
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




GOD GIVEN RIGHT:

A Child Protection Story

 


 


by

Emmanuel Gomez

 


SMASHWORDS EDITION

 


 


* * * * *

 


PUBLISHED BY:

Emmanuel Gomez on http://www.smashwords.com

 


Copyright © 2010 Emmanuel Gomez

 


 


All rights reserved. Without limiting the
rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication
may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system,
or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic,
mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the
prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above
publisher of this book.

 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you
share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it,
or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return
to http://www.smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the author's
work.

 


 


* * * * *

 


Vindicate me, O God,

and plead my case against an

ungodly nation;

Rescue me from deceitful and

wicked men. -PSALMS 43:1

 


 


* * * * *

 


Have you ever lost a loved one? Imagine
losing your child...

To the government.

 


 


* * * * *

 


ONE

 


A Special Delivery

 


 


My wife and I made a
beautiful baby girl, born April 8th, 2008. Izabela... A
blessing sent to us from God. If you've ever wanted and waited for
a special gift that was specially wrapped, and tempted you every
chance you saw it to open it... then you might understand the
anticipation that my wife and I felt. We anxiously and happily
waited to see what God was sending us. The first 3-D ultra sound
was the closest "hint" we acquired before actually getting to see
the actual gift... A precious gift.

 


My wife due to pre-eclampsia was forced to
have a C-section or face her chances with death. And possibly lose
a most loved and cherished baby in her womb. The situation was
frightening and literally death-defying. I rushed to the hospital
only to be 15 minutes too late... 3 pounds 13 ounces, a beautiful
baby girl. My wife was recovering, but her blood pressure was still
through the roof. She had gone into labor with a blood pressure of
190. I made my way through personnel, nurses, and doctors to reach
her side. I was worried for her health and didn't want to embrace
the thought of losing her... I couldn't. Thank God she was ok, and
only experiencing the numbness and nausea of the medications. Her
pain was dulled for the moment. And our daughter was finally here,
an early arrival but very happily welcome.

 


The maternity ward is supposed to be a place
of joy, love, the welcoming of new life, and addition to the
family. This process should be as pleasant and inviting as
possible. A happy experience... But this was not our case. The
hospital staff had turned a birthday party, and a moment of
congratulations into a complete intrusion of hospital territory and
the hospital’s routine work shift. I was asked to leave at exactly
8:59 pm, "visiting hours are OVER" I'm told. Now take in mind, my
wife is recovering from her C-section, and my daughter is being
observed for any complications. She is being determined where to be
sent for further treatment, since she is premature and requires a
neo-natal specialist. And I am being asked to leave by a medical
assistant. I don't believe they teach common sense and human
decency at her medical school or nursing program, but I'm just
taking a long shot here... people make normal mistakes and I didn't
want to let a small disrespectful gesture protrude in the matter at
hand. The doctor politely steps in on my behalf, and I am allowed
to remain by my wife’s side. My wife and I decided it would be best
to have my daughter sent to Children's Hospital, a well recognized
hospital with respected doctors in the neo-natal field. My wife
would remain at the current hospital and be further observed until
her blood pressure could be properly stabilized. Mother and
daughter would be separated by 20 miles. "Daddy" would go and make
sure our daughter was safe and being well taken care of in her
absence.

 


 


* * * * *

 


TWO

 


High Blood Pressure

 


 


Day Two... Juggling
between, being a father and being a husband. Simultaneously and in
two different locations. Both the girls of my life are in the
hospital and I want to be there for the both of them. I’m torn
between the two, so I sacrifice myself and attend to the both of
them as best as I can, to the best of my capabilities. I am not
fortunate enough to afford a vehicle, and so I rely on public
transportation (AC Transit and BART for those in the know). So I
make my way across town, and leave my daughter’s side to go and get
her a bottle of “Mama's finest” breast milk (home brewed and
special blend). I get to my wife's side only to find her weak and
feeling sore. I watch her eyes confess the pain she's in, and the
desire to be with our daughter... Our precious daughter. I try to
console her and explain to her how our daughter was being cared
for, and brought calm to all her doubts. I tell her that the baby
looks just like her, and that she's the cutest baby... and smart
like her Daddy. This brings a smile to her face and comfort to her
heart. I ask her what the doctors have told her about her
condition, and ask her how they have been treating her. She
responds the same as any child would explain algebra, she honestly
didn't understand what the doctor’s report meant. So she can only
tell me that they told her that she could go home in a few days.
She then would be able to visit the hospital where our daughter was
staying. She also tells me that the nurses have been rude to her,
and that they don't understand the amount of pain she's in... The
way they talk to her to do things that she can't do, makes her
upset and causes her more pain. This made me feel terrible for her.
I couldn't believe the un-compassion in the hospital staff. It was
the second incident since we'd been there, where they showed
disregard and lack of respect. So I asked at the front desk to
speak to a manager, and requested a grievance form (conveniently
there was no such form). So I had to make my grievance verbally to
a staff manager that took my complaint as a joke, and actually
suggested that my wife and I might have initiated the rude remarks
and behavior of their staff... So now I was left reconsidering my
decision of choosing this hospital in the first place, and decided
I had made a horrible mistake. I couldn't believe it was possible
to make a birth such an ugly experience for two new and happy
parents. I was disgusted with the hospital and their staff, and I
was sure to God thankful that I was not paying a dime or nickel for
this treatment (a special thanks to Medi-Cal). I then was asked to
leave at 9-pm on the dot, the finger hand actually struck nine when
I looked up, as the nurse told me "visiting hours are OVER"...
Could the air turn any staler? The stench from the hospital became
nauseating.

 


145 over 90... My wife’s blood pressure had
surely improved, but not to the point where it was stable. But to
my amazement and disbelief the doctor felt she was ready to go
home. Now this is my personal opinion and observation, but doctors
are human beings who study charts and follow other doctor's
established methods of treating patients, rather then treating the
patient on an individual basis themselves, and specifically to that
person. So instead of actually studying the patient and seeing that
she's not well yet, her routine method of 3 days post labor and
then go home method will suffice... Which, it didn't. I had to rush
my wife to the ER two days later with a blood pressure of 199!
She


obviously hadn't become stable yet and the
medicine she was prescribed did not procure the results she needed,
nor what the good doctor ordered. We left the ER that night after
she received a dose of medicine injected into her blood stream, and
her blood pressure came down to 130 or so. Which, is more within
normal limits. I watched her medicine dose schedule from then on
with more caution, and decided to disregard medical routine
recommendations, and gave her a dose every 6 hours instead of every
8 hours. Which meant 4 pills a day instead of 3... Problem
solved.

 


 


* * * * *

 


THREE

 


Call Security

 


 


The visitor lounge
for neo-natal and ICU is a place that is generally crowded and
filled with worry. Not the greatest place to be, nor much less the
perfect hangout. To our luck it was intended to accommodate parents
who chose to stay over night with their child. So a stiff leather
pull out chair would be our place of rest for the next few nights,
or until our daughter was ready to leave... Stiff necks and sore
backs was what we woke up to every morning, not to mention the
headaches that are caused by poor sleep, when forced to sleep in a
noisy and bright environment... Not the greatest feeling. Until the
morning when we were rudely awakened by the heavy shout of a 6 foot
2, 230 pound man shouting "EVERYBODY GET UP! WAKE UP! THIS ISN'T A
HOTEL." Now you tell me... I'm in a parent lounge, designated for
parents who have a child in either ICU or the neo-natal unit. Both
of which are serious matters and painful for the families. The fact
of the visitor lounge being uncomfortable to add, doesn't justify
the anguish of what everyone in the room is feeling. And then to be
woken up by a security guard at 6:40 am! Now I'm not a morning
person, and a bit grumpy in the mornings if you ask my wife, but
this was ridiculous! I was outraged, and I told him to stop
yelling. He quickly responded with, "Get your butt up, this ain't a
place to sleep, go sleep in your own home." Now I'm not sure if his
ignorance to where he was, or maybe just the fact that he has a job
had gone to his head, but he obviously had no sense of reasoning...
but I could be wrong. Either way I tried to reason with him, and
explained that I was a parent, and that I had been told by my
social worker (designated by the hospital) that we were welcome to
sleep in that area. Since we live about 30 miles away, and
transportation was a difficulty getting to and from the hospital.
He stormed out of the designated area and swore to get my attitude
taken care of, he would speak to my social worker about my not
wanting to obey his orders to get "my butt up" (as he put it). This
was going to be a long and bumpy ride, I could smell that stale
stench in the air again, only this time I was sore and extremely
tired.

 


*Ring Ring* A meeting was called and we were
told it would be a meeting to discuss goals for our daughter being
discharged, and that it was urgent. (Since there had also been
concerns for issues regarding accommodation, or the "sleeping
incident".) When we arrived, we were brought to a special room,
designated for meetings. A large table with chairs all around it
stood in the middle. We sat with the hospital social worker, a
charge nurse, and the head of security. I was a bit surprised at
the intimidation tactics that the head of security pervaded, and
attempted on me. It was a bit humorous... Some people take their
jobs a bit too serious. Honestly. So he explains to me that he will
not tolerate any disrespect to his staff, and that I will be banned
from the hospital if I do not follow his orders... I gently
approach the situation, as best as possible, being that I am being
taunted, provoked, and pushed to feel inferior to this hardened,
over-weight man. I explain that my social worker (which is sitting
in the same room and hasn't uttered a word) had explained to me
that I could stay over night, and that I could sleep in the parent
visitor lounge. I explained how his staff was very disrespectful in
the way he approached the situation by yelling, and that it was
un-called for. But I was practically speaking to myself, because
all he could reply was, "are you going to follow the rules?” I
guess I was being ignorant, or maybe I was just being misled and
set for failure. Because for the life of me, I had no clue of what
he was talking about. He explained that I had to be up by 6 in the
morning, and that it was the rules for the lounge... I could have
sworn it wasn't in my parent handbook, or even posted on the
visitor walls, nor much less explained to me by our social worker.
I turn to her and asked her if this was true. She said she hadn't
known that these were the rules, but that since now this "fine"
gentleman was stating that they were, that I had to agree to follow
them or that I would be banned from visiting the hospital... For
the love of God, someone tell me, am I losing my mind? Am I the bad
guy in this scenario? Did I forget my code of conduct, or did I
land on crapville island? A place where doctors and nurses have
their own set of rules and bylaws, to which the outside world has
no knowledge, understanding, or even the privilege to be a part
of... For the love of God. So basically I must wake up by 6-am, or
be forced to not be welcome to even visit my child that is in a
serious life threatening condition? And still have to pay for the
services of this un-sympathetic hospital... Bless your heart
Medi-Cal.

 


 


* * * * *

 


FOUR

 


Dial Tone

 


 


For weeks I hadn't
seen my daughter. I chose to never spend another night in that
hospital, for fear of being banned. I had decided to not be in that
negative atmosphere if even for just a visit. We prayed our
daughter would be able to come home soon, and would call frequently
to see about her progress. My wife would call every night and
throughout the day to check on her. I would speak to her doctors to
get a better understanding of her health and her treatment. It
wasn't looking good... The doctors were baffled and didn't know
what to do. She wasn't holding down her feedings, and was not
gaining sufficient weight compared to their "blessed" chart. I'm no
doctor but I know the difference between being force fed and meal
time. They over fed her and apparently busted her abdomen. Imagine
how a parent might feel, when you watch people do their way with
your child and they harm them. It does not justify it regardless of
where you went to school, how long you went to school, where you
work, nor how much salary you make a year... Failure is failure and
we are all human beings regardless. So I was very upset and not
pleased with her treatment. Even the fact that they caused for her
to reflux her feedings, and then gave her medicines to reduce the
discomfort of the reflux, and yet they never even consulted with us
to ask if that was ok... or explain why. We were basically not
Izabela’s parents in their minds, or they just didn't care that we
were... Point blank. A few days later we were told she would be
coming home soon, and we were relieved and excited. It was as if we
were expecting her to be born once again. We were so anxious, that
we began to call more frequent then usual to see about her
progress, which would ultimately determine if she was going to be
coming home that weekend. Just 2 exams and a study, and they would
determine our fate. The last day of the study, I called and asked
to speak to her nurse to find out the outcome of the study...
*Click*. Someone had hung up on me, so I redialed... I asked to
speak to my daughters nurse, and asked for the nurse's name that
answered my call. Since she had hung up on me... *Click*. Hung up
again... What's going on? I called again, but this time I wanted to
speak to a charge nurse... *Click*. Are you kidding me? Redial...
"Can I speak to a charge nurse?” And this was what I heard, "If you
call here again you're going to be in big trouble mister, you're
going to go to jail! If you threaten me again I'm going to call the
police!" *Click*. Whoa... Is this really happening? And if so, why
is this happening? I needed to report this person to her
supervisor. This wasn't right for one, and secondly I just wanted
to know how my daughter was doing. I didn't even visit her anymore
to avoid any drama. And now even over the phone I was being
disrespected like this? And made to seem as if I was doing
something that I wasn’t... Is that even legal? Because I know that
it isn't professional. I don't own a business, but I'm sure if I
was a boss of a major business, where a paying customer is being
hung up on and being talked to in the form that the woman was
talking to me, it would definitely cause for disciplinary action.
But this was not the case. I was actually banned from the
hospital... The reason for which I was no longer allowed in the
hospital, was because they claimed that I was not complying with
their rules and wasn’t treating staff with respect. But that was
what they said, that was in no way the truth... But I'm in
crapville island, who cares what I have to say about anything. The
secretary told her supervisor that I was making threatening remarks
towards her, and that I was being very rude. So when I made it to
the hospital to make my complaint in person concerning the
receptionist’s rude conduct, I wasn't allowed passed the front
desk. I was banned from the hospital over "supposed" rude and
disrespectful behavior over the phone. My only option now was to
have my daughter transferred to a different hospital. I couldn’t
allow this kind of treatment from anyone, and I wasn’t going to
stand by and allow them to take away my right to be with my
daughter. So I decided to tell them in my defense, that I no longer
wanted my daughter treated at their hospital, and didn't feel it
was in my family's best interest. And this was where all hell broke
loose... Ring the alarm.

