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			Advance Praise for Ray Khan

			“With Ray Khan, Lou Valoze joins the ranks of great autobiographical law enforcement storytellers. And what a story he has to tell, from harrowing undercover ops to the deeply complicated relationship with his star confidential informant, the amazing, confounding Ray Khan. 
Together these two—against seemingly impossible odds—become an unstoppable duo, removing innumerable crime guns from circulation and thwarting organized criminals at every turn. Told with humor, gut-wrenching drama, and just an all-around flare for great crime stories, Lou Valoze and his co-writer Kerry Linfoot bring a story to the page that readers (and very likely viewers as well!) will be enthralled with for many years to come.”

			—Matthew Carnahan, writer and creator, House of Lies
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			Chapter One

			Ray Khan’s job description was simple: Go out on the streets and create relationships with the most violent criminals out there. Make friends with the people putting illegal guns on the streets, the people poisoning communities with dangerous drugs, and the trigger pullers sticking guns in people’s faces. Once you’ve accomplished that, tell them all about your associates who are willing to buy these illegal guns and drugs so they can resell them to make a profit. Convince those people to come to your place of business to meet and engage in criminal activity. That is what Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms, and Explosive (ATF ) Agent Lou Valoze told Ray he needed to do. In exchange the ATF would help Ray stay in the United States legally and defer the bullshit federal cigarette charges Ray faced. Simple.

			So, Ray started working for Agent Valoze as a confidential informant. Over time, Ray had proven himself to be the most effective informant Valoze ever used, but Ray wasn’t there for the takedown of his first undercover operation. He was in state custody and once again facing deportation proceedings, thanks to an obsessed and overzealous state revenue agent named Billy Thompson. Once again, Valoze managed to prevent Ray from being deported so he could help with the next undercover operation in Savannah, Georgia. This operation proved to be one of the most successful undercover operations in ATF history. There would be two stages to this operation, and each would require two separate takedowns. Ray Khan was not only present for both of these takedowns, he was the star of the show. 

			ATF was asking a lot of Ray Khan. Specifically, for the first arrest operation resulting from Operation Crossbones, Agent Valoze was asking a lot. This operation lasted for nearly a year, and the agents hadn’t dealt with many of these criminal defendants for several months. At this point, getting them all to show up on the same day was going to be an extremely difficult task. Agent Valoze needed Ray to bring them all to the undercover warehouse, at very specific times, on the day of the arrest operation. And all these defendants, without exception, were unreliable, erratic, and violent. It was the reason why ATF management decided these criminals needed to be arrested early in the operation. They were still out on the streets committing violent crimes and putting illegal weapons in the hands of other criminals, and ATF obviously couldn’t let this continue with their knowledge.

			Agent Valoze had a plan. The defendants needed to be arrested as quietly as possible. The second phase of the operation was moving to a different location, but the ATF needed to wall off these defendants and keep their arrests quiet. This takedown needed to be executed flawlessly. If any of the other ongoing targets heard about it, the second phase of the operation was doomed. And it was all on Ray’s shoulders. In preparation, Ray had recently gone to two of the defendants’ places of business to purchase small quantities of drugs, which solidified the probable cause needed for search warrants of those locations. While there, he saw guns in plain view at both places. Basically, the entire operation hinged on Ray Khan doing what he does best: bringing bad guys into the undercover law-enforcement world. 

			The arrest operation or “takedown” of a long-term undercover operation is a daunting task under any conditions. For this first takedown of the undercover operation in Thunderbolt, Georgia, ATF had to include numerous agencies: the US Marshals Service, ICE, the Savannah Police Department, and the Chatham County Sheriff’s Office. Keeping things quiet with all those agencies involved was going to be difficult on another level. Much the same as the undercover portion of this operation, the takedown had to be covert. 

