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  DISCLAIMER




  




  This book is a fictional memoir based on my recollections of actual events, locations and conversations. Some names and identifying details have been changed to protect the privacy of individuals.




  To all women that are suffering


  abuse in silent, those who


  have already been able to free


  themselves and those who did not


  live to tell their stories.




  Dedication




  To my family, for showing me once again what unconditional

love is.




  To my successful lawyers, for having had faith in me and

for fighting for my children and me.




  To my children, for teaching me the innate integrity that

human beings have. At their young age, they gave me daily lessons

that allowed me to continue. Thank you for having been

able to smile despite the darkness and for giving Mommy those

little glimpses of happiness in the worst moments. Thank you

for being able to get ahead and for taking the positive of this

experience to get your lives on track. Alexandra, Kamee and

Juan Diego: you saved me. I love you more than anything in life.




  Introduction




  Marriage can be the safest relationship or the most dangerous

one. Toward the end of my marriage, I knew I was living

the second option, but colud not dare do anything about it.




  Domestic violence is a silent killer. It happens behind closed

doors at home. In fact, every nine seconds a woman is the victim

of domestic violence. In my case, killing me was too obvious! The

next best thing was burying me alive by sending me to prison.




  Like most women, I did not know I was a victim of domestic

violence. The abuser starts with a combination of mental

and psychological abuse to destroy the victim’s self-esteem and

confidence first, then progresses to physical violence.




  My abuser husband was able to diminish me with years

of emotional, psychological, physical and substance abuse. He

thought he finally had me out of the way, so he could enjoy life as

he wanted, spending our money and indulging his sex addiction.




  But despite being nearly destroyed, I managed to retain my

dignity even while being forced to allow him to lead a double

life as a respected family man with a successful medical practice

and a husband who cheated on his wife with prostitutes, often

in their own home.




  I loved my husband and worked hard to build a family and

our business. I never imagined he could hurt me, much less try

to destroy me. Like most abuse victims, I never thought when

he hurt me that it was intentional. After every assault, I recreated

the incident to see what I did that caused him to react violently.




  Stolen Identity goes beyond domestic violence to expose how

difficult it is to recognize abusers, even for the authorities. This

is the story of an abused immigrant woman who had no place

to go or hide. A Catholic who believed in family and fought

to save it for her children’s sake. In the end, however, because

of her children, she had to get out of that vicious marriage to

save herself.




  CHAPTER 1




  




  Fear




  “You are charged with a single count of ‘intimidating a

flight attendant.’” I am standing with my hands handcuffed and

feet shackled—this is beyond humiliating. The judge continues:

“The charge has a prison sentence of up to 20 years and a fine

of $250,000!”




  I can hardly hold my body up. My legs are shaking. I whisper

to my lawyer that I am afraid in the quietest voice I can manage

to get out of my lips. I can hardly speak. My life is passing by

inside my head, all the light and happiness, my three beautiful

children. And now my world has come to this? How? Why?




  After all the shining moments in my life, after all the hard

work, always helping others and holding my head high—because

“doing the right thing” was the motto my parents raised me

with—I am ending my life in prison! Will I become a felon?

Me? The maximum that had happened to me before this was a

traffic ticket. Will Alejandro succeed in setting me up?




  My feet can hardly support my now extra tiny body; though

tall, I now only weigh 110 pounds. I cannot control my shaking.

I am hoping no one can notice.




  My lawyer whispers in my ear to be calm.




  The prosecutor addresses the judge and asks for my passports

to be turned in—mine and those of my children.




  “Her husband says she is a flight risk, Your Honor, and she

will take his children away.”




  At that moment, I realized that Alejandro was trying hard

to block my release. It was as if he had something to do with the

charges. In time, I would understand how all of it was planned.




  It has happened in the “best” of families. Sons have killed

their fathers to become kings. Henry VIII executed two of his

six wives. And Henry II sent his wife, Eleanor of Aquitaine, to

prison for ten years.




  My attorney protests, “Your Honor, her husband took her

Venezuelan passport from the house and it cannot be found.

Her family lawyers have requested it numerous times since the

divorce proceedings began. These are more of his abusive tactics.

She has been the victim of domestic violence for years.”




  Tears started to roll down my cheeks once I realize my love

story has turned little by little into this nightmare.




  “I am subpoenaing the husband to produce the passports,”

the judge said. “A big strong marshal will make sure he comes

on Thursday.”




  At the end of the hearing I am taken back to a cell. I lost

track of time because it took so long that it felt like an eternity.

It was so long I thought they were not going to release me that

day. I was afraid I was going to be taken back to the Federal

Pen, as they called it.




  Finally, someone came for me and took me to a room where

one of my criminal lawyers was on the other side of the window.

While I was walking, I passed other cells with men who were

talking even though they could not see each other. One of them

said to the other: “¡Esta bolilla debe ser una mula!” meaning “This

white woman must be a drug trafficker.”




  “What is going on?” I asked my lawyer. “I have not done

anything.”




  “It is a stupid charge, Carmen, but it is a federal charge. You

need to answer these questions for your release. However, I need

to tell you that the prosecution is fighting hard. They said your

husband called the FBI agent several times to warn them that you

are a flight risk.”




  “I will not go anywhere without my children! How is it

that Alejandro has the FBI agent’s direct number?”




  “They are saying he is almost crying, saying you will take

the children and he will never see them again. He is even saying

that you have TWO Venezuelan passports.”




  “He is the one with dual identity in Venezuela. He is insane,

accusing me of HIS crimes. He is behind all of this—you know

it’s a lie!”




  “Ssssshhhh! We will talk later. Just answer the questions.”




  I answered all the questions, for my attorney. They were

mostly financial questions.




  After that, I was taken back to the little cell where I waited

to be called again, hoping to be taken home.




  But suddenly I thought: “Oh my God! Another night in

this place?”




  I had never felt so insignificant. In a place I did not know,

with people I never imagined I would ever spend time with or

even be close to. There I was with alleged drug traffickers, murderers,

illegal immigrants, and prostitutes! Criminals, real criminals,

and then me!




  When they asked me what I had done and I explained, they

were all incredulous. I did not look as though I belonged there.

They called me “the Virgin” because they said my face was so

beautiful and I wore no makeup.




  “She is a Virgin,” one said. “Oh! A doll,” said another.




  Before that, the only time I had seen a prostitute was from a

distance while driving in Caracas by Libertador Avenue. They

looked as if they came from an alternative world. I never imagined

our lives would end up being so similar: Abused, drugged

and taken to a criminal court. In a way I was part of today’s slavery

of women.




  Alejandro had brought a different set of prostitutes into

our lives, Houston prostitutes. They dance in men’s nightclubs.




  Once while insulting me, Alejandro said: “You think you

are different from the rest of the world because you have light

eyes. Don’t you? Well those prostitutes I am involved with

that you hate also have light eyes. See, Carmen. There is no

difference between you and them!”




