollars to use it.”

         
         “They own the phone?”

         
         “Sort of. They see you use the phone, they come collect the phone tax. You don’t pay, you spit out your teeth.”

         
         Julia was no stranger to gangs and their highly effective methods of collection.

         
         “I really need to talk to my daughter.”

         
         “Join the club.”

         
         “You have a daughter?”

         
         Nellie’s expression changed. Even forced laughter seemed a remote possibility. “She’s three.” Nellie settled back onto her
            bunk, clasped her hands behind her head, and looked up at the ceiling. “I miss her so much.”
         

         
         Julia felt compelled to say something encouraging. “You’ll be together soon, I’m sure.”

         
         Nellie shook her head, still staring at the ceiling. “No. I’m gonna lose her.”

         
         “Don’t say that.”

         
         “It’s true. The legal aid lawyer told me.”

         
         “You have a lawyer?”

         
         “Yeah. We all do. A really nice young lady from Jacksonville who volunteers her time.”

         
         Julia looked around her pod. On her way to her assigned bunk, the guard had taken her past the central tower, an octagon-shaped
            surveillance station overlooking eight pods that stretched out like the spokes of a wheel, each as big as Julia’s, each filled
            to capacity.
         

         
         “There’s one lawyer for everybody?” asked Julia.

         
         “Yeah. Unless you can afford your own. Which I recommend. These volunteers mean well, but you can end up like me. Screwed.”

         
         “Why do you say that?”

         
         “Because it’s true. I got picked up for shoplifting at the mall. Public defender told me to take a plea to get no jail time.
            What he didn’t tell me is that taking the plea would get me deported. Karen—she’s the nice legal aid woman from Jacksonville—tried
            to keep me here on what they call humanitarian grounds, because I have a daughter. We lost my appeal last week. She says there’s
            nothing more she can do for me. Just a matter of time ’til they need my bed for somebody new.”
         

         
         “Where will you go?”

         
         “Haiti.”

         
         “You don’t sound Haitian.”

         
         “I was born in the Bahamas, but my parents were Haitian, so the Bahamas says I’m not a citizen.”

         
         “Do you know anybody in Haiti?”

         
         “Nope. Don’t speak the language, either. Get yourself a good lawyer, chica. That’s my advice.”
         

         
         “How am I supposed to pay for a lawyer?”

         
         “I dunno. Make like the girls from Honduras and find yourself a racket. Ten bucks here, ten bucks there. It adds up.”

         
         The irony struck her. Thousands of people fled the hell of El Salvador’s gangs every day. Now she was stuck in legal purgatory,
            forced to pay a “phone tax” to the girls from Honduras.
         

         
         A guard approached, and he seemed laser focused on Julia. He stopped at her bedside. “A-one-eleven-six-zero-zero-eighteen.”

         
         Julia didn’t immediately comprehend.

         
         “That’s you, chica. You’re a number now,” said Nellie.
         

         
         Her all-important alien number. “Right,” said Julia. “That’s me.”

         
         “Let’s go. Time to meet your deportation officer.”

         
         Julia rose from her bunk.

         
         “Hey, chica,” said Nellie. “Remember what I told you: not your friend.”
         

         
         Julia nodded in appreciation, and then followed the guard down the concrete corridor.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 5

         
         “Found her,” said Jack.

         
         Jack had checked the ICE detainee locator before going to bed on Wednesday night, and he checked again first thing the next
            morning. He was surprised and relieved to get a hit, and he immediately called Julia’s sister to share the news with her and
            Beatriz. His next move was to call Theo Knight.
         

         
         “Dude, it’s Jack.”

         
         Theo was Jack’s best friend, bartender, therapist, confidant, and sometime investigator. Jack especially liked to use Theo
            on pro bono cases. Theo worked cheap, sometimes refusing any pay at all, trying to pay back a debt that Jack recognized as
            no debt at all.
         