 


 


* * * * *

 


FIVE

 


Home Visit

 


 


Child Protective
Services... An entity entirely to itself, and for itself. It's to
say, that this agency and organization tends to taking kids from
parents (which constitutes as kidnapping or child abduction) with
no regards for human rights, the law, nor the moral principles of
respect for life and the privacy of others. Much less a respect for
God, who made marriage and intended for it to be holy and between
man and woman. The purpose, for which, to become as one and
procreate in this process. This CPS organization was never included
in God's plan, and it is clear to see why (for those in the know).
Yet our local social workers with a few years of schooling are
given a position with a level of power so high, that it goes to
their head... Point blank. They can take away anyone’s kid. If they
have the slightest advantage, or pretext to attack and be
effective, then they have themselves a paid bonus, and a raise in
salary in the very near future. Along with broken families,
destroyed homes, and ruined lives. (That's enough to give satan a
hard-on.) Their prime target is the frequent minorities and poverty
stricken families that don't have the means or the voice to defend
themselves, which makes them an easy target. I catch myself in
their cross-hairs, and I am in for a big treat. Now, what I have
gone through has been your worst case of bad luck, crappy
situations, and poor work ethics... But the thought that this was
enough to intervene in my family, and take away my daughter is
absurd. I am actually a little humored by the completely rude and
ignorant gesture. That it has entertained me enough to believe that
anyone could be so vindictive and evil, as to want to take away my
child from me and my wife... So I agreed to meet with the social
worker with Child Protective Services, who had called me to
schedule a chance to meet in person and interview me. I would use
this opportunity to voice my discontent with Children’s Hospital.
We would meet at my home, on a sunny summer afternoon... What could
it possibly hurt?

 


She's a friendly, quiet, well spoken, and
educated woman... A wolf in disguise. She explains how the hospital
had made a call to her agency, and that the hospital was concerned
about my behavior. She asks me about my relationship with the
hospital, and asks my version of the situation. I explain how the
hospital's refusal to acknowledge myself and my wife, in our
daughters care and treatment, has caused me to want to transfer my
daughter to a different hospital. I explain the poor level of
treatment, not being informed about our daughter's change in
treatment and updates, and the lack of respect for our family. The
fact, that they disregarded us as parents, and treated our daughter
as an independent child. After all I was banned from visiting my
fragile child at a most significant time in her life. She is only 6
weeks old, and has never been with her Mommy and Daddy completely.
She needs both her parents to be by her side... This has impacted
our family as a whole. My wife's post partum depression has been
partly triggered by these events which have kept her from her
child. I have become over-whelmed by the chain of events. All the
responsibilities of attending my recovering wife, consoling her
depression, to maintaining her health, and keeping her blood
pressure at bay. Then having to deal with the specifics of my
daughter's health and treatment. And to top it off, the level of
disrespect and in-consideration from hospital staff in every style,
shape, and form. She actually, for the moment, understood me and
began to compliment me on my commitment to my family. It was
amiable, and I was assured by her, that she in no way was going to
take my daughter away. And that she was only doing her job to
follow-up with the call that was made to her agency. She explains
that she has to keep the case open for a routine 30 days, and that
after which she would be closing out the case. And if I needed
anything I had her phone number. It was a pleasant visit... She
seemed very nice.

 


 


* * * * *

 


SIX

 


Hospital Influence

 


 


At this moment I'm
dealing with the weight of the world. I am searching for a possible
hospital that would take my daughter into their care, and hopefully
it would be closer to home. But my wife is not fully grasping what
is going on, with the chain of events that have occurred. My wife
was born with an extra chromosome... Which is diagnosed as triple-X
chromosome syndrome. What that means is that she has a slight
learning disability, and does not fully comprehend things at a
normal rate. You wouldn't even notice her disability until you
observe the difficulty she has in filling out forms, or reading
complex and antagonizing paperwork. She has to be told numerous
times a specific subject, before it actually sinks in and she can
understand it... sometimes it may only last for a short time, and
eventually she forgets the whole subject. It can be rather
difficult at times. Especially when explaining serious issues and
getting her to be on the same page. But her condition also adds a
factor into her self-esteem, and causes her to have insecurities,
by way of feeling "stupid"... especially when people are rude to
her when she has to ask or be asked a particular question numerous
times to understand. So she struggles with this disability, and I
myself struggle with it too... Indirectly but most definitely. I
try explaining to her how we have to transfer our daughter to a
better hospital, but my wife does not agree with this decision.
She's been told by the social worker, and the doctors at the
hospital, that if we were to transfer the baby to another hospital
she may die! She's told that our daughter is a medically fragile
baby, and must be treated by professionals. She is told that the
only hospital with such credentials is Children's Hospital. This is
what my frightened wife is told, and buys into it as if it were on
sale... At this point it becomes a power struggle between my wife
and I, and she feels she's the mother and has the right to decide
for her daughter's safety... Daddy must hit the backstreet, on this
one. As hurtful as it is to have your wife choose to listen to a
"professional" rather than her husband, I can only accept the blame
on her condition for wanting to go against me. The doctor's advice
to her to not transfer our daughter, is more based on money and
reputation, rather than my daughter's safety... And the truth is
that Lucile Packard Hospital in Stanford is another well credited
hospital (with possibly greater health care professionals) that can
treat our daughter. My daughter in no way was facing death, or had
any danger that prevented her from being transferred. Her condition
was fragile, but not life threatening at this point. She was
greatly improving, and was close to being released from the
hospital. But when told by your daughter's doctor the contrary, and
not knowing between truth and deceit (due to a slow comprehension)
it can easily persuade a person to follow medical advice instead of
embracing "possible" death of your newborn child. She love’s our
baby girl, and doesn’t want to risk putting her life in danger...
That was the reality she was believing. And no one was going to
change her mind about it. And even though the hospital had banned
me from seeing our daughter... My wife was still welcome to visit
her. And visit her she does.

 


*Ring Ring*... The social worker from Social
Services (or CPS) was calling me to inform me that it was necessary
for me to be taught how to operate an oxygen monitor that my
daughter would be taking home upon discharge. And also I must
complete training for infant CPR, as a precaution. Since I am
banned from visiting the hospital, I must obtain the training on my
own, and at my own expense. I explain to her my financial situation
and the inconvenience of having to pay... I am disabled and only
receive a monthly social security check. (My financial status is
almost obsolete.) I barely make enough to get by. So she tells me
that she will see if her agency can pay for the classes, since I'm
not accountable for not being allowed into the hospital to attend
the classes. Which I thought was very helpful, and I thanked her
for her help. My wife would be receiving the training at the
hospital, and would be fully aware of how to operate the oxygen
machine, and how to apply CPR incase of an emergency once the baby
was discharged. Things seemed to be in place, and working fine. My
wife and I were working on our relationship, as I was still upset
with her decision to keep the baby at Children’s Hospital. The
strain of birth and post-partum depression had also taken a toll on
our intimacy and communication. We were working together to make
things better between us... A slow but worthy cause. We were both
very anxious to have our daughter at home, and not have to deal
with the hospital staff any longer. We were tired of hospitals. We
were informed that our daughter would be coming home the following
Friday... Finally! We were very excited, and we started making
arrangements right away.

 


 


* * * * *

 


SEVEN

 


Change Of Plans

 


 


I ordered a cake
(tres leches de banana, strawberry, and limon) and had a special
"Welcome home Izabela" written across it. My cousin, who lives
about 45 minutes away, was going to help bring our daughter home in
her car. She helped us get groceries and necessities for the
welcoming party. Everything was set into place, and relatives had
been invited to a celebration and welcoming to the family... Our
newest member "Izabela". Two proud parents, getting everything
ready for mija's big day. Her birthday party. That's when my wife
gets a call from the CPS worker... There has been a change of
plans, and our daughter will not be getting discharged after all.
My heart dropped, and my stomach knotted up. This was awful... my
wife began to cry. I couldn't believe it, I didn't understand how,
or why this was happening. I was devastated. We we're asked to go
to the hospital and speak with the doctors about planning a future
discharge. The social worker promised me that she would get me a
pass to enter the hospital, so that I could speak with her doctors,
and get a chance to take the required trainings for my daughters
discharge. I agreed to go to the hospital, under the condition that
the CPS social worker would be there with us. Partly because I
believed she had my family's best interest at heart, and also
because I wanted her to observe how the hospital treats us. And
possibly have her serve as a witness for me and my family. (I had
been considering suing the hospital at this point.)

Five episodes... Five incidents where my
daughter aspirated and failed to breathe. Her condition had
apparently grown worse over the course of two days! Or so we were
being told... I found it hard to believe. I felt they had other
motives to keep our daughter longer. They were making a fortune on
hospital bills! My daughter had been in the neo-natal unit 2 months
already. She was supposed to have gotten released over a month ago.
But even if that were not the case, why were we not informed that
our daughter had stopped breathing for a period of up to 20
seconds? Five different times! This is what the doctor describes to
us at our meeting, with no emotion or sign of sympathy whatsoever.
All this in front of a CPS social worker who looks appalled at the
thought of a well established hospital failing to meet the needs of
two concerned parents. My eyes meet hers as she slowly comes to
realize what I've been explaining to her. I softly say "Do you
see?" loud enough for only her to hear... She nods her head. To my
amazement she speaks out in our defense and lets the doctor have
her piece of mind. In that instant, my voice was acknowledged and
heard... But only through the voice of a social worker who works
for the county. But never the less, I was finally heard. My wife
was in tears at the thought of our daughter stopping from
breathing, and the thought of losing her... We hadn't even been
notified. My wife was beginning to feel disgusted with the
hospital, and wanted our daughter transferred immediately. The
tension towards the hospital and the doctor was intense. The doctor
was forced to leave the room, and assured the social worker and my
wife to have our daughter transferred to another hospital... My
wife rushes to my arms and cries in my chest. As I try to assure
her everything will be ok. She apologizes for not listening to me,
and for not wanting to transfer our daughter sooner. But I quickly
tell her not to worry about it. Our daughter is our main concern...
I forgive her.

 


We arrive to Lucile Packard Hospital along
with our daughter. We are respectfully greeted and attended. The
atmosphere was noticeably different compared to Children's
Hospital. The staff at Lucile Packard were far more courteous and
friendly. We had a much better feeling about our daughter being
there, rather than at Children's Hospital. Her new doctor asked us
various questions about her health, and answered the major concerns
we had. I explained in full detail her previous treatment and
health issues she has had. And also included recent problems she
had begun having. Her belly button had produced a hernia which I
was not aware of, until finally seeing her again for the first time
since being banned from Children’s Hospital. The doctor explains
that it is quite normal for newborns to develop umbilical hernias
within the first few weeks after being born. But I explain that she
is 9 weeks old, and has developed the hernia in the past week or
so. He explains that this must have been caused by vigorous crying,
where the abdomen tightens and pushes against the umbilical wall. I
am surprised and become upset... Our daughter is very quiet, and
sleeps for most of her time. (Which is normal behavior for a
newborn.) The only time she cries is when she wants to be fed, or
have her diaper changed. And my problem with this, is that she has
been in the care of trained and employed nurses. And they have
failed to properly attend to her, apparently... They must have
ignored her cues, and painful cries. Or she would not have produced
a hernia. She must have been left unattended for long periods of
time, or just purposely left to cry. A cry so painfully loud and
unanswered... I can only pray for forgiveness for not being there.
For not being by her side to answer her cry. My wife holds our
child in her arms, while I record video of them. I sure hoped this
hospital was not like the other. The doctor has reassured us to
keep us posted on all updates, and to be included in the treatment
plan. He gives us a good vibe, and we feel a little bit more at
peace. I just wanted this whole ordeal to be over with, and go
home... Together.