  He managed to label me like this the day of the first setup

and after that, I became his prisoner, just like prostitutes become

imprisoned by their pimps.




  My fellow prisoners probably thought I was lying. The federal

officers told me not to say who I was or where I lived. It

felt like they understood an injustice had been done, and they

wanted to protect me.




  They said: “No one here is your friend. Be careful what

you say. Be careful with every word. It is better if you limit

your communication with them. Do not tell them you live in

Memorial. They don’t understand where you come from.”




  Memorial is one of the wealthiest neighborhoods in Houston.




  “Great! Now what?” I thought to myself. It was too late.

I had already told a couple of people, including my cellmate.




  How could I not say anything when I could not stop crying?

Of course, these women were asking.




  The officers explained that this was not a jail; it was prison,

federal prison. I did not understand the difference. I had never

cried so much.




  I expected my lawyers to come see me in that place and

explain where I was. The marshals had picked me up around

noon. I thought my lawyers would show up to tell me what was

going on. I spent the whole afternoon waiting for them. I was

hopeful until quite late.




  I had to be nice to these women. But I did not know how to

act with them. How should I talk to them? I smiled but mostly

stayed quiet.




  The girl who was my cellmate had a weird suggestion. She

said she had a sugar daddy. And she was in prison! How did

she manage a sugar daddy while in prison? It is a bizarre world.




  “You should get a sugar daddy, too,” she said. “You are pretty

and have a nice figure!”




  She asked more about what had happened. Although the

officer had already told me not to talk, how could I not? I told

her everything my husband had done to me, and how he kept

calling the flight attendant until I was arrested.




  After that, she said: “I can solve that for you!”




  When I asked her how, she replied: “Better for you not to

know too much.”




  Then I understood what she was talking about.




  “Oh my God!” I said. “No… do not! Don’t even talk about

it, please!”




  In time, I came to understand that this was probably a setup,

that the girl was a mole. They were really trying to get me for

something real—not this trumped up charge of “intimidating

a flight attendant.”




  Even when I had arrived earlier that day, one of the officers

was puzzled and said it was not a federal charge. If anything, it

was “contempt of court”—a misdemeanor state charge.




  “Why are they bringing you here?” he asked in a low voice,

looking angry.




  I prayed to get out that day. I was worried about my children.

They were home when I left. They stayed with the housekeeper

and did not know anything about me after that. I am everything

for them.




  My lawyer never showed up. He later explained that he

could not find me in the system, and he was not allowed in

the prison because of it. I did not even exist there! Apparently,

people get lost in the system all the time.




  I spent the longest night in federal prison with that girl

who checked me all night to see if I was sleeping.




  “Why are you here?” I asked her.




  “I witnessed my brother killing someone. Since I knew about

it, that is why I am here. They went to my home at 6 a.m. and

took me in my underwear.”




  I could not help but think that every conversation with this

girl was bizarre. But probably she thought the same about me.




  Finally, they came for me.




  I was taken to a room, where the chains were removed.

Then I was passed to another room. Every room was behind

locked doors, extremely secure. Finally, I got to a hall where my

lawyer was waiting for me. He explained that my release was

approved with the condition that I had to turn in both passports,

Venezuelan and American, by Thursday. Alejandro was to appear

in court with the Venezuelan passport. And my family lawyers

were to appear, too, with evidence that the Venezuelan passport

had been formally requested in the divorce proceedings.




  My attorney walked me to an office, where my daughter

Alexandra was waiting, along with one of my family lawyers. I

ran and hugged her. I cried because I thought I was never going

to be able to hug her again. I am thinking while hugging her:

“My baby has to be a responsible adult now at only 17 years

old, for her and for her siblings. This is so wrong. Why? Why?

Why do my children have to be going through this experience?”




  My family lawyer tells Alexandra to make sure her father

does not go home, because I am going there. She texted him,

“Mami is out.” He answered, “I know.” She showed the text to

me and I could not believe it. How does he know?




  He is in close contact with federal officials and I asked

myself: “Do they know he has dual identity in Venezuela? Do

they know about his patient that died in unusual circumstances?”




  At that moment, I was informed that Alejandro was planning

to move into the house. I refiled for divorce a month after

the airplane incident, and divorce proceedings started officially

over a month ago.




  The court had granted me a “kick-out order,” meaning he had

to leave the house, and a protective restraining order whereby

he had to stay away from me after the last beating he gave me

put him in jail. I had been living at the house with the children

and the housekeeper ever since.




  Alexandra told me that Alejandro went to the house once

the FBI took me away. He was there in less than 15 minutes. It

is obvious he knew I was going to be arrested. (He works 40

minutes away from the house.) It was a Monday around noon,

and he was with his younger brother. They obviously did not

work that day.




  When I got back home, I hugged my other two children.

I cannot cry. They cannot see me weak—I am their strength.

Kamee knew where I had been, but not JD. My computer tech

was at the house at the time of the arrest and he went up to JD’s

computer to entertain him.




  I went to my bedroom and took a shower. I felt filthy. Once

in the shower, I started to cry: “Daddy, come help me please,” I

cried out, screaming. I started to sing “Muñequita linda” (beautiful

doll), just like he used to sing to me. I felt so lonely and

lost. And I have three children who depend on me. Their father

is an alcoholic and drug addict who is “dating” prostitutes. He

cannot take care of the kids. He was never able to even take

care of himself. I prayed: “God, please do not let them lose me.”




  After the shower, we all sat down to have dinner. I could

not eat. My daughters tried to make me. “Mami, eat please. You

look like you lost ten pounds.” In fact, I had. I can lose weight

when stressed out or sick so fast.




  “I will gain it back,” I replied.




  Alejandro had taken my Blackberry and more documents.

The housekeeper told me he was looking for my American passport.

If I did not have the passports to turn in, I would never

have been freed because he said I was a flight risk. He was also

looking for my jewelry. He wanted to leave me with nothing,

without any means of support. However, after he finished looking,

he left, leaving the children with the housekeeper. He did

not care to take them with him. And now I have to pay for a

lawyer to defend me.




  When I finished dinner, I went to my closet to try to figure

out where my American passport was since it was not where I

kept all the passports. My daughters had already taken the rest

of them in. I searched my two-story closet but could not find it.

I was getting desperate. I still had tomorrow, but was not going

to sleep well if I did not find it now. I decided to look inside

every handbag, when it occurred to me that the handbag I used

the day of the flight to Colombia was the pinkish Prada. There

it was along with my passport! Thank God! Thank you, Jesus.

Thank you. I kissed it.




  I wonder what Alejandro would think if he knew he was

so close but could not find it.




  That night I slept with my son, the youngest of my children.

I hugged him hard. Ever since his father left, JD moved

into my bedroom. Once he was sleeping, I started to cry. I was

in my bed, in my house. I never wanted to ever again sleep in

that place. But a thought came to me: “My God! I could end

up there for years!”




  I cried harder and suddenly started to call for my mom. I

needed my mother.




