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PREFACE
The theme is "How God Speaks To His People Through Dreams, Physical

Signs, Visions And Other Means."

Such as the Bible or other people. It's all real if you pay attention
to your feelings, your surroundings and if you can gee things in a Spiritual
manner. Listening to the soft gentle voice talking to you. If you listen
well eqpugh you will be able to hear what you are being warned about, that
may come your way. And you'll be warned with enough time to:

. Pray about it.
. Change direction in time,
Stop doing whatever it is you're doing.

1
2
3
4. Not do what you had in mind to do.

Some peoplelcall it instinet, but I call them, God's warnings since
God 1is the only one that knows your future. And the only one that loves
you enough to get your attention and turn you away from danger. But if you
don't listen and stay in the same place or position like I did, asking what
I thought was a logical question. "Well, why can't God just take whatever
it is away from my path?" What is it that God is warning you about? And
because you did not heed that warning, that thing whatever it was came and
tock you with it. Then later the, "I'm sorry's" come. Rather than ask
yourself the question later, éct by being obedient to the soft gentle voice
of God at that very moment you hear his voice and let God be God. Since
that was the path that God had for whatever it was at the time. God was
gracious enough to tell you what was coming your way. But because God has

given us (Free-Will) to choose, it 13 up to us to act on the warnings given

by God,



PREFACE

The writing of this book is a true history, Where as a child growing
up in the mountains of Cuba I had dreams that came to pass, as Joseph had
as a child. And those dreams came to pass as he became an adult.

But for the most part we only think that a dresm is just a dream and
never think it can be a message from God, who had to use the same Spiritual
way to communicate with us., I am from a different country, which is Cuba.
I can relate with trying to understand different or foreign languages, And
I remember when I first arrived in the United States of America people had
to point things out to me because I could not understand what they were
saying. So, I know there are many languages or ways to communicate. And
one of those ways is Spiritual. Especially with me through signs, visions,

dfeams and that very gentle voice that you must listen for.



A MESSAGE FROM GOD

Undgrstanding the warnings and orientation of God's warnings by physical
signs, dreams and visioné. God is trying to tell you something, Have you
ever had a dream or vision that has been so enlightening that it's been
on your mind for days, weeks, months or even years? It's very possible that
your dreams, visions and physical signs have a Spifitual connection that

you are not aware of,

Growing up in the mountains of Cuba
Dreams as a child & the dreams still fresh in mind.
Doing business to survive in Cuba.

Leaving Cuba & coming to America.
Dealing with America without knowing the language.
Getting involved with the Mafia and drugs.
Going to prison.
Becoming a Spiritual person,

~ Receiving warnings from God through physical signs,
dreams and visions,
All physical signs, dreams and visions becoming truths.
Interpretation of my'own.dreams.
Biblieal Secripture,



This is a true story and the accounts are real. How God communicates
with us by dreams, signs, and other means.

I awaken each morning in a ;'.ell--BxIOxlO. Concrete and steel is
my entire world ,' and T have only myself to blame--God warned me. Yes,

He did.

i
This is a dark—very dark place and I pray to my Lord, when will

#

this madness end?

I asked the Tord, "Are you really God?" I expected to hear His



voice answer. But I did not hear the voice I desperately wanted--

needed to hear.

My name is Santo Barrero. I was born on September 10,
1960 on the island of Cuba. I am the second-born of six children
to Facundo BRarrero and Amada Bejerano. Together with my five
siblings-Manuel, two years older than me, my younger brothere-
Candido, one year younger, and finally our three gisters,
Milagro, Marhta and Fulejia--two, three and four vyears
respectfully younger than I, we all live in Mount Cierre Maestra
in a small house at the bottom of a hill near a river. We also
had a small field where we planted our crops.

Our father was a strict man, and not very fair. In
fact, he was a brutal abusive man to both his wife and children.
By the time I was four, our mother was forced to leave due to our
dad's brutality, for which our mother, a sickly asthmatic woman
had no answer.

Manuel and I then took on the responsibllity of caring
for our younger sibling.

I began this writing on December 29, 2011. In 1996 T
gave my life to the lord. Over time the lord reveled himself to
me in a strange way. Now I ask ;his question of you: "“What do we
know about god?" I pray the answer isj not as much as we should.

