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	"Don't be afraid to get lost along the way,


	fear to stop ”.


	 


	My Grandmother.


	














	 


	This book is dedicated to all drivers who have spent immeasurable hours sitting in a vehicle while holding a steering wheel, hoping to get home safe and sound.


	 








Foreword


	This book tells about the experiences that are lived with the peculiar activity of a trasladista, meaning a vehicle driver,  a transporter, where the adventure is the journey itself.


	 


	For more than a decade I have been dedicated to the transfer of vehicles, I am a trasladista, a transporter, I am a world traveler and I had a duty to tell what happened to us during the execution of this work to which we are dedicated; which is developed traveling by land, sea and sky to distribute vehicles in all directions.


	 


	This book also reveals what we have faced; dangers, adventures, scares, tragedies and joys along the roads of Mexico and the world, including its cities, its Magical Towns, it’s gastronomy, its sayings, the wisdom of its people and its traditions.


	 


	The purpose of its pages is to become a guide for other drivers and a window to the world about who we are and have been doing, during the execution of our work. It is itself a narrative of a contemporary Mexico and the most terrifying, incredible, extraordinary and enriching experiences we have lived behind the wheel drive.


	 


	So, whether your are Mexican, foreigner, traveler, driver or trasladista, this book is for you.














	Last Transfer


	Epitaph
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	 “What a pleasure and honor to have had the opportunity to write our own epitaph in this book. So you never forget everything that happened to us ”


	Here is a trasladista, his name does not matter, his belongings do not matter, the worries he had in his life do not matter, his family, his close friends and this little book survives here, to tell what he experienced in each of his trips.


	 


	He was a person who lived life intensely, in constant motion, someone who never gave up no matter how difficult the roads were, that probably traveled more than once. This book honors him and narrates his work.


	 


	Dear reader, life is a journey with many transfers, all have a beginning and an end. Some have a teaching, others leave us a memory, a taste or a vision, and some more, we will simply forget them.


	 


	If at any time in your life you feel desperate, hopefully these stories motivate you to never give up. As my grandmother used to say: "Don't be afraid to get lost on the road, fear to stop."














	 



	[Explicit Content Warning]


	 


	Dear reader; it would have been impossible to include some of the Trasladista’s paths, not to mention certain frightening and explicit situations, such as those found in the First Transfer.


	 


	If you consider yourself sensitive to situations of this kind, I politely suggest you go to the Second Transfer.


	 


	Good trip!














	First Transfer


	Kidnapping
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	“It is a terrible and at the same time sad reality that in different places of our Mexico there are dozens of criminal groups dedicated to crime, the roads and motorways could not be the exception”


	It's five in the morning, the electronic alarm sounds, Ana half-opens her eyes and after seeing the time proceeds to get up. She is a trasladista woman who quickly and with messy hair goes to the bathroom to shower. In the work of a trasladista, getting bathed is a "must", as you never know if you will shower soon, therefore shower is not a luxury, it is a commandment.


	 


	In the Trasladista Manual "Always imitated, never matched”, there is another golden commandment: "Wherever you go, come out well eaten." This means that we do not know how long there will be an opportunity to be at home in front of that delicious homemade and warm food that the convenience stores cannot offer.


	 


	Although sometimes Ana gets a ride to the bus station, today she took UBER so there is no time to lose, the buses won’t wait.


	 


	Along the way there is another rule, which is rather an urban legend; don’t sleep in the taxi, better in the bus, so Ana goes attentive, sitting in the back seat of the UBER exchanging glances with the driver from time to time in the rearview mirror, too early even for chatting  ...


	 


	Upon arrival and, being very careful not to forget anything in the car, quickly goes directly to the waiting room.


	 


	The UBER driver had a strong smell of alcohol, it stunk of Bacardi Rum! «From where is he coming? What a terrible situation ... »Ana thought as she walked feeling coldly to the waiting room, but before to the toilet (decently clean because it is a large bus station) and to the convenience store for an ‘Itacate’ meaning a Mexican snack. 


