
I took my grand daughter to visit her mother. My daughter was 
doing a job and went down, it was trafficking. Every time was 
the same thing, for me and for my grand daughter: take your 
clothes off, squat, cough and go.

He told me it was already time to give my baby away, that I could 
even be a mule, but I was alfter all an international drug 
dealer and a danger tom y child and to society.

 I heard sirens and, out of nowhere, two policemen broke into the 
door. I was motionless on the couch until one of them came up at me.

I am here because I was traficcking. Now I can’t get my process to 
develop because no one ever hired me for a formal job. The don’t 
know my reality, they don’t even call me by my name.

I explained to the delegate that I didn’t have any drugs, that Who 
had them was my cliente. He told me to prove that I was working 
in this business and have sex with him.

After my experience time expired, they asked for my penal 
records. Then, they fired me. Told me I wasn’t compatible 
with the company profile.

I went to report that my son was killed by policemen. The delegate 
told me that IF my son was a drug dealer, this was expected and 
that, if nothing was proved, I could go to jail for slander. I gave up 
because it was my word against theirs.

The judge asked me if I was doing drugs at the party. I answered 
that I was, so he said I should know that this could happen to me, 
that if I had stayed at home I wouldn’t have been violated.

I was going to college smoking a joint. Out of nowhere, two 
policemen approached me: “ Just because you are hot, you 
think we are going to let you go?’ 
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