

		

			[image: Cover of In Other Hands (Revised Edition) by George Thomas Clark]

		




		


		

			In Other Hands


			Revised Edition


			George Thomas Clark


		




		


		

			Published by GeorgeThomasClark.com


			All rights reserved.


			No part of this book may be


			reproduced without permission


			in writing from the publisher.


			Copyright 2018 by George Thomas Clark


			GeorgeThomasClark.com


			Bakersfield, California


			webmaster@GeorgeThomasClark.com


		




		


		

			Books by
George Thomas Clark


			They Make Movies


			Paint it Blue


			Hitler Here


			The Bold Investor


			Basketball and Football


			Down Goes Trump


			King Donald


			Death in the Ring


			Echoes from Saddam Hussein


			Obama on Edge


			Tales of Romance


			In Other Hands: Revised Edition


		




		

			


			Introduction


			In search of stimulating stories, I interviewed prostitutes in Madrid, Mexico City, Havana, and Managua and on many boulevards in the United States, and talked to detectives and rode the rough roads of social workers who deal with human trafficking, which is contemporary slavery, and sometimes used several lives to create stories, and everywhere I ventured I witnessed struggles of those whose lives are bound In Other Hands.


			This revised edition includes Where Will We Sleep, which is also available in a separate edition, including an audio format.
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In the USA


		




		

			
Escape from Bondage


			I was born in Ridgecrest, out in the desert two hours from Bakersfield. There’s a lot of meth there and not much to do. My mom smoked and snorted it and was using all the time when I was a child but careful not to let me see her. I loved her but was hungry for attention. She and her live-in boyfriend were always in their bedroom. Neither one of them was working. They were typical tweakers, dealing meth, and would steal from anyone, even a child. Her boyfriend used to beat me with his belt, burn me with cigarettes, and call me fat. We didn’t have the best diet. I remember eating noodles and garlic almost every day.


			When I was seven-years old my mom got pregnant. My sister was born early and had to stay in the hospital five weeks. Child Protective Services showed up at my mom’s and told me we were going to lunch, but they took me into custody and soon my little sister, too. Then we lived with a nice Baptist family but they wouldn’t let me see my mom if I cried. My mom got clean and got us back a few months later, but she stayed with her boyfriend, my sister’s dad, until I was ten. He was horrible, throwing glasses and cups all the time. And he started licking my face and forehead and made me sick with his nasty speed breath.


			When my mom kicked her boyfriend out, her sister’s husband, my uncle, started spending more time with us. He was a meth addict. He shot it, and he’d slap my butt and touch me in private areas and make nasty comments. I was scared. He beat my aunt so bad she’s legally blind and deaf. Finally, when I was twelve, I got the courage to speak out and say, “Hey, Uncle Mike’s been touching me.” My mom called the police. They asked me to tell my story many times. I was always consistent, and my uncle went to prison for three years.


			I started using meth when I was eleven. I was in a drug house and it was natural to just start snorting, three or four days a week. I’d go to school loaded. I didn’t care. I had a lot of anger. I’d punch myself. I couldn’t study. I’d ditch school and go smoke cigarettes and weed and drink alcohol and take more meth. Sometimes I could go a month or two without using but I always started again. In sixth grade I stopped going to school. By the time I was fifteen, I was a full-blown meth addict, shooting it as well as snorting and smoking. I liked it. My whole body felt high like my sternum was being pulled up and I was floating, super high. I felt invincible. The crashes were really bad. My whole body hurt when I wasn’t high. I got so I picked at myself, my face, everywhere. I had a lot of cuts and scabs. It was a crazy life. I was hanging out with addicts in their thirties and forties. We sold drugs to make money.


			Around this time I met a guy who became my boyfriend. We married when I was nineteen. We were both shooting meth and beating hell out of each other. The cops came so many times they stopped coming. My husband and I still loved each other. He came from a bad family and had been in and out of prison a lot for drug-related crimes. I found out I was pregnant ten weeks in and stopped using drugs. We had our daughter, Autumn, when I was twenty. After that I started sleeping with guys for drugs and money. Everything was crazy at home. The last time my husband beat me he almost ripped my ear off, and I had him jailed.