	 


	Of the sacred things that every trasladista can never forget; by the book, by training or by remembering of a suffering situation are: carrying a five pesos coins for the bathroom of the Bus Station (you never know if the bus toilet will be broken, disabled or dirty), always carry an Itacate (hunger can be very hard) and carry an antidiarrheal and spasmolytic or two (for obvious reasons).


	 


	We trasladistas learn by hook or by crook. Sometimes I think being a trasladista includes a life training, an intensive travel planning course and a master's degree in Logistics Management all-inclusive.


	 


	Once Ana is ready and sitting in the waiting room, she hears that soft and sweet voice that says: "Passengers with destination to Guadalajara, please board the bus number 1954, which is parked on platform number 32". So let's do it! The journey is about to begin.


	 


	Ana believes strongly in the signals, in the small messages that the universe sends us and that sometimes we can receive and process, but sometimes we also ignore them.


	 


	Regularly the driver who checks our identification and luggage prior to boarding the transport, asks us to place our trasladista bag on the back compartment of the bus, for safety. Not everyone transports screwdrivers. Layer on we will explain everything that it includes, as it could be considered as hazardous material.


	 


	On other occasions they scan the QR code, offer us water, cookies and a small bag with peanuts; but today Ana was not that lucky, she got on the bus and sat in her place, she always chooses to sit in hallway, hopping that no one will sit next to her, especially a chubby snoring passenger.


	 


	Seat 11, a bus that looks practically empty predicts a good and more comfortable trip, she adjusts the belt and fall asleep ...


	 


	On this trip, even though it was freezing, the bus had the air conditioning set to maximum power, the cold began to get worse and Ana's sweatshirt was not enough. While settling back and forth, rubbing her right forearm to generate heat. She finally falls asleep.


	 


	Upon arriving and taking that wide curve that is a typical maneuvered of those experienced drivers, the bus parked, this that makes the passengers wake up almost instinctively.


	 


	Ana got off still cold and, although the morning still looks dark, she has that feeling of well-being that is experienced when you go on a vacation trip, suddenly in a new and distant place.


	 


	In each place, although we have gone several times, the flora and the enormousness of Mexico is surprising; immense deserts, tropical forests, mountains, rivers, lakes, seas and cities, each of them, magical! In each place and although the official language is Spanish, people speak it differently, look different and feel different, even if we have been there several times.


	 


	Ana found a vendor of tamales, with the characteristic whistle and the huge cloud of steam coming out of the pot. He approached and asked what flavors he had.


	 


	"Greens, reds, chili strips, mole, sweet and atole," he said so quickly, that he asked him to repeat it.


	"Greens, reds, chili strips, mole, sweet and atole," he repeated very quickly again. For her, impossible to keep that extensive menu in mind.


	 


	 Tamales are a Mexican traditional dish consisting of corn dough wrapped in cob or banana leaves. Inside they contain meat, fruits, cheese or vegetables. There are many types depending on the region, they can be the main dish of a meal or snack.


	 


	Atole is a hot beverage made with cooked corn, milled, diluted in milk, boiled and sweetened with vanilla or strawberry.


	 


	Both foods of Mesoamerican and Nahuatl origin.


	 


	Ana chose to have a red tamal and a vanilla atole for breakfast.


	 


	Later she went to where she would pick up the vehicle to be transported. In this case, a car dealer, she asked about the location and got into a taxi parked outside the bus station, while searching in her smartphone for the collection instructions, what type of vehicle, what serial number, what color, etc.


	 


	She showed up at the car dealer as usual, requested the vehicle and she was told to go to the service area, to start the revising process.


	 


	By that time, Ana looked gorgeous, the sun had risen, she was wearing dark glasses and she had amazing but simple makeup. As my grandmother used to say: “The way you look, the way you will be treated."


	 


	Without realizing that the driver who was coming to check the vehicle was a lady, the agency's staff shouted at her, turning his back to Ana.


	 


	"I will take about two hours to wash the car so that you can check it correctly" Or do you check it as it is? -he asked.


	"I can wash it, on my own" Ana replied.


	“Oh my goddess!” the man exclaimed as he turned to confirm whether the trasladista was a woman or not, while opening his mouth surprisingly.