 


 


* * * * *

 


EIGHT

 


Angry Worker

 


 


*Ring Ring* I
called the CPS worker to keep her updated on our daughter's care. I
thanked her again for helping us get our daughter transferred to a
better hospital. She asks about the discharge planning, and I tell
her that it all depends on how her recovery goes, and how she does
on the test results. As of now everything was looking good, and we
were expecting a period of about 2 to 3 weeks before being
released. She had already been taken off of the oxygen mask and
improving. I was told by the CPS worker that I must find an in-home
nurse for my daughter's after care. I did not know about such
requirement, but I told her that I would look into it. I was going
to ask my new hospital social worker in regards. Our conversation
was short and pleasant, nothing out of the ordinary. I made my way
to my class. (A training to become a peer counselor.) I attend
group meetings and program trainings on how to deal with mental
health clients. My goal is to reach youth who suffer from
depression and destructive behavior. I myself suffer from major
depression disorder, and I know what it feels like to be stressed
and depressed to the point where one becomes self destructive. At
this point in my life I am making better choices, and have
positively changed my life around... With much help from God and my
wife. Who has given me a reason to smile and enjoy life. And now
becoming a father to a beautiful child, has given me added purpose
and direction for my life. My desire is to be a positive example
and role model for other youth. And this desire has taken me to
getting trained to become a peer counselor.



 


My wife was beginning to spend more time with
our daughter at the new hospital. She tells me all about her
visits, and shows me new pictures. The baby will no longer need to
take home an oxygen machine, and is doing really well. She hasn't
had any new episodes. This was great news, and it felt like our
daughter would be coming home soon. It's almost hard to believe.
The CPS worker called again to inform me that I needed to find an
in-home nurse. She had found one of her own and had her in place,
ready to go. I didn't like the idea of a CPS in-home nurse, and I
politely told her that I appreciated her help but that I would like
to find one on my own. I was going to see if I could find a Spanish
speaking nurse. Since my wife and I are both Hispanic parents, and
want our child to learn to speak Spanish as well. (This is a
cultural thing.) She explodes... she snaps back with contempt, "I
did your family a favor, so now you need to do me a favor, and
allow my nurse to follow up with your child." I began to feel
uncomfortable, but I understood her completely. I had been very
thankful with her help, but I had a cultural preference. And her
nurse did not fit the description I was looking for. I tried to
compromise, and I told her that if I didn't find a Spanish speaking
nurse, that I would go with her nurse. She agrees to this, and we
finish the call on good terms. I was starting to get a bad feeling
about the way she was acting. Her tone had left me with a bad
impression, and I didn't appreciate the hostility. I would look for
an in-home nurse as soon as possible.

 


I left my new hospital social worker various
messages regarding discharge plans. As well as, concerns for help
finding a Spanish speaking nurse to follow up with Izabela. All to
no avail, and no returned phone calls. I receive a call from
Izabela's doctor concerning her discharge... She will be released
the following Monday. The joy quickly fills my body, and I was
completely excited. I asked the doctor what time she will be
released, and she tells me that I can come pick up our daughter at
any time on Monday, the later in the evening the better. (Due to
the busy mornings.) I explained to the doctor that I was attending
classes for employment, but I would try to be at the hospital by
6-pm. "That's fine. Most parents work jobs, and usually come after
work to pick up their children, not a problem." I hung up shortly,
and gave my wife a call to give her the good news... She couldn't
wait! This anticipation to have our daughter at home had gone on
for far too long. It's been the longest expectation from the very
beginning, and now the time has finally come for our daughter to
come home. Our daughter was going to have her Mommy next to her,
and be held an enormous amount of times throughout the day... And
night. Her Daddy also wants to smother her with kisses and love.
And she deserves it. My poor daughter hasn't had her mother's love
near her for most of the fragile moments of her life. She has been
deprived of her parents... Who adore her! I can't imagine the pain
and confusion she has been going through at such an early age. I
can only imagine the psychological effects that it will have on
her, and pray she turns out ok. I don't want my daughter to have
trust or abandonment issues. This was all going to be over soon,
and life was going to get better. I placed my hope in God.

 


*Ring Ring* I answered a call from CPS. I am
told to be at the hospital by noon to go over discharge planning
with her and hospital staff. I told her I couldn't make it to the
hospital until about 6-pm. Since I had a class finale, that I
needed to attend in order to receive a certificate. “If you are not
there by noon, I am going to take her into my custody.” she tells
me... Are you serious? “You can't do that, I already discussed this
with her doctor and she told me I could be there in the evening." I
responded. For some odd reason she didn't believe me, and begins
arguing with me that I must do as she says. I hadn't seen this
coming... I thought she was our friend. But obviously she was now
threatening to take away my child. I became irate. "You don't have
a reason to take my daughter, I need to attend my class so that I
can get a job and provide for my family." This wasn't ancient
hieroglyphics or obscure arithmetic... I think I'm being rational.
"Well it looks like you're going to have to miss your class. What's
more important, your daughter or your class?" She hollers back. I
wasn’t too sure she understood my responsibility in supporting my
family, or at the very least the idea of compromise. I decided to
negotiate with her, "I will have my wife be there at noon. I won't
be there until after my class. I will try to get there right away.
You know I don't have a car." My friend had agreed to take me to
pick up my daughter after class. (He attended the same class.) But
this did not help my situation. She again, very rudely and without
empathy, told me that she would take away my child if I wasn’t
there. "I don't have to be there at noon, I can be there at anytime
on Monday. I already talked to the doctor. I have to provide for my
family, I'm trying to better my life. What's wrong with you? Are
you ignorant?" This is where she became very explosive... "You
don't know who you're messing with. I have the power to take away
your daughter and put her in foster care. I told you this is my
job, I don't take it personal. I really don't care about your
daughter, or your family. I could care less. You either do what I
say and be there, or you can deal with the courts." I really hadn't
seen this coming... She had seemed so friendly and concerned. How
could someone be so false, and hide wicked intentions. Two faced
doesn't give a description justice... More like snake fits better.
I gave her my piece of mind, and asked her how she could live with
herself. To go home to her kids and husband, while at work she's a
devil in the flesh... I asked her how she would feel if she were in
my shoes, and were faced by having her kids taken away. She didn't
give me an answer, but her silence was enough for me. I know one
day it will catch up to her. What goes around comes around. The
Bible teaches that "we reap what we sow". And every evil deed we
commit in life has to eventually be paid for... And this I
trust.

 


Sunday night, my wife spent the night at the
hospital with our daughter. She wanted to be there for her
discharge, and didn't want to be late... So she stayed the night.
In the morning things were hectic as always. The busy morning
schedule, and the fact that it's Monday... A lot of catching up to
do from the weekend. My wife was feeling cheerful and excited. She
got breakfast, and returned to our daughter's side. The baby's
nurse and my wife, had been conversating much over the past weeks,
and had become acquainted. They were discussing how exciting it was
going to be to have our daughter home finally, when the hospital
social worker suddenly showed up. She spoke to my wife rudely, and
in a hostile tone (the baby's nurse noticed this as well) "Your
husband has been leaving me a lot of messages. It seems he's angry
that I haven't returned his calls. I don't like his attitude and I
will have security escort him out, if he acts like how he did at
Children's Hospital." My wife notices a security guard standing by
the door. My wife tells her, "He is only concerned for his
daughter. You haven't returned his calls, and I know he has been
trying to reach you. I don't know why you have to bring security
with you. We haven't done anything." My wife try's to keep herself
calm. The worker rudely responds, "I spoke to you about her
discharge, and explained everything to you. I don't have to speak
to him. You should communicate with him, and tell him what I told
you. There's nothing else for me to say to him." Which wasn't true,
there was still a lot more to speak about. Such as finding an
in-home nurse, help filling out forms concerning medical insurance,
and explaining information on future follow up visits. My wife told
her this, and explained my concern. "He feels like you're ignoring
him. I told him a little bit of what you told me, but I didn't
understand all of it. He has his own questions he wants to ask
you." Nothing out of the ordinary, just a few basic concerns. A
phone call of no longer than 10 minutes would have been enough, but
I guess maybe it was not part of her salary. (And she obviously
wasn't doing charity.) The worker became frustrated, "I will not
tolerate your behavior, and you need to leave the nursery. I will
have a talk with CPS about your disrespect. Someone please get
security." The hospital worker was obviously flaunting, and
expressing her power to have her removed. My wife became upset, and
started to look around the room. To her comfort, everyone in the
room was feeling the same way as my wife. The nurses were disgusted
with how the social worker was acting. So my wife decided to speak
out and tell the social worker how she felt. “Do what you have to
do. I haven't done anything wrong. I have witnesses.” The worker
stormed out... In a ball of fire (more or less). The nurses came
near my wife and gave her supportive words of encouragement. They
were all very sympathetic, and were busy down-talking the social
worker. But they quickly changed the subject to focus on what was
more important... Our daughter was finally going home.

 


 


* * * * *

 


NINE

 


Emergency Hold

 


 


What happened next
is indescribable... Only horror. "Your daughter isn't going home
with you today. I am placing a hold on your daughter. You are no
longer allowed to visit her here at the hospital, and tell your
husband as well. You are both banned. If he comes on the premises
he will be arrested. You both need to attend a meeting tomorrow to
discuss where your daughter will be placed." These words echoed,
over and over in my wife's brain until she began to hyperventilate.
She began to have what is called an "anxiety attack". Tears
erupted, and it became uncontrollably hard for her to breathe. A
tiny grin appeared on the face of the CPS worker, who not only a
few weeks ago was consoling her fears about our daughter's health
conditions. "I'm sorry" she adds with her smirk... The sarcasm only
adds to the pain in my wife’s chest. My wife leaves the room,
bumping into walls, and almost collapses along the way. My poor
wife was heart broken. To her surprise a security guard was
standing near by, waiting to approach her. The CPS worker came out
of the room, and got along side the security guard. It was time for
my wife to leave the hospital. She was no longer allowed to be
there, or see her daughter... My wife begins to plead with the CPS
woman. She begs the worker to at least let her see her daughter.
"Why are you doing this? I thought you wanted to help us. Now you
say you're going to take away my daughter, and with no emotion. You
know how much we've gone through, and how long we've been waiting
to take her home with us... Why?" Tears ran down her face and sobs
of sadness filled the air. And for a short moment the CPS worker
became somewhat human. She allowed my wife to be able to visit the
hospital, “But only as long as you tell your husband not to come to
the hospital. If he shows up, he will be arrested.” The CPS worker
insists on banning me from the hospital. And my wife having no
choice, agrees to this... She doesn't want to lose her daughter. If
even just the chance to see her, and be by her side, she will do
whatever it takes.

 


*Ring Ring* I got the call... My wife was
crying uncontrollably. She could barely speak. Every other word was
choked by a sob. I finally made sense of what she was saying... I
became furious. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. My mind
began to race, and I tried to figure out how to deal with it. My
daughter has been placed on an emergency hold! They had taken
custody of our daughter without a warrant and without any charges.
They had taken her without the help of a single police officer. The
CPS worker had suggested to her agency to place our daughter in
foster care. They had set up a meeting for the following day, to
figure out what would happen with her. My only child, my first
child, my daughter... I was backed against a wall. I am extremely
protective of my loved ones, just as is any father. Although new to
being a Dad, I take my role seriously. This is my family who was
being threatened. My wife was devastated, and she begged me to do
something... I began to feel helpless. I told her not to worry, but
who was I kidding? I got on the phone and called some of my family
members. I needed their help and support, I couldn't allow for the
system to take away my daughter. I made my way to the hospital and
parked down the street. I waited for my wife to come out... This
was chaos. I couldn't believe the social worker would actually go
to these extremes. I didn't see the basis, or how it could even be
possible. I was beginning to lose my calm... "Why is this happening
Lord?"

