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			Introduction

			Roberto’s murder doesn’t warrant much attention. This is not surprising in a place like Honduras, where homicide has become woven into the fabric of daily life.[*] Still, a local newspaper in San Pedro Sula manages to give him three sentences, although it gets his first name wrong:

			
				José [sic] Roberto Paredes died Friday night at Mario Rivas Hospital. Family members reported that he had tried to travel mojado [illegally] to the United States but in Chiapas, Mexico, was stabbed during an assault and admitted to a hospital. After his discharge, he returned to Honduras and a few days later his condition worsened and he was brought to Rivas Hospital, where he died after several days.

			

			The story gets most of the basic details right. Roberto was in Mexico illegally when he was stabbed. He later died in Honduras from his wounds. But he wasn’t a migrant headed to the United States, at least not anymore. He’d given up that fantasy a while ago. For the past few years, he’d lived as a street urchin making a little money guiding fellow Hondurans on the Mexican train tracks as they made their way north toward the American dream. What he did for a modest living goes by many names in English and Spanish: smuggler, coyote, pollero, pasador. Interchangeable terms that refer to a person who is paid to help someone get across a geopolitical boundary while avoiding detection by immigration agents. Roberto, like many others in his situation in Mexico, preferred to call himself a guía, a guide: a designation with potentially less negative semantic baggage and one that more directly reflects the work. He is the one you follow, the one who can potentially lead you through danger. The one thing you can’t call Roberto is a human trafficker. People who are trafficked have that happen against their will, usually through force, fraud, or coercion. Those Roberto smuggled were willing participants who actively sought him out and paid for his services. I repeat, human smuggler and trafficker are very different things, a concept that popular media and the general public often fail to grasp.

			One only needs to turn on the news to get the simple point that we are living in a worldwide migration crisis where poverty, violence, political instability, and climate change are forcing millions each year to leave their homes in search of a better existence. Given the rate that global inequality is growing, coupled with rising sea levels, increased drought, and the appearance of environmental monsters like super hurricanes, you don’t need to be a soothsayer to predict that things are about to get a lot worse for all of humanity. The response of the Global North has increasingly been to harden its borders and pour money into migrant detention and deportation-industrial complexes. Build barricades. Fire tear gas and rubber bullets at mothers holding their babies. Put children in cages. Deny due process to asylum seekers. But history has shown us that border walls are no match for human determination and the will to live. Our species’ survival has long been reliant on our ability to move across the landscape in search of resources and new habitats. Human mobility cannot be stopped. The human spirit cannot be broken.

			As countries like the United States (and now places like Mexico) attempt to beat back migrants from their front door as if in a scene from P. D. James’s The Children of Men, the human smuggling industry has ballooned. Sneaking people past border guards has grown from a mom-and-pop business into a billion-dollar global industry that will only become more important as parts of our planet grow to be less and less livable. Roberto, the guía, was a tiny cog in the behemoth economy of human smuggling. The media often portrays people like him as “bad guys” who prey on the innocent. But the story is not so simple. As countries make it harder to cross their borders, migrants find it necessary to contract the services of someone like Roberto who can provide protection and safe passage. Arrest and deportation by law enforcement, robbery, kidnapping, extortion, and murder at the hands of transnational criminal organizations: these are the dangers migrants increasingly face. Many have come to see the labor of people like Roberto as necessary and sometimes lifesaving.

			This isn’t to say that guías can’t also be thieves, traffickers, murderers, and/or rapists. They can potentially be all those things and then some, which will become apparent as this story unfolds. But people contract smugglers because they give them the benefit of the doubt that no matter what happens, they will eventually get to their final destination, even if it involves hardship and shelling out more cash than was initially agreed upon. All migrants have heard stories of evil smugglers who abuse clients, and a significant number of them have had their own terrible firsthand experiences. But still, migrants make social contracts in good faith with guides in the hope that they will be protectors and not rob them, sell them into slavery, or abandon them in the jungle, desert, or the back of a semitruck. There are just enough “good” smugglers in the world for the economy of clandestine movement to function, even with the constant risk of things taking a bad turn at some point on the journey.

			In Western popular media, smugglers are often portrayed as potbellied Latinos with silver-capped teeth and slick hair. They reek of cologne and drive shiny trucks bought with the hard-earned (or borrowed) money of desperate people trying to get to la USA. Roberto defied these stereotypes. He was a skinny, banged-up Honduran kid who was often homeless and living hand to mouth. He rarely had more than $20[*] to his name and was often more desperate than his clients. He knew how to guide people along the train tracks and through the jungle because he came of age in those dreadful places. But he never saw huge piles of money. He never got to drive a car. He was not a kingpin or someone who called the shots. There was nothing glamorous about his lifestyle or his brutally short existence.

			Roberto’s modest grave is marked by a wrought iron plaque that bears his name, birthday, and date of death. Somehow the engraver managed to get his last day on earth incorrect. But many would say that the details don’t matter. To most, Roberto is a nobody. Just another young man from Honduras with a history of substance abuse and violent behavior. He was someone destined for an early grave, and cemeteries across Central America are full of the skeletons of people just like him: children born into generational poverty whose bleak futures are predetermined before they can even speak; kids who live fast and die fast because those are often the only choices they are given. Roberto is one of those kids. But he is not a nobody. He is a young person with dreams and aspirations who carries hope with him until the very end. Roberto is important enough that people will wail at his funeral and pray for his soul. Someone will scratch “I love you” in the wet concrete that is poured over the top of his tomb.

			I will come to know Roberto as a soldier trying to survive on the train tracks in Mexico. He confides in me that he wants out of the smuggling game. It’s gotten out of control. Death is breathing down his neck. He wants to run far away and reinvent a life for himself that doesn’t include guns or knives or desperate people doing desperate things. Roberto asks me for help to escape his nightmare. I will have my chance to save him, but I will fail and he will die. The train tracks will take his life, and I will forever carry guilt for the things I didn’t do.

			As I sit on Roberto’s grave in rural Honduras, I ponder the surrounding lush countryside. It’s an awe-inspiring landscape that holds no future for so many people who must head north and roll the dice: migrants who will follow the train tracks across Mexico and pray that whatever is waiting for them at the end of the line is better than the cruel hardships and early death that they are running from in Honduras. This book is about Roberto and others like him who get caught up in the smuggling game. People on the train tracks who go by a thousand nicknames: Kingston, Flaco, Alma, Papo, Chino, Santos. People whose birth names are often mysteries until the end, when they are inscribed onto tombstones. In this book you will learn about the lives of smugglers and their intimate relationships with death. Destitute men and women who find themselves trapped in a world of violence and fast money while in search of hope; a world of guías who have no one to lead them to safety except maybe themselves. This is a journey down those train tracks.