	 


	Let's imagine the scene; Ana tall, beautiful, with sunglasses, a fitted uniform and in front of her, the workshop staff named ´El Chato´ (meaning flat-nosed in Spanish) with his hands full of grease, open-mouthed and with a micro fiber cleaning cloth in his hand.


	"I wash it, miss, right now," he said.


	 


	Ana is a beautiful, feminine trasladista, she uses short hair with a long and stylized fringe, she has a perfect figure, a deadly silhouette and a tall stature that is uncommon.


	 


	Although she is very cheerful and smiling, she is very strict with respect and would hardly allow any individual to bother her.


	 


	In addition, she knows that she is not alone; a call to the office and the Logistics Manager, the Director, the Accountant or an entire army of dozens of trasladistas would go to the rescue. It's something like the most pampered.


	 


	El Chato washed the car carefully while Ana helped him. She, by the way checked it, meticulously wrote down all the details, signed her Checklist and headed for the nearest gas station to begin her trip. Adjusted the pressure to the tires, remembering the famous case in which drivers for not having that precaution broke all four. He looked at herself in the mirror, put sunscreen on his face and arms and began his journey.


	 


	While driving he plugged the cable of his smartphone into the car connector to keep it charged and play her music playlist. She made the sign of the cross herself and closed her eyes a few fractions of a second invoking a blessing to protect her during the trip.


	 


	And so it was, truly.


	 


	To cross oneself implies to trace a cross by touching it gently with the fingers of the right hand, first the forehead, then the chest, the shoulders and finally the mouth giving a small kiss accompanied by an oral or mental recitation in order to invoke the three people of the Holy Trinity: the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit. This ritual is commonly used in Christianity, including Eastern Orthodox Churches, Catholicism, Anglicanism, Lutheranism, among others.


	 


	I remember when my grandmother crossed me, I closed my eyes and listened to her murmurs without understanding what she said until she reached the end.


	"In the name of the Father, of the Son and of the Holy Spirit, Amen." She traced the sign of the cross several times which made her a true eminence and, by the time I kissed his hand I already felt and was protected by the most powerful of everybody.


	 


	Personally, I believe that this protection still persists, even after my grandmother died, I always feel protected wherever I go and as we will see later, I have never ceased to be.


	 


	Ana, ready for the journey and fully entrusted, undertook a transfer for which she was really lucky to leave unharmed.


	 


	Culiacán, just saying this word makes my skin stand up and goosebumps as we say here. In fact, recently this state of the Mexican Republic became so famous that we saw it in the Netflix series, we listened to it in the news and the worst when that email arrived where it said in the subject: collect vehicle in Culiacán. We were trembling, because this city became the base of the most powerful drug trafficker in the world. Obviously everything went gradually, it went from being any point on the map, a distant city in the state of Sinaloa; to become a nightmare beyond all national borders. A dehumanized land, where the Narco seized everything, from business to security, from people to police, from the military forces and obviously from the roads.


	 


	During this trip, Ana communicated constantly to the office. As usual, she made short calls and some voice messages, everything was ok until we stopped hearing from her ...


	 


	As we sometimes say, no news is good news, after having no contact, we decided to wait a little longer and a little more. The hours passed, all other trasladistas reported themselves, all but her. We begin to schedule the transfers for the next day, but without being clear about her whereabouts.


	 


	I asked the Logistics Manager to let me know if there where any information, I went home with some concern, however, inside my mind they were circling thoughts all night, wishing it was just her smartphone, the charger, the signal or anything else.


	 


	The next day I arrived at the office earlier than usual, greeted and immediately noticed that something was wrong.


	 


	"What happened to Ana?" I asked for.


	A terrifying silence was breathed all over the place when the Logistics Manager says:


	Nothing. There is nothing — we immediately met the entire administrative team and began to deliberate the actions to be taken.


	 


	"I tried to communicate with her by phone and nothing," said the Logistics Manager. We even call the police, but nobody answers.


	 


	We dial 911 and they asked us to wait 24 hours.


	"Did you contacted her family?" I asked for.