  Is there ever a moment in life when you stop needing your

mother? I thanked God I still had her. My father has been gone

since 1999. At that moment I decided to bring her over to stay

with us.




  The next day I rested. I was exhausted. My lawyers called

to make sure I had the American passport for Thursday. My

brother also needed to go there to sign as a responsible person

for me.




  I spoke with my family lawyers and informed them of

what Alejandro had taken from the house. They told me that

Alejandro now wanted the children and the right to live in

the house. My lawyers wrote a letter requesting everything

and advising his lawyers that Alejandro was not to be at the

house ever again. However, he never respected court orders.

He acted like he was above the law and maybe he was because

no one ever punished him.




  On Thursday, all of my lawyers (criminal and family), my

brother and Alejandro went to court. I waited at my lawyer’s

office.




  Alejandro said he did not have the Venezuelan passport.

To which my lawyer said, probably he already shredded it! His

lawyer insisted to the judge that I was a flight risk and should not

be left free—that I should be back in prison to await trial there!




  How could he? He knows I did nothing and I am the mother

of his children.




  The best way to defend yourself is by staying free. You

find a way. You are free to talk with family and the lawyers;

you are free to find ways to pay for your defense. Alejandro

withdrew all the money from our bank accounts, leaving me

penniless.




  Ultimately, I was free to brainstorm with my lawyers. But in

prison? Forget it! And prison was a card he was going to wave

at the family judge every second. As he did with this charge.




  And that is what Alejandro was trying to do. Trying as best

as he could to lock me up. But God was on my side and the

side of the truth. My lawyers turned in the American passport

and that was enough for the judge. I proved I did not have

the Venezuelan passport with all the motions presented by my

family lawyers.




  José, his brother, also was there. Funny, because they had not

had a relationship ever since he got married. Now, they are best

buddies. And José is missing work often to be with Alejandro.

As usual, José was hitting on one of Alejandro’s female criminal

lawyers. The people in his family are all the same. My brother

told me everything in the afternoon, including how Alejandro

and his lawyers—even after everyone left court—were working

in the Federal Building trying to get me locked up.




  One of his lawyers on a previous occasion told me: “Carmen,

get out of this marriage. I have seen many women ruining their

lives because of a man like him.”




  Not only did she know whom she was defending, but also

now she was helping him ruin my life and wrongfully put me in

prison just as she had warned me about. Today 75% of women

in jail are victims of domestic violence. Many do not live to see

another day.




  By Friday I met with my legal team. That is everybody:

family lawyers and criminal lawyers. “My God, this divorce is

becoming so expensive. Where am I going to get the money to

pay for this?” I asked myself while sitting there. It was all part

of Alejandro’s master plan. If I could not pay the lawyers, then I

could not defend myself from prison or get what was rightfully

mine in the divorce. In the end, what he wanted was to keep it

all and not have to split the marital estate with me. All we have

made together. He was a medical student when we met and he

did not come from money. His father was a Lebanese immigrant

and his mother was his father’s secretary.




  Once in prison, I would lose all my rights and, while I

was locked up, he would leave me with nothing, not even my

credibility. I knew too much about him. Alejandro could not

risk that, because he did not know where his illegal Venezuelan

passport was. My own children would never see me again. And

he would destroy them. My oldest daughter said Kamee would

commit suicide in her father’s “care,” and she and JD would end

up in juvenile prison. Alexandra saw it clearly. It broke my heart

that my beautiful children had to go through this.




  I prayed and prayed, asking God to help me.




  My family lawyer looked at me in the meeting and said:

“Well, this divorce just hit the target of half a million dollars or

more with the indictment. Carmen, do you have the funds for

this or a rich boyfriend or some money stacked somewhere?”




  “I will find a way,” I whispered.




  Some money stacked somewhere? All he wanted was to

get his hands on it and leave me with no means—as he ended

up doing. He took over $400,000 for less than three days in

court and six months of work. When he got all of the money

he could from me, he fired me. Could he be part of Alejandro’s

master plan?




  With all that happened to me, I came to realize how people

lost respect for me. Not only that, they felt they could abuse me.

Because they knew that if I acted out, it could prove Alejandro’s

version of the story.




  My lawyer talked about the case. He told the team it was

a silly charge and more than likely he would be able to get it

dropped. He also said that if it fell in the court of one of those

older male judges, it would be dropped. However, I ended up

in the court of a female judge for whom every case merited a

trial—she never let a case go away. Everyone had to go to court

or settle with the government. How scary!




  I started to deal with my divorce and this charge at the

same time. My life was so complicated.




  I wondered what would have happened if I had not filed for

divorce. The answer came months later when listening to recordings

I made before my divorce of conversations with Alejandro

to have them translated into English. In one of them he said:

“You are going to prison, Carmen. You are a felon. Don’t worry

—I will take the children to visit you once a year.”




  “What are you talking about?” I said. “I did nothing!”




  “Tell that to the judge,” Alejandro replied laughing.




  This happened right after the airplane incident, when my

lawyers thought there was never going to be a charge. It was a

discussion between Alejandro and me. My lawyers said it was

a domestic dispute and the maximum the airline could do was

fine us. But that was even before everybody knew the airplane

returned due to weather. They were never going to fine me. I then

understood that Alejandro was already talking with someone

at the FBI. That is why two months before the indictment he

already knew I would be indicted. Had he planned this?




  Later, I read his interview with the FBI, full of lies. He

even said I had mental problems. How could he? He was my

husband. Was not he supposed to protect me?




  I was lonely and weak. I was full of fear. I was even afraid of

my shadow. I had lost all confidence and hope for living. I was

afraid to drive. I could not afford to get pulled over. One day, I

got pulled over for changing lanes. Oh, my God, no! I was on

my way to meet my lawyer with my daughter Kamee. I almost

had a panic attack. Kamee was trying to calm me down while the

officer took my driver’s license. “This is it,” I thought to myself.

He is going to see in the computer I am on bond. The officer

came back to the car and told me a long story of his sacrifices

as an officer and gave me a warning.




  I arrived at my lawyer’s office devastated. When I showed

him the warning, he said, “This is nothing. Calm down. You

are a cry-baby.”




  “Calm down? Do you know what I am risking here?”




  “But this is nothing, Carmen.”




  Well, it was something to me while it was happening.




  I had lost so much weight that I looked sick. But I had to

be strong for my children. My mother came, and finally I had a

shoulder to cry on. She did not know anything about the abuse

because I had never told her. Just as I had never told anybody.

How could I? My mother and friends would hate him. Victims

always stay silent.




  I was trying to fix my marriage for my family’s sake. I could

not reveal such a thing because I was expecting this to go away.




  I just told my mother once that I was having problems

with Alejandro. We were both in Venezuela. I told her about the

cheating—that, I could tell her! I wanted her advice on what

to do. My mother told me to fix it.




  “Carmen María, this is probably a phase. It will pass. Are

you going to destroy your family for that? Fix it!”