			Oral Histories of Violence

			I am looking in the rearview mirror at the many gang tattoos etched across Flaco’s bare arms and chest. His big frame takes up the middle seat as he tries to get comfortable between his two soldiers who flank him. Flaco sees me looking at him. He flashes a devious smile as we pull onto the Mexican highway and head toward a nearby market to buy coconut milk, a key ingredient needed to add flavor to a pot of iguanas we left simmering back at the safe house.

			
				Flaco: Hey, bro, thank you.

				Jason: For what?

				Flaco: For giving us a ride to the tienda. For letting us ride in your car and not being afraid.

				Jason: What’s to be afraid of?

				Flaco: Well, you know. We could steal your car.

				Jason: It’s a rental. Feel free to steal it; it’s insured.

				Flaco: Jajajaja. No, but en serio. Thank you, bro, for not being afraid of us, for letting us sit in the car and not worrying about us doing something. A lot of gringos who come down here are afraid of migrants. They hold their bag tight as if we are going to steal it. It’s cool that you trust us enough to give us a ride.

				Jason: Well, if I can’t trust you, how do I expect you to trust me? How can I expect you to be comfortable with me asking lots of questions and taking photos of everything? I’m going to be here awhile. You’re going to get sick of me asking stupid questions and taking pictures of everything. You’ll get sick of me recording all of our conversations. The only way that I can start to understand your job is if I trust you and you trust me.

			

			I am often asked how I have gotten access to guides like Flaco. How have I persuaded him and others who are involved in a range of illegal and often violent activities to let me follow them around, take their pictures, and record their voices? The answer is simple. I’ve committed many years of my life to driving people to the grocery store, to eating roasted iguana on the train tracks, to dancing to reggaeton coming out of a janky boom box in some bleak safe house in a forgotten part of Mexico. I’ve given a lot of my time and energy to being with smugglers as they go about living their lives. While doing all this, I’ve tried to be as nonjudgmental as possible. We have long been taught that smugglers are the villains in the global migration story and that no sane or ethical person would spend time with those who rob and assault migrants in the name of the almighty dollar. But the story is never black-and-white, and to understand smuggling in all its complexity requires a lot of work.

			Participant Observation

			This project would not have been possible without the benefit of time on my side. I’m not a journalist who has a fast-approaching deadline. There is no editor back at the office telling me I need a sound bite for tomorrow’s paper. I’m an anthropologist who has the luxury of dedicating years to a single project at my own pace. It helps that I am married to an anthropologist who understands the realities of fieldwork and who shares the burden with me.[*]

			Anthropologists often play the long game, which means I can spend days or weeks or months with people, seemingly doing nothing, while in reality I’m soaking in all the important minutiae before something “interesting” or out of the ordinary happens. I observe and sometimes participate in people’s daily lives for extended periods of time, although with smugglers (for legal reasons) I tend to just do a lot of watching and listening. Many refer to this approach as “deep hanging out,” although it is more widely known as an anthropological method called participant observation. Regardless of what you label it, the goal is to spend a significant amount of time in a community in order to produce a detailed and nuanced ethnographic description of people, their environment, and the sociopolitical, economic, and historical forces that shape their existence. My long-term commitment to studying human smuggling has helped me build trust and rapport with marginalized people who are at best ignored and at worst demonized.

			Some might compare what anthropologists do to a form of slow journalism, of which there are some excellent examples. While there are a few parallels to journalists who use participant observation, I would argue that anthropology in its current (and increasingly critical and decolonizing) form is generally more self-aware and more concerned about positionality, representation, and the repercussions our work can have on people’s lives. I like to think of anthropology as a deeply intense and engaged form of representing the experiences of others that comes with the neurotic hang-up of constantly questioning why we are doing the work, how we are doing the work, and if we should be doing the work in the first place. We are plagued with being the Larry Davids of the social sciences, researchers who aren’t afraid to openly confront the many socially awkward and emotionally challenging moments that happen both in the field and later, when we have to put pen to paper to describe the lives of others.

			For close to seven years, I followed smugglers as they moved from the jungles of southern Chiapas to the deserts of northern Mexico. I spent endless hours with Flaco and many other guides in safe houses. I partied with them on the train tracks and in shitty bars. I watched as they tried to survive while maintaining their self-respect in a world full of indignities. I listened in Mexico, Honduras, and the United States as they explained their dreams, aspirations, and worries. However, for as much access as I was given, there were certain things I didn’t do. I didn’t ride on the tops of freight trains or accompany people as they tried to sneak past immigration agents, as others have done. I am a firm believer in the limits of participant observation, and I know that my presence during certain parts of the smuggling process would have been illegal and problematic for me and potentially dangerous for those I work with. Therefore, I spent most of my time with smugglers either when they were stationary and waiting to make a next move north or when they were between jobs.[*] I also made it clear from the beginning that I wanted to understand and observe how smuggling works, but I didn’t want to put migrants who were being moved in danger or compromising positions. This meant that I mostly avoided interviewing those who were being smuggled because of worries that they would say something that could anger their guide and put their trip at risk. This isn’t to say that I don’t directly address abuses carried out by smugglers in this book. I tackle that issue head-on in many chapters. However, this discussion of abuses tends to come directly from the mouths of guides themselves.

			Trust

			I could easily write a book about the evil things that smugglers do without ever having to leave the comfort of my office, but that is not my intention here. When I began this project many years ago, I told myself that I had no business writing about guías unless I could find something human and relatable about their existence. It’s easy to dehumanize people, especially those caught up in the illicit economies of clandestine movement. But reproducing the trope of the evil smuggler is lazy and does nothing to help us understand why the system exists in the first place, nor does it provide any useful insight into its inner workings. Admittedly, understanding this furtive and vicious process requires some suspension of judgment. It also necessitates becoming close to people who are often doing things that I find problematic, if not reprehensible. This does not mean that I condone the various forms of violence that I discuss in this book. Anthropologists use the concept of cultural relativism to describe our attempts to avoid evaluating members of a different sociocultural group by our own morals, laws, and practices. However, cultural relativism has its limits, and there were many moments during fieldwork when I had to speak up and express my discomfort about things I heard or observed, even if it potentially put me in danger. I was never a fly on the wall, nor was I ever a wholly “objective” observer. I have my own ethics and morals that I brought with me into the field, and I had to grapple with them throughout this project. Because of this, I tended to gravitate toward smugglers I felt some level of comfort with, and I avoided those who gave off a bad vibe. This meant keeping a distance from people who scared me, especially those I suspected of being involved in the direct assault of migrants.