	"We tried just now, but we had no luck," he replied.


	 


	We follow our emergency procedure perfectly, we review the steps over and over again. But really nothing is enough when something like this happens.


	 


	By the time it began to get dark, the office was in total panic, we had already sent for help, we already had the Federal Highway Police searching, Locatel (Lost people service in Mexico), CAPUFE (Federal Roads, Bridges & Related Services Agency in Mexico), customers in the area, friends, their family and suddenly the 01 800 phone rang!


	 


	This number, in addition to being used by customers, is a number that trasladistas workers memorize and if they lose their cell phone or do not have access to it, they use it to communicate with the office.


	 


	The Logistics Manager replied.


	“Trasladista good night, yes, Ana, is that you? He inquired tense. He turned his hand and made the sign that everything was fine. Blessed be God!” He exclaimed, while he was attentive to the telephone call.


	 


	Petrified to know what had happened, we were silent for a few minutes and as the call went by, everyone in the office began to celebrate and, although we did not know what had happened, she was alive and at least we had a sign that everything was fine.


	 


	"Don't cry Ana," he comforted her. “It can't be,” he said as he shook his head from side to side with one hand on the phone and the other touching his forehead.


	 


	The call lasted about forty-five minutes. After agreeing on the details and the next actions to take, he told us what had happened.


	 


	On the highway there was a vehicle stop along with several parked trailers and some military vehicles.


	 


	The cars were leaving the highway to the right side where uniformed and armed men indicated with their hands whether to go ahead or shore to make an interrogation or inspection.


	 


	In recent years, we have seen all types of vehicle stops, illegal & clandestine ones, preventive controls, customs inspection points, phytozoosanitary review, from the Federal Police, from the Ministry of Defense, from the Navy, from the Army, the recently integrated and improvised National Guard, to mention the most common on highways. We can also find those of private police, self-defense groups, community police, rangers, municipal, state police, single command, public security and anti-drug operations, immigration control and even breathalyzers. All armed, and maybe with the legal authority to stop you, request documents, interrogate you and even check your vehicle and whatever you carry with you. This without counting the infinite blockages caused by teachers, students, political parties, workers, farmers, unions, associations or any group that suddenly decides to protest and block for whatever reason, any road, highway, speedway, train track, port or Government office of our country. This is a reality of our Mexico. It's like a Russian roulette, where you can play: police, military, teachers or Narco. And that unfortunate day was the Narco.


	 


	Apparently uniformed soldiers, armed with automatic rifles and with black masks, signaled Ana to leave the highway and start a review.


	 


	"Where are you going?" Asked a military man in an authoritarian tone, while Ana lowered the window just enough to start a brief conversation.


	 


	"Rumble to Guadalajara, I'm a trasladista," she replied.


	"Turn off the car and get off!" Shouted the supposed military.


	 


	At that moment Ana observed through the rearview mirror that other people were approaching the vehicle. A shiver seized her and she panicked.


	 


	For a few moments she thought of speeding at full speed and escaping, but it was too late by the time she was willing to press the accelerator fully.


	 


	Another person had already climbed into the vehicle in the passenger seat and extending his arm, he had turned off the engine.


	 


	"Step back," the uniformed man ordered as he opened the driver's door.


	 


	Ana without understanding what was happening, got out of the car and climbed into the back seats.


	 


	In the blink of an eye there were three more people in the car. All armed and hooded.


	 


	“Don't do anything to me!” She shouted terrified. “Just let me go and take the car!” She cried in a broken voice.


	 


	The person in the backseat pointed a gun at Ana's face and with the other hand pushed her neck as she tilted it until her head was between her legs.


	 


	"Listen to me well, here I am the one who gives the orders," he whispered in her ear.


	“Got it, got it, or your are fucked out!" He shouted loudly.


	 


	A drizzle of saliva sprouted from the hitman's mouth as he subdued Ana.


	 


	"It can't be, this can't be, this isn't happening to me, not me, my God, why?" She said quietly while crying.


	 


	They started the car and started driving on the highway for about 10 or 15 minutes, maybe more.