 


 


* * * * *

 


TEN

 


The Meeting

 


 


Team Decision
Meeting (TDM)... That is the formal term for this meeting with CPS.
I had arranged for 3 of my cousins, my aunt, a family friend, and
my wife to attend the meeting. My mother would have flown out to
attend as well, but I didn't want to inconvenience her. (She lives
out of state.) And my wife's parents were not on good terms with
us, since they had never approved of our relationship. Due to my
appearance, my finances, my social status, and just about
everything in between. So it was not a bright idea to invite them
to a bashing party. As for me, I wouldn’t be attending the meeting.
I, in no way, wanted to participate any longer with CPS. I had
realized CPS was not a group of people you could trust. I didn’t
want anything to do with them. And I didn’t feel safe in their
building. I chose to spend the day searching the internet for a
lawyer, and other helpful tips on dealing with CPS. At the meeting,
the social worker had been replaced by a new worker who would be
handling the case from now on. (Which didn't make much sense.) I
was being verbally attacked and abused by the agency. My family did
their best to defend me. They tried to explain our situation, and
how hard it had been having our child in the hospital for the past
3 months. My family knows how much I love my daughter, and all the
effort I had made to provide for my wife and daughter. But all of
my family’s attempts to remedy the situation, lands on def ears.
The agency wants to place my daughter in foster care... But they
wouldn't explain why. They don't give my wife or family a reason
why my daughter was being detained. Probably due to the fact, that
they didn't have a valid reason. My family offered themselves as a
possible placement for Izabela in the meantime, or at least until
the court matters were resolved. No one wanted my daughter to be
placed in foster care, except of course for CPS. They continued to
insult and attack my character, and even took a few stabs at my
wife without regards or any remorse. This is standard CPS
procedure. It was nothing personal in their eyes... It was just
their job. The meeting lasted about an hour and a half. The matter
would be left for the courts to decide where Izabela would be
placed. My family was willing to submit to background checks and
home inspections, to avoid my daughter being placed into a foster
home. They left the meeting and arrived at my house after a long,
draining afternoon. They explained what had happened... I began to
feel horrible, and humiliated. My character had been butchered. My
integrity shattered. I was completely embarrassed. The agency had
made it seem as if my daughter would not be safe in our home, yet
would not give a reason as to why. My family did not seem the same
towards me. I could feel their disapproval. I thanked them for
their help and their willingness to take my daughter into their
home. They would let me know how the CPS interviews went. They had
been scheduled interviews ASAP. The hospital would only keep our
daughter a few more days, and she needed to have a place to go. Our
court wasn't until next week. So it was urgent for my family to get
cleared. I didn't want my daughter to be placed into foster care,
and I much rather her be with family than a complete stranger. This
had all happened with such short notice, and I only had a few days
left to find a lawyer... The weight of the world had once again
hopped on my shoulders.

 


 


* * * * *

 


ELEVEN

 


Worst Fear

 


 


The Fourth of July
was awful. My daughter was placed into foster care. It had only
been 3 days since the TDM meeting, and my daughter was being taken
by a complete stranger to an unknown location. "God bless
America"... The irony. I was justifiably losing my calm, and my
patience with the whole situation. The agency had taken advantage
of their authority and control. They had commenced the background
checks and interviews with my family, and my family had been
cleared for placement... But the agency alleged that I might not be
the father of Izabela. They told me that I should bring my proof or
documentation to court, so that the judge could decide if I was the
presumed father or not… Unbelievable! I had the declaration of
paternity form that I had signed when my daughter was born, and the
hospitals had this documentation as well. My daughter bore my last
name. But cynically the CPS agency did not have such paperwork. And
they were not interested in reviewing the proof that I had... They
said for me to bring it to court. They had arranged for a foster
mother, who was on her way to the hospital, to pick up my daughter.
This was what they had planned from the start, and what their prime
goal had been. And now they were just going along as planned by
what had been decided by their agency. My family being interviewed
and screened had only been standard procedure, and basically just
to cover their legal obligations. Their intentions had always been
to place our newborn child in foster care. Where she could be
placed for adoption, and the agency could make their quotas. Babies
are much easier to get adopted... And my daughter was only 3 months
old. Our dreaded fear had now become reality. We pleaded and argued
with the agency (over the phone) telling them what they were doing
was wrong, but all to no avail... When dealing with CPS, it is a
losing battle. Their politics are not moralistic, nor legalistic.
Just the fact that they have denied my daughter and my family
"kinship care rights", or the no warrant seizure, goes beyond the
law... It is unconstitutional. I can't even consider celebrating
the Fourth of July. My firework bundle takes a rain check... There
will be another occasion. (Just not this one.) We receive a phone
number to the foster mother, from the agency, but are urged not to
call her more than once a week. My wife, by this time, is under a
lot of stress. I can observe her mental stability deteriorating.
She has been suffering from a lot of anxiety. This was not an easy
situation for anyone to endure, and much less for a first time mom.
Showing symptoms of post partum depression, and recovering from
giving birth, she was now dealing with losing her beloved child...
I don't wish this heartache on anyone. Our family didn't deserve
this treatment... No one does. I tried to do my best to console
her. But I was beginning to lose her trust. I hadn't been able to
achieve getting our daughter back and remedy the situation. And
things had only begun to get worse. She pushes me away… It pains
me. I couldn't bear to see her so hurt. I wished I could do
something to bring her joy back, anything to bring her happiness...
My only option, as of now, was to get a lawyer. I spent the rest of
the day searching online.

 


I came across a few lawyers in the area, some
were Hispanic. I gave those lawyers a call first. I finally got in
touch with one, and explained my situation... He seemed
professional, and familiar with handling CPS cases. So we set up an
appointment to meet and discuss the case. Since I didn't have much
time to be searching (court was in 3 days), we agreed to meet over
the weekend. And I was to bring cash and sign forms, in order for
him to take our case. He was being considerate, given the
circumstances, to meet over the weekend. (He didn't usually work on
the weekends) I emptied my savings, and called my brother... I
needed to borrow some money. I swallowed my pride, and explained to
him the situation I was in. After much venting, he was very
sympathetic and understanding. He was willing to help. He was
saddened by the whole situation and shared my pain. He was going to
wire me some money... I thanked him dearly. He asked me to keep him
updated. He offered to help us in any way, and hoped everything
turns out ok. (I am very thankful with God for giving me the family
he has given me.) Although this lawyer was expensive, my daughter
is worth more... And I would give everything I own to keep her. I
put my trust in God, and tried to remain positive. Our daughter
belongs with my wife and I... Our God given right.

 


 


* * * * *

 


TWELVE

 


Detention Hearing

 


 


The line wraps
around the superior court building. It seems police have been
actively handing out tickets, and arresting citizens. The line to
get into court was ridiculous. It was a little before 9-am, and
everyone in line was annoyed with the wait. This is the hassle
everyone who receives a ticket or faces charges, has to go
through... It's antagonizing. Waiting in line to go through a medal
detector couldn't be any less convenient. We hadn't slept much the
past few nights. It had been extremely tense and stressful. We
finally got inside, and began to wait again. We sat in the lobby
near the courtroom. My lawyer soon arrived and approached us. He
explained to us how this part of the court process is carried out,
and then goes inside the courtroom to find out who the agency has
been appointed as a county counsel. He also needed to review the
petition that the agency had filed against us. He brought us each a
copy, and told us that my wife would be getting appointed a public
defender. And since I had already hired a lawyer myself, I wouldn't
need a public defender. Having two lawyers was going to greatly
help us, and be an advantage to both lawyers, he told us. Since,
they wouldn't have to carry the burden of the entire case all on
their own. They would be able to assist each other, and work
together. This should benefit our family and the case, and my wife
and I agreed to keep the public defender that my wife will be
appointed. We began to read the CPS report, and quickly we were
appalled... It was very disturbing. The report consisted of me
being violent in nature... CPS had been told by the Children's
Hospital social worker that I was violent, and belligerent towards
staff there. To the point where I had to be banned! The facts were
sickly twisted. They stated that they felt our home was not a safe
environment for a medically fragile child. They seemed to be
suggesting possible domestic violence. They had concluded this from
a "supposed" argument at the hospital, between my wife and I. They
also included, that we as parents, didn't know how to take care of
a child. Since I, as the father, had not taken any of the teachings
on how to feed our daughter (she needed a thickener to be added to
her formula) and also hadn't received any trainings on precautions
or safety measures. My wife was described as "spacing out" during
her teachings, and was accused of not knowing how to properly care
for a medically fragile child. The CPS worker had also mentioned in
her report, the fact that my wife's parents did not approve of me.
This revealed that her parents had also spoken negatively about me
to both the CPS worker, and the hospital social worker. The report
was entirely based from Children's Hospital's perspective, and the
added fact that I had been banned. They even included that I had
been banned from the new hospital, Lucile Packard. (Which was after
the CPS worker had placed the emergency hold on my daughter.) They
were using these circumstances to mislead, and manipulate the
judge's opinion of me, to persuade his decision in their favor.
This was their approach and sabotage towards our family. I
basically was being described as hostile, violent, and abusive. My
wife was being described as a spaced out, naive, and abused wife.
Due to this dynamic, my daughter being placed in our care, would
put her life at risk... Completely unbelievable! No child abuse, no
sex abuse, no child neglect, no domestic violence, and no
arrests... Yet my daughter has been placed on an emergency
protection hold, and consequently placed in foster care. The entire
report had been alleged a month prior, and reported to CPS from
Children's hospital. Why hadn't they placed her on hold then, when
they first responded to the accusation, instead of waiting an
entire month? (If it was that serious and concrete.) I sure hoped
the judge would see through these false accusations, and make a
fair and lawful ruling. I began to pray to God, and asked Him to
help our family through this whole painful ordeal. My faith and
trust were wearing very thin... But I was left with few options. I
only wanted what was mine... My daughter. "Lord please bring my
family justice."

 


The new CPS worker, who had barely been
assigned our case, was present in court. It was my first encounter
with her, and I was not eager to become her friend. We had been
introduced, and talked shortly in the hallway before court had
started. She did not come off as a friendly person. The job of the
emergency response worker, who was the previous worker, was to try
to become trusted, and gain as much information against a family as
possible. That was why she had done such a good job at being
friendly, and seemed genuinely helpful. But now that her part was
done and over, the true mask of CPS was unveiled in court. This new
worker wasn't hiding her contempt towards us, and displayed an air
of superiority. Quite arrogantly and crude in her demeanor. My
lawyer advised that this rude behavior from the worker was a tactic
that CPS uses to make parents react negatively, and use it against
them. Their goal is to push parents to their break, and then point
it out to the courts as a sign of negative behavior issues.
Standard, basic CPS stuff. New to me, but routine CPS regimen. They
weren't fooling me anymore though. I could read between their lines
now. I kept my distance, and let my lawyer do all the talking. When
the CPS worker took the stand, I was eager to find out what she had
to say. She has had the case for only a week, and it was no
surprise that her whole testimony would be hear say. But I was
surprised that it was even allowed in court. Many of the questions
she was asked, she wasn't even able to answer. Due to insufficient
information on the case… Which, wasn't fair to the severity of the
case. It wasn’t fair to our family, and wasn’t fair to my daughter.
Izabela's life was at stake here. Being detained in foster care,
and with the possibility of being adopted (depending on the
outcome), her life was in the hands of a corrupt CPS agency. At 3
months of age, my daughter had no clue of what was going on, or
what was being planned for her... Or, more accurately of how she
was being robbed. Robbed from her parents, and robbed of her
rights.

 


We stepped out of the courtroom after the
worker's spiteful charade, and conversed with our lawyers in the
hallway. Court had been adjourned until the next day. The lawyers
were both shocked with the social worker's testimony, and puzzled
at the same time by the whole case. They didn't feel that what the
agency was doing was right. And they didn't feel CPS had a strong
enough case to keep Izabela from us. They tried to give us
encouraging words and hope, but they also told us that these cases
can take months... And sometimes years. Their main goal was to get
Izabela home safe with us. We needed to keep our attitudes
positive, and try not to let the agency get under our skin. "Be
patient, and try not to give them the reaction they are wanting to
get from you. Just smile and keep things respectful." My lawyer
tries to give us some advice, and keep us from getting upset
towards the agency. (Easier said than done.) But we kept it in
mind, and made our way home. Tomorrow would be another day.
Hopefully the case would get thrown out, and we could finally have
our daughter home. Our baby needs to be at home with her Mama and
Papa. Her room had been decorated specially for her. Purple
painted, wooden letters of her name, stretch across the wall in her
room above her crib. Embroidered with butterflies and ribbons. Her
crib has a pink, animal print comforter with the side skirts, and a
window valance to match. On top of her dresser, we placed a
matching animal lamp (It was part of a set) and photos of her in
picture frames. We had the baby camera monitor set up facing the
inside of her crib, ready to monitor her while she sleeps.
Everything was in place, and ready to go... Now we just needed
Izabela. I spent the rest of the day praying with different family
members and pastors over the phone. I was trusting God would answer
our prayers, and fulfill His promises in His word. This was just
part of "trial and tribulation". A test to build my faith, and my
trust in Him. I couldn't let this attack defeat my faith or destroy
my family. I wouldn't accept that into my life. Only God could make
this whole situation right. And I thanked Him for it... Because I
knew that He would.