			It wouldn’t be Agent Valoze and his team of undercovers out in the warehouse greeting defendants when they arrived. That would be all Ray. The agents would be watching from the safety of an adjacent room as Ray met the defendants and lured them inside. Ray was to bring them inside the warehouse where agents staged a truck container the defendants believed to be full of brand-new televisions, DVD players, and stereo systems. The electronics were the bait, and Ray was holding the fishing pole. But when Ray opened the container doors to show the defendants the televisions, ATF Special Response Team (SRT) agents would be waiting inside to descend on them and take them into custody.

			In preparation for this takedown, federal indictments had been granted for all these defendants. Most of the charges involved firearms and narcotics trafficking. All of them had lengthy criminal histories and some had previously been deported from the United States. Every one of these defendants had been introduced to Valoze and his undercover crew by Ray Khan. How was this person able to gain the trust of some of the most violent criminals on America’s streets? Ray had never used drugs. He knew absolutely nothing about firearms. He was not from the streets. If you ask him about it, Ray will just smile and shake his head. But more about that later. For now, we will go back to the arrests.

			To lure these defendants into the warehouse one last time, Ray Khan told them he had a truck full of stolen electronics arriving that day. He told them he would sell the devices dirt cheap if they showed up right after the truck arrived. Ray was instructed to stagger the defendants’ arrivals throughout the day so ATF could arrest them cleanly. The US Marshals would then whisk each arrestee away before anyone else saw them, and Ray would set up for the next defendant’s arrival. 

			The Southeast ATF Special Response Team, an elite unit composed of agents from all over the region, the Marshals, and the Savannah Police Department, would conduct the arrests and secure any associates the defendants brought with them. Ray arranged the arrival times so none of them would get spooked by seeing law enforcement when they pulled up. He told them to park in the back, as they usually did, and enter through the bay doors. The agents parked a huge container in one of the large bays at the back of the building. The container, which was supposedly filled with the stolen electronics, would, in reality, be full of tactical officers, armed to the teeth and ready to pounce on the defendants. The entire undercover warehouse had been set up as a trap to catch the targets and anyone else who showed up with them. Over the past year, Ray and the undercover agents had been able to make the targets of the operation comfortable enough to show up to the warehouse and conduct their criminal activities. The hope now was that they would be comfortable enough to show up to the warehouse one last time to get a great deal on some stolen DVD players and televisions. 

			Everything relied on Ray’s timing and his ability to quickly draw each defendant into the warehouse. He was the focal point of this entire takedown. Ray was also the main reason the undercover operation succeeded. He was the one who had cultivated relationships with these defendants. He had brought them to the location, introduced them to Agent Valoze and his team, and started the ball rolling so undercover agents could purchase guns and drugs from them. It all centered on Ray—and this was just the way he liked it.

			At this point in their time working together, Ray had shown Agent Valoze time and again that he had no fear. Ray always wanted to be part of the action and, more importantly, he was loyal to a fault. He had been instrumental in making Valoze’s last case one of the most successful long-term undercover investigations in ATF history. Now he was playing a major role in making this operation even bigger and better. 

			As with every high-risk takedown conducted by ATF, the leader of the ATF SRT team developed a takedown plan. Only this time, the plan needed to include an excited and proud Ray Khan. The day before, the members of this highly trained unit began conducting rehearsals of the arrests. Agent Valoze and the undercover team played the role of the defendants with Ray Khan playing himself. As the teams drilled through the rehearsals, it became almost comical as Ray, who had no tactical training or experience, started directing traffic and telling the SRT guys how to do their jobs. At first, the team leader seemed to be getting a kick out of it, but eventually he pulled Agent Valoze aside. 

			“What the fuck is this guy’s deal—is he your informant or is he a fucking ATF supervisor?” he asked.

			“Just let him do his thing, brother,” was Agent Valoze’s response. Laughing, they continued rehearsing. 

			Ray was responsible for communicating and coordinating with all the defendants to make sure they showed up exactly when planned. This was done through phone calls and text messages right up to the moments before they arrived. Trying to get criminals of any ilk to show up on time is notoriously difficult. Scheduling them for their own arrests just added to the tension.

