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      Summary
    

    
      This is a story, a testimony to human strength, and a powerful reflection on the inequalities that shape the world we live in. 
    

    
      Addressing contemporary social issues, the writing not only sensitizes the reader but also encourages reflection and action. 
    

    
      The book, in a powerful and well-organized autobiographical narrative, is an emotional and visceral journey that recounts the challenges of immigration, from the decision to leave Brazil to adapting to a new life in the United States. With profound accounts, the author highlights the sacrifices faced by the family, such as accumulated debts, painful separations, and the struggle to overcome adversities with faith and resilience. The work goes beyond the practical experience of immigration, bringing universal reflections that resonate with the reader. 
    

    
      The narrative intersperses real and moving stories, such as family reunions after periods of detention, with criticisms of the inhumane conditions faced by immigrants, highlighting the strength needed to start over in foreign lands. With accessible language, poetic and spiritual touches, the book offers an authentic portrait of overcoming and hope, addressing current and sensitive themes in a personal testimony that seeks to raise awareness and inspire, connecting the reader to a reality that is both individual and universal. 
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      1. Introduction
    

    
      Refle
      ction
    

    
      I could compare a man who does not dream to a grove that grows without leaves and without the possibility of producing roots, flowers, or fruits... that plant to which so much grace was given to beautify itself, but in the impossibility of perceiving such blessings, it goes through existence in conformity with its state and ends up leaving a void in the garden that created it.
    

    
      I have learned that dreaming is an act of courage, but pursuing our dreams means overcoming the comforting complacency that tends to bind our well-formed wings with the knots of stagnation. These wings, astonishingly crafted with a resilience that only the secrets of the sky can explain.
    

    
      And even if, during our flight, we find ourselves caught in storms with a destructive force capable of turning our courage into a frail, drifting dry leaf, helpless against the fury of the gales… the power to energize every feather of our wings—unfolding them with the brilliance of dawn breaking—will come from deep within us. It is from this place that mountains can be moved, and through it, we will recognize, in the signs of calm, the longed-for safety of a branch where we can rebuild ourselves.
    

    
      I had never considered throwing myself into a whirlwind with my family, no matter how great the reward. Our safety never was never a bargaining chip! That is why we always aimed to do the right thing, to set an example for our children, even though we knew that the obscurantism imposed by that time would demand a high price from those who chose to go against the current of this world. Yet, despite the pressure, our moments of clarity never failed to bring us the certainty that giving up on this principle would mean surrendering ourselves to the infamous teeth of the gears that drive life along the alternative paths of illusion.
    

    
      While for many, venturing in search of better opportunities is something that fits within their normal life experience, for others, it is an act of renunciation, fear, and unprecedented uncertainties.
    

    
      Just as in ancient times, when adventurers (explorers) surrendered themselves to improbabilities and set out toward the unknown world in search of riches and conquests, in modern times, those who have the opportunity also migrate across their countries' lands in search of a better life. Others, with some financial means, seek developed countries where, through their influence, they can establish themselves and obtain the quality of life they desire, with their preferred standard of security and comfort.
    

    
      It is worth remembering that the world has always experienced this movement of people leaving one place for another for many reasons. However, the most painful of them all is forced migration—whether due to hunger, disease, threats, oppression, dictatorships, wars, or any kind of life-threatening risk. If leaving our home voluntarily—the place where we were born, raised, and lived in an environment that shaped us—is already so difficult, imagine being forced to do so under the threat of death. My God, what pain! It is this kind of "people," in desperate search of refuge, who have recently been flooding, above all, the European continent and North America, particularly the United States.
    

    
      Many still do not know, but the truth is that from the moment these people set out as wanderers in search of the luck to establish themselves in other lands, especially in developed countries, they may face hostility and, to many, will be seen merely as a "type of people"! It does not matter how long they remain in those places, how perfectly they speak the local languages, how respectfully they embrace the customs, or the high standard of living they manage to achieve…
    

    
      We grew up learning that the United States has always been a model country for the entire world—not only because of its thriving economy, which has long enjoyed being the largest among so many, but also because of its people, who were raised on principles that form the foundation of this national culture. Its film industry, going even further, knew how to showcase all of this to its worldwide audience, wrapping it in a romanticism that made us soar into fantasies that could only exist within the borders of this so-glorious America. This had always awakened in us the desire to one day have the grace of at least visiting this place, where fantasy blends with reality in settings of complete perfection.
    