			As part of their job, smugglers have to be good judges of character and of difficult situations. In what was often just a few hours, they sized me up pretty quickly and decided whether I could be trusted. In all my initial meetings with guías, I fully disclosed who I was and what I was doing. People then had to evaluate my character and determine if they believed me enough to be sure I wouldn’t screw them over later. Obviously, not everyone I met on the migrant trail wanted an anthropologist following them around and documenting their lives. But those who did gave me a surprising amount of access. Over the years, I recorded countless hours of oral histories and interviews in Spanish and Spanglish, with a significant amount of American slang mixed in, thanks to the fact that many people I interviewed had spent time in the United States.[*] Through handwritten notes, photography, audio recordings, and video, I also captured hundreds of everyday moments across a wide range of contexts, primarily in Mexico and Honduras.[*] In great detail and through various means, smugglers described their troubled and difficult lives, which often implicated them in illegal acts. Those whose lives I’ve followed have faith that I won’t use their words[*] to get them in legal trouble or that I will publicly out them.[*]

			The guías in this book trusted me to tell their stories, but this relationship was a two-way street. I had to trust people to guide me through the many potentially dangerous situations I found myself in. Thankfully, the mostly male smugglers[*] I came to know well treated me like a student or a little brother they vouched for, guarded, and instructed in the ways of the train tracks and their hypermasculine world. They taught me whom to speak to and how to speak to them. They showed me whom to avoid and advised me when to keep my mouth shut. They invited me into many intimate moments but were also clear as day when they wanted me to leave. This project would not have succeeded without the kindness of strangers. But before I take you on a winding journey down the train tracks, perhaps it’s important to know a little about me (your anthropological guide) and how I got here.

			Among Strangers

			There are many things from my childhood that suggest I was destined to become an anthropologist. As an Army brat, I spent the first decade of my life bouncing between military bases in California, Germany, Pennsylvania, Missouri, and Texas. I grew accustomed to being the new kid in school who had to make friends on the fly. I got used to being one of the few brown students in the room and definitely the only Mexican-Filipino within a hundred miles of most places. I grew up a stranger in many foreign lands.

			My journey as a child constantly navigating new cultural spaces made me curious about the world and instilled in me an outgoing nature that was partially a defense mechanism. I made and lost a lot of friends in different places over the years and thus tried never to take relationships for granted. This became especially true after my parents’ divorce, when I was eight years old, which led to spending three traumatizing years with my father in South Texas, just a few miles north of the U.S.-Mexico border. My father worked evenings as a security guard at a trailer park, which meant that I became a third-grade latchkey kid who spent a lot of time alone, watching 1950s sitcoms on Nickelodeon and fending for myself. This was a period when I tried to fill my solitary days and nights with hours of being outside with my friends. I never wanted to go home. I couldn’t stand being alone.

			For as long as I can remember, I’ve gravitated toward strangers because of my genuine interest in understanding how the other half lives. But I also think that I seek people out because of a loneliness I carry inside myself. I’m not saying that I live a miserable or isolated life; I have a wonderful family and good friends who constantly remind me that I am a very lucky person. But there is something about meeting strangers and connecting with them that brings me back to my childhood and my need to find comfort and inspiration in a seemingly isolating world. It wasn’t until I discovered anthropology that I was able to put a name to this eternal quest I’ve been on.

			My undergraduate career in anthropology was a long and winding road trip with many detours and crashes. I dropped out of UCLA in the first quarter of my freshman year. At the time, I felt like higher education was unwelcoming to a brown first-generation student like me. I also believed that there was life outside the classroom that I needed to experience. After moving back home following a grand total of five weeks in college, I discovered a student loan check waiting for me in my mom’s mailbox. I took that money and bought a 1982 Ford cargo van so that I could tour with a punk band I had started in high school. For forty days, seven other dirtbags and I piled into our cramped and malodorous vehicle and meandered from Long Beach, California, to the East Coast and back. Along the way we disappointed microscopic audiences in places like Mobile, Alabama; Little Rock, Arkansas; and New Haven, Connecticut, while surviving on a steady diet of St. Ides, Newports, and Taco Bell. That journey across the United States opened my eyes to many new worlds I would soon find mesmerizing: Drinking cases of shitty beer and making gasoline bonfires with skinheads in Lake Charles, Louisiana. Drinking coffee with our teenage host’s dad in a tiny trailer in D’Iberville, Mississippi, while talking about the shared experiences of the poor. Driving around rural Cable, Wisconsin, with a bunch of redneck teenagers listening to Hüsker Dü and being irresponsible with someone’s grandma’s hunting rifle. It was a time of exotic wildness that confirmed to me that all over the country there were interesting people who liked to tell stories and have a good time, and I wanted to be right there alongside them. It was during this trip that I figured out I was a pretty good listener and that people seemed to enjoy telling me about their lives.

			The band thing never worked out, but the touring experiences I accumulated instilled in me a love of travel and a love of being with and learning from strangers with backgrounds different from my own. I didn’t know it at the time, but I was doing what anthropologists call ethnography. I was immersing myself in the culture of others. I was learning about people by observing and participating in their lives.

			After a few years of trying to make music a full-time job, I found myself living in my mom’s garage and facing two choices: (1) move in with my grandmother, whom I would kindly describe as an elderly Filipina gangster with a gambling addiction and a propensity for fake heart attacks (à la Redd Foxx saying, “I think this is the big one!”); or (2) go back to UCLA with my tail between my legs and beg them to let me re-enroll. I chose the latter and soon found myself back in school and back to accruing student loan debt.

			As a kid, I had always wanted to be Indiana Jones. As soon as I returned to UCLA, I started slogging my way through a bunch of anthropology courses that quickly dispelled my dreams of finding golden monkey skulls while being chased by a runaway boulder. It was during this rude awakening to the realities of archaeological research that I discovered ethnography via a course called Deviance and Abnormality, taught by anthropologist Conerly Casey. That class helped me understand a couple of key things that would profoundly influence my later career. First, I learned that my conceptions of deviant behavior were culturally constructed and often ethnocentric. Instead of judging others by my own cultural standards, I began to examine the world with a more open mind and an eye toward seeing how violent behavior is often not random, nor does it happen in a political or economic vacuum. Professor Casey taught me that violence needs to be contextualized and understood as part of larger sociocultural environments. Second, I started reading ethnographies and became fascinated by the fact that anthropologists made careers out of hanging out with strangers, one of the few things I thought I was actually good at. I eventually completed a PhD in anthropology and went on to start the Undocumented Migration Project (UMP), a nonprofit research, arts, and education collective that seeks to raise awareness about clandestine migration while also helping families locate their loved ones who have died or gone missing in the process.