 


 


* * * * *

 


THIRTEEN

 


The Proposal

 


 


“They want to make a
proposal. They are willing to allow Izabela to live with your wife,
as long as you are not living in the home.” My lawyer began. He
gently tried to sway my decision, and bring an unfair resolution to
this whole affair. Not to mention unjust, and unlawful. I didn't
agree with this deal, and neither did my wife. We're a family, why
should I be excluded from my own family? I hadn't done anything
wrong. "They want you to finish the required trainings to properly
take care of Izabela, before they allow you to return to the home."
He adds. I disagreed with this... Why couldn't I take the training,
and live with my daughter at the same time? I was confused. My wife
had taken the trainings, and the only special requirement to take
care of our daughter, was that her feedings require a thickening
gel to be added to her formula. (It couldn't possibly be that
difficult.) The baby could be with the both of us, and my wife was
aware of how to prepare her bottle. She could easily teach me how
to make her bottle... It wasn’t rocket science. And I would be
willing to take what ever classes to end this fiasco. "Would you be
willing to accept their offer, and allow your daughter to be with
your wife until you take an infant CPR class?" He continued to
attempt to reach an agreement. I was left with no choice basically.
I guess I would have to allow it. I wasn’t in a good position to be
choosy. My only concern was where I would live in the meanwhile.
"The agency wants the baby and your wife to reside with her parents
(my wife's parents). Since if your daughter lives in your home, it
would be a lot easier for you to visit her there. And it would be
harder for the agency to make sure that you aren't living in the
home." I was dumbstruck... This was a lot to take in. I'm not on
good terms with her parents. We have a love/hate relationship,
without the love... And it's extremely mutual. Her father was an
abusive man during my wife’s childhood that has caused severe
mental trauma on my wife. He is a very stern and strict man... A
bit of a control freak. With all the put downs, and the
manipulation, he has scarred my wife on an emotional level. The
root of her insecurity comes from a bad childhood. And her father
stood in the main spot light... Front and center. He was the type
of father that never showed affection. Never gave his daughter any
compliments, or that he loved her... Quite the opposite. Partly,
her insecurities were formed by his constant insults. He had called
her “stupid” for most of her life. Her mother was always scolding,
and upset with my wife as well. Demanding her to do dishes, cook,
and clean. Threatening her that her father would be upset with her
if she didn't do it quickly. Harsh words and reproach, was what
greeted her everyday in her home. This had been her life since
early on. Not being good enough, and living in her academically
achieving brother's shadow, wasn't easy. It was not her fault she
was born with a disability... But her parents didn't realize that.
Maybe because they weren't fully aware of her condition, and didn’t
have the patience to deal with it. Or maybe they were just
disappointed... But this was a distant reality. It had been about a
year and a half ago, that my wife and I had moved in together. I
took her away from that negative environment, and showed her love.
I tried to motivate her, and helped her feel confident within
herself. She had lived a very sheltered and deprived life. She
wasn't very happy, and her actions and demeanor showed it. But this
began to change when I came into her life. She was only 24 years
old, and finally discovering life in a brighter light. Maybe this
was her parent's true contempt, or her mother's jealousy. Either
way, they never liked me. Now I was being asked to allow my
daughter to stay in their home, along with my wife… I was
uncomfortable with this idea. Her parents don't have a good report
card, if you know what I mean. I was faced with a tough decision. I
decided to just fight it in court, and see if the judge would see
things our way. Hopefully get a fair decision. "Alright. It's your
case. I think you should just take the offer they're giving you,
but I'm going to do what you ask. I'll do what I can... Get ready
to be on the stand." He wasn't very pleased with my choice to fight
the agency in court. And it wasn't comforting. He was supposed to
be on my side.

 


 


* * * * *

 


FOURTEEN

 


Oath

 


 


I guess this was it,
my turn to voice my side of the story. I could feel their eyes of
contempt on me. This was my chance to tell the truth. I had been
taking a beating by my opposition. Piles of paperwork, notes, and
misguided reports from the agency. My wife gave her testimony
before me, and it went very well. She was obviously nervous at
first, but after a while she became very fluent with her responses.
I thought she gave a clear description of the whole scenario, and
shed truth to the stack of lies the agency was precluding. I was
pleased with her performance. "You did good Babe." I told her,
before my turn to go up on the stand. She asked me if I was sure...
She didn't think she did so well. She complained that she was too
nervous. (Women are very nit-picky.) I assured her that she did
great. I proceeded to take my place on the stand, and placed my
hand on the Bible. I made my oath to give the truth. "The whole
truth, and nothing but the truth"... "I do." My lawyer begins an
array of questions, and orchestrates facts to give a better, more
accurate picture. He enters exhibits as evidence. Pictures,
letters, medical records, and a training certificate. My testimony
was then cross examined by the county counsel. (Grill would be more
accurate.) She asked about my relationship with Children's
Hospital. She probes my brain for hostility. She accuses me of
harassing the hospital staff there, and putting my hands on a nurse
attending my child... At the time of the incident with the nurse in
question, I was the one complaining about that particular nurse.
She had grabbed my daughter's head aggressively with force, in
front of my wife and I. The moment she did it, I grabbed her hand,
and told her to stop! I asked her repeatedly not to grab my
daughter’s head like that, but the nurse didn't stop. She didn't
care how we felt. She turned a simple procedure into using
aggressive force. I asked to speak with the doctor immediately. He
arrived by my daughter's bed side shortly after. We were very
concerned for my daughter's safety, and had many questions for the
doctor about her health. She had suffered from an episode of
aspiration, when the nurse was helping my daughter adjust her head
position. But she had done it very forcefully. The nurse stood
there quietly. She seemed very nervous, trying to smile
apologetically. I decided not to report her to the doctor, for what
she had just done. My wife and I requested for that nurse not to be
re-assigned to my daughter. We asked this in front of the nurse, to
the baby's doctor. And that had been the end of it... Apparently
now it was being twisted to meet the agency's portrayal of me, and
put me in a negative light. I started regretting not reporting the
nurse. (For documentation purposes.) The county counsel's next jab
was to accuse me of ripping a breathing tube out of my daughter's
nose that could have caused my daughter to aspirate. Corrupting the
truth, and making it fit to their persona of me again. The reality
was that my daughter had a piece of tape placed underneath her eye,
that was so close to her eyelid, that it caused for her eye to not
open completely. We had noticed her discomfort. (As her parents, we
pay close attention to detail concerning our daughter.) I had asked
to speak with her attending nurse, and asked the nurse to fix the
tape that was attached to her feeding tube (not a breathing tube).
"There's nothing wrong with the tape. She's fine. I did it myself."
The nurse replied arrogantly, and then walked away. I called out to
her, "Can you get the charge nurse? I don't want you watching our
daughter anymore." She heard me, as do other nurses and parents in
the nursery, but she decides to ignore me. And I hear the words,
"Get her yourself." underneath her breath. (Typical staff behavior
from Children’s Hospital.) I decided to just do it myself. My wife
and I wiped my daughter's cheek with a wet rag, and I gently pulled
the tape back. Making sure that the tube stayed in place. After we
were successful, I asked a nearby nurse where to find more tape. My
daughter's attending nurse overheard, and rushed to where our
daughter was. She practically pushed my wife out of the way, and
began to accuse us of making her having to do her job all over
again. I asked her to leave my daughter alone. I didn't like how
she was handling her. She was being too rough with her, and rushing
through her job. I wanted her to get the charge nurse. "I’M NOT
GETTING THE CHARGE NURSE. GET HER YOURSELF. DON'T TELL ME HOW TO DO
MY JOB." I ended the conversation, and went to look for the charge
nurse. My wife and I expressed our concern to a supervisor, and
asked to have that particular nurse excluded from attending our
child. This was what had happened, and thankfully I had proof. I
had a picture that showed the tape near her eye, affecting her
vision, moments before I detached it. The county counsel then began
to turn the focus on my marriage. She asked if I had ever called my
wife "stupid", or if I had ever done any other name calling. I
admitted that I had. I didn't deny it. I had called her names in
the past during arguments. Nothing uncommon, we’re human. That's
what happens in marriage, people argue. That's as far as it gets,
and that's as far as it goes. I love my wife. If anything, I have
been her best friend. I always apologized to her after an argument,
and she did the same as well. I guess, in child protection
services, relationships must be perfect... Which is unrealistic. An
over embellished expectation of reality. Just because our
relationship wasn't perfect, who gave them the right to invade our
personal space? This experience was intrusive, and disgraceful.
After several questions I was finally done being interrogated...
The judge had a few final questions. He asked me what I felt was
the cause that led my family into court. "Lies" I respond… He
wasn’t too happy with my answer. He decided to ask me about my
tattoos. He confronted me about my choice of tattoos, and persuaded
me to accept his opinions. He suggested, how my daughter might feel
to see her father inked... Or how other parents might feel about
me. He described how my appearance might affect her. And also how
it had already affected how others viewed me, and treated me. Which
was true. People are generally intimidated by me. They view me as a
gang member, criminal, drug dealer, and a killer... "Armed and
dangerous". Which isn't true, but looks and first impressions go a
long way. Stereotypes, and the stigma that movies and TV create,
play a big role in how people think. Being a Latino in California
isn't an added bonus. People's perception of me, causes them to
have a defensive attitude towards me. The judge makes this point
clear, and hopes that I've learned something from all of this. "Yea
I have. I'm trying to help youth who are getting into trouble, and
help give them other options to cope with what's affecting them.
And now I'm thinking about also working with foster kids who have
been taken from their families. Since now I can relate with them on
how it feels to be separated from your family, and dealing with
CPS" I reply. I can tell he's surprised by my answer. He looks
offended. He thanks me, and asks me to step down and take my
seat.
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FIFTEEN

 


Rule To Divide

 


 


The judge has
reached his decision. He has heard the testimonies, and reviewed
the evidence. The attorneys have all made their closing arguments.
It is his understanding that Izabela is a medically fragile child
that requires special feedings. As well as many follow up
appointments. Due to all her medical conditions and needs, he felt
it was his responsibility to ensure that Izabela would be safe. He
felt it was not in my daughter’s best interest to be separated from
her mother, and was putting Izabela back in my wife's care. Under
the condition that my wife not leave her side at all. Izabela would
be under my wife's constant care and responsibility. She would not
be able to leave her with anybody else, for any reason whatsoever.
If she failed to do so, Izabela would be removed from her care, and
lose custody to the state. As for me, I was found to be the
"presumed father", and was not allowed to visit with Izabela until
I received infant CPR training. My wife and child would have to
reside at my wife's parent's house until I completed the training.
After which time, the agency would have discretion to remove the
restriction, and allow Izabela and my wife to move back into our
home. I also was not allowed to visit with my wife and daughter,
until the matter was resolved in court. If I wanted to visit with
my daughter, I would have to set up a supervised visit with the
agency. But I would be allowed to attend Izabela's medical
appointments, or any appointments concerning my daughter. The judge
was not going to make Izabela a dependant of the court. This was
the judge's ruling. (The very exact deal I had been offered by the
agency.) We would have a follow up court date in 2 weeks to review
if I had completed the training, and any further reports. Court was
adjourned. My wife was extremely happy... I on the other hand felt
mistreated, and abused. I felt left out. I was being kept from my
daughter, and restricted from my wife. This wasn't fair. I didn't
plan to set up any supervised visits. Just the thought of it made
me uncomfortable. I would just have to appreciate the visits during
my daughter’s medical appointments. I was pretty upset about the
whole outcome. My wife tried to cheer me up, "Everything's gonna be
ok. We're gonna all be together soon. She's gonna be with me in the
meantime. It's better than having her in foster care with some
stranger. Don't worry mi amor." She gave me a smile. It made me
feel a little better, and I knew that at least my daughter was
going to be with her Mommy... And we were getting a step closer to
having the baby at home. I planned on getting my infant CPR
training completed ASAP.