  It was the common consensus for cheating… fix it! Even

my friends told me that. But they did not know about the abuse.




  In fact, the cheating and abuse went hand in hand. The more

he cheated, the worse the abuse got. The more I told him his

behavior was going to end in divorce, the worse his abuse got.




  As soon as my mother was in Houston, I sat down and

started explaining everything that had happened: the abuse,

the plane incident, even the first and second setups.




  My mother, who knows her children and how she raised

us, started to cry.




  “I cannot believe this has happened. What happened to him?

Why does he want to hurt you so badly? You are the mother of

his children. You two were so in love when you got married!”




  Finally, she said: “Honey, God is good and knows the truth.

He will help you, and you are going to be free, and a testament

for many other women.”




  My mother always expected me to be this bigger-than-life

person. Every time she said something to cheer me up, it was a

prophecy. Just like when I lost the Miss Universe pageant but

came so close. When I encountered her after the event, she

hugged me and said: “You were the winner, but our country

needs you more!”




  My days passed slowly and were very boring. I have worked

since I was a kid right up until I filed for divorce. Alejandro fired

me two days after the court ordered him to get out of the house.




  All I did during the day was meet with lawyers. They were

preparing for the first hearing in family court. Alejandro now

wanted to take the children away from me. As soon as I recovered

from the shock, and with my mother making sure I was well fed,

I started going to the gym again. I had exercised all of my life

doing spinning, yoga, weight lifting and playing tennis. I always

kept in shape, which helped me to maintain my body as it was

the day after the Miss Universe pageant, even after having three

children. Exercising made me feel good physically and mentally.




  I lost most of my friends in Houston during the divorce.

They just stopped talking to me! The people who embraced me

were the ones I least expected. Friends who were not close to

me before became my most loyal ones. And people I did not

know at all embraced me when they learned what was going

on. They reached out to me. I discovered what true friendship

is all about at this point in my life. I realized that I wasted years

in Houston with these “friends” who ran away at the time I

needed them the most. Friendship should be just like marriage:

“for better or for worse.”




  I met wonderful, loving people during this time. Real people!

I also discovered in this difficult time the value of family more

than ever. My family surrounded me and covered me with love.

My two sisters put their lives on hold to travel and be with me.

My brothers were very protective. My children became closer

to me than ever. I began to enjoy time with them that I was not

able to before, when my time was dedicated to their father. And

they liked it that now I was 120% with them. I did not have to

sit on that black sofa with Alejandro from the time he came

home until we went to bed. That sofa was my punishment! Not

even my own children could talk to me during that time. I was

his prisoner in my own home.




  I learned many life lessons during that dark period. This

proved to be the worst time of my life but also the most beautiful

one!




  CHAPTER 2




  




  Maracaibo




  He is walking toward me. I can see him through the bars.

His face is familiar and I am happy to see him. He is shaking a

baby bottle. My mouth melts… uhm! It is my favorite, Toddy

(Venezuela’s chocolate milk by excellence). He is whistling. As

he gets closer, he stops whistling and starts singing “Muñequita

linda” and he has this beautiful bright white smile. The sound

is familiar to me and I am soothed by it. I am on my back and

cannot stand up. I am so happy to see him. It is a new day. He

looks clean and smells like he always does… fresh. This is all

familiar to me. He must have been getting my first bottle of the

day, my favorite!




  My dad is wearing his silk burgundy robe and his slippers.

He looks like a king. His face is of pure love when he sees me. I

get the bottle with my hand as he says, “Buenos días.” He smiles

while looking at me and then disappears from my eyesight.




  This is my first memory of life with my dad, whom I loved

so much. I always felt safe with him. I must have been a baby

since I was in my crib and could not stand up.




  He is the reason I trusted men and never thought anything

bad could come from them, because I expected all men to be

like him.




  There are many memories of my first years. They come to

mind like flashes, always the same, always surrounded by family

starting in Maracaibo.




  Maracaibo is the oil region in Venezuela.




  Maracuchos are proud people. We are called “regionalists,”

people that like and defend their region.




  The country is named for the houses or palafitos in the

nation’s biggest lake, Lago de Maracaibo, which is the oldest

lake on earth. The palafitos are in the water. When Américo

Vespucio saw them, he called us “Little Venice.” That is why my

country’s name is Venezuela… Little Venice.




  Maracaibo is flat and of course is hot all year around, much

like Houston in the summer time. My mother used to look

through the window in the morning while having breakfast and

say, “Today is going to be hot.” Like there was any difference.

What she meant was “hotter.” She said that whenever the trees

did not move at all, that meant there was no breeze, a hotterthan-

usual day. For her that was a killer. She is from Altamira,

Barinas, an Andean town located where the Cordillera Andina

starts. The Cordillera Andina is the longest mountain chain in

the world and extends all the way down to Argentina, across

Colombia, Ecuador, Bolivia, Peru and Chile.




  Back then, school was all day. We went in the morning,

came back home for lunch, then returned for the rest of the day.




  Our favorite was when Mom could not pick us up for lunch

and uncle David, my father’s older brother who never got married

and had no kids, was sent to get us.




  The instructions from my mother were the same every time:

“David, please no ice cream before getting home. Remember,

they will not eat their lunch.”




  But as a rule, as soon as we got in his car: “Ice cream, kids?”




  It was paradise. My uncle David always had little wooden

spoons in his pocket, because ice cream for him only tasted

good with them.




  “David, again? Really? They are not going to eat lunch,”

my mother said as soon as she found out we did indeed have

ice cream. It was impossible to hide.




  “But I am hungry. I will eat,” he used to say.




  I was the smallest of the “yours, mine and ours” pack. My

parents were divorced and remarried, each bringing children

from the previous marriage, and then having my sister and me.

At that time, we were as modern as can be, for not too many

people were divorced and remarried then. That was the modern

family of today. We were the Brady Bunch before they ever existed!




  I felt like I was living among giants, all of these grown people

around, surrounding me. My older sister (from my mother)

and the boys (one from my mother and the rest from my dad)

were teenagers. My house was always full with family, friends

and their friends. And they all wanted to hug me and hold me

and carry me.




  I imagine I must have been cute and irresistible… hahahaha!

They all wanted my kisses.


  I kissed and kissed until I got tired, then I would say, “That

is it, no more kisses. I ran out.”




  “You must have more,” they would say.




  “I have to make them.”




  “Well, go make them.”




  And I went and made more kisses.




  The table was the best in our house, especially for dinnertime.

At lunchtime it was fast; everybody had to get back to school

and Dad to work. However, we all managed to squeeze in a nap.

That was the time life was relaxed and beautiful.




  But dinnertime was so much fun! The table was full with all

the kids and my parents. My mother only allowed us to have a

soda at lunchtime and only one, but not for dinner. For dinner,

she would make a nutritious drink. That could be chicha, avena

(made with oats) Toddy, milk or a fruit shake.




