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When I was growing up in Chicago, my life was quite normal. I had my
family and friends and that was all I needed. I had a good childhood and
we played all the games children play. There were gangs present at all
times, and sometimes I had to fight my way to school. This went on
through grammar and high school. When I was old enough, my father took
me to work with him. I started working at a very young age and I also
developed a strong work ethic early in life.

After I graduated high school, I went into the service because I did not
like the things I saw going on in the neighborhood. I was in the Marine
Corps for one and a half years. I had signed up for four years, but I could
not complete them because I was always getting into trouble. Sometimes it
was my fault and sometimes it was not. Anyway, I was honorably
discharged and I went home to find the same things going on in the
neighborhood. And I made up my mind that I was not about to live that
kind of lifestyle. So I went back to the company where my father worked.
That did not last too long because the management did not like me very
much and I did not want to cause problems for my father and I went to
work elsewhere. For a few years I went from job to job because I did not
know what I wanted to do. The company my father worked for was starting
a new department and I had the opportunity to work in this department
alone. I learned the machinery that the packaging industry was using to
make plastic products.

While I was there I met a young girl from Mexico and after a few
months we were living together. I had no plans for marriage, but that was
soon going to change because a few months later she became pregnant. So
the honorable thing for me to do was marry her, which I did. Things were
going good on the job and at home with my new wife and soon after that
my son was born. I was happy because they were both in good health. I did
not love my wife when we were first married, but as time passed I grew to
love her very much. Four months later she was pregnant again and I began
to increase my output at work because I wanted to provide a good life for
my family, just like any normal father would.



When my first daughter was born and again I was happy they were in
good health. And I was making a good living for my family. Things were
going along just fine. Then my wife told me she was pregnant again but
that was OK because we had decided that after this one we would not have
any more so that we could provide a good life for our children and one day
send them all to college. The months went by and soon my second
daughter was born and my family was in good health. So now I have
learned the entire business and I am contemplating starting my own
business one day so my children can have the things I never had and I can
give them the opportunity to see some of the better things that life has to
offer.

By this time my wife had been away from her native home for a long
time. She wanted to visit her mother, and her mother wanted to see her and
the children. So on February 2, 1987, she and the children went to Mexico
to visit her mother. I really did not want her to go, but there was nothing I
would not do to make her and my children happy. I went to work every day
as always and when I got my paycheck I would pay the bills and send her
money every week for her and the children. Months passed and I missed
them very much. When it was time for her to come home, I sent her the
money for the return trip. I waited but she did not return, so I asked her
brother who worked on the same job as I did if there were some problems
going on that I should know about. He told me to take it easy. I can
understand that they do not like me, but when it comes to my children, I
really could not care less if you like me or not.

I decided not to send her any more money while she was in Mexico. I
knew that once the money ran out she would have no other choice but to
contact me and explain to me what she was doing. I did not wait for her to
contact me—I sent her a letter explaining why I would not send any more
money, and for her and the children to come home. After that I did not
write to her any more. Since I would not talk to her, she called my father
at his house and arranged for me to talk to her the next day. I went to my
father’s house and talked to her on the phone and explained to her that I
was not about to send her any more money to come home, but I would
make the reservations for the plane trip home.
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