         
         Theo was a former client, a onetime gangbanger who easily could have ended up dead on the streets of Overtown or Liberty City.
            Instead, he landed on death row for a murder he didn’t commit. Jack had literally saved his life. With his civil settlement
            from the state, Theo went on to open his own tavern—Sparky’s, he’d called it, a play on words and a double-barreled flip of
            the bird to “Old Sparky,” the nickname for the electric chair he’d avoided. Sparky’s had done well enough to get him a second
            bar. Of course Theo needed a second bar. After four years of living eight feet away from death, Theo had developed a simple
            credo: Anything worth doing is worth overdoing. Though Jack often cringed at the things Theo said and did, he’d come around
            to accepting the fact that he needed a little bit of Theo in his life.
         

         
         “You up for a road trip?” asked Jack.

         
         “Where to?”

         
         “Macclenny.”

         
         The line went silent. Theo had hung up on him. Jack suddenly recalled that Macclenny was about ten miles away from the town
            of Raiford and Florida State Prison, where Theo had lived on death row. Jack redialed, and Theo immediately picked up, his
            tone laden with incredulity.
         

         
         “Seriously? A road trip to Macclenny?”

         
         “It’s a seven-hour drive. I need a driver.”

         
         “Oh, hey, no problem. And can we stop at the museum of Confederate memorials on the way up?”

         
         “Theo, I’m doing this case for free, and I have work to do for my paying clients on the way up. Help me out.”

         
         The pro bono button was the right one to push, and Jack knew he had his driver as soon as Theo asked, “What’s the case about?”
            At six-feet-six, Theo could be intimidating as hell, but he was pretty much a pushover for a story like Beatriz’s. They were
            on the road by nine thirty. Jack phoned the visitation office, confirmed that attorneys could visit without an appointment,
            and left a message for Julia to call him. He wasn’t technically Julia’s lawyer until she said yes, but Jack put the odds of
            her saying no right up there with the likelihood of Theo making it all the way to Macclenny without mentioning their last
            case for an immigrant.
         

         
         “Hey, whatever happened with Ricardo?”

         
         They hadn’t even left Miami-Dade County.

         
         “You really want to know?”

         
         “Yeah. Kid was cool.”

         
         Ricardo Fuentes was a nineteen-year-old Mexican college student who dreamed of making it on Miami Beach as a stand-up comic.
            He had a pretty good run with his deportation shtick—the twenty-first-century version of gallows humor—until ICE caught his
            act, figured out that he’d overstayed his visa, and deported him.
         

         
         “You can visit him next time you’re in Chalupa.”

         
         Jack’s cell rang. It was from the Baker County Facility. He thought it might be Julia, but it wasn’t.

         
         “Mr. Swyteck,” a woman said in a southern drawl, “this here is ICE officer Cindy Johnson”—Aaahs offisuh—“badge number fifty-seven, four-two-oh-six. I am the deportation officer for Julia Rodriguez.”
         

         
         Jack thanked her for calling and jumped straight to the sixty-four-thousand-dollar question. “Has ICE determined the amount
            of Ms. Rodriguez’s bond for release yet?”
         

         
         “Well,” she began. Wha-ell.

         
         What followed was an entirely unnecessary but seemingly unstoppable recitation of the various levels of priority that ICE
            assigned to detention of detainees under the Immigration and Nationality Act, from those convicted of capital murder to the
            catchall category of those who “otherwise obstruct immigration controls.” Jack interrupted her a few times to get specifics
            about Julia, but she persisted undaunted, as if reading from a script. Theo continued to drive somewhere north of eighty m.p.h.
            as Jack took notes. They were passing Yeehaw Junction when, finally, Officer Johnson delivered the bottom line.
         

         
         “Say that again,” Jack said into his phone.

         
         She did. Jack asked a couple of follow-up questions, but the ICE officer had “no further information at this time.” The call
            was over. Jack put his phone away.
         

         
         Theo glanced over from the driver’s side. “What’s the verdict?”

         
         Jack was still trying to process it. “Julia Rodriguez is a Level One detainee.”

         
         “What’s that?”

         
         “Aliens who pose a danger to national security or a risk to public safety.”

         
         “What does that mean?”

         
         Jack glanced out the window at the passing cow pastures. “It means she’s ineligible for release on bond.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 6

         
         Jack and Theo rolled into Macclenny around dinnertime.