  The problem was when the drink was a favorite one! Ah…

Chicha! Venezuela’s rice drink. Or… Toddy!




  The pitcher was full in the middle of the table. The boys

looked at it like beasts watching their prey. Laura, my older

sister, so beautiful, skinny, elegant, and the two little girls could

not care less about it.




  The boys wanted to drink the whole pitcher.




  “I will serve everybody,” Perucho said.




  “No. I will do it,” David insisted.




  “Whoever said first that is the one that is serving!” my

mother said.




  Perucho started to pour in every glass, just about half way

full, but when he got to his, he almost spilled it over the top.




  “That is such bad manners,” Mom said. “You don’t do that.

I will not allow that at this table. You serve up to two fingers

from the top.”




  They were always the smart ones.




  One night it was time for chicha. I could see the boys’ faces;

they were almost jumping at the pitcher.




  “Perucho, remember we were told two fingers from the top.”




  As David started to serve, Perucho said: “Let’s measure

with my fingers!”




  My dear and beautiful brother has the fattest fingers in the

world. Nobody was complaining, but when it was time for his

glass to be filled, he chose the fingers of my sister, María Eugenia,

to measure his glass. She has the thinnest fingers of all of us.

We were crying of laughter!




  “Perucho, voz si soz vivo!” David said. (“Perucho, you are

a smart ass”).




  Those were our fights!




  We grew up with the Americans that lived at the oil camps.

That was fun for my brothers; they always went to the camps

to meet girls.




  In my house, my siblings’ friends came to dance, play board

games, talk and laugh. Just as it was years later when we, the two

little ones, were teenagers, our house was a clubhouse always full

of people. My father preferred to have an “open house” where

everybody was at home and he knew what we were doing to

not knowing where we were. He was a fun-loving dad that all

of our friends loved and he was proud of the “Montiel Club,”

which is what our friends called our home.




  I was so little that I used to walk between my father’s legs

every morning on our way to breakfast. I do not know how he

managed to walk and not fall, but he did. It was one of the things

I hated about growing up, not being able to do that anymore. I

could not fit within his legs.




  My older sister wore some fun stuff in the ‘70s! The day

she graduated from high school everybody that arrived at her

party was greeted with a shower from a bucket of water. My

God! I have never seen women so mad! The boys, as usual,

did not care.




  Fake eyelashes were on their cheeks and partial wigs were

falling off. I used to look up to my sister. I was five years old

when she graduated from high school. She went off to college

and moved to Caracas. A hole was in my heart; I missed her so.




  She used to fool people, telling them the youngest two of

us were her daughters. That lasted for many years. Not anymore!

She loved to see the expression on people’s faces when she said

with her baby face that she had a daughter.




  She was full of energy. I will never forget the day man landed

on the moon because of her. She ran all around the house excited,

screaming, “Come, come see it!”… “Man on the moon, man

on the moon!”




  She gathered everybody around the TV set to watch the

first steps on the moon. I ran too and watched, but was too little

to understand what was going on. I was then four and a half

years old. Later in my life I understood. I had watched history in

the making. While too little to appreciate what was happening

at the time, it has become one of my most valuable memories.




  In 1994, as an anchorwoman for Telemundo, I was invited

to the dinner celebration for the 25th anniversary of the day man

first walked on the moon at the Astrodome in Houston. There,

I met astronaut Neil Armstrong! My past became present, and

I landed on the moon the moment we shook hands.




  Without knowing, I have always been walking in many of

mankind’s first steps.




  CHAPTER 3




  




  Divorce and Plane




  My daughter told me to be careful with my lawyer.

I asked her which one because I had a lawyer for every

possible specialty. She said my criminal attorney was a friend

of her dad’s criminal lawyer.




  “Baby, they are all friends,” I told her. “They all know each

other. They work together in those courts.”




  “This is different, Mami,” she replied.




  Alejandro had hired an attorney known for representing

serial killers, murderers and psychopaths, many of them well

known in the community, and saving them based on technicalities.

However, it was his female associate who handled Alejandro’s

case for him, the same woman that year and a half before had

told me to get out of that relationship. Is not that a conflict of

interest? She should have not been able to represent Alejandro

and actively help him destroy his wife. But nobody cared.




  What my daughter saw or heard I do not know. But time

will prove that something wrong happened. This warning and

my suspicion later saved me.




  Alejandro had moved to the Four Seasons Hotel when the

court ordered him out of the house. Alexandra said his female

attorney came there to talk to her. What else Alexandra saw

or heard during that time, she never told me. But her warning

stayed ever present with me.




  In reality, these attorneys should not have represented

Alejandro, because they represented both of us before. I was

so scared and confused I did not realize it at the time. But my

lawyers should have. I told them about it. They should have

tried to get his legal team disqualified.




  As time passed and I healed, I not only saw things clearer,

but also realized how all these attorneys took advantage of me.




  I am brushing my hair while looking at the mirror. I am

finally able to see myself in it. I am tall enough now. My very

excited sister María Eugenia came running to get me because

the New Year is almost here. My family is in the living room,

Mom, Dad, siblings, aunts, uncles and cousins. I know them;

they are all familiar to me. I did not know what they are talking

about, but suddenly everyone starts hugging and kissing each

other Happy New Year. They are eating grapes so fast. I do not

understand how they can manage to kiss, hug, eat and drink

champagne all at the same time. But this is who we are!




  I am suddenly awakened from my daydream when I heard

that my lawyer was ready for me. But he wanted to see my daughter

first.




  My lawyers want to talk to my second child because she

was the only one of my children on that flight when the incident

occurred. Kamee is still wearing her school uniform, which

makes her legs look ever so long. I had picked her up at school

and headed downtown to my lawyers’ office. She does not like

to miss school, not even for ten minutes, so I arranged this

meeting for after school. I kept waiting outside.




  My mind lately often goes back to the beautiful years of

my childhood and teenage time. Suddenly, I remember the day

Alberto gave me a ride on his motorcycle.




  Caracas is a valley, so beautiful and green with mountains

everywhere. The day was clear and blue, a perfect day for a

motorcycle ride. There I am holding Alberto’s waist and feeling

free, enjoying the view while we were going up the mountain

to my house when suddenly I see my dad’s car coming down.




  “No! My dad!”




  “So what?” Alberto asks.




  “He forbids all of us to ride motorcycles.”




  “Well, he is leaving.”




  “But he saw me and tonight I will hear about it. I am in so

much trouble!”




  As soon as we stopped in front of my house, my dad was

right behind us.




  We could hear his car running. I was petrified. Should I get

off? My father is already walking up to us.




  “Alberto, I would much appreciate it if you do not get my

daughter on a motorcycle. They are very dangerous.”




  My dad looked serious and worried. He meant what he said.




  We were pale and scared, but Alberto managed to say yes

to my father.




  “Mami, you can go in now!” Kamee said.




  This woke me up from the half dream I was having.




  “Well, Carmen, her story is just like yours. This is good,”

my attorney said.