			Ray arranged for the first defendant’s arrival early that morning. All the law enforcement officers involved in this takedown had been separated into teams which were stationed strategically inside and outside of the warehouse. Everyone knew their assignments once the defendants started to arrive. There were even chase teams located nearby and a helicopter in the air. Ray was positioned at the bay door behind the warehouse, pacing back and forth and making last-minute phone calls to defendants. 

			The first target scheduled was an extremely violent convicted felon who had sold numerous guns to Agent Valoze. His name was Diego, a primarily Spanish-speaking guy who had been previously deported and had an arrest warrant for armed robbery. Diego called Agent Valoze to let him know that he was close by. Less than a minute later, he pulled up to the back of the warehouse, parked his car, and walked up to the back door. Ray greeted Diego at the door, shaking his hand and leading him inside the warehouse. As Ray guided him to the door at the end of the container, Diego was asking Ray about the televisions Agent Valoze had described and which were supposedly in the container.

			At that point, the doors on the back of the container flew open, and a sea of SRT members in green tactical uniforms aimed their guns at both men. As he had been instructed, Ray hit the ground. As he dropped, however, he saw Diego reach for a gun in his waistband. Before he could even get a grip on his gun, he was pelted with less-lethal rounds. It was hard to tell which sound was louder: the sound of the beanbags hitting his chest or the sound of his body smacking into the concrete floor next to Ray. Diego somehow got to his feet and foolishly decided to make a run for it, but there was nowhere for him to go. He was immediately tackled and handcuffed by SRT members who restrained, zip-tied, and searched every defendant with brutal efficiency. As it turned out, Diego also had a gun on his ankle, which flew out when he was tackled to the ground. This was not overly surprising as he was a previously convicted felon. As soon as he was in handcuffs, his vehicle was quickly searched, resulting in the seizure of several large bags of cocaine and two more firearms. Both the defendant and his vehicle were transported to a prearranged processing area. Not a bad start to the day. 

			The next defendant to arrive was one of the most unpredictable and violent criminals the undercover team had dealt with during the entire operation. Dale sold guns and drugs to the undercover team, but almost every transaction came close to ending in a fist fight. He was a hulking, aggressive guy with a bad temper and a short fuse. He arrived shortly after Diego and his associate had been transported, but Dale brought another person with him, presumably to help him load all the electronic equipment they were going to acquire into their vehicle. Ray greeted them as they got out of the truck and brought them both inside. Once again, as Ray guided them to the container doors, they were in for the surprise of their life. The doors flew open, and they were surrounded by men in green shouting commands and pointing guns at them. Ray ducked for cover, but instinct kicked in for Dale and his associate and they both tried to run. Within seconds, both men were beanbagged while trying to escape, and both were knocked off their feet. The man who accompanied Dale was stung with multiple beanbag rounds, and he splattered on the floor, lying there motionless. As they handcuffed and searched them, the SRT agents realized this man had defecated on himself, soiling both his jeans and the large bag of crack cocaine in his back pocket.

			As the day went on, every last defendant Ray escorted into the warehouse either attempted to run or tried to fight, and all of them felt the consequences. Some were chased and bitten by police dogs, others were tased or felt the painful impact of less-lethal rounds from SRT firearms. Not every law enforcement takedown has this much action, but this was a direct result of the violent nature of the defendants Ray Khan had introduced. 

			One of the most notorious defendants that Ray cultivated in the entire operation showed up that afternoon, and all the undercover agents knew this guy, Karl, was not going to be taken into custody without incident. During the undercover firearms transactions with the agents, he acted extremely difficult and unpredictable. Negotiating with him on prices had been nearly impossible. In every transaction, Karl had demanded totally unrealistic prices for the weapons he was selling. Prices so high that had the agents actually paid them, not only would they have lost all street credibility, but they would have left themselves open to an entrapment defense. During these price negotiations, Karl would fly off the handle, yell and scream, and had even gotten in Agent Valoze’s face on several occasions—and Valoze is not a small man himself. When Karl showed up for the takedown operation, Valoze and his team were all secretly hoping for him to act up and get thumped by the SRT. They were not disappointed. 