			The first major ethnographic project conducted by the UMP was a multiyear study of the experiences of people crossing the U.S.-Mexico border that culminated in my book The Land of Open Graves: Living and Dying on the Migrant Trail (with photographs by my longtime collaborator Michael Wells). That book focused on the 1994 Border Patrol policy known as Prevention Through Deterrence, a security paradigm that for decades has been purposefully funneling people toward places like the Sonoran Desert of Arizona where the rugged natural environment is intended to act as a weapon against migrants. In that harsh environment, border crossers have to traverse hundreds of square miles of desert and deal with extreme temperatures, a scarcity of water, and many other “natural” obstacles. For five years, I hung out in humanitarian shelters in northern Mexico and interviewed people who had just been deported or who were planning to enter the desert. I hiked hundreds of miles of trails to document the harsh landscape that people have been trying to get across since the mid-1990s. Along the way, I collected thousands of backpacks, water bottles, and other artifacts that had been left behind. I also worked closely with families of those who had died or gone missing en route. By the end of the project, it was clear to me that the U.S. Border Patrol had outsourced nature to brutalize millions of people and that thousands had died or disappeared as a result of Prevention Through Deterrence.

			After many years of working with and writing about migrants, I knew I was missing part of the story. Smugglers had been present throughout my fieldwork in Arizona and Mexico, but always on the periphery. Migrants talked about them as a necessary evil needed to help one avoid detection by law enforcement. Border Patrol blamed them for the thousands of deaths that happened in the Sonoran Desert, which were actually the direct result of immigration policies. I knew that the story was much more complicated than the simplistic dichotomy that was being proposed. Smugglers weren’t walking people through the desert because they liked hiking. They were in the desert because border policies had forced people there, and migrants needed guides to get across that “hostile terrain.”

			Unfortunately, when people put faith in illicit economies, there is no guarantee that things will work out or that those you pay for protection won’t betray you. I soon began to ask a series of questions: Who are smugglers? How does someone get started in that occupation? What does their daily life look like? How does it feel to be responsible for providing lifesaving passage while also being implicated in (or directly responsible for) the many forms of violence that migrants experience? This book is an attempt to answer those questions. It’s also an attempt to walk in the shoes of those who are the most despised in the migration process. Some critics will undoubtedly say that I am doing the Devil’s work by trying to “humanize” smugglers. Let’s be clear. That is not my goal here. I am not trying to “humanize” anyone. Instead, I begin this book with the seemingly radical proposition that those who try to make a living guiding people across hardening geopolitical boundaries are themselves human.

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			Honor y Patria

			I push around an overpriced cup of coffee while my reflection stares back at me from a polished marble table. Everything in this restaurant is clean and bright and perfumed with that pungent disinfectant smell characteristic to Latin America. CNN in Spanish plays loudly on a television mounted above the bar. Talking heads drown out the traffic sounds of Tegucigalpa, Honduras, outside. I am seated among lawyers, diplomats, and other fancy people who consume their continental breakfasts in a country with some of the highest poverty and murder rates in the world.

			The landscape beyond the walls of this restaurant is overrun with Honduran criminals, some with face tattoos and some in three-piece suits. These are people who prey on rural and urban communities alike while exploiting the country’s geography to capitalize on the Western Hemisphere’s drug trade. Juan Orlando Hernández, the outgoing president of Honduras whose own brother is a politician turned convicted narcotrafficker, has long been suspected of having deep ties to the Central American drug trade. Hondurans jokingly refer to cocaine by his name. Oye, perro, let me get some of that good Juan Orlando shit! After decades of internal political corruption, U.S. military and economic interventionist policies that disproportionately benefit Honduran elites, and a 2009 coup d’état, many citizens have lost faith in their government’s ability to protect their rights or ensure a functioning democracy. Outside this café lies the real Anchuria.

			I am here to interview members of the Grupo de Operaciones Especiales Tácticas (GOET), one of the Obama administration’s secret weapons against undocumented migration in Honduras. I am here to learn why people are leaving the country and the international efforts to stop them. I first heard about GOET during a fortuitous conversation with a high-ranking official at Customs and Border Protection. That official miraculously granted me access to these agents in hopes I would write something to help the American public understand what is actually happening in Central America and in Mexico.

			The GOET agents I meet in this restaurant sport Honduran flags on their uniforms, but they should be wearing stars and stripes given their affiliation with the American embassy and the significant amount of support they receive from the U.S. federal government. They are a Honduran police force that largely focuses on stopping their own people from leaving the country and heading toward the United States. GOET’s stated primary mission is to identify, detain, and repatriate four classes of migrants: (1) unaccompanied Honduran minors, (2) Honduran citizens under the age of twenty-one who do not have written permission from both parents to travel out of the country, (3) single parents traveling with their children who do not have written permission from their spouse or a judge, and (4) undocumented people coming from countries as close as Nicaragua and as far away as China and Somalia. Little is publicly known about the origins and organization of GOET, but it is clear that they are the brainchild of the Obama administration and that their enforcement work ramped up following the 2014 spike in unaccompanied minors arriving at the U.S.-Mexico border. I am in Tegucigalpa because I want to know more about these agents who are protecting Honduras by preventing young people from leaving a place they can no longer call home.

			The men who sit across the table from me all look the same. Stiffly ironed khakis and gelled flattops that you can bounce a quarter off of. They wear polo shirts with arm patches with the words Honor and Homeland stitched above an image of a scorpion ready to strike. My U.S. Border Patrol handlers in Arizona and Honduras (yes, Honduras) who facilitated this meeting speak in awe of these federal police officers. They tell me these men have integrity and are tough as nails. They tout GOET’s integrity because these agents are regularly polygraphed to prove they aren’t taking bribes from organized crime networks. My U.S. handlers know these men are tough because they have put them through the ringer during training sessions at military bases on American soil and on the ground in Honduras. The Border Patrol agents I speak to don’t seem to be concerned that training and arming Central American soldiers has repeatedly led to U.S.-supported bloodbaths in places like El Salvador and Guatemala.[*]

			My interviews with these agents are long, but the men all basically say the same things. They uniformly speak of the hell that many Hondurans cannot escape, partly thanks to the work of GOET catching people at the border.[*] I don’t know how to approach these officers, so I am blunt.