			I was twenty-three and felt dead, with a puny little soul. I asked my mom to keep Autumn so I could leave town with a guy. He was twenty-one years older and sold meth but I didn’t think about that. He painted a façade. I thought, “I won’t have to fight this one.” We got a ride from Ridgecrest to Bakersfield and took a bus to Reno. In Sacramento, he left my suitcase on the bus. Two hours after we got to Reno, he said, “If you want to eat, and sleep inside, you’ve got to earn some money.”


			It was winter and really cold in the mountains. The first two nights we slept outside. He told me, “Why give it away when you can get paid for it?” I felt it was okay, even when he said, “You’ve got to take care of us.”


			We fought all the time. Sometimes I’d hit him – I’m pretty big and can take quite a few guys – but he was very big and I did what he said. I’d go to truck stops and say to the drivers, “Hi, you want to buy some condoms? You want to party?” I’d get forty to sixty dollars for a quickie in their trucks. I was pretty friendly in casinos and met a man with rich friends. They’d take me to motels and I’d get a hundred fifty for fifteen minutes. My boyfriend was always watching and using his size to make sure he got paid. After four months of this, spinning out on alcohol and meth, I met a man who drove me to Portola, where I rested a few days, and then he took me to San Jose. He was a chemist and made meth at work and also bought it on the street.


			I then met a guy who was a real gangster. He’d done fifteen years in prison for murder. He sold crack and meth as well as girls. He had about twenty-five girls all over, San Jose, Vegas, Chicago, Texas. He never slept with his girls or used drugs. It was all business. We lived on the second floor of a fairly nice apartment in the hood in San Jose. My name became Cash. No one called me Janet. I was one of his bottom girls. I worked for him a long time. We were friends. He told me, “I’m not going to beat your ass because if you’re bruised I can’t sell you.” Sometimes he’d point his gun at my head and laugh. He also had hit men working for him.


			A lot of the johns were really weird. Some dressed as women and did a lot of other things I wouldn’t want to go into detail about. I wasn’t scared of nothing. My husband had beaten me up for years. I felt I had incredible strength. But my pimp never gave me any money. He got everything. He just gave me drugs and clothes and drove me everywhere. If he had business somewhere else, he’d drop me off at places where people watched me until he got back.


			One night in the apartment I felt like I was going to die. I didn’t have any ID. He’d taken that and everything else. He told me to clean my room. I knew he’d kill me if I tried to leave. He gave drugs to people in the apartments around us so they’d watch me and the other girls. That night – it was March tenth last year – something kicked in. I’d just taken a shower and put on a dress. My hair was still wet – it was bright pink – and I wasn’t wearing shoes. I opened the window and jumped from the second story. I was horrified and ran as fast as I could. In front of a church I saw a guy and started talking to him. My pimp kept calling over and over and over until my phone burned out. I had about thirty dollars from hiding five dollars here and there.


			I walked around with the guy I’d just met, and we got a sack of meth and shot it up. It’s twenty dollars a quarter gram if you don’t know the dealers, and twenty for two grams if you know them. I needed money and had a date scheduled with a man but couldn’t go there or my pimp would get me. I was tripping out on the guy I was with, and thinking about my pimp. I met another guy and stayed with him two days. He gave me a bicycle. I rode to downtown San Jose and went in a bathroom. When I came out, there’s my pimp. He’d been texting my photo all over town and someone had called him. He said, “Where’s my stuff, bitch?”


			I jumped on my bike. He chased me but I rode over some light rail tracks and got away, but I kept seeing my photo on phones everywhere. I stole food from a market because I hadn’t eaten in so long. A couple of days later I saw another hooker and she must’ve called my pimp. I was in front of a fast food restaurant when he saw me and said, “What the hell? You gotta make me some money.”