			Karl, along with two members of his crew, showed up at his allotted time in the afternoon, expecting to receive a bunch of stolen electronics at a bargain price. Undercover agents watched the monitor as Ray greeted him and escorted Karl and his crew members towards the container. As Ray brought them closer, the door flew open and the guys in green were there to greet them. Immediately, Karl heroically shoved one of his crew members towards the awaiting SRT agents and took off. Out of nowhere came Ray Khan, running right behind him. The SRT guys were unable to shoot Karl with their beanbag rounds because Ray was in the way. Unbelievably, Ray was able to catch Karl from behind and take him to the ground. The SRT members were on him instantly to get Karl restrained. 

			The undercover agents watched this entire scene unfold from the monitor room. Agent Valoze couldn’t help but be proud of his unlikely confidential informant, who had now interjected himself into the tactical arrest of an ATF defendant. Ray had done the unexpected—the impossible, even. But this was nothing new. 

			Each of the defendants who showed up that day were greeted in similar fashion, and each reacted in the same way. While Ray didn’t tackle anyone else to the ground, his ability to execute the difficult, intricate plan to perfection was nothing less than remarkable. None of the agents, tactical team, or law enforcement personnel were injured, and it was all due to Ray Khan.

			***

			Most normal people couldn’t imagine finding themselves in Ray’s situation. If you talk to Ray, he understands his life isn’t normal. I mean, how many federal informants do you know? How many of them walk free, confident, and willing to put their stories and real names into a book like this? It’ll soon become clear that Ray is cut from a different cloth than most other people. Ray’s story is strange, certainly, but it’s one hell of a ride.

			This is the story of Ray Khan, arguably one of the most successful informants ever used by the federal government—and his betrayal by the very agencies he served.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			If you ask Ray about the time he was arrested by ATF, he’ll stick to a single story: “One of my employees was stealing a pack of cigarettes a day from my stores. I got them for her.” 

			He’ll insist he didn’t buy the untaxed cigarettes for resale, and you won’t change his story, no matter how many times you ask. ATF Agent Lou Valoze asserts that Ray knew exactly what he was doing. He was buying untaxed cigarettes to sell in his gas stations. Whoever you choose to believe, Ray’s choice unexpectedly initiated a long and fruitful partnership: special agent and informant.

			When asked about Ray Khan’s career as an informant, former ATF agent Tom Lesnak says, “What sets Ray apart from any other CI I’ve worked with is, most CIs have a lane. Ray is the only guy I’ve ever worked with…he didn’t have a lane. I could drop him and ask him to go into any single criminal world, and he would do it.” 

			What Lesnak is telling us here is that ATF typically brought in specific CIs, or confidential informants, for specific cases. The CI needed to know the illegal business they were infiltrating. It also helped to match them, whether experientially, ethnically, or otherwise, to the targets. It kept them safe and maximized their effectiveness in their role. This wasn’t the case for Ray Khan. Black, white, Hispanic, bikers, street gangs, or money launderers: Ray brought them all in. And he still does it to this day. “Ray Khan” is not his real name, of course, but it’s the one that resonates within federal law enforcement agencies to this day. However, we are getting ahead of ourselves. The creation of Ray Khan started a long time before he’d ever met Lesnak, or Ray’s primary handler, ATF agent Lou Valoze.