 


Our lawyers were discussing with CPS on how
to set up for my wife to pick up our daughter. While my wife and I
waited patiently in the hallway. After they came to an agreed place
and time, my lawyer came over to speak with us. He congratulated us
on getting our daughter back. He explained to my wife that she must
meet with the CPS worker, back at her office, to go over plans to
pick up Izabela. He was shocked that the judge had ordered our
daughter into my wife's care. "This usually doesn't happen.
Families usually take months before their child is placed back into
their home. You guys are very lucky." he says. I asked him if he
thought we could get the case dismissed. But he didn't think that
it was very likely. "My guess is that it could take around six
months to a year. These things take time. I would recommend that
you ask for a public defender, if you don't think you can afford to
pay for my services. You know that I charge by the hour. With the
court dates coming up, and more to follow, it can get expensive." I
began to worry. If the case didn't get resolved quickly, I wouldn't
be able to afford it. But I was hoping, and trusting in the Lord
that the case will be dismissed. Surely we couldn't lose our
daughter when we hadn't done anything wrong. Plus, things were
already going pretty good. We had gotten our daughter back, even
though the agency was recommending the court to place her in foster
care. And the only thing that the judge was concerned about, was us
properly dealing with my daughter's health conditions. I asked my
lawyer about where I could go to take the infant CPR training. He
says, "I will talk with the worker about getting you the locations.
Also, you won't have to pay for the training. The agency is
responsible for that. It was their recommendation to the judge in
the first place. And I'm going to ask her about when you would be
able to visit with Izabela." I told him that I had decided not to
visit Izabela at the agency's building. I’d rather just see her at
her appointments for now. It's only until I can get my CPR
certificate, and have her at home anyways. My lawyer tried to urge
me to set up a supervised visit, but I refused. He explained that
the agency wanted to see how I interact with my daughter, so that
they could see that I'm able to take care of her. But from the
videos I've seen on youtube, about CPS workers nit-picking every
little thing parents do, and basically hawking every little move
they make, I’d rather just visit my daughter in a more pleasant
atmosphere. “It would just be too much negativity, and add to my
stress. I don't want to visit my daughter like that.” I tell him.
He understood, although he didn't agree with me nor recommend it.
He left me for a moment, and later returned with the worker. She
began to ask me some questions, and reproachfully asked me if my
wife or I smoked cigarettes... Which we don't. "Are you sure?
That's funny. My supervisor said she saw you guys smoking a
cigarette outside, before court." She was now accusing us of
smoking cigarettes. I hadn't smoked a cigarette in over a year. I
had open heart surgery the year before, and was not allowed to
smoke during the healing process. I had quit completely. My wife
also had to quit smoking during her pregnancy. She had just
finished having our daughter 3 months ago, and hadn't returned to
her old occasional habit. So I didn't understand where this
accusation was coming from. We hadn't met her supervisor, so I
wasn’t sure how she even knew what we looked like. She was
obviously trying to find another reason why our home would not be
safe for a medically fragile child. It was another one of their
good old tactics... Fabrication. She dropped the subject, and told
me that she would look into the classes for CPR. I asked her if I
could find a class on my own. (I didn't want to waste any time
waiting on her.) She told me that was fine, as long as it was a
state recognized training. (Such as Red Cross.) And if I found one
on my own, to let her know how much it was going to cost. So that
she could put a request into her funds department to pay for the
class. She tells me, "I will do my best to do this as soon as
possible. As soon as I get back into my office, I will begin
working on your case. If you pay for the class yourself save your
receipt, and we will reimburse you." We shook hands, and went our
separate ways.
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SIXTEEN

 


Follow Through

 


 


So my wife and her
parents drove to the agreed location to pick up our daughter. When
the foster mother arrived with Izabela, the caretaker didn't look
very happy. She was a large woman with dreadlocks in her hair, and
multiple piercings in her ears and face. She handed over the baby
to my wife along with her things (diapers, wipes, bottles, formula,
and medicines). After a few exchange of words, the foster mother
drove off. My wife was happy and relieved. She kissed Izabela and
placed her in her car seat. My wife rode in the backseat along with
our daughter. The ride home was full of joy and loving words.
Izabela didn't seem as happy as my wife though. She was looking
everywhere, feeling confused. She had spent 3 months in the
hospital with nurses, then 5 days with a complete stranger for the
first time out in the world, and now she was finally was with her
mother. This was new to her, and she was not familiar with it yet.
My wife felt a slight pang of sadness. Her daughter wasn't
embracing the moment very well... At least not as excited as my
wife felt. It was going to take some time for Izabela to open up to
her, and form a mother/daughter bond. It was a bit discouraging.
When they got home, my wife gave me a call. "Hey babe. I got the
baby, she's doing good. I'm feeding her right now." She explained
the exchange, and how the foster mother was brusque with her. She
hadn't seemed like someone that would be motherly, much less a
person that would be recommended by the state's agency. Also she
had seen in the diaper bag, all of Izabela's medicines unused.
Which meant that the foster mother hadn't given her any. She was
supposed to have that medicine applied to every feeding. Without
it, she could choke on the formula and aspirate. Izabela suffers
from larygomalacia and reflux, which means she has difficulty
drinking thin liquids and holding them down. The medicine serves as
a thickener to help keep her formula from going into her lungs, and
also to keep it from coming back up once in her stomach (known as
reflux). So it seems unethical to accuse us as not being suitable
to properly take care of our child, remove her from us, and then
place her with a complete stranger that doesn't properly give the
baby her medicine. Also It's upsetting to me, that I must require
CPR training and medical teachings to properly administer medicine
to my daughter, before I can have her in my home. Yet this woman
that they chose to take care of my daughter, has not done any of
the teachings, and isn't CPR certified. She has no medical
background whatsoever. How is it possible for the conditions set
for me, are not required by anyone else? Although my wife watched a
video to learn CPR in case of an emergency, she is not certified. I
am being court ordered to learn safety precautions in order to have
my daughter. The hospital did not require these trainings, and were
only as a safety precaution. For example, I am not certified to
apply an oxygen mask in case of an emergency during a flight, yet I
am allowed to ride on an airplane. The safety precautions at the
beginning of a flight are not mandatory. Much less court ordered.
It's insane. Haven't they ever heard of 911? It's called an
emergency. If my daughter stops breathing I would rush her to the
ER or call 911. I don't need to be certified to do that, its common
sense. This was all an abuse of authority, in a system that has too
much power. Once again, it's unconstitutional. Nevertheless, I must
endure the abuse, and push forward for my daughter and my
family.

 


Red Cross offers CPR trainings. I signed up
for the next class (which happens to be the next day) and paid the
full amount to reserve my entry. The cost was $60 for a 4 hour
class. After I had signed up, I called the CPS worker to let her
know. She told me that I was very quick, and that she hasn't
started working on my case yet. Because she said that she had been
very busy. She said that she would put a request in to her funds
department right away, so that I could be reimbursed. "It usually
takes about a week or two. So just give me some time to work on
that. As soon as you have your certification let me know, so I can
put it in my report." I told her ok and we hung up. Our
conversation was quick and to the point. I called my wife to let
her know that I had found the class. She was glad that I was taking
care of it. She was giving the baby a bath, and had spent most of
the night getting up every few hours to make a bottle. She had sent
me some emails with pictures and video of the baby... "She's so
cute. I'm so glad she's finally home. You're gonna love it. I tell
her you love her, and I show her pictures I have of you in my
phone." She tells me. I became desperate to see her. My heart
wanted to have my daughter and my wife home, and have this
nightmare be over. The house felt so empty and lonesome without my
wife. This intrusion into my family had begun affecting my mental
health. I had begun to feel moods of depression and anxiety. I
hadn't been sleeping much, and my appetite was close to none. I was
very irritable, and dealing with built up anger against the
system... I felt violated and victimized. Growing up as a minority
in the US is hard. Being taken advantage of by the system is even
worse. Especially when it involves your child... I needed to get
myself more involved with church. God always heals my pain. When
nothing else, or no one else can. Life has been difficult for me,
and I have learned to go to God when times get hard. When there are
no answers and it seems there's no way out, He gives me the
strength to keep trying. The peace I need to stay sane. That's
something alcohol or prescription medicine never could
accomplish... You can't substitute God. And it took me several
years to discover that (and many bottles).

 


After many attempts on a plastic dummy, I had
accomplished properly applying CPR on an infant. And after a short
exam on what I had just learned, I became certified. I walked out
of that class with a certification card and feeling ecstatic! I
quickly called my lawyer to inform him that I had finished the CPR
training. I wanted to find out how to get the restriction removed,
so that my family could come home. He would call the CPS worker and
discuss it with her. She had the power to use discretion and remove
the restriction for my daughter to live with me. It would all be up
to the worker. So that left me with much room for doubt... Although
I had done what the judge had ordered, it would still have to go
through the agency's workers and supervisor’s approval... It wasn’t
very promising. After about 15 minutes, my lawyer called me back.
"I talked to the CPS worker, and she is going to be giving you a
call. She wants to verify that you completed the CPR training. Did
they give you some sort of proof?" I told him about the
certification card that they gave me. My lawyer wanted me to fax
him a copy, and told me to wait for the worker's call. This was on
Thursday. It seemed she had forgotten to call me or maybe she got
too busy? I didn't know. Either way she hadn't called. Friday came
and I decided to give her a call, and see about my wife and
daughter coming home. I got her voicemail and it explained that she
would not be in her office that Friday... Well that was just great.
I wished she had called me the day before, but now I would have to
wait until Monday. I was hurt, upset, and sad... All the emotions
that were going through me were giving me pain in my stomach. It
was going to be a long weekend. By Monday I had been waiting
patiently throughout the morning until I finally decided to call.
No luck, I got her voicemail once again. I left her another
voicemail, and asked her to give me a call as soon as possible.
Tuesday I got her call. "I've been very busy the passed few days.
What did you want to speak to me about?" She tells me, as though
she were annoyed by all my voicemails. I was confused, I was sure
she knew about the certification. My lawyer had spoken to her last
week and told her about it. "I did what the court asked for me to
do. I have my certification. I want to get the restriction removed,
so that my daughter can come home." She didn't think that would be
a good idea. She wanted me to bring proof of the certification to
the next court date. She and her agency had a few new requirements
they would present to the court before they allowed Izabela to come
home. I pleaded with her briefly, but I didn't want to exhaust
myself. I knew that it would be impossible to reason with her or
her agency. The fact remained and she would not use the courts
discretion to remove the restriction. I would have to wait until
the following week, to fight it in court... Lord have mercy. I
couldn't win for losing with these people. Their priorities and
requirements were illogical, and served no purpose for the greater
good of any child. That was the impression they gave me. My
daughter had not been harmed, hurt, or abused in any way. What was
the need to restrict her from my home? What were the agency's
criteria and prime goals for my daughter? Why were they so exigent
with her? This couldn't be a valid precaution with their drastic
measures, there must be ulterior motives. Such as a paid bonus,
quotas, or on a more extensive note: RACISM. Our case didn’t meet
any criteria or principles from the CPS guidelines to remove a
child. So what was the extreme degree and necessity to remove my
child? I believe they were crossing a thin line, which is called
"Color of Law". How far were they trying to go with all this?
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Broken Promise

 


 


Two Weeks had passed
since the last court date. I had followed through with my
requirements to complete CPR training for infants. I was
comfortable with my accomplishment, and was ready to be granted my
rightful place as Izabela's father. My wife met me in the hallway
with Izabela before court started. We embraced, and I quickly
reached into the stroller to hold my daughter. My wife's parents
were present. They were seated further down the hallway. They
openly gave me looks of disgust. (It was common behavior coming
from them.) My daughter was dressed up and looking beautiful. It
felt good to have both my girls next to me. People would stop to
see the baby, and asked for her name and age. "She's beautiful" was
everyone's response. "Thank You." Two proud parents, we were
blessed to have her... I held them closer. My lawyer arrived, and
as routine he entered the courtroom to retrieve the agency's
petition. When he returned, he handed me a new report. It was now
being focused extensively on my mental health, and the concern that
there "may be" domestic violence. Apparently my wife’s mother had
suggested to the worker that she felt there may be domestic
violence. She had also suggested to the Children’s Hospital social
worker prior to this, that our home was not safe. My wife’s mother
had insisted for the hospital not to release our daughter to us.
This had initiated the concerns for CPS intervention, and lead to
the hospital calling CPS. My wife’s mother had also been the one
who mentioned to the hospital and CPS, the fact that my wife has a
learning disability. My mental health diagnosis were also included
in the report, as well as past hospitalizations for depression. My
past convictions were also added. I couldn't believe they were
aiming so low. My prior convictions were more than a year old, the
last being a misdemeanor. None of my charges were against my wife
or child. I didn't have any charges of domestic violence, assault,
battery, sex charges, or crimes against a child. I was not on
probation, and had never been on parole. Yet they were trying to
use my prior convictions to keep my daughter from my custody... And
I thought getting a job was hard. My felonies were being used to
disqualify me as a father of my own child. What kind of mentality
is that? I think something is terribly wrong with this system and
the child protection agency. Child Protection Services has too much
power and authority. To be allowed to choose who can be a parent
and who can not... They might as well have given me a vasectomy
when I pleaded "no contest" to grand larceny back in 2001 (seven
years ago) if the conviction was going to determine my legal
ability to become a father. I had no idea that it would even become
a factor. I couldn’t believe my wife’s parents had been behind all
of this. I didn’t think they would do something so evil. Even
though they hated me, how could anyone cause for their own
grandchild to be taken from their children? My lawyer told me not
to worry. He would show the judge my CPR certification that he had
ordered me to complete, and do his best to get Izabela and my wife
home with me.