			I knew I was going to die. Guys like him will break all your bones and throw you where no one will ever find you. I couldn’t talk to my family and couldn’t see my kid. I was broken. Someone called him and he drove away. I cried out to God. I knew I’d had enough. I was in front of the Free Bird Café when an old man stopped and asked what was wrong. He must’ve been about eighty. He said, “Put your bike in my car.” He took me to his house, a very nice place, and paid me three hundred dollars for a date.


			I called the chemist in San Jose and took a bus to his house. I slept there a couple days straight, and he finally said, “I’m going to take you to Ridgecrest.”


			My mom’s got eighteen years clean. When she saw me she wouldn’t let me see my kid. I ran amok for about three days, using meth, alcohol, and weed. The police detained me for public intoxication. I think they didn’t arrest me because I admitted I was high. That was March seventeenth last year and the last time I’ve used. I’m proud to have one year clean. But for a few days I had to stay at a place near my mom’s house, and I could hear my daughter playing in the yard but couldn’t visit her. When I gave my mom a clean drug test, she let me see Autumn.


			On March twenty-eighth, when I’d been clean eleven days, we went to see the movie The Trafficked Life. My mom had heard of about it and a ministry run by Pastor Doug. He was there and so was the film’s director and some girls who’d worked on the streets. There was a panel discussion afterward, and my mom stood in the crowd and said, “My daughter’s being trafficked.”


			The pastor asked, “Are you ready to commit? Are you ready to change your life?”


			I had to stay eighteen days in a secure domestic violence facility in Ridgecrest before I qualified to go to the restoration ranch run by the ministry. I started there April eighteenth. It’s harder to change my life than stay in it but I’ve given myself to Christ. We have bible studies, AA meetings, and I’ve been taking college courses online. In June I’ll have my associate’s degree in Christian counseling. My grade point average is almost four-point-oh. Next, I plan to study the culinary arts. I love to cook. That’s my passion.


		




		

			
Pink Van on Union Avenue


			Sixty years ago Union Avenue was a small-town stretch of Highway 99 crowned by the yellow and blue Bakersfield sign and attracted vacationing stars such as Clark Gable, who stayed at the Bakersfield Inn, and working comedians like Johnny Carson, who reputedly bombed one night before rich cowboys and their brides in the club at Maison Jaussaud’s restaurant. The Bakersfield Inn is currently a mundane motel located elsewhere and the original site a partially-boarded place you’d better approach carefully. The restaurant where Carson and other notables performed is now called the Golden West Casino and no longer attracts celebrities. Those who live on the arid plain of Bakersfield, breathing the nation’s dirtiest air, either avoid Union Avenue or drive by ragged motels, darkened saloons, fast food joints, a cut-rate Food Maxx, used car lots, a dusty flea market, and businesses most don’t notice. From the north, near 19th Street and Aldo’s nightclub and a McDonald’s, to Ming Avenue in the south there runs a strip walked by desperate women, most of whom are being watched by the snake eyes of their owners, euphemistically called pimps.


			Tonight, I’m going to cruise Union with members of a ministry dedicated to helping women extricate themselves from the sex trade, which includes pornography and stripping as well as prostitution and sex trafficking. Before the journey, about forty people gather in the spacious northeast Bakersfield home of Pastor Doug. While this stocky and tattooed man stands on the patio next to the swimming pool, grilling hot dogs wrapped in bacon, I talk to a retired nurse who does volunteer work.


			“We have a women’s safe shelter in the mountains far from here,” she says. “Their pimps can’t find them there and they have a chance to recover. I often go up there to relieve the regular worker.”


			“Do you have a lot of activities for the women?”


			“Yes, they do chores, and we have bible studies, and they can take college courses either online or in class. Sometimes I take them out for girlie things, manicures, hairstyling, movies.”


			“I heard you say you’re sixty-eight. You look pretty good.”


			“That’s right,” she says. “Black don’t crack.”


			As I mingle I meet a retired teacher, a social worker, a sports columnist, an electrician, and others, and listen to several young women discussing their jobs and college studies. People serve themselves informally, and I regret I’ve just eaten and forgo the wiener but can’t resist a piece of chocolate cake for someone’s birthday. After dining, everyone receives three sheets of lyrics to religious songs led by the adept vocals and guitar playing of a young blond lady. A female reporter and her cameraman arrive from a local television station to add to footage they’ve been filming for weeks. It’s eighty-thirty now, two and a half hours after the party started, and Doug says, “Okay, let’s load up the sacks for the women.”