			
				Jason: I’ve had a lot of people tell me that they would rather die on the train tracks in Mexico than be murdered on a street corner in San Pedro Sula.

				GOET Agent: It’s true. Many migrants that I’ve interviewed have also told me they would prefer to die en el camino than stay home and wait to die from gang violence or hunger. That’s why people decide to leave for the United States. Their job is to try and give their family a better life. That is what all Central Americans are looking for.

			

			This revelation is striking given that it comes from someone who is literally charged with catching his fellow citizens as they try to escape their “home” country. The agent continues.

			
				GOET Agent: If you visit the colonias you will see the poverty of [Honduras]. There are mothers and fathers with small kids and babies, and they want to give them a better future. But there is no work. There is no support to help them take care of their kids. There is no other option but to migrate to the United States to find what we call “the American dream.”

			

			It is not my intention here to lay out the economic and political history of Honduras. However, it is important to note that this is the setting where O. Henry famously coined the term “banana republic,” a foreshadowing of the government corruption and U.S. political and economic intervention that would shape the country’s history for over a century. These factors would help create an enormous prosperity gap between the tiny elite class and the rest of the population and mirror a larger pattern seen across Central America.

			After decades in which the government disenfranchised the working class through neoliberal reforms while simultaneously using the U.S.-backed military to crush attempts by the marginalized to politically mobilize, Honduras has earned the distinction of being the second-poorest country in Latin America (right behind Haiti) and one that often appears to be teetering on the verge of political collapse. The World Bank has estimated that almost half of the country’s population (4.8 million people) lives on less than $5.50 per day. Before the impact of COVID-19 and the back-to-back category 4 hurricanes Eta and Iota that devastated the country in 2020, close to 15 percent of Hondurans were living on less than $1.90 a day. Keep in mind that the country is still reeling from the destruction caused by Hurricane Mitch in 1998. The impacts of these more recent disasters have only made things worse and will likely be felt for decades to come. In a nutshell, there is no economic prosperity in sight for the millions of poor Hondurans looking to make ends meet. But one of the GOET agents explains that it’s not just hunger that makes Honduras unlivable.

			
				GOET Agent: We are a poor country and the maras [gangs], the pandillas [gangs], are a huge problem. The colonias are full of mareros [gang members] who start threatening kids. They tell them that they have to join, and if not, they will kill them. They even start threatening their families. So these kids get scared and leave the country because they are afraid that they will lose their lives. They leave because they don’t want to end up like the maras who are taking drugs, robbing, assaulting, and killing people.

			

			Mara Salvatrucha. MS-13. 18th Street. Barrio 18. Little Salvis. Santa María Salvatrucha. Cycos Locos. Hoover Tiny Locos. Central American gangs go by many names, but in the end these labels all refer to the same basic type of group: poor and disenfranchised young people who exert control over territories and neighborhoods through threats and ruthless violence. With origins in East Los Angeles, gangs like MS-13 and Barrio 18 engage in warfare with rivals while extorting locals for protection money (la renta). They also spend a lot of time and energy forcing young people to join their ranks or face death. For Hondurans, the maras have become an unfortunate part of daily life that people must navigate or run from. For many Americans (and the anti-immigrant politicians they support), MS-13 and other transnational gangs have come to play an important role as the tattooed, machete-wielding bogeymen whose supposed threat to suburbia makes a strong case for tougher immigration security measures. What many fail to realize is that it’s not MS-13 trying to climb over a border wall or trudge through the desert. Those seeking refuge from Honduras tend to be the youngest and poorest people whose lives are at risk from gang violence.

			What interests me most about the GOET agents I speak to is the cognitive dissonance they must experience when trying to stop people (including a lot of unaccompanied minors) who are literally running for their lives.

			
				Jason: After all that you’ve said about Honduras, do you find it hard arresting kids trying to leave when you know you are sending them back to someplace dangerous?

				GOET Agent: Look, immigration is very complex and we have to uphold the law. But when you catch someone and get to know their story about why they are migrating, it makes your heart hurt. It really impacts you. But I have to block out those thoughts because this is my job, and with pain in my soul I have to do it. Yes, it’s difficult because you detain people at the border and they say, “I can’t go home. The mareros will kill me if I go back. I have to leave.” It’s difficult because people will start crying in front of you. You are human like them so you feel their pain. It impacts you. But the law requires that I stop them. The majority of people we catch tell us that they are going to get killed if they return. You really feel for them, but it doesn’t matter. We are the law. We have to do our job. If we don’t do it, the system won’t work.

				Jason: That has to be hard.

				GOET Agent: It hurts me that people have to migrate, but they have no options. They live in cardboard houses in extreme poverty. They have to migrate because they have nothing. They can’t live in our country. They have to leave for the United States because there is no other road for them. There is no other way out.

				Jason: And this probably means a rise in smuggling, which also makes your job harder.

				GOET Agent: Yes, those in the smuggling business are organized in many different forms and are constantly changing their work routines. They keep getting better at it. That makes our job harder, but as they get better, so do we. They improve and we improve. We are working hard to slow them down and reduce their numbers.

				Jason: And the U.S. government helps you do this?

				GOET Agent: Yes. We take courses in Honduras given by the Border Patrol where they teach us tactics. We have also received a lot of support from [the Border Patrol], including new technologies. Your government has helped us a lot so that we can reduce the flow of people trying to get to the United States.

			

			Programa Frontera Sur

			GOET is by no means an anomaly. It is part of a larger constellation of security initiatives co-sponsored by the U.S. federal government that have been taking place across Latin America for decades. One of the primary goals of all of these projects is to stop the flow of migrants from Honduras, El Salvador, and Guatemala to the United States. This issue gained massive public attention in the summer of 2014 when thousands of unaccompanied minors from Central America (primarily Honduras) showed up at the U.S.-Mexico border. These children ended up on the nightly news as they huddled in overcrowded detention centers in Texas and Arizona. President Obama recognized that this was not a problem to be addressed at our country’s southern geopolitical boundary. Instead, his administration began to exert pressure on Mexico to stop Central American migrants before they got within sight of the United States. This pressure resulted in the launch of Programa Frontera Sur, a 2014 Mexican immigration enforcement project that was supposed to help Central American migrants en route by ensuring there was enough infrastructure to protect their rights.