    
      From the way it was portrayed, we would be satisfied just to walk through its well-planned streets, along its wide sidewalks, safeguarded by grass that seemed to have the green of dreams, and to see in the faces of its residents the pride and satisfaction of being children of a fertile land that nourishes all its people with its milk and honey, flowing from a source that seems to have no end.
    

    
      The dream
       of the visa
    

    
      For that reason, we were willing to spend a good part of our savings to bring that dream to life and, therefore, to seek out an American consulate where we could express our great desire and, in doing so, obtain permission for our longed-for trip. What we did not know was that this would not be so simple.
    

    
      We had no clear idea of where to begin. We discovered that we needed to fill out many forms, all in English. In short, we realized that we needed to know many things before presenting ourselves in that place. This showed us how unprepared we were. We then started searching the internet for information on the subject (as most of us do when we don’t know how to handle a situation), and an overwhelming number of videos were presented to us as solutions—leaving us even more confused.
    

    
      I must say that, at the time, our circle of friends was very limited, due to many disappointments stemming from our political choices. However, we discovered that there were people prepared to help with this kind of situation. Such people were hard to find, and as if they were engaging in something highly illegal, we had to be discreet in our conversations. This person remained in the shadows, and their help was not free, as they also ran the risk of being discovered by law enforcement agents. In other words, we were paying a high price for illegal assistance.
    

    
      That, in a way, troubled us deeply—as if our well-bleached denim, kept spotless for so many years, had now been lightly stained with a blemish that, at that moment, was necessary for us. In the end, we had to pay a lot of money for this person to prepare us for that moment, providing so-called "valuable" tips—from how to dress to how to behave before the American consul during the interview. This person was already established in that market and boasted about the many clients who, by following their instructions, had successfully passed the dreaded interview.
    

    
      This gave us the confidence to trust and move forward. However, we suffered devastating disappointments both times we stood before those interviewers. That was enough for us to understand how the dreams of so many families take so long to be born, only to die suddenly in such a cruel way—right there, in front of those booths, facing such cold individuals. Their refusals sounded like a form of defeat for which we were completely unprepared. Both times this happened to us, we were overcome by a kind of sadness we had never known before—one whose darkness carried the absurd weight of cruelty, seemingly with the sole purpose of mocking us at the moment that such misfortune was cast upon our spirits, imploding within us a pain that simply disoriented us.
    

    
      Each time, returning home was an act of extreme difficulty for us, as we felt cheated by our own persistence in trying to enter that country through the front door, with the dignity that everyone deserves. It was as if our hard-earned money had been burned, with its ashes thrown back at us. How difficult it was to forget and accept. Returning empty-handed was not the worst part; it was the emptiness in our spirits, drained of hope, that brought us an unprecedented kind of depression.
    

    
      Far worse than losing so much money was feeling our dreams bleed out as we heard that rejection—that we did not have the "tourist profile." But God made us strong, and with time, we gathered our strength and, through our efforts, the money to prove our intentions. It became a matter of honor for us to show those Americans that we did, in fact, have the so-called "profile" they sought in those they allowed to enter their country. To that end, we decided at the time to travel to Europe, also with the intention of proving them wrong about us. We almost stayed there, if not for my mother’s health worsening at that moment, forcing us to return.
    

    
      The effe
      c
      ts 
      of
       covid on the world
    

    
      Shortly afterward, the world was shaken by the terrible news that an outbreak of a highly contagious respiratory disease was out of control in China. No one could estimate the scale it might reach, as, according to the “experts,” little was known about the virus’s mode of transmission, containment, and specific treatment. Meanwhile, apprehensive and far from there, we watched in shock as the media reported on the terror unfolding in that country. However, it quickly spread to the rest of the Asian continent, frighteningly migrating across Europe, which became the epicenter of the disease and watched as its most vulnerable—mainly the elderly and those with a history of respiratory diseases—were mercilessly killed. Despite its financial resources, Europe suffered the bitter reality of its inability to prevent such a tragedy in the face of an unknown threat that attacked and killed rapidly.
    