My fgther, who was a man of 8quat stature at 5'7" and
about 200 pounds, was what one would call a "day-worker" grabbing
whatever work he could find out In the fields. As for my
education, which Fidel Castro's regime provided, only lasted long

enough for me to learn to read and write. I, of course, never



obtained even a high school diploma. It was not my choice that I

did not attend school very long, but my father's, who needed me

not only to care for my younger siblings, but also to help him in
the fields. |

i didn't really have much of a childhood. Even my
dreams were haunted. There afe two that to this day haunt me. In
the first one; I would see myself in a casket. However, Though I
was but a young boy, in the casket I was a grown man, yet I knew
it was me. The casket was by my mango field with a river running
next to it. I was about five then, but I saw myself in my death,
I thought.

The other was by the same river, but at the river
itself. We would draw our water from that river. My father would
take me there to fish, as well as to swim. At the deepest part of
the river was a large rock. In my dream I was swimming and went
beneath the rock where I came upon a beautiful woman with blond
hair and eyes that kept changing color. The woman grabbed me and
took me to a strange world. That'’s about all there is to both
dreams, but still, they haunt me.

I have never said anything about those dreams to my
siblings, or anyone, for that matter.

In helping my father in the fields, I would awaken at
5:00 a.m. One day when I was about nine, my father said, "Santo,
here is a dollar."'(actually a Cuban peszo). "Go get a haircut.”
before he left for work. He also added, "When you return, do your
chores, and you know you have a whipping coming."

I had no idea why I should be whipped. So I got the



haircut and once that was done, I ran away from home. I ended up

almost two hundred miles from my home, looking for my aunt that

lived in the Cuban city of Palma Soriano. However, being the
young, naive boy I was, all I knew was that she lived somewvhere
in the city and someone must surely know her.

I met a man who was passing by and asked him if he knew
where my aunt Nila lived. The man looked at me suspiciously and
said, "Yeah, come with me."

The man took me by the hand and brought me to a police
station. It was obvious to them all T did not belong to that
place, but certainly belonged somewhere, to someone, but being
from the mountains, none knew me or had heard anything of me or
my family. _

I was af the police station nine days. The officers
wouldltake me to eat where they also ate.

An officer finally heard of a boy missing and took me
home.

.My mother had heard of me missing and had come to our
house where she cried for days. My father, however, did not tell
me this, or permit anyone else to. Anyway, everything went back
to normal.

A couple of years later, when I was about eleven, I
learned of where my mother was. She had become sicker with her
asthma. I went to live with her and her new husband. His name was
Felix, but everyone knew him as Tito. He was my stepfather, and I
didn't like him very much, for he also was an abusive man. He was

also an alcoholic.



I learned to survive on the streets, and made friends
with people older then me who could teach me the ways of
survival,

Tito made his living making rum from sugar cane or
honey, which he also sold for as much as sixty pesos per bottle.
He drank neérly as much as he sold.

My mother would leave Tito now and then, but sghe'd
always come back. I would ask her, "Mommy , why do you always come
back to this guy?" She would respond, "“Santo, I am not going to
be jumping from man to man. I already had to leave your father,
and that is enough."

Back then you could not be questinning you parents, s0
I didr't ask any more questions in that area. It was my aunt
Hilda's home where we would go whenever she left him. Tito would
allow a few days to pass and come get us.

While living with Tito, I watched how he made his rum
and within a few years I too made a dfinkable spirit and we would
sell it to guys who sold coffee beans. As they plied their trade,
they'd be drinking my rum. |

The black market coffee bean racket was also a
luarative one. Depending on which part of Cuba you would g0, you
could get as much as 25 Cuban pesos for one pound of coffeef
Cubans love their coffee and just as a morning refreshment.
Coffee also helps kill the constant hunger,

In 1962 Castro allied himself with the Soviet Union and
nuclear missiles came to our beautiful island which, of course,

our near neighbor, the United States of America, did not 1like,



I was more fortunate that most in that area. Coffee was grown
only in the mountains and that was where I was “rom and it was
cheaper, but by the time You got to places like Havana, 25 pesos
was goiny rete.