  The judge had forbidden me to talk about the case with

potential witnesses, so, I did not know what my daughter was

going to say. At the time it happened, we never talked about

it. She was mad at her dad as I was and had the same reaction

toward him that I had. That is why I never wondered about it.

But once I was charged, I started to wonder about the conversation

we never had.




  “It is the exact same story,” he continued. “Your husband

kept on calling the flight attendant for no reason.”




  The trial was set for October. However, they informed me

it would be moved, which was good because we needed more

time to investigate.




  “It will be moved to January, which is also good, because

guess what? The prosecutor is retiring and this case will be

assigned to another. Nobody loves his children more than their

own parents. This case is becoming a foster child case.”




  “What do you mean?”




  “People do not like to inherit cases,” he replied. “Especially

this one when the consensus in the Federal Building is that if

your husband gave you his shoulder, none of this ever would

have happened. Plus, the prosecutor that is taking the case is

my friend. I saw him at the grocery store the other day, and he

told me to talk to him after the first of the year. He sounded

not at all happy about this case.”




  I was starting to realize how important whom you hire was

in this process. It was all about who you know. It was all about

negotiations. However, this could also backfire. Lawyers even

negotiate among themselves and owe each other favors.




  “I have been doing my research and we need to request

the flight log and the black box,” I told my attorney. “This is

important for the case. Plus, I think we also need the manual

for the airline’s personnel. The flight attendant must have broken

all the rules that night.”




  “All of that has been ordered,” he said. “Now we will have

more time to get it. My investigator has already spoken with the

female police officer and will do more interviews. Now, Carmen,

you know that comes at an extra charge! But I guess all of this

will be solved in the temporary orders hearing.”




  Another one of my attorneys asked: “What is it that you

were fighting for on the airplane—peanuts?”




  “Who did you hear that from?” I asked.




  Alejandro was the one who was fighting for peanuts. But

no one heard that. He wanted my peanuts, and I told him to

eat his food. That was it! This happened a lot of times before

the incident.




  No one heard this. Unless they were talking with Alejandro.

Were they?




  In the meantime, we were getting ready to go to the temporary

orders hearing where they set the spousal support and

child support payments that Alejandro has to make while the

divorce is pending, along with who pays what within the estate.

There are credit cards, mortgages, loans, etc.




  My legal team is expecting that Alejandro’s lawyers are going

to play hard ball on the plane situation and they do not want me

testifying under oath about this issue before trial. As a matter

of fact, according to the research I had been doing, it is always

recommended that the person accused not testify. One friend

told me, “If you talk, you don’t walk!” That reminded me of

OJ Simpson’s famous trial for his wife’s murder, when he did

not testify.




  Everything in my life was so scary now. I pray every day!

God, why? Why did you allow this to happen? If I had never

come to this country, this never would have happened. I wished

to be back home, in my home country! Until one day while

praying a thought came to my mind: “If you were in Venezuela,

you would be dead.”




  Oh My God! That is true. In Venezuela, the situation had

gotten so bad that over 25,000 people a year are killed in robberies

that go unsolved. People are so desperate for money; they sell

themselves for very little as long as they can feed their families.

It would have been so easy for my husband to have me killed

as another victim of crime in Venezuela, just another statistic.




  A few months later, Mónica Spears, Miss Venezuela 2004,

was killed just like that in a robbery with her daughter and her

ex-husband. Her infant daughter survived the assault.




  When I heard the news, it was not only heartbreaking, but

also a close call for me.




  The emotional outpouring and protesting in my country

were enormous. People were asking for violence and crime to

stop in Venezuela. But all I kept thinking was: “It could have

been me first!”




  A day before the hearing, we all met at my family lawyers’

office. They had been working on who to get as witnesses for

the hearing. The first thing I asked was whether they had talked

with the female police officer who was in the back of the airplane

when the whole thing happened. When I was taken back, she

offered to help. My lawyers’ investigator interviewed her before

the indictment, when she reported what happened exactly as

my daughter and I had said.




  “Carmen, she changed her story! What she’s telling us now

has nothing to do with what our investigator’s report says.”




  “God! How can people lie and destroy someone’s life? But

the investigator has a recording of the conversation; we will get

her lying under oath.”




  “We better not use her,” my lawyer said.




  “Why not? We have evidence and a recording of what she

originally said.”




  It was as if I was talking to the wall about very good evidence

my own lawyer was dismissing. Incredible! That was not good.

Apparently in family court, people can lie and create evidence.

Anything plays there.




  While we were there, Alejandro’s lawyers withdrew the

motion to take over the house and my children. I was thankful

that I did not need my friends to help me with that after all.

The friends I had asked had refused to testify in my favor—my

friends who knew the whole story, who knew I was both mother

and father to my children, who themselves said, “He is not the

Father of the Year. He never has been.” But I was tainted now

and they wanted nothing to do with me.




  We went to court and the female police officer was there

with the prosecutor. My family lawyer said it was Alejandro who

subpoenaed her. Years later, Alejandro said it was my lawyer. What

I learned at this time of my life was that no one was telling the

truth. I learned to never trust anybody. That feeling started once

I realized my husband had been lying to me for years, and now

in the courts with all the lawyers and judges, I confirmed that I

was better off not trusting anybody.




  Through the morning, my family lawyer scared me with the

plane thing: “Carmen, people are gathering outside. It must be

everybody from the plane.”




  I felt this was good, so they could tell the court that they

heard and saw nothing. They could tell the truth. The truth

is: nothing happened and the other passengers were mad that

this incident stopped their flight. In time, I learned that it was

related to bad weather in Bogota.




  Once again in my life, I was in the hands of a bully… my

family lawyer. He negotiated for me the worst temporary orders

in history. He should have known that Alejandro was not only

going to destroy my credit, but also let every service be disconnected

under this agreement. For the first time in my life, I lost

control of all my finances, which were given to Alejandro, who

had never written a check.




  My family lawyer had negotiated the same type of agreement

for another famous person in town, the wife of the late

hand doctor and my former neighbor.




  I was given the standard Texas child support of $2,500 a

month for two kids, when Alejandro makes over a million dollars

a year. He claimed my oldest daughter and $2,500 for my

support. After working for him for almost twenty years, he fired

me two days after he was kicked out of the house by the court.




  Alejandro had to pay all utility bills, mortgages and charge

cards. The charge cards were all in my name. He failed to pay

all the bills as ordered, my credit was ruined within months,

and all the charge cards were lost. I had no means to access

money. I could not afford the maid that I needed to help

me take care of my children. I was spending a lot of time in

court with my lawyers, plus we had a house of over 18,000

square feet with terraces, patio and pool space that needed

to be cared for.




  However, my attorney walked out of court acting like he

got the deal of the year, while Alejandro was high fiving his

lawyers outside. This was my lawyers’ second failure. The first

was when they withdrew the protective order that the judge

granted me on July 23, 2013.