    
      Suddenly, the entire world seemed to be under siege in a war with no ability to counterattack, and in the midst of it, we waited—unprotected, gripped by fear and uncertainty—for the moment when that devastating wave would crash down upon us as well.
    

    
      Thus, everyone was at the mercy of that evil in a globalized world where our vulnerabilities were exposed, despite the techno-financial curtains under which humanity had once felt secure. The inevitable unfolded at a frightening pace—continent by continent, the planet found itself overwhelmed by a sense of powerlessness, suffocated by a pandemic (early 2020) that even forced conventional wars around the world to pause in favor of a battle against a common enemy.
    

    
      As vulnerable as any other part of the world, things became even more difficult in our country, which quickly claimed the highest numbers in the global statistics of infections and deaths—largely due to numerous misguided public policies implemented by the then-president of the republic. His total incompetence was evident in his inaction, mockery, and misinformation in the face of a situation that demanded serious measures. His insensitivity to the suffering and deaths of those he had sworn to protect, his disregard for our once highly regarded healthcare system, and his ignorance—especially regarding the economy, where urgent measures were needed to minimize the impact of the crisis—exacerbated the catastrophe.
    

    
      We found ourselves suffocated by a severe global health crisis, which only worsened in our country, costing the lives of thousands of Brazilians and plunging millions more (especially the most vulnerable) into absolute misery. In Brazil, this led to a true exodus of our people toward the borders of the United States. With airports and consulates worldwide shut down, illegal entry through the Mexico-U.S. border had become the only viable option at that moment—not just for better economic conditions but for survival itself. The world was witnessing a frantic race for a vaccine, and who better than the United States to provide that precious commodity, ensuring both its citizens and refugees received high-quality immunization? The U.S. was one of the first countries to begin vaccinations, and due to its global standing, many believed it had the most reliable vaccine in the world.
    

    
      While many nations struggled in their own ways to ensure the survival of their people through immunization, other, far more lethal “viruses” were simultaneously being spread—through political power struggles and fake news that challenged the production, use, and effectiveness of the vaccine, ultimately causing the deaths of thousands more.
    

    
      The reality at that moment was that vaccine doses were the most coveted resource in the world, and China—where it had all begun—was the only country profiting amid the global chaos. At that time, no one else had the capacity to produce the necessary supplies—not just for vaccines but for any protective and treatment measures known against the disease.
    

    
      It is worth noting that in a country like Brazil, where corruption unfortunately runs deep, had there not been clear criteria enforced and monitored by the people, the wealthiest would have easily secured their immunization, leaving the poorest at the mercy of death.
    

    
    
    
    
      2. 
      Initial P
      lanning
    

    
      The Fi
      r
      st Thoughts
    

    
      Moreover, also concerned about the future of my children, already of working age, spending most of their time indoors (due to COVID-19) or, when possible, handing out résumés to local businesses without any success, watching their peers graduate from college while having to settle for underpaid jobs to survive, made me think, even if vaguely, about taking the risk of going illegally to the United States. However, the recurring fear from news about those who failed in their attempts to make this crossing quickly dispelled this fleeting thought from my mind. That was because, still fresh in our memory, were the tragic recollections of a fellow countryman’s death—one who had recently attempted to cross the American border, only to return in a coffin. This event shook our entire region and further increased the apprehension of those considering risking their lives on those unknown paths, where danger was immeasurable and could very well be lurking anywhere along that long journey.
    