The Castro regime regulated thss distribution of what
little outside food came into Cuba, due to the US embargo that's
gone on for decades now. During my time there 7T could sometimes
purchase a pound travel to nearby towns, like Camaguey and sell
the pound for as much as =ight and hals PEEocs. Of course; I coulcd
get ih a lot of trouhble coffée tunning. The police would be on
the alert, especially at the terminals out of Mount Cierra
Maestra. |

The police would search everything; Cars, Buses,
horse-drawn cacts, etcetera. I got connect with pedple who
traffi;ked in running coffee ana they showed me how to gelt it out
of the Cierca by horses traveling at night through the mountains
and fields. |

The manner was an ingenious one really. The horses
required saddles of course, but pefore yeu put a saddle on a
horse, a blanket was required for his back. The blankets was
usually stuffed with cotton Or some other soft material. We'd
make our own blaankets and Stuff them with céffee beans, then
saddle the horses. A rather ingenious method, I thought,

Traveling out the mountains was that hardest part. 2Znce
You were out, however; it was much easier. Once we got out of the

mountains and into the local town, there were *wo methods fer

vetting your product te Camaguey, Cieyo de Abila, ar Havana,



depending on how much of the product needed to be moved.
normally, for smaller loads, we knew what official to grease and
have our product stamped with the proper ticket to allow it to be
shipped. However, when there was a sizable amount, we had to
resort to other means. That's when the loecal prostitutes came in
handy. They %new all of the truck drivers, who were their
customers, and knew which could be trusted not to inform the
pelice.

We'd only use the truck drivers when our combined load
was over two hundred pounds .because it was rvather risky,
regardless the truck driver's trustworthiness.

One day, we did have one of our loads stopped by the
policé. The load was 1,800 pounds. We were all arrested and made
the Cuban news as if we were trafficking 18 Kilos of cocain.

Anyway, the judge gave us nineﬁy days jail time, which
wasn't too bad; however, the local district attorney was not very
pleased with that, saying there was too much coffee for a
senteﬁce of only ninety days, and he appealed to the Superior
Court who increased the sentence to one'hundred—eighty.

When my sentence was completed, I went home to visit my
family. That was a day when my life would take a remarkable turn.

My father said te me, "Santo there was a break in at
the Peruvian embassy by some people who wanted to leave Cuba.
Castro is angry because a police officer was killed in the
process. I don't blame those people, things are getting pretty
bad in Cuba. Why don't you and Manuel see if you can find a way

to get out. Maybe later I'll get - . out too. Right now I have



responsibilities to think about. The little ones need caring

for."

I had just turned 19. I had never considered leaving my
homeland, but my father was right.

I had heard that the US President, Jimmy Carter, was
willing to accept refugees. The problem was, Castro was not
willing to allow anyone to leave and would not grant passports.
Still, I had to try.

I couldn't ask my older brother Manuel to come with me
because he was in jail for smuggling coffee, though he was not by
the same arrest as me. My younger brother Candido was in college.
So I went to my mother fo ask if she wanted to try for a passport
too,

When I asked my mother she was willing to try, but her
husband also would, as well as their twd childrén. I was okay
with that and the next day we went to the government office for
our passports. Apparently, during that time, Castro had a change
of heart and was permitting passports, but to our dismay, only
myself and Tito were approved.

My mother and 1 have always had a Ivery good
relationship. I love her, of course, and took care of her. She'd
often be overcome by her asthma and due to the US embargo to
Cuba, not much by way of medical equipment came in. When mom's
asthma got really bad, we had to take her to a hospital because
we didn't have the machine she needed to help her breathe. It
would be hard to leave her behind, but what else could I do?

Cubans who had left Cuba years earlier and had boats, went to get
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their families. However, Castro, hating the US as he did, made
those people fill their boats with the worst he could find:
rapists, murderers, thieves, prostitutes, and the like.

Carter sent two plans to Cuba, two 747, which was a
joke, considering how many people wanted to leave. Then Castro
got the bright idea of sticking it to the US by clearing out his
jails and sending them all to the US.

So, I would be leaving for the land of milk and honey,
My brother would also. The best thing was that Tito wotild be
leaving too and would not be abusing my mother. He'd stopped when
I, as a2 mere fifteen~year~old, told him he was not going to be
abuging my mother any longer.and if he wanted to fight, well, I
was okay with that too. However, if I was gone, he'd probabiy
resort to his brutality again.