 


"I am going to order a psychological
evaluation, and a domestic violence assessment for both parents
before I make my decision. I will keep the restriction for the
father to remain out of the home. The mother is not to leave
Izabela's side, nor have any contact with the father unless at
medical appointments. And I will see you all here next month." The
judge had adjourned the court, and left me in the same place I had
been in since this trial began... Without my daughter. My defense,
my progress, and my rights were not being acknowledged. Every
request of the agency was being heard and fulfilled. While I was
being treated second class. This was looking helpless, and
extremely hopeless... I was disappointed in the justice system. Not
that I was ever satisfied in the legal system, but this judge was
making a mockery of the law. But this was just the realities of the
family court system, it was completely biased and favored towards
the county and district attorneys. Anyone that has been in my
shoes, can swear the truth of it. Dealing with CPS is frustrating
and stressful. I stepped out the court room upset, and the first
thing I saw was my wife's parents. They were waiting eagerly for
the outcome. They seemed to have about as much anticipation as we
did, but not for the same results as my wife and I. The CPS worker
stepped out of the courtroom and approached them. "Why is the
worker talking to your parents?" I asked my wife. She was
surprised, and got upset. We could only imagine all the bad things
they were saying about me and my wife. "I thought it was illegal
for CPS to discuss our case with anyone else?" I asked my lawyer.
He told me that he didn't know what the worker and my wife's
parents might be discussing, "But yes. That's not allowed by law."
He changed the subject and talked to me about the psychological and
domestic violence assessment. The CPS agency was going to pay for a
psychological evaluation and he wanted me to agree to take the
evaluation. He couldn't be serious. I was paying him $200 an hour
for bad legal advice and poor representation? "I'm not going to do
an evaluation. Why would I help make the case for CPS? Getting an
evaluation isn't going to help my case. It would only help CPS if
their psychologist writes a negative report about me. I'm not gonna
set myself up for failure. And what is a domestic violence
assessment?" He couldn't give me a valid answer. Seems he had never
heard of one either. He didn't agree with my refusal to cooperate
with CPS. He thought my refusal to submit to an evaluation would
hurt my case. "MY CASE. Exactly, it's my case. I'm paying you to
represent ME. Not the other way around. I'm not going to do any
evaluations. They need to work with the evidence they have. Not try
to make new evidence." He was offended by my tone. I had not meant
to be offensive, but he wasn't listening to me. He was urging me to
do something that could possibly affect me. I knew how
psychologists worked. I had been involved in mental health care
services for a few years. And especially when they have a
partnership with the CPS agency, it would only hurt my chances not
make them better. I didn't see any strategy in giving in to the
agency's request, other than being cooperative... But at what
price? He changed the subject, and told me to look into parenting
classes. He said it would look good in court and would help the
case. "Most these cases end up having to take parenting classes. If
you take the initiative to look for classes on your own it would
show the court that you are actively trying to take good care of
your daughter." This was his best advice yet. I decided I would
look into it. We shook hands and agreed to stay in touch. "Don't
forget, I will send you the bill for the hours so far. I will see
you next month." Right... What a waste of money. I was broke, and I
still didn't have my daughter at home. My wife was sad. She had
been looking forward to going home... My beautiful wife. We shared
the pain of separation, and I tried to console her. I tell her, "I
know its hard babe. We just have to wait. Pray to God, only He can
help us. Go to church. Be good ok? I love you." We kissed and said
goodbye. We would talk later that night.

 


 


* * * * *

 


EIGHTEEN

 


Unexpected

 


 


My nights were
beginning to become lonely. I felt confined. I was forced to sleep
alone, once again. Pictures of my daughter on my nightstand, and my
wife and I together, didn't suffice. I was deprived of their
love... They were my world. My whole life I had looked forward to
having a family of my own. Having a wife and children... This was
not how I had pictured it. I had given my life to Jesus Christ in
December of 2007. My life had drastically changed. I used to
hangout and party. Have drinks with my friends, and go out
clubbing. I had given all that up. I was now living a Christian
life. A married life. Trying to do good, and give back to society.
Pursuing a career to be a counselor, and help change lives. This
was not part of the plan. I had to drop out of my training to
become a peer counselor, because the court trial was taking all of
my energy and my focus. It would be almost impossible to sit in a
classroom learning how to help others, when at the moment I felt
helpless and couldn't help myself. Plus my anger towards the
county's Social Services wasn't mixing well with my view of the
county. (The training was run by the county's mental health
organization.) I began to look into parenting classes. I found a
website that was offering parenting counseling. I called the number
listed and scheduled an appointment right away. The organization
was in the town I lived in, and accepted Medi-Cal. The program even
offered in-home visits. I wouldn't have to take the bus to attend
the sessions. It was perfect. The counselor spoke Spanish as well,
and would be doing an intake interview at my home in a few days. I
felt good about this, and thanked God for this blessing. I called
my wife to let her know the good news. She was happy about it, but
she didn't really understand what it meant. I explained it to her
until she understood what the purpose of the parenting counseling
would accomplish. They offered help with parenting advice, but also
dealt with the stressors of parenting and offered counseling. As
well as help addressing any issues or strain that parenting has put
on the relationship between the parents. "So I would be able to go
to those meetings also? I wouldn't feel comfortable talking about
our problems to some stranger. Is he cool? What if he tells CPS
about our problems?" My wife had a lot of doubt about the whole
idea. She didn't feel safe talking to anyone now that we had been
abused so badly by social workers and CPS. She felt if she told the
counselor that she was feeling post partum depression and anxiety,
the agency would use it against us. I tried to re-assure her that
it would be ok. And if she didn't want to talk to the counselor
about things she wasn't comfortable with was fine. But the truth
was that we needed an outside person to help counsel us. She hadn't
been the same since the pregnancy. Our relationship was unbearably
strained, and now the separation by CPS was not making things
better. Things felt barreling downward, and maybe this counselor
could help us. I was trying to hang on to what we had and our
future as a family. "It's all gonna work out. You need to talk
about the things you've gone through. Like how your dad's neglect
and abuse affected you. This counselor can help you. I'm gonna be
there for you, but you have to do your part. How can you get
better, if you don't deal with what's affecting you?" She heard
what I was saying, but she was not fully in agreement. But she
would try.

 


Getting to my daughter's appointments took me
longer than my wife. Her parent's would give my wife and daughter a
ride to the doctor's office or let my wife use their car. While as
for me, I had no choice but to ride the bus alone. I didn't let
that prevent me from getting to spend time with my daughter and see
my wife. I pleasantly looked forward to attending the medical
appointments. I noticed how Izabela was growing attached to my
wife, and my daughter didn't like anyone else holding her. She
would cry profusely when I attempted to pry her from her mother's
loving arms. It was heartbreaking... I began to feel left out. I
tried to swallow my hurt, and just keep trying to be there for the
both of them. We were following up with her MRI scans, and the
doctor was concerned with a black impression on her ovary. She had
gotten the scan observed by other specialists in the hospital, and
they had suggested that it may be a tumor. They would need more
time to do more studies to be completely sure. But either way, the
doctor felt that Izabela would need surgery to remove one of her
ovaries... We were shocked. My wife started to tear up. Our
daughter caught a shiver from the change in atmosphere. I began to
gently rub her head, and whispered near her ear to try to calm her.
While my wife, began to ask numerous questions to the doctor about
the surgery. The doctor guaranteed a successful extraction, and
assured us that our daughter would have a good chance of having
kids of her own one day. She would go under anesthesia for a few
hours, and receive doses of pain medicine suitable for infants
afterward. But they would need our approval to go through with the
procedure. My wife and I agreed to follow the doctor's medical
advice, and gave the approval. She would be scheduled for surgery
as soon as they had all the paperwork figured out. Which doing so,
would take no more than 2 weeks. The doctor would also take
advantage of the time Izabela would be under anesthesia, and fix
the protruding umbilical hernia. Killing two birds at the same
time... We were left with the devastation. Our poor little girl
would be once again hospitalized for about 2 or 3 days. She had
already gone through so much at such a young age. Being hooked up
to numerous monitors, wires, and tubes. Not to mention all the
tests and medicines. This time she would be getting surgery... It
was a lot to bear. We would be allowed to stay near her bedside
overnight. Which was comforting... My wife didn't want to leave her
little "Mama's" side. And at least we would all be together.

 


The surgery was a success. It lasted close to
4 hours. We waited in the lobby while mija went under the knife. We
met up with her soon after, and stood by her side. My wife was
saddened to see her with all the wires and bandages. I was in
disbelief. I couldn't imagine how my daughter must have felt. I
felt terrible for her. She had gone through so much, and she was
only 4 months old. (Technically she would be two months, being that
she's premature.) I was just glad that the surgery went good, and
that our daughter had come out OK. Izabela was heavily sedated and
was knocked out. Her nurse was being very gentle with her, and was
kind enough with us as well. We would be at the hospital overnight,
and find out the next day when she would be released. It all
depended on her progress. One of the nurses gave us a tour of the
hospital. The hospital had designated parent sleep areas, a
computer area, books and magazines, and of course the cafeteria.
The staff were all very friendly and considerate. Very different to
the hospitality we had been treated with at Children's Hospital...
And the least to say about the hospital where my wife gave birth.
This was much more pleasant. My wife and I took the opportunity to
spend time together. We ate lunch then took a walk to the mall
close by. It was a beautiful summer day, and for the moment my
problems had gone away... Or at least I was not dwelling on
them.

 


My wife and I slept through the night...
Together. A comfort I had been missing since the judge's unfair
restriction. We slept next to my daughter's hospital bed. The
hospital provided a pull out bed next to her bedside. It was very
pleasing. I got to wake up next to my family. My daughter was still
asleep. Her medicine had kept her sedated for most of the past day.
I had made sure to give little “Mama” her pain medicine on time. I
had also gotten the hang of making her bottle. It had only taken me
two tries to get it figured out, and be able to do it myself. Her
doctor eventually made her rounds and came around to our daughter's
bedside. She gave us good news. Her progress had been going very
well and she would be ready to go home later that evening. They
just needed to fill out some of her paperwork and prescriptions...
My wife was glad, but she wasn't too happy. It seemed she wasn’t
ready to leave. We had enjoyed spending our time together, and
being a family. The staff and nurses had all been very nice and
helpful. My wife gave me her sad face... It was going to be very
hard to say goodbye. But for now we had no choice. The state
threatened to take away our child. And so we would have to do
things right, and follow the rules in order to beat the case. We
took various pictures, and made the best out of our remaining time
together. Before we left, I took the opportunity to ask Izabela’s
doctor and nurse for a written letter about our hospital stay. I
thought it would help if I brought some documentation to court. I
kissed my baby goodbye and told her I loved her. I hugged my wife
and she hugged me back hard. She didn't want to let me go. "I'm
gonna see you soon babe. Love you Ok?" I told her. She pouts back,
"OK. Love you too." Then we kissed and parted ways... The ride home
was very heart wrenching. I had already begun to miss them. I
didn't want to go back home to find another lonely night. This
needed to end soon. My soul was taking a beating, to a fight I
didn't even initiate. And no matter what I did, it didn't seem to
work in my defense or remedy the situation. I just had to keep my
trust in God... Jesus Christ.

 


 


* * * * *

 


NINETEEN

 


Jurisdiction

 


 


Court was nearing,
and I had been acquiring evidence for my case. I had obtained the
medical records and evaluations from my hospitalization from
earlier in the year. The psychological evaluation done at the
mental health hospital should serve as the evaluation the judge was
requesting. The progress notes written by the staff there should
help my case tremendously. The notes written about me were very
positive. They spoke of my good behavior and being helpful to other
mental health clients. They described me as pleasant and respectful
to staff. This was going to go completely against the persona the
CPS agency was portraying of me. I was happy and felt hopeful with
my new piece of evidence. I had also gotten a reference letter from
the director of a youth organization I had been actively involved
in. I was highly esteemed and labeled an asset to the organization,
for my contribution and involvement. My evidence was beginning to
paint a better and more accurate picture of my character. I had
taken my lawyer's advice, and had gotten enrolled in a parenting
counseling program. The counselor had paid me a visit at my home.
We discussed the requirements for the program. (Such as income and
health insurance.) I was eligible for the program, since I was a
first time parent to a newborn. My mental health history made me a
candidate for the program. The interview with the counselor went
very well, and he was very understanding about my situation. He
gave me some sound advice and was eager to help me out. He would be
meeting us once a week. And we would be meeting at my home once the
baby came home. In the meantime our family would have to meet at
his office. I would run it by my lawyer and make sure that the CPS
agency would allow it. That was going to be the hard part. They
didn't want me to have any contact with my daughter whatsoever. The
fact that I could visit my daughter at medical appointments was the
judge's ruling, and was contrary to CPS suggestions. Which, this
was the only privilege that the judge granted on my behalf. But I
tried not to let it get to me. My faith in God was helping me think
positive... God is my judge.