			“What’s in them?” I ask.


			Two ladies combine to answer: “Tampons, toothbrushes, toothpaste, noodles, shampoo, conditioner, Valentine’s candy, and other helpful items.”


			There are forty bags, twenty for each of the two vehicles slated to cruise tonight. I help load the ministry’s long pink van decorated on the side by an image of a scantily clad young woman.


			“Am I going in the van?” I ask Doug.


			“Yes. Those in the SUV will be going to motels to talk to the women there. If the doors are open, that means they’re open for business. We don’t knock on closed doors. Our most experienced people go to the motels. In the van we’ll talk to the women on the street.”


			Ten people climb into the pink van and disperse into four rows. On the way to Union Avenue, a few miles to the south, each person is called on to say a prayer. Perhaps sensing I’m not a religious scholar, Doug doesn’t ask me to speak. The prayers stop when we reach Union. A little south of 19th Street, Doug pulls over next to a woman walking north on the sidewalk.


			Patti, a young lady with long, curly red hair, from her front seat powers down the window and says, “Hi, can I offer you a gift?”


			


			“Yeah.”


			She hands the woman a sack and asks, “Can I offer you a prayer?”


			“Okay.”


			“What’s your name?”


			“Linda.”


			Patti holds the lady’s hand and says, “What would you like to pray about?”


			“I’m confused right now.” They pray and say goodbye.


			A young lady assigned to be the “scribe” types information into a small electronic tablet, and Doug, Patti, and others discuss whether this lady is being trafficked. They decide she is. Doug guides the van south and within two minutes turns right off Union and stops in the middle of the side street.


			“Hi, can I offer you a free gift?” Patti asks.


			The lady accepts the gift and the offer of prayer, and says, “My fiancé’s in jail. I pray for protection and the wisdom to not end up in jail.”


			“There’s her pimp,” Doug says, pointing to a man lurking in a dark spot twenty feet away.


			“That’s the only lady in the street I’ve ever seen with a boob job,” sounds a female voice. “She’s huge. I think she’s had a butt job as well.”


			Several passengers concur with these points of praise.


			The next lady we approach prays for a job to get her off the streets. Afterward, the verdict is she’s also being trafficked.


			“I’ve seen that guy around here a few times,” Doug says of a young motorist. “He just did a three-sixty (turn) in the parking lot of that motel. I’m going to follow him.”


			The car heads south on Union about a half mile before getting in the turn lane and making a U-turn, which Doug replicates, and heads north before turning right and moving into another motel. Passengers debate whether he’s renting two motels for his prostitutes or doing something else. The pink van next moves to a lady who accepts the package but declines the prayer.


			“I’m not a hooker,” she says.


			Nearby slithers a pimp.


			


			Shortly, Patti talks to another lady who walks away, saying, “No thanks. I’m not a whore.”


			Driving again, Doug says, “It’s Friday night on Union Avenue. They’re all working. Jesus.”


			“I hold their hand the whole time we’re talking and praying,” says Patti, who references some of her experiences on the street. I haven’t known about her history, and begin wondering about the five other young ladies in the van. “Did you also work like this?” I almost ask.


			Two of the ladies, perhaps sensing uncertainty, inquire, “How are you doing, Tom? You okay?”


			“I’m fine except I ate too much cake and cookies.”


			In a few minutes Doug guides the van beside a middle-aged lady in distress. She rambles about rushing to Idaho and then having to come back. I’m in the third row back and can’t hear everything. As we leave, one of the ladies says, “She’s broken.”


			Next we ease over and talk to a woman carrying something alternately flashing red, blue, and green. “What’s that?”


			“A speaker,” she says, caressing her advertising aid.


			Doug spots a lady he knows and pulls up to the locked wrought-iron gates of a fleabag motel.


			“You can’t park here,” she says.