	 


	"It's here," she listened as the car slowed and turned right.


	 


	Deviating from the highway, they began to advance on a road without pavement, while they talked to each other and tuned to the radio until they found a station that transmitted a song in Banda rhythm called “de ti enamorado” meaning ‘in love with you’ at full volume.


	 


	Suddenly he hold her hair and straightened it violently.


	"Put this on," he handed her a woven fiber bag.


	“Let me go!” she shouted while crying. “I will not say anything to anyone!” she insisted as his neck and hands were tied with a rope.


	 


	“You won’t give me the orders, understand?” he said intimidatingly as they checked his purse and threw his belongings out of the car’s window including his smartphone, after breaking it into pieces.


	 


	Fortunately, they kept talking about the destination they would give the vehicle, which reassured Ana a bit, along the way she began to figure out how to escape and to identify the group leader.


	 


	They stopped and pulled her down to what looked like a cabin or house under construction somewhere in the mountains.


	"Sit here." She was pushed roughly toward the floor.


	"Take care of her and don't play her for now," she heard them say, as they left the place and left her alone, bound and with a person guarding her.


	 


	The Caregiver


	 


	Although she didn't know the expression, he understood perfectly: “don't rape” the prisoner. Ana cried and sobbed until she decided to stop the drama and accept whatever came.


	 


	He heard that the other individuals left in his car and stayed only with his caregiver.


	 


	A couple of hours passed while his captor smoked maybe tobacco and went around and around nervously. Then he made several phone calls, all very strange, basically talking about instructions and actions of a leader to his group.


	 


	“¿What time do they return?”, “Do they come with the doctor?”, Ana heard and a stroke of adrenaline and cortisol almost killed her from stress.


	 


	"Maybe they'll cut my fingers to ask for a reward," she thought.


	 


	Suddenly his caregiver removed the bag from his head and told her.


	"We are Sinaloa Cartel." If you behave well I will let you go, do you understand what I mean? He looked at her. In fact, it was a young man of just twenty years. Otherwise, they will do a lot of damage and ask for money from you family and friends.


	 


	Ana shouted terrified, unintelligible words, she was gagged and she trembled from head to toe. Paralyzed with fear, she had no choice but to calm down and accept. She shook his head nodding, resigning herself to the worst.


	 


	Ana couldn’t stop crying, but she also didn't want an error to cause her death. The floor was very cold and dirty, there was dirt, packaging of junk food, cans of beer and clothing so black that it looked like they had been there for months.


	 


	His caregiver tried to abuse Ana, but thanks to the fact that he was high, stoned, loaded, or something, he failed.


	"Fuck!" He lamented.


	 


	It was night and in that place was freezing. Frustrated, he helped her put on some sarapes (usually colorful and rectangular, Mexican traditional blankets with an opening in the middle for one's head.) 


	 


	Ana realized that the boy was drugged and reflected a look of sadness, his eyes were gone and very red. She thought of taking advantage of the situation, "but how?" He wondered.


	 


	Just then he covered her with more sarapes and said in a slowed voice.


	"Go away, run all the way down until you get to the highway," he swung forward. “If you come back, you are dead. You behaved well, my queen, ” he added.


	 


	Ana ran away, managing to escape from such a despicable situation that, for those who do not live it, it beyond any understanding.


	 


	A few seconds later she heard a gun detonation, she didn't know what it was, maybe the young man took his own life. But what she did know, is where she would go ... back home.


	 


	Ana hurried down and regardless of suffering some scrapes across a hillside. She ran and ran as fast as her legs allowed her to do, she was barefoot, yet she felt no pain in her feet. She decided to go through the trees in such a way that if she saw a suspicious person she could hide quickly. With the rush of the flight his feet slipped on the wet grass and occasionally they got stuck with the roots of the trees or some stones buried in the road that made her emit pain reflections on his face.


	 


	The survival power of the human body is incredible, because it completely masked the pain, the cold, the fatigue and even erased for a moment from Ana's mind what had happened to her.


	 


	For moments, some memories of the moments in his childhood came to her mind and a smile was drawn on his face as she ran carefully from the ground with an unlikely agility.