 


The day of court had finally arrived. My wife
and I met in front of court, and we stood in the dreadful line
waiting to get in. My daughter was getting more beautiful everyday.
Her hair was starting to grow out and her eyes were like a
chameleon. They would change with the climate or with what she was
wearing. They ranged from blue, to green, to hazel. We had never
seen that before. My wife had also pointed out that the baby had 2
cowlicks. I was shocked. I had never seen that before either. We
giggled a bit at the back of the baby's head. It was kind of funny.
An Asian woman had pointed it out to my wife, and told her that in
her country it meant that the baby was special. I guess it also
meant that the baby would be headstrong in some definitions. In
Latin country's it means that she has a bad temper. I just thought
it was funny... I didn't believe all the hype. My wife gave me a
good shove and told me not to laugh. I was feeling good, looking
forward to ending this trial. The agency hadn't proved their case
in any way, shape, or form. They were merely speculating and
assuming. Based on my mental health and prior criminal
convictions... And of course my skin (the tattoos) and ethnicity.
This was factual. I had been reviewing numerous reports from both
CPS and the hospitals, and I had come across the notes taken from
the CPS worker. She had written the word "wetback" on her notes
about me, taken from the team decision meeting with my family. I
didn't think it could be any clearer that there was some racism
involved. I showed my lawyer what I had found, and he was
dumbfounded. I asked him to point it out in trial. I wanted to
bring it into evidence. "What is that going to prove? How is that
going to help your case? She must have wrote that from what someone
said at the TDM." Is what he told me. At that point I began to
question his sincerity in representing me, and questioned his
heritage. (He was also a Latino.) I responded "My family would not
refer to me as a wetback. They don't use that word. It's offensive.
Why would they call me a wetback? The worker is obviously a racist.
That's a motive to be unfair, and it's illegal." He said he would
present it in court, but he didn't feel it would be admissible. Or
that it would benefit the case. I didn't really have much concern
for his opinions or advice anymore. I gave him the evidence I had
acquired. (Since he said he didn't have time to do it himself.) He
looked over it and told me he would do what he could. He told me to
hope for things to go good. My wife was discussing with her lawyer.
She had been dealing with much abuse at home from her parents...
Anything ranging from insults to threats. My wife reported
everything to her lawyer. The lawyer knew the tough living
situation at my wife's parents. Her parents were constantly
monitoring her and threatening to tell the CPS about her behavior.
Her mother would tell my wife she wasn't a good mother to Izabela.
She would point out every little thing she did wrong, or that was
different from her own technique. My wife would spend her days
crying, and feeling overwhelmed. Her parents would not let her
leave the house, or they would call the CPS workers to inform them.
Not that she wasn’t allowed to leave the house, but that was her
parent’s rules, and not the court's. They practically spoke to the
Social Services worker on a daily basis to report any negative
behavior from my wife, and supervised her abilities as a mother for
the agency. Her parents and the agency were on the same team. They
both wanted us to lose custody. My wife’s mother was obsessed with
keeping the baby for herself. Her father was obsessed with making
my life miserable. He seized any and every opportunity. If it
wasn't enough dealing with CPS, having her parents as the devil's
helpers only made things worse. They were standing at the very end
of the hallway speaking to the CPS worker privately. I was amazed
at the hatred. My only peace of mind was my faith in God. I was not
going to let them rob me of my peace. The Lord is my deliverer, my
savior, and my refuge. I wasn't going to let two instigators change
my belief.

 


We stepped into court and took our seats. The
process, had called for the CPS worker to take the stand. She was
under direct question by each attorney. They each took turns
examining her testimony. She had given some answers that were
beneficial to my defense. She had stated that me and my wife were
positive and appropriate in caring for our daughter. This was taken
from her report from doctors and nurses that performed the surgery
a few weeks prior. And although she now had this evidence, she
still maintained her recommendation to keep me out of the home.
"For me what's missing is his mental health status. I need to know
if he's getting treatment, why he was hospitalized earlier this
year, and any information on prior hospitalizations. That's my main
concern." She was all out of reasons. It no longer was about me
being able to properly care for my child, but now it was all about
my mental health. The reports had indicated that both parents were
cooperating with medical staff, going to all appointments, and
maintaining the well-being and health of Izabela. She had gotten a
copy of my most recent hospitalization. The reports indicated that
I was interned for depression, and I had not been prescribed any
psychiatric medication during my stay nor upon my release. She also
had the treatment plan and report from the counselor that would be
dealing with our family's parenting and counseling. Her
recommendation stood firm. "I don't know whether the counselor is
addressing domestic violence concerns. Or if the father has
completed a domestic violence or mental health assessment" She
insisted. Even though she had never witnessed, or had any evidence
of any violent behavior toward my wife, child, or anyone else. She
maintained a need for domestic violence treatment. My lawyer went
ahead and submitted the page where her notes indicated the term
"wetback". She was questioned about it, and affirmed it was her
handwriting. But her next response slid her under the radar, "That
is from a conversation, I'm not sure with who I had with, but it
was statements that the father had made to someone else." I was
amazed. She was suggesting that I had made those comments to
someone else about myself. Which she could not remember who...
Unbelievable! I hadn’t even been at the TDM meeting. The judge was
not even interested in the least bit as she was being questioned
about it. He was fumbling around on his desk as she answered
questions. For a moment I thought he might have been texting.

 


After much questioning the CPS worker was
excused. My lawyer and my wife's lawyer both motioned for a
dismissal. My lawyer rose and spoke upon my behalf, "I don't think
the agency has shown a need for the minor to be made a dependant of
the court. There has been no showing of a likelihood of extreme
hardship to this minor, or substantial risk that this child would
suffer serious physical harm or illness. I am asking that you
dismiss the case." To which the judge DENIED. "I find that there is
substantial evidence, actually, and that the minor is at risk. This
is a difficult and unusual case. We have two parents that are
clearly extraordinarily devoted to their daughter. And yet I can't
help but worry about what would happen if this court were not to
take jurisdiction. And while there is no evidence of physical
battering and both parents have testified to that, we have no
evidence to suggest otherwise. That is why there is a need for a
domestic violence assessment. There are some indicators that are
present in the relationship, such as put downs, and controlling
factors. And for these reasons I am going to take jurisdiction. I
am going to continue the placement of the baby with the mother
under the condition that she not reside in the same home as the
father. The social worker can remove that restriction once the
father has completed a psychological evaluation and both parents
are addressing the issue of domestic violence. Once those things
are in place, my concerns will no longer be there." And just like
that my world was taken from me.

 


I was devastated. I could not believe what
had just happened... I was speechless. My lawyer was busy speaking
to me about filing for an appeal, while I was too busy stuck in a
daze. Or better yet a knockout. He kept trying to tell me that I
could still get my daughter back if I did everything that the
agency told me to do. "Hey we tried our best. You did what you
could. You have a six month review coming up, so you need to start
doing everything they ask you to do so that you can look good when
we come to court. Try to set up supervised visits so that they can
see that you're a good father." He went on and on... I don't think
he understood what had just taken place in there. My rights had
been completely violated, my family was being torn apart, and he
had failed as an attorney. And to top it off he says to me, "Well
you know that so far you have only paid me for the first 10 hours.
We agreed that you would pay me in monthly installments, since I
know your financial situation and I'm trying to be helpful to your
needs. I will calculate the hours we have spent in court, and the
hours I have spent reviewing for the case. And I will send you the
bill. You don't have to pay me all at once, just pay me what you
can. We'll work something out. I know you're going through a lot
right now, so we'll just discuss this later." I'm sure he would. I
was not interested in money at that moment. I had bigger things to
deal with. My family was being destroyed. My hope and my faith was
crushed! I didn't know what to do anymore. I had been praying and
trusting in the Lord, and now this... It was a huge blow. My wife
hugged me. "It's gonna be ok. All this is going to be done soon. We
just have to keep trusting in God. Look on the bright side, at
least now you can see your daughter and be with her." She says to
me. I became upset with her. "Didn't you hear what just happened in
their? We lost! It's over. I'm done with this. I'm not gonna do
what CPS tells me. I haven't done anything. They can't just take
our daughter away. I don't care what that stupid judge says." She
began to cry. She didn't want me to give up. She says to me, "Even
though we can't live together, the judge didn't say that you can't
visit us. Now we can spend more time together. At least it's
something right? Please don't give up on our family. Your daughter
needs you. And I know that she loves you." My wife was right. The
judge hadn't ordered any stay away or restriction from visiting
with my daughter. I had lost all my composure in court, that I had
lost focus. The only thing I could hear at that moment when the
judge was giving his ruling was the fact that he was taking
jurisdiction over Izabela. Now that my wife was telling me
something positive, my spirit lifted a little... But I was still
feeling the intoxication of despair. My wife's lawyer had come over
to us and apologized for our loss. She wanted to let us know that I
was able to visit with my daughter now. And also, that my wife was
able to move where ever she liked. She didn't have to stay at her
parents. The lawyer knew that the situation at my wife’s parents
had become hostile and overwhelming. "It would be a good idea for
you to start looking for a place to live. You don't want your
parents to make more difficulties in the case. You want to look
your best when we come back for our 3 month review." She told my
wife. I would have to find a place for them to live. I wouldn't be
able to visit them at her parents, and I wouldn't want them to find
out that I'm seeing my wife and daughter. Her parents would be the
first persons to report it to CPS. And as of now, it wasn't a
restriction in the ruling, nor did I want CPS to make it a request.
We would have to be discreet in our encounters, to attract the
least amount of attention from CPS. This was going to be like
sneaking into a G-rated movie. It was unethical and quite absurd.
What is this country coming to? There are so many laws and law
officials, and yet no one to truly govern. Can't anyone see the
flaws in this family court system? I can only pray for God to help
me and my family... "Lord give me strength to take it one day at a
time."

 


 


* * * * *

 


TWENTY

 


Homeless

 


 


The entire day I
spent contemplating, and debating on whether to help my wife rent a
bedroom from strangers or possibly relatives, or to move out of my
own home and become homeless. Since, it was their home too, and I
was the one being cast out. I struggled with the thought of being
homeless again. I had been homeless for many years in my early
adult life. And I had come so far. I had acquired section 8 about a
year ago, and had been keeping a good report with landlords and
neighbors. I no longer was homeless. The stability a home offers is
essential for a healthy life and happiness. “Home is where the
heart is.” And I was busy building mine. My daughter was my first
pillar. CPS was robbing me of my dreams and ambitions. I had been
working on my homeowner program certification through section 8,
and I only needed to attend 2 classes until I would become eligible
to purchase a home. I would be a homeowner at the age of 26. I was
trying to set a solid foundation for my growing family, and
providing for our future. But this would have to come to a
screeching halt, and take a drastic detour. I was going to have to
remove myself from the lease and lose my section 8 voucher, in
order for my wife and child to have a place to live. This was their
home… Our home. I was being excluded, and removed from my family. I
would have to go down to the housing authority the next day, and
begin doing the paperwork. I spent the rest of the day thinking of
where I would go live once I moved out. This was extremely
disturbing. The thought of being homeless was what landed me in the
hospital earlier that year. I had become overwhelmed and depressed
because I was homeless. I was on section 8 at that time, but no one
wanted to accept section 8 vouchers. And the ones that did, were
not happy with my criminal background and credit check. It was very
difficult. It took a toll on my monthly paycheck filling out many
applications and paying the credit check fees. Plus I was staying
out of hotels, and it was becoming expensive. By the time I ran out
of all my money, I still had no leads on a place to live. I
interned myself into a psychiatric hospital for help. I had felt
hopeless, and carried the burden of not being able to provide a
home for my family. The hospital understood my situation, and the
overwhelming stress of it. Caseworkers began to work on getting me
housed. There had been no need for medications, since my problems
were related with stress and not anything psychological. The case
workers were very helpful. I had made friends with staff, and was
even offered a job working with them. I would need to attend a
training in order to become certified. That was when I got involved
in training to become a peer counselor. As soon as I was released
from the hospital I signed up for a well known and accredited
program run by the county. I was accepted few months after and had
been looking forward to accomplishing the goal I had set for
myself, in order to get a job and provide for my family. But of
course, now plans had changed. And I was going to be homeless
again, and my best hope for finding a room to stay in would be at
my cousin's 4 bedroom home. Which her house was almost 2 hours away
from where I lived... But I began to make calls and get things in
order. My wife and daughter would have a place to come home to.
That was the most important thing. I placed their needs before
mine. I would just have to find a way to survive.
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