
 
By   Miss   White:   April   1,   2020  
 

 



 
Texas   Detention   Center  

 
Forty-eight   hour   days   -  
Sixty-day   months  
The   delay   was   long  
And   always   the   same   melodies.  

 
Countless   memories  
Of   unforgettable   experiences;  
Incredible   stories  
Of   inedible   foods.  

 
For   each   thing   a   Schedule  
I   don't   care   about   the   calendar   anymore;  
I   think   so   much   daily  
That   I   live   in   an   imaginary   world   ...  

 
Caravan   characters!  
Mmm   ...   the   stories   of   the   Cuban   women.  
A   few   Mexican  
Hundreds   of   Central   American   women.  

 
Silences   that   say   a   lot  
Words   that   say   nothing,  
Solving   our   problems  
Through   a   call   ..  

 
An   open   sky  
In   a   desert   place;  
Behind   these   bars,  
You   will   only   hear   complaints   ...  

 
A   dream   that   we   all   dream,  
Reaching   American   soil,  
But   what   we   do   not   imagine;  
A   Texas   Detention   Center.  

 
So   many   love   stories   !!  
How   many   horror   stories   ...  
Doctor   visits  
See   if   he   heals   this   pain.  

 
Waiting   for   the   mail  
In   case   there   are   letters   from   Romeo.  
Here   are   a   few   Juliets!  
Ah!   And   a   couple   of   girls   on   crutches   …  
 

I   have   a   bottled   dream  
In   this   caged   place;  
Hopefully   this   Judge   does   not   say:  
"You   must   be   deported."  

 
We   go   to   the   dining   room  
With   our   stomach   daydreaming,  
And   hunger   is   taken   away   from   us  
When   we   talk   with   the   deporter   [Deportation  
Officer]   ...  

 
To   my   neighbors   and   supporters  
Well,   all   night   long   they   snore.  
Their   sounds   have   been   combined  
With   the   airport   next   door   ...  

 
If   you   want   to   come   “soaked"   [swim   the   Rio  
Grande   river]  
Well   you   have   to   be   prepared  
if   the   greens   [Border   Patrol]   catch   you   ...  
You're   going   to   be   incarcerated   for   a   while!  

 
Never   say   you're   an   immigrant  

 
 
Above   is   a   rough   translation   of   the   poem   using  
Google   translate.   It   does   not   do   justice   to   the  
lyricism   of   the   original   in   Spanish.   I   inserted  
comments   in   “[   ]”   of   things   that   will   help   the   reader  
better   understand   what   she   is   saying.  
 
I   started   corresponding   with   Miss   White   in   mid  
March   2020   when   she   was   incarcerated   in   El   Paso  
Processing   Center.   She   was   recently   moved   to  
Broward   Transitional   Facility   in   Pompano   Beach  
Florida   and   we   lost   communication   for   awhile.   She  
fled   the   tyranny   of   Cuba   to   request   asylum   in   the  
US   only   to   be   thrown   in   jail   when   she   arrived.   She  
uses   the   pseudonym   Miss   White   to   avoid   possible  
retaliation   by   the   prison   staff.   Like   so   many,   she  
can’t   understand   why   she   and   others   are   being  
treated   like   criminals.   In   my   letters,   I   have   to  
apologize   how   my   country   is   treating   her.  
 
---   Bill   Everett,   October   2020  

 