    
      On the other hand, we had long heard countless stories of fellow countrymen who had successfully arrived and thrived working in North America. They drew attention with the assets they had acquired through their labor—achievements that, in our country, would have been nearly impossible to attain in the same way, within the same timeframe. It was common to hear accounts of people living in places where there were jobs for all immigrants, where personal dignity and the value of work were naturally recognized. This allure captivated every listener and strengthened their dreams. As for me, though I denied being seduced by it for so many reasons, it still lingered within me, despite the fear, the uncertainty, and the lack of financial means to pursue it.
    

    
      However, it was during a wave of intense euphoria in our region, fueled by smugglers and their associates, that we became fully consumed by the murmurs on street corners and in town squares, where there was only one topic of conversation: the chance to reach the United States through a so-called pardon announced by its newly inaugurated government, which relaxed immigration laws for 100 days (“the 100-day law”), as if, all of a sudden, the American government had decided to welcome the thousands of destitute people from around the world who could make it to the back doors of their country.
    

    
      With no possibility of securing another chance to be interviewed by the U.S. consulate due to the pandemic, confined in our homes in a country in turmoil, a gunpowder keg of unanswered questions seemed to explode inside our heads.
    

    
      Threat on Brazilian So
      il
    

    
      Coincidentally, at the same time, my family and I were facing death threats from supporters of the federal government. We still don’t understand how that was possible, how their crazy followers found us. How could this have happened in such a small town like ours? Why would they bother with us, to the point of making such serious threats? This reinforced my hypothesis that I had always been a political target in my region due to my intense criticisms of the wrongdoings happening in politics, and I loved doing it. Exposing corrupt politicians always brought me pleasure, but it was always done domestically, in small groups in the town squares, on street corners, in brief gossip breaks, with those who were interested in the subject, as is common among the discontented, who have the desire to debate and enlighten others about everything those sly foxes made them believe was true.
    

    
      Even when I was deeply involved in local politics in my town for eight years, in the administration, where I was secretary for an honest and competent government, I ended up making some local political enemies. Still, I didn’t stop speaking out, and I was never intimidated. However, I needed to take those threats more seriously when I realized they were also coming from my critiques in my poetry, one of which, “Terra Seca” (Dry Land), was used as a pivot for extortion against us.
    

    
      I began to think that nothing that was happening to us made sense, and that this could be a mere mistake, that they might be confusing me with someone else. I knew that such a threat wasn’t made to just anyone, nor for such a trivial reason. The fact is, I felt as though I were living in that terrible time of the dictatorship, when any conversation—written, spoken, or whispered—that could be seen as a criticism of the government, could be reported by anyone, and lead to imprisonments, beatings, and deaths.
    

    
      I understood that, because I already had three published books at the time, many readers might have been paying more attention to what I wrote. But that couldn’t be the reason, since my books were not that well-known. I simply didn’t understand! Nevertheless, at the request of my tormentors, I removed myself from the general group of one of my social media networks, hoping the threats would cease, but they didn’t. They continued to the point where I had to file a police report, which also didn’t resolve anything. This only accelerated our decision to hire someone to take us to Mexico and cross us through the “heavily guarded American border.”
    

    
      At that time, these people were emerging in our town, but they couldn’t be just anyone, because our lives were at stake, not to mention the hefty amount they charged to transport all of us. It disturbed us! There were so many questions, always filled with fear, and so many doubts: Where would we get the money? How would we pay that amount? How would we get there? Was everything the person we hired told us true? And if it wasn’t, what would happen to us? How would immigration treat us? How would they treat us? When would they release us? What would become of us living in another country, not knowing its language, customs, or habits? Would it be the paradise they spoke of? And if we couldn’t make it, what would happen to my family??? So many questions, most of which were only answered by our optimistic imagination, trying to dodge the reality of the facts. I knew we weren’t ready to face everything that lay ahead. But who would be? The best thing was not to think about it!
    

    
      You know that imaginary balance of so-called reason, where we weigh the opposing opinions against the ones in favor, to convince ourselves of the decisions we need to make? We were using all its precision at that moment. Also, with the encouragement of a childhood friend who had long been talking about his intense desire to return to the United States, as he had been there years ago, where, according to his accounts, he made a lot of money and was very happy.
    