	 


	The distance she traveled was the equivalent of running a half marathon; all in record time, barefoot, with multiple obstacles, without having slept and without knowing the way. He reached a road and raised his arms screaming with all her might.


	“Help!, help!”


	 


	A white compact car passed with a family, she could see that all the crew were watching, turned their heads, opened their mouths and stripped their eyes. The driver slowed down, but without understanding what had happened, perhaps out of fear, they continued on their way.


	 


	Many minutes passed until the next car appeared. He was a boy formally dressed in a black luxury car, activated the turn signals and stopped a few steps later. Seeing Ana move her arms and scream, the boy's face reflected an expression of surprise and strangeness.


	 


	Ana ran and he did not lower the passenger's glass, Ana got into the car that had stopped. She immediately began to cry while his voice broke. The warrior who had run a marathon like an invincible heroine collapsed. She couldn't say more than two words without sobs and crying interrupting her again and again. Her body shuddered. Her face that a few hours ago was of a television model, was black as a locomotive driver, with traces of all the tears that rolled down him, saliva and sweat dripped.


	 


	"I just ... I just ... I was a victim of …" She sobbed.


	 


	The young driver looked at her with compassion and began to hug and comfort her while driving his car.


	 


	"Don't worry, it's all over," he comforted her as he took his cell phone and dialed for help. Everything will be fine, ”he added as he spoke on the phone to his work and the police.


	“My name is Alberto Raúl, I'm an architect,” “You are in good hands, I will help you.” Said the young man.


	"I need to talk to Trasladista," Ana said.


	 


	It was there when he contacted us at the office, from where with the help of that boy, we coordinated her rescue.


	 


	That night Ana took a bath as she never thought she would do it again, between the steam and the hot water the pains and the dirt were erased.


	 


	There is no better recovery therapy than a hot bath, it sure connects us with our oldest memories, safety and home heat. When she finished, he stood in front of the fogged mirror and cleaned a part so as to see his natural face, she looked hard and serious.


	 


	"President of Mexico," she said in a tone between despair and claim, "leave everything you are doing right now, everything, do you understand?”, “All your personal programs and projects. Take care of the insecurity, but really, now! Let it be noticed! Or you will go down in history as another son of a bitch!” shouted with an angry look, like a beast.


	 


	The next day we went for her to do all the corresponding work.


	 


	Ana is currently still working in Trasladista, and when we asked if she wanted to continue working or would like to take a break, she answered:


	"First dead than broken."


















	Second Transfer


	Earthquake
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	 "Mexico rests on the limits of three of the largest tectonic plates on the planet, these living plates are in persevering and incessant movement"


	A normal day at work in the offices of Trasladista rang the telephone for what would be an unusual transfer. The client wanted to take a luxury van to Los Cabos and bring another car back. This type of work is what is known as round transfer; a round trip.


	 


	That task was up to Mr. Heriberto. In the transfer schedule there is what we call "untouchables", to meet the seventh day of rest. Therefore, it is not an option to choose some drivers who have moved cars for five or six consecutive days, without having a rest day.


	 


	I remember that Heriberto had asked me two things. "When you have the opportunity to send me to the beach, do it, in the same way when you can send me on a plane."


	 


	Both were experiences that he had not had a chance to live before.


	 


	About Heriberto we can comment that he is a middle-aged trasladista, who always highlights his commitment to the company, his punctuality and kindness. In addition to staying emotional and cheerful, something peculiar in him is that he always carries a backpack full of all kinds of tools and accessories that he has accumulated during years of work. He is a person of no more than 1.60 mts., Has straight black hair and widely abundant without a single white hair despite his age, a friendly and good-natured countenance. Whenever he talks to people, he crosses his arms and stares into his eyes, that's good. It is extremely clean and neat. In his trasladista case he carries in an orderly manner and in compartments all kinds of accessories and tools, from shoe polish, lotion, peppermint spray for breath and much more. When saying goodbye he always gives a firm and strong handshake for men, for women he holds their hand very gently and brings his cheek to get a kiss with a lot of respect and always smiling.
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