			Ray’s path to becoming a federal informant was atypical. He was never involved in gangs, guns, or drugs. Born in Ahmedabad, the largest city in Gujarat, western India, Ray intended to follow in his father’s footsteps and become an officer in the Indian Police Service. Due to his father’s esteemed rank as an associate commissioner and his forty years of service, Ray grew up around law enforcement and saw the prestige, the firearms (which are otherwise rare in India), the drivers, and the big houses they were awarded. He also took notice of the respect these officers received. These were benefits Ray coveted, his eye already on nice rewards in exchange for hard work. However, his father’s job meant they moved around a lot, sometimes up to four times a year. It made Ray good at speaking to people and making new friends, but it didn’t help his education. He took the notoriously difficult police entrance exam on multiple occasions, but Ray couldn’t pass, despite going to New Delhi to participate in concentrated study for the test. Thousands of people take this exam every year, but only a few hundred achieve the grades necessary to progress past the test.

			“Very hard exam,” Ray says. His Indian accent is strong, and the unexpected emphasis on certain words can be off-putting to many Americans. It sounds bossy, insistent, and borderline rude to most native English speakers. Once your ear tunes to the cadence, however, Ray’s speech style becomes part of his personality. It’s different—but somehow intriguing. Much like the man himself. “Maybe pass first or second phase,” Ray explains, “but third phase you cannot pass. That test was very tricky. You have to take so much practice with this test.” 

			Ray’s unexpectedly playful personality comes through then as he confesses the third phase of the exam required preparation and repetition. It required writing specific answers in a strict time crunch, sometimes as little as twenty seconds. But Ray freely admits now that he had been spending time with his girlfriend instead of practicing. 

			“Now I can pass it,” he says, his typical confidence in himself and his abilities shining as strongly as his accent.

			But this confidence was hard earned. Over the past twenty years, Ray has wiped out multiple times. He’s been jailed, detained in ICE facilities, and he’s come out penniless. Repeatedly. Now he’s a multimillionaire with a Rolls-Royce worth over $600,000. So how does a failed Indian police recruit end up in America, living his best life? It wasn’t an easy road, but it’s one which eventually made his father proud.

			At the age of twenty-two, after failing the police entrance exam for the third time, Ray fell back on his master’s degree in chemical engineering and opened his own company buying, transporting, and storing industrial chemicals. While creating this business, Ray married his high school sweetheart in India, but all her family lived in the United States. She gained US citizenship through her family, so she was often away. Ray’s son, Kamal, was born in America in 1996, but it was 2001 before Ray first visited. A family trip to Chicago changed his life and his priorities. Ray had experienced American life, and he wanted more.

			He’ll play it cool if you ask him, of course. It’s the Ray Khan way. “No, I just came for the green card,” he says, not betraying even a touch of excitement. Ultimately, however, his decisions about that green card would have far-reaching repercussions—more than he ever could have known.

			Over the next few years, his chemical company booming, Ray spent as much time as he could in America. He began the green card process with sponsorship from his wife, and all was going well until Ray was arrested for domestic violence by the Hanover Park Police Department in Illinois. 

			“It did not happen, anything. Nothing has happened. She was boiling the eggs, and the eggs explode, and she had burn on the face. And that morning my sister told the police, ‘Oh, he beat her,’ and my wife didn’t say anything, so the police took me in the jail. But next day my wife came to the judge in the court by herself and told the judge her face was burning because of the eggs.” 

			Ray’s story is likely one faced by many immigrants. He was scared and couldn’t defend himself to the police. “I tried to tell the police, but they didn’t listen to me,” he says. While his wife’s sister spoke English fluently, Ray was talking with his wife in Gujarati but couldn’t explain in English what had happened to the police. Fortunately for Ray, his wife was in the witness box the next day, and she told the judge everything. 

			While he was trying to sleep on the stone bench in jail that night, Ray’s mind raced. He didn’t know he’d be freed the next day, but he decided he needed a change regardless. Living with his wife’s family was becoming increasingly difficult. The arguments were increasing in intensity, and Ray knew he couldn’t trust his sister anymore, not after what she’d told the police to get him arrested. He didn’t know why his sister would say such a thing, but he suspected it was something to do with her husband, Nital Patel. Remember this name. It will show up often in Ray’s story. 