We are a close-knit family and I have a grandmother and
two uncles living nearby. I knew they will help my loved ones.

IR
The Cuba government would be transporting us from the proVince in
which I lived to the port in Havana. I was leaving by myself, my
stepfather had a different date of departure.

Though I was leaving Cuba, it was neither immediate nor
ehsy. While waiting for my departure, members of the military
took liberties with mény of us. I was beaten several times just
for waiting to leave. Also, I was of prime military age and in
Cuba military service was mandatory. I, however, did not serve.

My sick mother needed me more than Castro did.
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Finally, the date of departure came. After twelve days of daily
beatings, on May 23, 1980 we left Havana. 125,000 Cubans would be
the total leaving on the Muriel Boat Lift. I was put on a boat
with 300 others. There were helicopters flying overhead
documenting the exodus. T didn't know it then, but circumstances

were aligning to cause one of my dreams to come to pass.
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Chapter Two

Arriving at the port in Key West, Florida, USA, 1 felt a certain
sense of certainty. I did not know this place or anyone in it.

T didn't know God as I know Him today, that He is the
creator of all things, that there is no other like Him, that he
brings fourth new things every day, that He talks to us in many
ways. He talks to us by word of the Bible, by natural disasters,

dreams, visions, signs, and even to the ears of those willing to

listen.
In everything God does, he tells us he is spirit, not

to be reached out and touched, yet, He is always there.
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No, I knew not my Lord, and gripped with all fear and

anxiety, I set foot upon a new land.

Upon coming ashore, all of us refugees were taken to a

tent city. I'm not certain where every boat went, but I assume

the others went to places similar to where. I and about 4,000
others were put.

I was only there four days, during which I was treated
all right. The food was different than what 1 was used to, but
very good nonetheless. |

We were divided into section and slept on army cots.
Showers and meals were communal, of course, which I was neither
used to or happy about. |

Yes, there were many things new to me,. except the
weather, which it being South Florida and May, was much as in
Cuba.

On the fourth day we were tqld we were going to be
moved to another place. I“and my group were told we would be
going to Indian Town Gap, Pennsylvania. We were put on a plan and
arrived several hours later.

fﬁe place in Pennsylvania was different than the tent
city. It was more like a military base with two-story bﬁrracks.
it was also smallér than in Florida and I estimate there were
about 2,000 of us.

The food was still great, and sleeping was better since
we had bunk beds.

I wondered about my brother Manuel and in speaking with

representatives of the Red Cross, they assisted me.
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I learned that Manyel had been taken to place called

Chaffee, Kansas.

As for my stepfather; I ran into him a few days later

in the camp. I was relieved that he was okay, and even more so

that he was out of Cuba and out of my mother's life.

We were told we would all require indoctrination into
the American way of living. Part of that would be that we all had
to learn English, for which there were daily classes. Another
thing we would requirelwas sponsors.

Tito, by whatever means, located people he knew that
were living in Miami, Florida, and they sponsored him.

As the weeks passed, I did my best to get along with
everyone and learn how to become an American. My English class
was taught by a woman named Vicky Rim; a pretty woman of about
5'4", 120 pounds, and wide hips. She was from Mechanicsburg, PA,
and was married to a man named Dale. She was about 32 years old
and he about 35. They had three children: two boys of about 10
and 8, and an adopted daughter of four months.

There were other teachers, but two I remember best.
Both were female, one named Diane and the other Mary- Lou1se

The reason I remember those best is that though I did
not know two oflmy fellow refﬁgees, Richardo And Ralphael, very
well, I =soon would and they were instrumental in their
indoctrination.

I was taking classes with Vicky for about a Month when
she said to me one day, "Santo, I would like to become your

sponsor. Would that be okay with you?"
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I didn't understand evary word she spoke, but enough to get the

glat of her meaning. 1 vigorously bobbed my head. Vicky went on
speaking, but I was too overwhelmed with the fortunate turn my
life had just taken. I also learned that Mary-Louise sponsored
Ricardo and Diane sponsored Raphael. But that wasn't all. All
three of us left the refugee barracks to go live with our
sponsors. That was about early September.