    
      We were falling more and more in love with that idea, just by listening to him. He spoke with such passion about his wonderful stay in North America, we could feel the emotion in his eyes, as well as a touching sadness for no longer living there—that is, the famous “post-America syndrome” that almost all immigrants who return to Brazil experience after a while. But when he began telling us about it, he made us imagine ourselves working and living happily in that so-called “land of opportunities for all.” It was through him, through his knowledge of the people who transported dreamers to the Mexico–U.S. border, that we hired the person (known by everyone as a “coyote,” referring to an animal that roams the desert) who transported us here, and everything unfolded like this: As I mentioned before, news of that so-called pardon spread throughout Brazil and undoubtedly across the world to any place that cared.
    

    
    
      3. T
      y
      p
      e
      s 
      of
       entr
      y
       
      and
       
      “Coyote”
      m
      e
      t
      ho
      ds 
    

    
      The Search for the Perfect Coyote
    

    
      At that time, the so-called coyotes were present in practically every neighboring city to ours—something we had never noticed before. Their expansion was also reaching small towns, with coyotes of all prices, promises, types, colors, temperaments, and personalities—there was a choice to be made. When they weren’t physically present, their correspondents handled everything for them, using the same rehearsed arguments. The coyotes themselves rarely appeared; the more important they were (famous for successfully smuggling thousands of people into the U.S. in the least traumatic way possible for their clients), the more inaccessible, wealthier, more expensive, and perhaps even more dangerous they became.
    

    
      We had little time to hire one of them. Allow me to open a parenthesis here for an observation (We personally viewed this as something legally wrong when it came to entering another country. We had always strived to avoid wrongdoing, as that was how we were raised, and that was what we taught our children. However, like many others who did not meet the stringent requirements set by the American consulate, we had no choice given the circumstances at the time if we wanted to migrate there. Today, we do not encourage anyone to make this decision, no matter how difficult their situation may be. In fact, we still find ourselves lost in thought when analyzing the criteria the consulate uses to grant or deny entry visas, as so many honest, well-intentioned people are rejected while many liars and criminals are given permission without any trouble).
    

    
      But we wanted a coyote who could offer us all the guarantees we needed, such as: safe and comfortable transportation, since the journey was long; good accommodations in quality hotels at stopover points to minimize fatigue and travel stress; and assurance of protection against extortionists and kidnappers, especially upon arriving in Mexico. Those who had passed through Mexico described it as one of the most corrupt countries in the world, known for harsh threats of deportation against foreigners who refused to pay whatever was demanded at the moment—especially when it was clear that they were there to cross the border into North America.
    

    
      However, the most crucial protection that nearly everyone demanded was a dry and clear border crossing point, where there was no risk involved. There were many reports of accidents and deaths at this critical stage of the journey, where the border river, when in flood season, posed a real threat to anyone who dared to challenge it. These guarantees were vital for finalizing the contract.
    

    
      Many coyotes, eager to promote themselves and justify their high prices, would immediately promise everything—even knowing they couldn’t deliver. That’s why we sought as much information as possible about these people, especially from our fellow countrymen who had already made it to America thanks to successful transportation by one of them. We heard all kinds of stories, but we had to find the least bad option.
    

    
      We were running out of time, exhausting ourselves, and still unable to find the one we were looking for. After speaking with so many, and with less than two weeks left before the deadline, we finally found one from the famous city of 
      Governador Valadares
      —known as the city of the illegal immigrant. According to research sites (although no precise statistics exist), it is well known that the percentage of people from Valadares living in the United States is significantly higher than from any other city in our country. They say this migration to America began in the 1960s, intensified in the following decades, and has never stopped since. Today, Valadarenses are found from north to south in the U.S., and their influence is felt in every corner of their hometown, as they have become major investors in the region—earning American money and investing it in various sectors back home).
    