			Once he was released from the DuPage County Jail, Ray made the first move of many. Relying initially on money from his Indian company, Ray left his wife and started over. He first started work for a temporary labor service and impressed his manager so much that he got hired right away.

			“HR hired me and give me Honeywell badge and everything,” Ray tells me. He goes on to say, however, that there was “too much snow every day, so I use all those [holiday] days and told them one day I can’t come no more and I quit the job. I don’t like it. Those were good people, but I was not liking working for someone else. In order for me to start my business I had to quit my job first.”

			After working for a few companies in the quality control field, Ray grew more and more tired of listening to other people. He hated the weather in Chicago and knew buying a business there would be more than he could afford. He was also used to being his own boss. So, Ray made the decision to leave Illinois, and he bought his first gas station in Statesboro, Georgia. Unbeknownst to him, the ATF had also set up shop in the same small city. 

			Known historically for its role in race-related violence in the decades following the civil war, Statesboro, the home of Georgia Southern University, is now a picturesque town of forty thousand people in eastern Georgia. There were half as many people there when Ray relocated in 2006, and the low-income, working-class environment offered Ray the chance to get his foot in the door with a fairly inexpensive investment.

			Ray bought a gas station for $40,000 using a loan from a local bank—apparently, they didn’t need to check his citizenship status. Luck like that follows Ray Khan around. What might seem like insurmountable odds to normal people are things Ray takes in his stride. 

			“At that time bank was so easy. They were good people, good people. So, I found one gas station, so they were asking like forty, fifty thousand dollars for gas station. So, I went to the bank, and I am asking that bank manager guy for fifty-thousand-dollar loan. That time Marty was the main manager. He was talking to me all the time. And he said, ‘For what?’ and I said, ‘For this gas station and for ten thousand dollars to put in my bank account so I can run it.’ And he said ‘OK, come tomorrow, twelve o’clock.’” 

			Unfortunately, when Ray arrived the next day, Marty wasn’t there. Resolved to wait for him to return, Ray approached his assistant and asked how long it would be. 

			“Mr. Khan?” she asked. When Ray identified himself, the bank manager’s assistant handed him some paperwork to sign. She then handed him a check for $50,000. And just like that, Ray Khan became a US business owner.

			It wasn’t easy. At first, he worked all the store hours himself: 6:00 AM to 11:00 PM, seven days a week. But Ray was no stranger to hard work. He created a successful chemical company in India and he now applied the same work ethic to his store. He was almost out of cash at this point, and the loan was a huge risk. If this business failed, Ray would be broke, illegal, and completely alone. But it will quickly become apparent that Ray Khan is not afraid of a little risk. 

			As Ray tells it: “Then I worked morning to night by myself. No employees. I needed to pay off this loan first so I’m just working by myself. Just kept working over there.”

			For fourteen months, Ray kept up this punishing schedule. Running on little sleep and his natural charisma, Ray’s business slowly began to turn the smallest profit. He spoke some heavily accented English, but Ray has a surprisingly effective way of connecting with people. His upbringing makes him naturally deferential, respectful to his customers, but anyone who knows Indian people understands any maintained politeness must be earned. It also doesn’t extend to everyone. 

			He was working alone one night, as he always did, when a man entered his store. “I knew he wasn’t the ordinary customer,” Ray says. “He was strung out. Dirty.” 

			Leaving his storeroom, Ray walked back to his counter. If this man was dangerous, he wanted a barrier between them. He had no weapons, but a bat would have come in handy. Using his cameras and the mirrors positioned strategically around his store, Ray watched the man pretending to look at items on the shelves. After a couple of minutes of walking around the store to build up his nerve, he pulled out a gun as soon as he stopped in front of Ray. 

			“Give me all your cash. And the cigarettes,” the guy demanded, his hand shaking as he held the gun at Ray’s chest.