			He drives around the corner and parks. Patti, a former police officer, and Doug take several bags, exit the vehicle, and walk toward the motel. I want to come but decide not to be a difficult guest. Several minutes later Doug excitedly returns and says, “Sheila lives in the same room where a prostitute shot me with heroin when I was twenty. We had a great reunion with several ladies in the parking lot, holding hands and praying. One was seventy years old. I’ve known her quite a while.”


			“What can a woman her age do out here?” I ask.


			“Some men like them old, others like pregnant women, fat women, cross-dressers, everything.”


			


			Shortly, Patti passes out the final bag to a lady who declines prayer. She doesn’t have time. Her pimp has appeared, growling and speaking unintelligibly.


			It’s about ten p.m., unofficial deadline for the pink van on Union Avenue, and we cruise up the hill to the northeast and disembark at Doug’s house for debriefing.


			I approach a man and softly ask, “Were all those girls in the van former hookers?”


			“No, only one.”


			Now, arrayed around the living room and adjacent dining room, everyone from both vehicles is asked for impressions. Doug, a dynamic fellow, orchestrates the event. This time, I’m called on, and say, “I’m impressed how nice the ladies are. They appreciate the attention and care. They just need to get rid of those pimps.”


		




		

			
The Trafficked Life


			Before interviewing the director, Michael, let’s introduce four people from his documentary film The Trafficked Life.


			Angelica – My mom was a junkie and told me to have sex with men to help her. I came home a hero with money. Then I fell in love with my pimp. He took me away from my mom. Once I started, I either had to continue working or die.


			Dana – My pimp told me don’t talk to people. He wanted to isolate me so it was easier to sell me for sex. Pimps and johns want young girls. I had to make a certain amount of money each night or I wouldn’t eat. I lived in a prison.


			Emily – Pimps are mentally and physically abusive. They forced me to have multiple sexual partners. They took me to hotels and houses, and sometimes a lot of people were waiting for me. I had to swallow my pride and become a sexual robot with no feelings


			Detective Dustin – Pimps treat young women as a commodity. They dress them up and post their photos online. Selling them is better than selling drugs because once they sell a drug it’s gone. A woman is a renewable resource. Just clean them up and they’re ready to go again.


			* * *


			Tom – When women are standing out on a street, like Union Avenue in Bakersfield, why don’t they just run away? Or why don’t they flag down a cop?


			Michael – Many women are afraid to flag down police because they’re not jailed until they have a certain amount of misdemeanors. Before that they’re just cited and released. Where are they going to go? Pimps have their driver’s licenses and cell phones. A lot of women don’t realize they’re being trafficked. The average starting age is twelve years old. Forty-six percent of those girls know their traffickers. They can be brothers, fathers, husbands.


			There’s also the Panopticon theory, like a circular jail where one guard can surveil all the prisoners and they don’t know if they’re being watched. That’s how it is on the streets. The women don’t know when their pimps are watching. So they often police themselves, and assume they’re being watched.


			T – I understand that not many pimps are arrested. That’s surprising since their criminal behavior seems obvious and very public.


			M – Pimps move around a lot. One to four days in a town and they’re gone. Bakersfield’s on the Interstate 5 corridor going from San Diego and Los Angeles over to San Francisco and back to I-5 to Portland, Seattle, and Vancouver. Highway 58 leads to Las Vegas, the capital of prostitution. Three of the ten worst trafficking cities in the country are in California – L.A., San Diego, and San Francisco.


			T – How old are pimps?


			M – Twenties and up. But there aren’t many old pimps.


			T – What races?


			M – Across the spectrum, like the girls.


			T – How many girls are most pimps managing or enslaving?


			M – It’s unusual for them to have only one girl, and it’s hard for one guy to manage more than ten.


			T – While you’re filming, have you ever had a confrontation with a pimp?


			M – I’ve never had a confrontation. Pimps are less violent than drug dealers. Many are called “Romeo pimps” and use charm to control the girls. There are also “gorilla pimps” who use force. Some guys like to scare or hurt women.


			T – How many times have you been out filming and researching on Union Avenue?