It was really nice living with Vicky and her family.
Her hugband was a trueck driver and very nice. I liked their kids
too and they liked me. 1 belleve 1 waé with them for about two
months when the three sponsors got together and found an
apartment for Ricardo, Raphael, and myself in early November.
Vicky also found me a job at a truck stop eatery in Twin Gables.

There were three members of a family where 1 worked. A
woman named Cathy, her son Steward, and her two daughters. The
youngest, April, was 17 years old and T liked her, but she had a
boyfriend. |

Steward and I were about the same age. He and I became
friends. Steward also had a girlfriend who had the same name as
his mother Cathy. She was 2 pretty and tiny 18-year old with
black hair and brown eyes. He'd take me to his home where we'd
listen to Rock & Koll. I liked everyone in the home and they felt
the same about ne.

The weather change really surprised me. When the trees
changed color in the fall, it was something I had never seen
before or ever heard of. Then one day at work, I was taking out

the garbage and this white stuff started falling from the sky. I
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was amazed! I mean, in total wonder! I thought the sky was

breaking apart. I went back inside and said to Steward, "Look,

the sky is falling!"

We had a manager at the eatery. His name was Mr. Lee.
One day he changed my shift to the third shift. I was coming to
work with Steward. My change in shift cost me my ride to work.

Though I'd been in the United States about half-year,
and had learned enough English to get by, I was constantly amazed
by the beauty and wealth of this land. Even seeing the roadways,
the multilevel over and underpasses left me in wonder.

Mr. Lee really made things difficult for me. However,
Vicky would help by taking me to and from work. But she had her
own job and a family to think of, so she brought me a bicycle.
The ride to my work was seven miles, which is okay on a bicycle,
unless it is raining, or worse, snowing. I bummed rides with
anyone I could think of. Even the state.police sometimes gave me
a ride. _

Past the holidays, I was still living with Ricardo and
Raphael in our apartment in New-Kingston, which was a very small
town with only one store with a post-office behind it. There was
also a bank up the street. Daily there was a group of just
preteen children who roamed the street. One, a younger boy was in
a wheelchair. 1 felt so sorry for him and there was always a

prayer in my heart for him. I never got to know his name,
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but whenever I could, 1 would assist him into the one store

because they did not have a handicapped ramp. I would fantasize
about that boy walking and I will never forget him.

I decided that I needed more money so I got a part-
time job at a Coast To Coast Hotel nearby. That didn't sit well
with Mr. Lee who fired me.

Lee told Vicky he had fired me because I had been in
the US plenty of time to have learned IEnglish better. Vicky
didn't buy that. She knew I could understand well enough and
speak enough to get my meaning across. My friend Steward also
agreed that Lee had fired me soley because of the part-time job.

There could have been another reason. Across the street

from the eatery was a Best West Hotel where they played a lot of

Disco music. Disco was everywhere back then. At about two in the

~morning one day, I met this girl named Wanda there and we hit it
off. She would then.come into the eatery during the day and
whatever she ordered, she asked for me, and then she'd want me to
sit with her while she ate it. Afterward, She would ask me to
walk her to her car where we'd neck and, well. whatever came to
our minds. I think Lee jealous. |
To become familiar with our surroundings, Richardo and
I would walk the entire neighborhood fpr miles at a time.
Ricardo, who spoke English best. If we stopped at a bar, he would
order the drinks. Ricardo also had a job welding snow plows.
Ricardo had a friend at work, named John who came to
our apartment. John liked to smoke marijuana and hash and we'd

all smoke what he brought. John also knew places in the area to
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have fun. He knew a bar called the Bar-B-Q. It was a cool place

and Ricardo and I always went out with a girl, or a woman since

they were usually in their 30's or 40's.

At about this time, Raphael left for New York. I still
thought about my brother and that I'd like to find him, find out
how he is. So I asked Vicky to help me find out about him.

Vicky learned that Manuel had been sponsored by someone
in Tennessee. I was not too happy to hear that. I said, "No,
Vicky! He is my brother. I need for him to be here with me.
Raphael has left for New York and we have a room."

Vicky said she would do her best to get us together.