			In reality, this binational initiative was less about protecting migrants from abuses and more about ramping up the number of Mexican immigration checkpoints, raids, and deportations. Taking cues from the American handbook, Mexico started to deport more Central American migrants than their northern neighbor. In essence, Programa Frontera Sur is an extension of Prevention Through Deterrence. Instead of relying only on the Sonoran Desert of Arizona to stop migrants, Mexico’s vast geography and bolstered immigration security forces now also act as an impediment to movement. More important, the United States is absolved of any responsibility for human rights violations that may happen on Mexican soil (even if they are partially footing the bill).

			“File a Report with Our Office”

			Escobar’s wiry frame makes a surprisingly loud thud when the immigration officer slams him into the side of the van.

			“I bet you wouldn’t try this shit if I wasn’t in handcuffs!” he growls.

			“Shut your mouth,” the agent responds.

			“I’ll shut my mouth if you go fuck your mother.”

			“Goddamnit, Escobar,” I say under my breath. I look at him and put my index finger to my mouth in hopes that he will keep quiet and not make things worse than they already are. While he is pinned to the side of the van, I sit on the sidewalk and bake in the unforgiving afternoon sun of southern Chiapas, Mexico. A tall Mexican immigration agent with thick jowls hovers over me as if I am a misbehaving child.

			“You shouldn’t be hanging out with these Hondurans,” he says, pointing at Escobar. “Your friends are very bad people.”

			“I am sorry,” I say. “I don’t want any trouble. Will you please let him go? He didn’t do anything.”

			“Your friend has no papers, so he is going back to his country.”

			Escobar hears this and starts softly bumping his head against the van in silent frustration. His hands are bound behind his back, so he tries to wipe away a tear with his shoulder.

			The tall man with thick jowls continues to scold me. “This is what happens when you start poking around where you shouldn’t be.” He doesn’t appreciate the fact that I have been talking to Central American migrants about run-ins they have recently had with corrupt Mexican immigration agents. Run-ins that usually involve beatings, robbery, kidnapping, and extortion. Those extracurricular activities are lucrative, and a nosy anthropologist like me is bad for business. He also doesn’t like the fact that I’m friends with Escobar, a low-level smuggler who makes a living by helping migrants avoid people like the tall man with thick jowls.

			“I am so sorry,” I say as I begin to cry. “Please just let my friend go and I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll leave town. I promise.”

			“It’s too late for that,” he says with a smirk. “Your friend is going back to Honduras.”

			Escobar sees me crying and tries to reassure me with a smile and head nod.

			“Oye, papi,” he coolly says to the agent, “you think I really care about this? You think I am afraid to go back to Honduras? You can’t do anything to me. Send me back. I don’t give a fuck. You can’t stop me. I’ll be back soon, but next time I won’t have handcuffs on. I’ll see you in five days on the train tracks, you son of a bitch!”

			As the van pulls away, Escobar grins at me through a barred window.

			“Have a good night,” the tall man with thick jowls says as he leaves me standing on the sidewalk crying.

			A few days later Escobar calls from the train tracks: “I told you I’d be back.”

			Six weeks before this encounter, I meet the man with thick jowls for the first time.

			

			—

			The jungle humidity of southern Mexico is crushing us. I stare up at a sputtering ceiling fan that offers false hope. From the audience, I watch as dark stains form in real time under the armpits and around the neck of our guest speaker, who stands next to the tall man with thick jowls. I fight drowsiness as the stocky black-haired agent at the front of the room reads aloud dense paragraphs of text off his digital slides.

			
				We are from the office of the Fiscalía Especializada en Delitos Cometidos en Contra Inmigrantes [Special Prosecutor for Crimes Committed Against Immigrants] (FEDCCI) that was started in 2008 with the intention of protecting migrants here in Chiapas because this is a primary crossing place for people coming from El Salvador, Guatemala, Honduras, Nicaragua, and Cuba. Our office was created to protect migrants because our constitution considers them to have rights and be protected as soon as they enter Mexico.

			

			FEDCCI (also simply referred to as the Fiscalía) has graciously offered to give this presentation so that my research team can hear about their work and the impact that Programa Frontera Sur has recently had on migration. It seemed like a helpful gesture. I later realized this was an opportunity for them to learn our faces and spy on our activities. The speaker passes a cloth over his wet face and continues.

			
				Here in the Palenque region, the crime we most often see is human smuggling. When we detect a person who is transporting people, what they call a guía, we detain them and transfer them to the federal police . . . We have been especially focused on anti-mara [anti-gang] activities in the region. Maras have been intimidating local inhabitants and migrants passing through the area, creating insecurity and fear. As a result of our recent operations carried out in Pakal-Ná, a municipality of Palenque, we have dismantled the criminal gang known as the Hollywood Locos of MS-13. They were extorting migrants and requiring them to pay a cuota [fee] of $100 to be able to continue their journey north. Those who cannot pay are threatened and often thrown off the train. They are then kidnapped by another group who holds them hostage until they can pay the cuota. These assailants typically use knives, machetes, and handguns to threaten their victims.

			

			What this federal agent fails to mention are two key points. First, for many, paying the cuota to the gangs and cartels has long been part of the process. Migrants expect to hand over cash at various points in their journey to ensure safe passage. However, they often rely on their guía to make sure fees are paid to the right people and that no harm comes to them after payment. This is because guides these days tend to have a gang affiliation, which helps facilitate this economic exchange. Without a go-between, migrants may pay the cuota and still end up being thrown off the top of a train or in a shallow grave. If your guía is homies with the gangs who are collecting money, it makes everything run much smoother. Government officials say that arresting smugglers protects migrants, but in reality this just makes them more vulnerable and their journeys more difficult.[*]

			The other thing the Fiscalía fails to acknowledge is that the rise in criminal activity targeting migrants is the direct result of initiatives carried out by them and others as part of Programa Frontera Sur. Heightened security measures make travel more difficult, leading border crossers to take remote routes. Criminals, who were targeting migrants before the launch of Programa Frontera Sur, now find it even easier to tax and assault people. In response to this rise in violence, gangs like MS-13 have become involved in smuggling, and people now pay them for protection against others. Increased security leads to more danger and higher costs, all of which means more business for smugglers.

			Before advancing to the next slide, the agent turns to get approval from the tall man with thick jowls, who solemnly nods. Someone in the audience asks about the rumor that the Fiscalía is conducting illegal raids on trains in search of migrants. Another person asks if the Fiscalía ever hands migrants over to immigration officials for deportation, a direct violation of their office’s mandate. You don’t have to be in Chiapas very long before you start hearing stories that Mexican federal agents are just as bad as the gangs when it comes to extorting people. Our guest speaker seems to be allergic to these questions. He deflects and redirects.