         
         The town was basically one street—a strip mall and a few mechanic shops—just under an hour’s drive from Jacksonville and ten
            minutes through fields and forest to the Georgia line. For ICE, Macclenny was perfectly located: not too close to a metropolitan
            center with a high density of volunteer lawyers who make the work of deporting people more difficult, and easily reached by
            interstate from anywhere in the Southeast, where immigration is forever on the rise.
         

         
         Theo was hungry, so they stopped for dinner at a Mexican restaurant on Sixth Street. A cheery waitress greeted them.

         
         “What kind of tequila you got?” asked Theo.

         
         “I’m sorry,” she said with a big smile. “We don’t have tequila.”

         
         It was downhill from there. Jack ordered the chicken enchiladas. Theo went for the beef tacos.

         
         “What kind of Mexican restaurant has no tequila?” Theo said, grumbling.

         
         “What kind of Mexican restaurant has no Mexicans?” said Jack.

         
         Theo looked around, checking out both customers and servers. “Damn straight. This whole town’s like a Latin-free zone.”

         
         Classic Theo: a bit overdone, but pretty much spot on. Baker County was over 80 percent “white only” (non-Hispanic, no mixed
            race), and nearly all the rest of its twenty-seven thousand residents were African American. The vast majority of its Hispanic
            immigrant population was locked up at Florida State Prison or the county jail.
         

         
         It was dark when they reached the detention center, and lights from the low-slung, four-building facility glimmered on the
            prairie like an ocean freighter in the night. Regular visitation ended at six p.m., so the parking lot was empty as Jack and
            Theo pulled up. Attorneys could visit until ten p.m., but the vast majority of detainees were unrepresented, so there was
            only one lawyer ahead of Jack at the intake window. When his turn came, Jack identified Theo as his legal assistant, which
            drew a double take from the intake officer. Her thoughts quickly went in the wrong direction.
         

         
         “There’s no physical contact allowed.”

         
         “Excuse me?”

         
         “Your ‘legal assistant,’” she said, making air quotes. “He’s not a boyfriend, is he?”

         
         Theo sidled up to Jack and put his arm around him. “You got a problem with that, sweetie?”

         
         Jack pushed him away. She’d clearly meant no contact between detainees and visitors, but Theo had flustered her, and she buzzed
            them through the security door.
         

         
         A neckless ICE officer named Winston met them on the other side. “How we all doin’ tonight?” he said with a Cajun accent.

         
         “Fine,” said Jack.

         
         “Would be better if that Mexican restaurant served tequila.”

         
         “Let it go, Theo,” Jack muttered.

         
         Winston laughed. He knew the restaurant and raved way too much about the enchiladas, which really weren’t that good, but Jack
            agreed, just to be agreeable. It was like buying insurance, in case Theo hauled off and said something to piss the guy off.
         

         
         Winston checked the name on Jack’s badge. “Swyteck, huh? You related to Harry Swyteck?”

         
         “I’m his son.”

         
         “You don’t say? Good man, Harry was. I worked down at FSP when your daddy was governor. Busy time. Gotta respect a man who
            has the courage to flip the switch on Ol’ Sparky—that’s what we called the electric chair, back in the day when an execution
            was an execution.”
         

         
         “Ah, the good ol’ days,” said Theo.

         
         Jack was fresh out of law school when Governor Swyteck signed the death warrant for Theo Knight, not to mention several other
            of Jack’s death row clients who weren’t nearly as lucky—or as innocent, for that matter.
         

         
         Winston took them down a long hallway, at the end of which they passed a barred window that looked out to a gravel yard. Puddles
            of standing water glistened in the security lights.
         

         
         “Had rain today,” said Winston. “Girls missed their hour of rec time. Makes ’em restless being cooped up all day, so you boys
            behave yourselves. Know what I mean?” he said with the wink of a dirty old man.
         

         
         Jack caught Theo’s eye, shooting him a look that said something along the lines of You can kick his ass now.