- S0, while waiting on Vicky to help find my brother,
Ricardo And I met these two ladies--mature ladies, both over
fifty, at the Bar-B-Q. T don't recall their names, but one was a
blond and the other a brunette. I chose the older blond, or
perhaps she chose me.

Both woman spoke only English, which stunted our
conversation, but the ladies had drunk quite a bit and weren't
really interested in much of that, and reither were we.

It was a one-night stand and the ladies took us to
their apartment where Recardo and I wmade them very happy.
However, the next morning the ladies regretted having given in to
having drunk a2 little too much and told us that they couldn't see
us again, we being much too young for them. The blond, my
partner, however, was a nurse at a nearby hogpital and she had a

friend she thought might like to meet me. She said her friend's

name was Shirley, that she was in her mid-twenties, a Jamaican,
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and alse a nurse. The blond asked for my telephone number and 1
gave it to her. Then they drove me and Ricardo hom.

The next Jday our teleghone rany and as it turns out, T
answered it. T heard; "Hello, are you Santec ?" I replied. "vVes,
Yes, I am. " The caller said, "My name is Shirley. My friend said
that 'haybe you'd like to meet me. Can You come over to my
place.?" I didn't understand much of what ghe said, éo I replied,
"pleas speck to my friend Ricardo. I don understand all you say.”

So Ricardo talked to her and once they finished, he told
me she wanted to meet me, but I'Qd have to go to Carlisle and once
thace to call her and she would come pick me up.

Carlisle was fourteen miles from New-Kingston. The meeting
was for that evening. I still couldn't meet her alone becauge I
wouldn't understand what she would say, Ricardo came with me. We
drove our bicycles to Carliasle ané called shirley.

Shirley only took a few minutes to yet to the telephone
booth we called@ from. When I saw her, I was impressed. She was of
average height and maybe 125 pounds, large oval brown eyes, raven

hair, ebony completion. anéd very attractive. She also had a young

SO

Ricardo did the introductions and he .did all of the
talking, though Shirley hardly took her eyes Off me. I think she
was as impressed with me as I was with her. So; after a couple of

minutes we put the bicycles in her trunk and she drove us to her

home.

Shirley's son was but a year and a half and slept though

everything.
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though Ricardo continued doing all the talking, Shirley and 1 kept
eyeing each other, seeming we both had the sams thing in mind. I really wanted
to stay there with her, but T couldn't just abandon my friend, so after a
while we left,

Shirley drove us all the way home, and the next day she showad up
at our apartment. dnirley was not one to deny herself what she wanted, and T
was it. She made it known that she wanted me to go to her home with her, and
not just for a short visit. She invited me over for that weekend.

1t was a wild weekend with Shirley. The girl had enough energy for
five men. We spent nearly all of it in her bed, not that you'd ever hear a
complatnt from me. As for conversatlon, besides the grunting and groaning,
that is; we sort of managed through my very broken English and hand body
signals. _

I managed to get through to Shirley that I had lost my Full-time
job and only worked part-time She told me that she had.friends who worked at
an Old 76 truck stop that was right by my apartment, and that she could put a
word in for me. I was 511 for that.

So, Shirley came through, getting me hired at the truck gtop. Her
friends were a couple named Gary and Robin who managed the business. They were
in their thirties and seem nice. I made made friends with Gary right away,
however, it seemed to me that Robin was the dominqte one.

Vicky had come through and brought my brother Manuel from

Tennessee and he would need a job too.
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T asked Robin if there was anytﬁing she could do for my brother
and she had me filled out an application for him. She also. said she'd talk it
over with Gary. but for me to bring Mamel. L

When T brought my brother, he was hired right away. He would be
pumping the diesel for the trucks.

I was still seeing Shirely at her home, usually on my days off.
Then she decided she wanted me to meet her mokher who lived in Philadelphia. T
meat her mother, other family and friends. 'I;hey all liked me and invited me to
church with them. So Shirleyl and I became church goers, although on the
weekends we'd step lively at a local disco. _

Ricardo, my brother and I all figured we were blessed by the lard,
though none of us knew the lord very well back then, at least I didn't. Yes, I
was going to church, but T did not have a relationship with God.