			A few weeks after the presentation, I see the tall man with thick jowls at the local migrant shelter run by a group of nuns.[*] He is there to give a presentation about how the Fiscalía is committed to protecting human rights. He stands up in front of dozens of weary and exhausted people who are mostly from Honduras and asks, “How many of you have experienced an assault while traveling through Mexico?” Almost every woman and man in the crowded room raises their hand. “If that is the case, we recommend that you file a report with our office and with the police,” he says.

			A scrawny kid in the back stands up and asks, “What if it was the police that robbed you?” The entire room erupts in knowing laughter, a cacophony of voices confirming this migrant universal truth.

			The tall man with thick jowls tries to take control of the crowd. “Sir, please come see us after the meeting so that we can make a report. We are here to help.”

			After the agent leaves, a Honduran man whispers to me, “I’ve already been to the Fiscalía’s office. That’s where they tied me to a chair. That’s where they tortured me until my family sent money.”

			From Point A to Point Z

			For many decades, the standard profile of an undocumented migrant attempting to enter the United States was someone who was young, male, and leaving Mexico for largely economic reasons. This made the system of clandestine border crossing relatively easy to follow. Mexican migrants would contract a coyote who was well known in their home community, usually someone operating at a mom-and-pop level. It was good to hire a local smuggler so that if things went bad on the trail, you knew whose door to bang on with pitchforks and torches. The coyote who was hired would either be the one to physically guide the client to the United States, or they would pass them off to colleagues who would be entrusted to fulfill the contract for a fee ranging between $3,500 and $7,500. Half of the money would be provided up front to the coyote, who would be tasked with paying various expenses associated with the journey.[*] Upon arrival in the United States, the other half of the fee would be wired and the client would be released.

			In recent years, the demographics of border crossers have changed. The majority of those attempting to enter the United States are now from Central America. This has made the migration process more complicated and convoluted. One of the major differences between Mexican migrants and those coming from places like Honduras is that the latter have longer and more difficult journeys that require crossing numerous geopolitical boundaries and avoiding law enforcement in multiple countries. This means that Central Americans often have to contract smugglers for different parts of the trip well before arriving at the U.S.-Mexico border. They also pay thousands of dollars more per journey. Another distinction between these two groups is that, unlike Mexicans, who are likely to have relatives in the United States who arrived during previous waves of migration, Hondurans often have smaller social networks (and fewer prospects) on the other side of the border. This is especially true for the many young people who leave Honduras in the middle of the night because of threats of gang violence. They often start their journeys with no real game plan for what to do next other than to stay alive. People may find themselves in perpetual motion on the migrant trail in search of something better or at least safer than what they are leaving behind. Some will make it all the way north and try their luck crossing the border. Some will stay in Mexico and try to make ends meet as undocumented workers or asylum seekers. Others will find easy money through the wild and seemingly attractive world of smuggling.

			In previous generations, those fleeing Central America were able to get across Mexico relatively quickly by latching on to la bestia (the beast), the freight trains known for devouring people’s arms, legs, and lives. La bestia was dangerous, but at least it moved fast and didn’t require a ticket. Programa Frontera Sur added new levels of security on the train tracks that made this route harder to access. In record time, migration became orders of magnitude more difficult. People leaving Central America suddenly found themselves needing help to cross Mexico, which inevitably led to a rise in the role of human smugglers.

			Those who engage in smuggling seem to fall into it. They often start off as migrants themselves riding la bestia in search of opportunities. Along the way they learn the routes and the tricks needed to avoid detection. They then end up meeting new migrants who know very little about Mexican geography. Nascent smugglers realize they can turn a small profit helping people safely cross the country and serving as liaisons with the gangs and cartels charging fees on the trail. However, employment for these guides is unpredictable and often low-paying. This is because those fleeing Central America typically don’t have the upward of $10,000 that is now needed to cover the cost of a trip that doesn’t involve hiking through jungles, riding on the tops of freight trains, or spending weeks in ramshackle safe houses. The impoverished and desperate people fleeing the Northern Triangle often start their trip broke and without a coyote. They end up cobbling together small amounts of money to contract low-budget guías for various parts of the journey.[*] The people these destitute migrants end up relying on to get across Mexico are often as broke as they are. Instead of the coyote with the fat wallet, these days guías tend to be active gang members, fellow migrants headed north who have previous crossing experience, or random drifters going where the day takes them. As I will detail throughout this book, one of the biggest ironies for Central Americans is that they are leaving home because of gang violence, only to run into the same gangsters on the migrant trail where they are now offering their guide services.

			

			—

			Cracking down on human smuggling is largely impossible for the simple fact that it is a beast with many heads. Granted, there are certain individuals who sit at the top of unstable criminal hierarchies, but their positions are fleeting and they are easily replaced following arrest or death. The same is true of the grunts who do the bulk of the dirty work involved in getting migrants from point A to point Z. Arresting low-level smugglers simply guarantees work for their underlings or the next batch of kids looking to make quick cash. Over the years, I’ve spent a lot of time listening to U.S., Mexican, and Honduran immigration agents explain to me how smuggling works and their various minor successes at slowing it down. These presentations usually include color-coordinated PowerPoint slides of apprehension and deportation statistics along with the occasional somber mug shot. The speakers will usually spice up the conversations with stories about child assassins, people getting dissolved in acid, and other salacious tales that are used to justify bloated federal budgets and heavy-handed tactics. These federal agencies are hunting for the Pablo Escobar of human smuggling. They are looking for the next Sister Ping.[*] But these searches are a fool’s errand. You will not meet any crime kingpins on the train tracks in Mexico. What you will find are desperate people living complicated, ambiguous, and often violent lives.

		

	
		
			Part I
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			Soldiers
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				In the sudden silence that fell after the workers had departed, Chan-Bahlum could hear the scuffling descent of more people, this time from the temple above. He turned and saw five captives being dragged down the stairs by the honored kinsmen of the dead king. A woman and four men would go to Xibalba this day to accompany Pacal on his journey. Some of them moaned in terror, but one young man trod forward to meet his fate with insolent pride. He was an ahau taken in battle and chosen to go with Pacal because of his arrogant courage and reckless bravado.