			M – Twenty or thirty.


			T – Are there any houses of prostitution in Bakersfield?


			M – Sure. But I don’t know where. That would be off the record, anyway. I imagine some business is done in a few fairly nice hotels around here.


			


			T – Most people don’t know much about human trafficking. It’s an unpleasant subject.


			M – There needs to be more awareness of this problem. I’ve ridden a bicycle eight hundred miles up and down the Central Valley to raise awareness of human trafficking. In Minnesota five Native American women were kidnapped and murdered as part of a human trafficking operation. Most people haven’t heard. This should be a national story and would be if the victims weren’t Native Americans.


			T – The Trafficked Life has already been shown at the Fox Theatre and the Maya Theaters as well as at CSU Bakersfield. How will your film be distributed?


			M – We’ll enter it in some film festivals. There’ll also be some digital options to buy or rent.


			T – What’s next?


			M – I’m working on another project. This time I’m going to give a lot of attention to the johns. Their money’s what drives prostitution and human trafficking.


		




		

			
Tips from a Pimp


			Don’t call me a bad guy. I try to help girls escape problems at home. You don’t have to take this, I tell them. You’re a beautiful young lady. Come with me. I’ll protect and love you. See how much better this is than anything you’ve ever had.


			I know how to take care of girls, usually two to six at a time. Unlike some guys, I’m careful not to overwork my girls. I don’t expect fourteen-year olds to have sex twenty to thirty times a day. Once I break them in they usually don’t have trouble with ten. Each time they bring me a hundred to three hundred bucks, and I guard the money so the girls don’t spend too much on drugs and get paranoid and try to run away. They do that, I have to spank them. But they understand.


			I’m the one who protects you from police who love snatching you off the streets, I say. Be careful or they’ll lock you up in juvenile hall and then send you straight back to the perverted home you came from. Don’t forget Kathi and Jill. They’re still in jail. You’ve only got three choices: hell, fire, or me. And I’ll always watch out for you.


			I watch as much as I can from safe places and, if possible, I holler when I see or sense trouble. Most of my girls run right back to me when they get out. If they’re still young and fresh, and I do mean both, I accept them. Otherwise, I sell them to some guy who’s got lower standards.


		




		

			
Pimp Online


			I stay out of nice areas where cops look for excuses to stop me. They don’t really need excuses, they just turn on the lights. When I want more business I drive around my part of town, looking for girls fifteen, sixteen, or so. If she’s hitchhiking, I’ve got a lead.


			“Hey, sweetheart, jump in.” I say. “Don’t worry. I’m your friend.”


			I often hear how her dad or stepdad or mother’s boyfriend is misbehaving, and her mother either doesn’t believe it or is too scared to do anything.


			“He tries that shit again, I’ll kick his ass,” I say. “Whatever it takes to protect you.”


			I go to motels where they don’t ask many questions. When business is good I keep two or three rooms and five or six girls, but there’s a lot of turnover, especially if a girl starts smoking too much coke and I have to whip her ass. With my newest girl, I always need to be alone and tell her how and then show her until she’s hot and I know she’s ready. I used to put them on the street near the motel. But girls standing on streets attract cops who too often convince them to say where they’re staying, and then I get busted. I don’t want to go back to the hole. I want to be a businessman.


			Now I take photos of my girls, in their clothes, in bras and panties, and sometimes naked. Then I post the pictures on websites that handle this stuff, and write words for them about how horny and sweet they are and what they want to do for a man. That way I hook them up privately but always have to be ready for undercover cops posing as johns. There’s stress in this business. And sometimes it’s hard to figure out what to do about cell phones. I’ve got to be able to contact the girls about their dates, but having phones lets them call or text whoever they want. I haven’t solved that one.


		




		

			
When Dad’s a Pervert


			My name’s Susan. I’m in my twenties and want to tell you this story. My dad was a salesman and weekend preacher. My mom had a home day care center. Dad always had to look perfect on the outside but in truth was an angry and violent man who physically abused our entire family, using his fists or belts to incapacitate us with fear.
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