  I had hired supposedly the best attorney in town. However,

he brought another lawyer into the case because he and the

judge assigned to hear my case hated each other. My attorney

needed to take a step back, so his presence would not negatively

affect the outcome of the case. The second attorney had left on

vacation when we had to go to the protective order hearing on

August 6 in another court, the domestic violence court. This

was a big ace in our hand because it was going on Alejandro’s

record and would give us the upper hand. However, my attorney

withdrew the protective order a day before the hearing without

my authorization or a signed agreement. He said the deal he

negotiated was much better than any granted in court.




  However, he agreed to let Alejandro in the house the day

we were supposed to be in court in order for him to pack his

possessions—something he did not do when the court ordered

him to leave. By my maid’s account, he only packed enough for

two weeks because he said: “She is just mad; she will get over

this in two weeks maximum. I am coming back.”




  Once the pressure from the protective order was gone,

Alejandro felt secure that he was back on top of the situation.




  He came home with the Suburban. He had crashed his

Mercedes CL63 Turbo driving while drunk, but of course paid

off or reached an agreement with the other person not to call the

police. Later, he ended up in a punching fight with the owner

of the Ferrari since insurance did not cover the car’s full repair

because the insurance had already paid a total loss for his car

in January 2013, for another drunk driving accident by himself.

Alejandro showed up with two of his employees from the

office with each driving a pickup truck. They came to ransack

the house. What Alejandro was not counting on was that my

lawyers had put a 6’5” tall bodyguard inside the house.




  Alejandro came in all confident, but stopped and went pale

once he saw the bodyguard. Obviously, his plan changed when

he saw that I was protected.




  “Good afternoon, sir,” the bodyguard said.




  “Good afternoon, Carmen María Montiel,” Alejandro said

without a word to the bodyguard, like calling me by my unmarried

name was a way to hurt me.




  In fact, I was looking forward to gaining my name back. I

had asked for it in the divorce lawsuit.




  He went straight to the study to get papers. The bodyguard

advised him: “Sir, you are here to pack your clothes. That is it.”




  Alejandro’s face told it all. He was not accustomed for anybody

to tell him what to do. He always does as he pleases.




  He went to where I put the mail.




  “Sir, again, you cannot take anything but your clothes.”




  Once again, he was furious this was happening in front of his

employees. I can only imagine how he planned this with them…

and now he has been humiliated in front of them. The Boss!




  His employees looked at him like they were waiting for an

order. It was not possible that he brought his office employees

to pack his underwear. Alejandro was agitated and furious. He

was perspiring and very pale. His Middle Eastern coloring had

disappeared from his face.




  “I only have two hours. How can I pack in such a short time?”




  “That is why, sir, you should not waste time on things you

cannot take, and pack your clothes,” the bodyguard said.




  I walked out of the room and advised the guard I had outside

the house ever since Alejandro left not to let anybody put

anything in those three vehicles that I had not approved first.




  Alejandro had never packed before. He asked for luggage.

I sent his secretary to get the bags in the attic. He packed his

underwear and socks with his secretary and billing specialist.

When he went downstairs, so did I. His billing specialist said

he needed the computer.




  “Sir, please do not address her,” the bodyguard said. “You

are here to get the doctor’s clothes and that is it.”




  Alejandro left in less than an hour without most of his

clothes still. It is obvious he came for something else and, once

he could not get it, he left angry.




  This irresponsible move from my lawyers messed up the

temporary injunction orders that freeze all the financials. Every

time I left town, Alejandro broke into the house with the

excuse that he did not have all of his things. It took a court

order in his criminal case for assault charges to stop that in

January 2014.




  Alejandro had a falling out with his first lawyer, the one

during my deposition who paid a lot of attention when I started

talking about the physical abuse. He changed from being relaxed,

lying back in the chair, to an upright position. He believed me!




  Months later, a friend of mine interviewed this lawyer for

her divorce. She was married to another Middle Eastern man,

and he told her: “I know the ways of these men.”




  The attorney in charge of Alejandro’s divorce case filed a

motion to postpone the divorce trial from January to March,

and another to move it from March to later in the year. After

taking all the money I had, my family lawyer fired me, forcing

me to find a lawyer in an emergency move. I hired an African

American woman. I liked the idea of getting someone who was

not part of the “Good All Boys Club,” a wild card.




  I did not know at the time the game that was played in

family court. As soon as Alejandro’s attorney knew about my

change of lawyers, he did not want to move the trial further out.

He was blocking his own motion. He called my new lawyer and

tried to sweet talk her into a bad, I mean really bad, settlement.

Her answer was: “Give me the discovery and we settle.”




  By the time I got a new attorney, I had already hired a

forensic accountant to look into Alejandro’s financials after the

separation. Because of Alejandro’s extreme mishandling of his

financials, she got suspicious and referred me to a bank investigator

that could find any bank account Alejandro had by himself

or with any entity. And bingo! We found several.




  Since they did not want to move forward with the trial

date change, my lawyer agreed to go to mediation. I was mad,

because how can you have a real mediation when we are missing

so many parts of this puzzle? But we went.




  On the day of the mediation, it was the women against

the men. Alejandro, his lawyer and the mediator were all men.

The mediator was from Cuba, or at least his parents were. He

came and told me that Alejandro was talking about all of my

supposed issues.




  “Really?” I said. “Has he mentioned his? Because he has

assault charges, anger management therapy, double identity in

Venezuela and more. We can sit here all day and talk about it,

along with prostitutes or dead patients, for example.”




  “No,” he said. “But I told him that you do not do what he

did. Getting his wife in trouble. You don’t call the police on

your wife. I can see the picture.”




  I do not know if he meant it or it was a way to make me

believe he was on my side. The day came and went. At around

6 p.m. or later, the mediator came with a settlement proposal.

Of course, when we were all tired!




  I could not believe what I was reading! At what point had

Alejandro decided I was an idiot, dumb and stupid? I was the one

who ran all of our business in the office and for us personally, and

suddenly he thought I was going to fall for a trick.




  The mediator presented me with an offer in which Alejandro

was to keep 100% of his medical practice and our commercial

building, which was way over 50% of our estate. From the rest,

I was to get 60%, about 20% of our estate in reality for me.




  “I know my math,” I said. “Why am I going to get 20%

when the law gives me 50%?”




  However, I wanted to end it and asked the mediator if I

could make changes to it. As I started to work on my changes,

the mediator came back and said Alejandro had left!




  Alejandro always cheated people out of money. Why was I

expecting any difference? He cheated a woman that invested in

Sleep Labs out of over $200,000 when they got together to do

sleep studies in Dallas. She did not have the license. Alejandro

flew there every Thursday and read the studies, and our office

did the billing. When she wanted to end the deal, he never paid

her what he owed her.




  The same thing happened when we took back the billing

from a vendor to which we owed money. Alejandro never paid it.

It always amazed me how none of them ever sued him—maybe

because it was going to be dirty for both. Alejandro walked away

with a lot of money that belonged to other people. His excuse:

I am tired of people taking advantage of me!