         
         Winston led them up a flight of stairs to an elevated octagonal guard booth at the hub of the surrounding pods. The walls
            were lined with panes of one-directional glass, each providing a clear view of the pods below. It was like looking down on
            a rat maze, women and guards maneuvering their way around one another and past the bunks and fixed tables that were laid out
            with linear precision. Jack wondered how these detainees coped with the lack of privacy. Even when men were not watching through
            windows, a guard in the watchtower booth sat with eyes glued to the screens, scrutinizing the captured images of women with
            no place to go.
         

         
         A second guard joined them as they continued down the corridor to the attorney visitation room. They happened by a woman in
            her cell who was getting dressed. Jack averted his eyes to respect what little privacy she had, but her bare back attracted
            a leering glance from Winston as they passed.
         

         
         I’m serious, thought Jack, wishing Theo could read his mind. Kick this guy’s ass—now.

         
         They stopped at the metal door at the end of the hallway. Winston unlocked the door.

         
         “Attorneys only at this point,” he said to Theo.

         
         “What makes you think I’m not a lawyer?”

         
         Jack intervened. “I need Clarence Darrow here for two minutes.”

         
         “All right,” said Winston. “I’ll give you two minutes. And tell your daddy Winston from death row says ‘hey’ when you see
            him.”
         

         
         “I definitely will,” said Jack.

         
         Jack entered first, and Theo followed. The guard closed the door and locked it from the outside. Julia was seated at a small
            table. She rose to greet Jack as he approached.
         

         
         “Thank you for coming.”

         
         “I’m glad I can help.”

         
         Beatriz was a pretty girl, so Jack was in no way surprised to see that Julia was an attractive woman, even in prison garb.
            She’d put her hair in braids, probably to keep life simple in jail, but it made her face even more striking. Jack probably
            should have given Theo a heads-up: he seemed tongue-tied through the introductions, without words for the first time since
            they’d left Miami.
         

         
         Julia returned to her chair; Jack and Theo sat opposite her at the table. They were surrounded by windowless walls of yellow-painted
            cinder block. Bright fluorescent lighting lent their meeting room all the warmth of a workshop.
         

         
         “How are you holding up?” asked Jack.

         
         She shrugged. “Just going through the motions, I guess. I don’t feel in control of anything.”

         
         “We aim to change that,” said Jack. “But first, I met Beatriz. What an amazing young woman.”

         
         “Thank you,” she said. “Is she taking good care of Cecilia?”

         
         They shared a smile, which Jack took as a very positive sign. Maintaining a sense of humor was critical. “Your sister is in
            very capable hands.”
         

         
         Her smile faded. “I miss my girl so much.”

         
         Jack sensed an emotional slide was coming, which he’d anticipated. Cue Theo. “So, my friend Theo here is not going to stay
            long. I just wanted you to meet him and know that he’s part of the team. If for any reason, any time of day, Beatriz ever
            feels afraid, feels threatened, or just needs a ride, she calls this guy, okay?”
         

         
         Julia smiled with her eyes, but more at Theo than Jack. “Thank you.”

         
         “You’re problem,” said Theo, a clumsy combination of “You’re welcome” and “No problem.”

         
         Jack winced. “What?”

         
         Julia smiled and tried not to laugh. “I know what he meant.”

         
         Jack rose. Theo followed his lead, said good-bye to Julia, and walked with Jack to the exit. At Jack’s knock, the guard opened
            the door from the outside. Theo said nothing on the way out. He simply mouthed the word wow.
         

         
         The door closed and Jack went back to the table.

         
         “So, can we talk about the elephant in the room?” said Jack.

         
         “I’m sorry—what?”

         
         Her English was good, but the idiom was obviously lost on her. “Never mind. What I mean is that I spoke to your detention
            officer. I’m told that you’re a Level One detainee.”
         

         
         Julia nodded, her eyes cast downward.

         
         “You want to tell me about that?”

         
         “Don’t know what there is to tell.”

         
         “Then let me start,” said Jack. “I find myself in a really uncomfortable position here. My abuela promised Beatriz that I would get you out of here. I never guarantee anything but, honestly, I pegged you as a pretty strong
            candidate for release on bond. You have a daughter. She’s enrolled in public school. Your sister is legal and lives in Miami.
            You have a job.”
         

         
         “Had a
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