I came to know how things went at the truck stop with everyone.
Gary was cheating truck drivers by charging them for fuel they weren't
getting, which my brother assisted him in. Gary also sold pills: black
beauties, Christmas trees, yellow jackets, and the like. Further, Robin was
cheating on Gary, and with his own brother! '

That was al;out when Robin set her eyes on me when she called me
into her office one day and told me I didn't have to work s0 hard, or even
every day and she would still pay me full pay. She made it obwvious she wanted

me.
I considered her attractive and certainly wasn't disinterested in

what she had in mind, however, Gary was my friend.
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Shirly began pressuring me. She wanted ug to get married , but I
wasa't ready for that, so she and T broke up.

At the truck stop, I also made friends with the short-order cook.
His name was Reds. We called him that because he had fire-red hair. He was:
about my age and height too. One day, Robin fired him and made me the cook.“I
wan't very happy with that, but I suppose Robin had her reasons, probébly me.
A short while later, Reds came to the truck stop and said to'me, "Santo, I am
1éaving Penngylvania and going to Texas. It's oil country and they have plenty
of jobs that pay well. 1'll be rich there." I replied, "Then I'm coming with
you and screw Robin!"

It would take some money, however. Reds only had two hundred
dollars and his car needed tires, plus there would be gasoline costs, of
coursz. I had four hundred dollars in the bank. I didn't like walking out on
Gary, or leaving Ricardo and my brother, but T felt it was the right move for

me. So one late evening, Reds and I left for Texas.
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Chaptexr Three

God gave us a sign that one day a savior will be born to save us.
When the day came, an angel of the Lord stood before shepherds out in
the field tending their flock by night.

And the angel of the Tord appeared to the shepherds and said,
"Do not be afraid, for I bring tidings of great joy which will be to
all pebple for there is bofu a savior this day and this is the sign to
you. You will find a babe wrapped in awaddling cloths lying in a

manger."



The sign was given to the shepherds for two reasons: One: God
is spirit and talks by signs. The shepherds out in their fields
understood the signs and they were keeping sheep for sacrifices to our

Lord, and the sheep had to be without blemish. The sheep, new-bern,

would be wrapped in swaddling and cared for so the sheep wouldn't even

come to harm in accident.

‘The other reason was that soon a babe would come, a lamb of the

Lord who would be slaughtered for the sins of the world.

* * *
Reds and I didn't drive directly to Texas. We decided to sightsee
some of t_h.é USA along the way. Anyway, it tock three days for us to
finally a’frive in Houston, Texas, and we had spent nearly all of the
four hundred dollars I had. | |

I could not help with the driving because I simply did not know
how. How Reds managed to stay awake for all the days was beyond me.
Finally, on the second night he said to me, "Santo, I can't go on any
farther. I have to pull over and rest."

e slept_ along side the road. When we awakened we stopped at a
nearby truck stop where for a.few dollars we showered and had
something to eat.

To stretch what little money we had left we slept in the car.
Still hopeful, we put in applications for work in a few places but it
seemed none were hiring at fhe time.

My friend vas worried, as was I. Four hundred dollars only gets

you by but so far.

Reds finally said, "Santo, let's try Dallas." So after about a
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day, we left and headed for Dallas, Texas. However, we only got to
Des Moines with almost no money left and very little gasoline.

Reds and I put in a few more applications in restaurants but
again no one seemed to be hiring. It was not like what either of us
had ‘expected.” Then we came upen a camp of people—~spanish—épeaking

people. T asked them where we could go for help, that I was a Cuban
refugee and had left Pennsylvanla.

Reds and I hadn't eaten since the prior night and we hadn't
showered in.days. We were told we could park in the camp and they
offered a éhoﬁef--guess they could smell we needed one-—and gave us
something to eat, but we'd still have to sleep in our car because
there weren't any extra heds. We were also told that there was a
place where they helped Cuban refugees and gave us the address. It
sounded gcmd to us.

The next morniny we found the place and went in. I informed them
of who I was, where I had come from, that I had a friend and we were
cut of money, hungry, and out of gas--we needed help.

I waé'inforﬁed that they could help me, Eut not my friend Reds.
I tried arguing with them, explaining our situation clearer but it
didn't help.' Finally, Reds mays, "To hell with it. Let's go back to
Pennsylvania."” '

I asked, "How? We don't have any money."

"We can sell the car, Santo," said Reds. "We'll Just find a
garage and see what I can get for it.”