    
      Modes
       of
       transport
      ation
    

    
      There were three modes of transportation that were decided upon in that conversation, two of which concerned us. My wife, my underage son, and I would go by what is called "cai, cai," which in "coyote" language is a way of crossing that consists of reaching the border, moving towards the American border patrol, and dropping to the ground with our hands on our heads as a sign of surrender as soon as we spotted them. Strange, isn’t it? But that’s exactly how it works. People are stealthily led by outsourced coyotes (these individuals operated under the command of the one we hired in Brazil, who monitored our every move from there) through specific border points they know well, where surveillance is nearby. When the patrol is finally spotted, these unknown "guides" hide among bushes and rocks and practically push their group toward those who can detain them and take them safely to the nearest immigration post. This is possible due to the protection of an American law regarding underage foreigners, which, as we were told, ensures that any minor crossing the border in search of asylum, whether accompanied by their parents or not, must be properly welcomed in accordance with U.S. laws.
    

    
      As for our eldest son, we planned for him to benefit, as the coyote had told us, from a newly created method resulting from the relaxation brought about by the famous American pardon: the "cai, cai solteiro." The surrender is carried out in the same way, but in this case, these adults are taken to American immigrant detention centers, where they are judged according to U.S. laws. These laws will determine whether they are granted temporary freedom to stay on American soil for an authorized period or whether the judgment will result in their immediate deportation to their country of origin.
    

    
      It is important to mention that, unfortunately, we knew almost nothing about the reality of this route our son would take. From what we had been told, everything would be smooth. Meanwhile, our friend, the one who brokered the deal, was in a third category—the most illegal, the most dangerous, the riskiest, the most expensive, and the one that most defies U.S. authorities. This was the method that bypassed border patrol entirely, known as "the invisibles" or those who cross through the wilderness. It is worth noting that this route is fraught with countless dangers. Travelers may encounter all sorts of threats along the way, making the risk of death imminent.
    

    
      Those who take this route are often placed near the border in so-called "safe houses" (simple homes deliberately left without locked doors so that, in case of an emergency evacuation for any reason, everyone can quickly leave without hindrance). These places usually hold around 30 to 40 people in spaces designed for a maximum of 10, monitored from a distance by outsourced coyotes who avoid direct involvement in case the police discover the location.
    

    
      Exposed to all the dangers of the desert, this is where things are most likely to go wrong. We had heard numerous stories ranging from exposure to venomous and ferocious animals during the nighttime escape route, suffering from thirst, hunger, and the scorching sun, to the extremes of abductions by rival coyote groups, disappearances, rapes, deaths, and more. Some say that when transported by more competent individuals, people can reach their destinations without enduring such hardships. According to the coyotes, this "comfort" depends on the price paid— the higher the amount agreed upon at the time of the contract, the less suffering for the transported individuals. A higher price means a shorter journey and a different means of transportation along the border.
    

    
      Thus, I realized that an entire logistical system had been developed over time since this type of trade first emerged. From what I heard, it continues to improve daily, managed by people who move millions of dollars in this illegal market that seems endless—at least as long as tyrannical governments keep making their countries more impoverished, dictating corrupt and foolish ways of governing, practically driving their people away from their homeland. These governments force their citizens to abandon their country, along with all their material and immaterial possessions, risking everything in a desperate journey toward the unknown in search of a better future.
    

    
      I, who knew nothing about all that I have just described—and what I will continue to recount in the pages of this book—learned most of it from the very person we hired to transport us. He spoke with pleasure and pride about everything he had done over more than twenty years in this business. That’s right—according to him, he was the first person to transport someone from Mexico to the United States. He claimed to have started it all through the patrolled border, and it was based on his model that so many others are now, at this very moment, up and down the American border, finding ways to smuggle people from all over the world into U.S. territory in pursuit of a better life. He tells his story as if it were yesterday, with all the rich details.
    

    
      According to him, when he realized how successful it was—that he had helped change people’s lives for the better—he saw not just a business opportunity but also a mission to assist those willing to take the risk to improve their living conditions, something they would hardly be able to do alone. The result was his wealth, which I could see for myself, his enthusiasm for doing it all over again, and his satisfaction in delivering each client to the agreed-upon destination as if it were his first transport.
    