  So, we went to court on March 28, 2014, for the final trial

for divorce. We walked into the courtroom and the associate

judge was there, the same one that allowed my children to keep

having visitation with Alejandro after all the testimony and the

one accused of campaign fraud. I knew Alejandro had something

to do with this since she was always going in his favor.




  After my lawyers showed proof of why we needed more

time, the associate judge ruled we were to be divorced that day.

Alejandro high fived his lawyers. I had no idea what they were

planning, but it must have been something where I was ending

up very badly. Alejandro wanted me to be broken and penniless

in jail or prison if possible.




  We were supposed to be back in court at 1:30 p.m. I cried!

What was going to happen to me? I went to the cathedral and

prayed at lunchtime.




  When we got back, the sitting judge was there, not the

associate judge. She reviewed the evidence, including inventories

where Alejandro had changed the numbers in the millions of

dollars and bank accounts not put in any discovery.




  “Millions are added and subtracted. What is this?” the

judge said.




  The judge ruled to delay the trial and Alejandro stormed

out the courtroom, insulting my lawyer, his lawyer and me. He

also accused me of opening his bank accounts. Like I am some

kind of idiot opening bank accounts to hide money and hiring

an investigator to find them, then turning them over to the court.




  That victory gave my lawyers an opportunity to file a motion

for a change of temporary orders to increase my support. Twice

we went to court and expended two full days in cross-examination,

but the judge did not rule. She was retiring and it looked

as if she did not want to mess with it, or she was bought out?

By whom?




  Two years later, Alejandro said his friend, the car salesman

nobody liked, introduced him to a judge that helped him. Was

that for the hearing about the drugs or the spousal support?

Was that real or did he just not want to say he paid for it? Four

years later, in an interview, he said he had dinner with a judge

and that same judge connected him with my family lawyer.




  After two hearings about the change of spousal support that

ended with no decision, his lawyer fired Alejandro. Like me, he

was looking for a lawyer at the last minute and got a man with

no scruples in the summer of 2014.




  With the new lawyer, Alejandro did not show up in court

ever, and it was impossible to enforce anything on him. He

should have been thrown in jail many times. But what happened

with the system? Well… the law only applies to poor men. Rich

people, doctors, lawyers, CEOs, etc., have a different set of rules

that no one knows. They are the breadwinners of the family

and are treated differently by the court even if it means leaving

their families starving.




  By summer 2014 I had a third lawyer. The situation with

Alejandro and his new attorney got worse. He was not paying

anything. My credit was ruined and I had no money. It was so bad

that my lawyers decided to request a receiver, which was granted.

But the judge changed our choice from an unknown receiver to

one that worked at the same building where Alejandro’s lawyer

had an office.




  The idea was to freeze Alejandro’s business account and

make sure the children and I got paid.




  Along with this battle, I was scheduled to go to trial in

federal court every three months. And every three months, the

trial was rescheduled. I did not meet with my criminal lawyers

more often than every three months when the trial was close

and we had to go to court. There was always an excuse from the

prosecutor or my lawyer to move the trial.




  Every three months I asked about the flight log, flight attendant

manual and everything else. The answer was always the

same: It is coming.




  Time passed and the case was not getting dropped. I learned

that Alejandro’s female criminal attorney was at the Federal

Building often, making sure this case did not go away.




  In January 2014, I had my first court appearance with the

new prosecutor. Of course, he requested to move the trial again.

I appeared in court with my lawyer and the new prosecutor did

not show up. Another prosecutor took his place while the first

one was in another trial. This prosecutor was inclined to drop

the case, but he did not prosecute it at the end. One more of

those last-minute things that makes you wonder.




  After the hearing, the three of us—the prosecutor, my lawyer

and I—waited for the elevator when the prosecutor asked my

attorney: “So, has this been the H. prosecutor’s case all along?”




  “No,” he replied. “It was the D. prosecutor’s case.”




  His face showed disapproval and he added: “So, D. did

this? Unbelievable!”




  I could feel this seemed to be the sentiment in that Federal

Building. My attorney said the new prosecutor was not interested

in this silly case either; after all, he was dealing with bank

robbers. That was his specialty.




  By October 2014, over a year after the indictment, I was

not feeling confident about my case. And my daughter’s words

kept ringing in my mind: “Be careful, Mommy. He is a close

friend with Dad’s lawyers.”




  It felt as if my lawyer had lost interest in the case. At first, he

was all pumped up and ready to go with ideas of what to do, how

to do my defense, who should be interviewed, and what needed

to be requested. But now he looked as if he was not interested.

He had no more ideas, and I felt he was just going with the flow.

And all documents requested never arrived at his office. That was

the most uncomfortable point for me. It felt as if he was ready to

let me go, as if I was being presented as a sacrificial prey.




  Around that time, I met this incredibly beautiful young

Houston native. She is someone who knows everybody in town.

We were talking about mishaps in life. Suddenly I felt comfortable

enough to tell her what was happening to me.




  After I finished my story, she acted very normal (to my

surprise) and asked who my lawyer was. When I told her, she

said: “Oh, no, no, no. You need to change your lawyer. After his

daughter died, he is just not interested.”




  That is something I hated to hear. That meant more money,

a lot more? Is it really necessary? But a voice inside of me was

telling me that not only was it necessary. It was imperative.




  It was now September and even though I was supposed

to go to trial in October, I had already been informed that was

not going to happen.




  CHAPTER 4




  




  The Road Back to God




  Everything I did, whether good or bad, my husband always

used against me. I did not realize how much it irritated me. But

it did!




  I am a practicing Catholic and that, too, was cause for his

demeaning comments: “Te la pasas dándote golpes de pecho, pero

no haces nada” (All you do is beat your chest with your fist).

Now look at me. I am really a good man. I am a doctor. I save

lives and take care of people every day.”




  Whenever he accompanied me to Mass with the children,

which he only did if we had one of those abusive fights, he

walked out making fun of me, even during the service.




  So, the normal happened: I limited my attendance and distanced

myself from the church. I went to Mass only on some

Sundays just to keep my children within the faith. However, he

made fun of it in front of the children.




  Alejandro was transformed toward the end of the marriage.

I hardly recognized him. He was talking nonsense. He would

engage in conversations for a full hour or more, saying things

like: “I have killed many people in my previous lives.” Or, “In

my next life, I will be an enlightened because I have gone up the

whole ladder of progression. I have reached the maximum level.”




  Alejandro lost respect for the family and for me. For a while,

he was careful to make sure no one knew about his cheating,

but I know he really did not care. Eventually, he openly made

comments even in front of the children having to do with sex

and women. He would talk publicly about the women he had

sex with, embarrassing me in front of everybody.




  He would say over and over that he had sex with an actress

from Venezuela, but his real fascination was going through my

magazines from my famous past in Venezuela. As he went through

the pages, he would say, “I did this one and this one, ah! Also,

this one…” right in front of me and everybody else.
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