			Other than seeing his father’s service weapon, and those carried by Indian Police Service officers who visited his parents’ home, Ray had no experience with firearms. The gun pointed at him was silver. That’s all he can tell you. He doesn’t know the difference between a semi-automatic and a revolver, but he knew there was a gun aimed right at his heart. His options were limited: Give the man what he demanded—or act. Ray Khan chose the second option. He hadn’t worked all these hours over the past few months to have this drugged-out punk walk into his business and steal from him. Reaching across the counter with a speed surprising for such an unassuming man, Ray grabbed the gunman’s arm and stripped him of the weapon. Again, surprising his assailant, Ray leaped across the counter, leaned back, and slapped the man right across the face.

			Here’s the story in Ray’s own words: “Like one time when I was working over there about nine, nine thirty, one black guy came over there to my counter and asked, ‘How much money you got? Give me the money.’ And I was just looking at him. So I just grabbed his hand with the gun and slapped him four, five, ten times and took his gun and slap, slap, slap, and just tell him, get out from here, and he was like ‘sorry, sorry, sorry.’”

			Chased by Ray in his agitated state, the man left with haste. Ray never saw him again. When asked whether he reported the incident, Ray will look at you like you’re crazy. It didn’t even occur to him.

			“I’m thinking he is stupid. Why did this guy come in front of me? That time he comes and does like that. I all the time saw big guns at the house with the police, and my dad had guns at the house. AK-47s and all that, and lot of police around my house all the time,” Ray says. He goes on to say, though, “Statesboro is the small town, I did not want any attention. He doesn’t know who I am and how I am in India. I tell him, get out of here and don’t come back. And tell all your gang never come here. They never try to rob my gas station again.” He then simply threw the guy’s gun away in a plastic bag. 

			“I didn’t want to call the police, and I didn’t know if what I did was wrong or right, and I didn’t want no kind of attention from anyone.” It’s then that Ray’s good heart shows, just for a brief moment. “I don’t want that guy to be in jail, either. He just has kids. Maybe he was my customer.”

			For his own immigration and business-based reasons, Ray dealt with the incident himself, and considered it handled to his own satisfaction.

			Around this time, following more conflict with his wife and, more frequently, with her family, Ray’s wife withdrew her support for his visa application. Her family kept calling him and claiming Ray only stayed married to her to keep his green card. In response, Ray contacted US Citizenship and Immigration Services and returned his green card. He then made the choice to remain in the country illegally. 

			“That was my big mistake.… Otherwise in 2003, or something, I would be citizen,” Ray shakes his head as he says this, probably imagining how things might have been different. “When I was young, at that time I have so much proud, self-respect [pride]—that’s why I give away the green card that time.” His decision was made, though, and by the time 2007 rolled around, Ray found himself trapped. He couldn’t leave the United States, or he risked not being able to return to his son or his fledgling business.

			It’s hard work, but the convenience-store trade can be profitable. As long as the overheads are managed and the supplies are selected to create maximum revenue, there’s a great deal of money to be made. Ray’s risk and hard work were paying off. Around 2008, he finally hired an employee for the Statesboro store, and then leased his second convenience store an hour away in Vidalia. Ray’s empire was underway, but not everyone was happy about Ray’s success.

			Ray has two sisters; one lives in the United States with her husband, Nital Patel—there’s that name again. When Ray immigrated, being closer to his sister was an added bonus. Although some distance had grown between them since she married, Ray loved his sisters, and their father trusted him to watch out for them. When she married Nital, Ray believed his sister’s care now fell to her husband. Nital’s version of love, however, was isolating and cruel. He shielded his wife from her family and saw Ray as a threat. He slowly poisoned his wife against her brother, eventually leading to the false domestic violence charges which landed Ray in jail and Ray’s surrender of his green card application. None of this was known to Ray until he contacted Nital for advice after buying his first gas station. 
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