    
      However, I also noticed that he operates in a tense market. Both the Brazilian and U.S. federal authorities consider him a criminal, and his constant fear of being caught keeps him wary and on edge, as if he

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
      	
        Loch Lomond, Florida – 15.8%
      

      	
        Bonnie Loch-Woodsetter North, Florida – 7.2%
      

      	
        North Bay Village, Florida – 7.1%
      

      	
        East Newark, New Jersey – 6.7%
      

      	
        Framingham, Massachusetts – 6.6%
      

    

    
    
      	
        Boston, Massachusetts – 53,000 Brazilians
      

      	
        New York, New York – 50,000 Brazilians
      

      	
        Miami, Florida – 49,000 Brazilians
      

      	
        Orlando, Florida – 17,000 Brazilians
      

      	
        Los Angeles, California – 16,000 Brazilians
      

    

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
      	
        They do not have a defined profession.
      

      	
        They do not have a family member or acquaintance to take them in.
      

      	
        They arrive without money, especially to cover their basic expenses for the first few months or to start a business.
      

      	
        They lack the funds to buy essential tools—things considered luxuries in Brazil but necessities here—such as a car and a cellphone. Public transportation here is historically limited, and commuting on foot is uncommon. Furthermore, most jobs are located far from residential areas.
      

      	
        They arrive without prior knowledge of how things work here.
      

      	
        They have no understanding of English (language barriers are one of the strongest chains binding immigrants to their exploiters).
      

      	
        They do not have work authorization documents, such as a work permit and a Social Security number. These documents can be obtained—sometimes—but require a good lawyer and a legal process, which is only available to immigrants who did not enter through the wilderness. Lacking these documents makes it extremely difficult to find a job, even for those fluent in English, leaving them even more vulnerable to unemployment, exploitation, blackmail, and a subpar existence in this land.
      

      	
        They are under government monitoring, such as an ankle bracelet that restricts their movement within the state they reside in—a terrible limitation for those needing to travel for work. Others are required to carry a government-issued phone, which must be used daily to take a selfie and send it to ICE, effectively providing the authorities with their real-time location.
      

    

    
    
    
      	
        The extreme cold in Alaska and the northern regions of the country.
      

      	
        Frequent wildfires in parts of California.
      

      	
        Severe weather events, such as the devastating hurricanes that have struck Florida and its neighboring states.
      

    

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
      	
        Lack of jobs
         – With the U.S. border now more relaxed under the current administration, the surge of immigrants from all over the world has drastically increased competition, even for the simplest jobs. This has led to more selection, more exploitation, more discrimination, and significantly lower wages than before.
      

      	
        Lack of professional qualifications
         – Inexperience forces many workers to take on any job for any pay, often earning so little that they can’t even cover their expenses. Despite their best efforts, they remain trapped in the same suffering they had in their home country.
      

      	
        Lack of connections
         – Many people arrive in this unfamiliar land without anyone to rely on, making their struggles exponentially harder.
      

      	
        Language barrier
         – Perhaps the most significant challenge. Speaking without being heard and hearing without understanding causes immigrants to lose countless opportunities for better jobs and fairer wages.
      

    

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
      	
        Elementary School
        : Ages 5 to 10
      

      	
        Middle School
        : Ages 11 to 13
      

      	
        High School
        : Ages 14 to 18
      

    

    
    
    
    
    
    
      	
        
          Between the ages of 14 and 15, minors can only perform specific types of work and have restrictions on their working hours (for example, they can work only a limited number of hours per week and are not allowed to work late at night).
          

        
      

      	
        Starting at age 16, they are allowed to work in a wider range of jobs, but there are still some restrictions, especially for jobs considered hazardous
      

    

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
      	
        Tropical
        : Southern tip of Florida and Hawaii
      

      	
        Semi-arid
        : Western Great Plains
      

      	
        Alpine
        : Most of the western mountain ranges
      

      	
        Desert
        : The Southwest
      

      	
        Mediterranean
        : California’s coast
      

      	
        Oceanic
        : The coasts of Oregon, Washington, and southern Alaska
      

      	
        Subarctic or Polar
        : Most of Alaska
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