				Linda Schele and David Freidel, A Forest of Kings

			

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			In the House of Pakal

			Pakal-Ná[*] in Chiapas in Mexico is a poem, a bloodletting, a roadside memorial, a wish.

			Laughter echoing from inside a dark place. Blinding heat. Clothes wet with jungle. Railroad ties shiny and smooth from a million frantic footsteps. It is the sun reflected off sharpened metal. A rooster screaming. A man screaming. Hope and hopelessness. Desire and greed. Pakal-Ná in Chiapas in Mexico is the center of migrant worlds that disappear only to remake themselves in new outlines and shadows.

			

			—

			“Look, kid, you’re Mexican,” Papo says. “You’re from here and we’re not. When you’re older you’ll have the privilege of leaving Pakal-Ná and crossing up to the border without worrying about getting deported before you even get there. So, for now, fuck off.”

			The boy, who is probably six or seven, stands firm. He doesn’t want to leave.

			“Get the fuck out of here!” Papo yells.

			The kid is a statue, naked except for threadbare dress pants whose frayed cuffs barely reach his ankles. A miniature Robinson Crusoe shipwrecked on these train tracks. He is poor even by migrant standards. He is immovable.

			Papo’s jaw tenses and his scrawny, tattooed arms flex in anger. He pushes the boy to the ground. I flinch.

			The boy’s four-year-old brother looks at Papo with great concern.

			“We told you to get the fuck out of here,” someone says.

			“Just go,” Santos implores them.

			The boy stands back up and is now crying, but he holds firm. His little brother tugs at his arm.

			“These fucking children have no fear!” Chino jokes.

			I try to intervene. “Mira, papi, it’s only because we’re talking about adult stuff. It’s better that kids aren’t around.”

			He gives me a blank look. Tears begin to fall. I awkwardly put my arm around his shoulder. He keeps crying. He starts to hyperventilate.

			Alma shakes her head. “Just give him five pesos so he will leave.” She is cradling her four-year-old daughter Dulce and tries to shoo the boy away. “¡Vaya! ¡Vaya!”

			I put a thick Mexican coin into the kid’s dirty hand.

			Papo takes a few aggressive steps toward the children.

			The boys turn and start heading south down the tracks. In unison they step over scattered piles of garbage that decorate the ground, as if following some unspoken choreography. The older boy puts his arm around his little brother as they disappear into the distance. How many years will pass before they turn around and start heading in the other direction like so many children before them?

			“Jason, don’t worry about it. Let him go,” Alma tells me as she puts her bleached-blond hair into a tight ponytail. “These kids in Pakal-Ná are too much. They are always here. They are always stealing food from us. Every time we are drinking and smoking that older kid is here. He even drinks caña [cane liquor]. That’s why I keep my daughter close and don’t let her play with him.”

			“That fucking kid stole a bottle of tequila from us the other night!” Papo yells.

			“¡Oye! You better be nice to those children,” Chino jokingly admonishes us, “because in a few years they will be the new ones robbing us on the train tracks.”[*]

			We all laugh knowing full well that it’s true.

			Pakal-Ná

			Unless you are a migrant, there are few reasons to have ever heard of Pakal-Ná, Mexico. You may, however, have heard of its nearby neighbor Palenque, home to one of the most famous Maya archaeological sites in the world. Buried deep in the lush jungles of southern Chiapas, Palenque is renowned for the lavish tomb of its most famous king, Pakal the Great,[*] and the site’s many inscription-laden monuments that have been crucial to deciphering ancient Maya writing. This city of shimmering white temples has captivated the Western imagination since the earliest explorer reports from the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries. Hundreds of thousands of tourists flock to it annually. Lonely Planet calls Palenque a “national treasure.”

			After seeing the Temple of the Inscriptions and Pakal’s sarcophagus, many high school– and college-aged visitors end their day at one of the budget resorts on the edge of the archaeological park, where they consume copious amounts of booze, marijuana, magic mushrooms, and whatever else young backpackers from Mexico City and Berlin are into these days. Surrounded by dense jungle and clouded by the misguided romanticism of what many think the

			
			
			
			
			
			Cómo Me Duele

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			The Road

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
				
				
				
				
				
			

			
			
			
			
			

			—

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			—

			
			
		

	OEBPS/images/page_xi.jpg
TijuanagMexical
.

Ciudad Juarez
Nogales
Al

Piedras
Negras

Nuevo Laredo

(]
Ciudad de
®  Cities and Towns Mentioned in Text et
Tenosique
que/PakatNa
Corozal
Ciudad
Fiddhs' Sah Pedrd)

I

——+ Rail Lines.

w<{5> v 500 250 0 500 Kilometers

La Ceiba

Tegcigalpa
°





OEBPS/images/Art05_DecentPeopleTrain_r2.jpg
>

\\\\‘V\\\H\\\\\\

»
s

.
=
=
S
T
P o o =
=
= =

Z

-
- =
= =, o= =
. SSSSESSSSS =
>
- ==
o> > (s =]
. _EE = =
o m- [sw}
= [y
[= 2 = = B = ==
o Ly =% TS
— - —1 —
S =< B =
S = Y oo
s
= a =2 o
= =5 =
S SO o =
=LA oa) =
e
—— = R e e
Y = > - 2822
ge=5
S =
= =
s '=ibj :
==

Non
Py, Y |
~ <
e e
e TS
C Y
S <
=N =—a
O ¢ Y
DIR D
oS O
>

SPRG 400 D5





OEBPS/images/Art06_Dreamer_r2.jpg
AUCAN vINTAGE







OEBPS/images/Art07_LasVias_r2.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art04_Pakal-Na_r2.jpg
&€






OEBPS/images/Art03_Chiapas_jungle_r2.jpg





OEBPS/images/page_ix.jpg





OEBPS/images/page_42.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art02_Esperando_r3.jpg






OEBPS/images/9780593298596_cover.jpg
“EXTRAORDINARY.” —MATTHEW DESMOND,
NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF EVICTED

SURVIVAL ‘ana HOP,
HUMAN SMUGGLING

~ JASON DE LEON

AUTHOR OF THE LAND OF OPEN GRAVES





OEBPS/images/Art08-lecheria_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art01_Chiapas-Mural_r2.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780593298596_title_page.jpg
TR e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e r e e e e

SOLDIERS

AND

KINGS

L e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e e

Survival and Hope in the
World owamm Smugg/mg

Jason De Leon

VIKING





OEBPS/images/Art11_Honduras-Wallet_r2.jpg





OEBPS/images/Art09_Mormon_r2.jpg





OEBPS/images/page_vii.jpg