Sc we found a garage where Reds tried to sell his car. I'm not

certain how iﬁ:came about, but he only got sixty dollars for it, or at



25

least, that is what T was tolA,

S8ixty dollars wasn't very much, so Reds called Vicky for me and
told her that we only had enough money to get to Arkansas. Vicky said
for us to call her again once we got there. When we arrived in
Arkangas, Vicky had already paid for.my ticket to Pennsylvahia and I
was on my way back.

~ As for R.eds, his. family was taking care of him and he was coming
back by himself, but for whatever reason, I never saw him again. I
suppose-he:wés5juat 8o embarrassed by his bad idea.

. L *

It was around 3:00 a.m. when I arrived at my former apartment.
Ricardo was not very happy to sece me back. He even said to me,
"Santo, you should never have come back." As for ny brother; well,
we're family and all was forgiven.

As soonféé daylight came, Vicky was at the apartment. She had
been upset that I Haﬁ left without even saying good-bye. Then she
shocked me when she said, "Santo, you should have told me you wanted
to leaveIPénnsylvania. I would have come with you."

Talkhabout shock! Yeah, I knew Vicky was not happy with her
husband, and she was overly friendly with me, doing things like
playfully siﬁting on my lap and kissing me and such. But she was
thirteen years older than me. I considered her my friend. I saw her
more like a mother than a woman.

My brother Manuel told.me that Robin had called to find out when
I was cominé back. Vvicky had called her and teold her I was on'my vay

back to Pennsyivania. So anyway, Vicky took me back to see Robin who
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immediately upon my return hugged and kissed me. I had left in the
middle of my shift ahd she wasn't even angry with me. She told me how
worried she had been and that T should have called her for my ticket
back. She concluded, saying, "You are my boy, Santo. Are you coming
back to work?"l

I was further shocked to learn that Robin had covered for me at
the 0ld 76 and refused to give my job to anyone. So there I was, back
at the truck stop.

There was a waitress at the truck stop,; her name was Laurie, a
19-year~old with black hair and blue eyes. She and I were cn a
friendly basis, however, when I returned she refused to speak to me.

I figured, she'll get cver it.

I was back about a month when Ricarde and I met this guy from
Montana. His name was Paul. He was leaving Pennsylvania for Alabama
and he wanted Ricarde and me to go with him. With the experience 1
had just had, there was no way I was going through that again.
However, Ricardo was interested. He said to me, "I'm going with Paul
and I'm not coming back Tike you did." So Ricardo packed his things
and left. I never saw him again. I di@ hear that he had won some
snow skiing contest or other, but that was all I ever heard.

Steward, my friend from my previcus job had gotten engaged to
Cathy, his long-time girlfriend, and subsequently married. They moved
to New—Kingstoﬂ very near the apartment Manuel and I shared. Cathy
had gotten.a job at the sole stere in town and I saw her nearly every
time I went in there.

At my job, things became busy and I was working double shifts
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most of the time. I was always tired and the traveling back and forth
from my apartment to work had become a chore. Robin realized that and
offered me one of the four rooms not being used above the restaurant
and I wouldn't have to even pay rent for it. T wae, of course,
apprec:_lai__:iﬁ and it would make things mich easfer for me, but there
wag my ..;hrdthe:r Manuel. I couldn't juat walk out on him ... again, "and
further, mt:igi( him with the rent by himself. I mentioned this te
Robin whe sai&dzhat Manuel could have one- of the oﬁ-_her rooms. S0
Manuel and cheepted her offer.

A lot of ﬁeople came to eat at the truck stop, not all of them
truck driwr;s One Gmy this quy nemed Mack came in and became a
regular., He didn't just come to eét. He liked playing poker with the
truck drivers and anyone else who wanted to play. The 0l1d 76 became
his hangout and he and I became friends. .

When Mack wasn't at that truck stcp, he would be at his garage
acrosas tmmwhere he did body work on automcbiles. - Whenever I had
time off I wouldgo to his garage and spend time with him. ‘I would
also uml@fy"étgp at the convenience store to chat with Cathy and ny
litrle frie:)d in the vheelchair.

'I‘hatwent on for a while, then one diy vhen I returned to the
truck atl:bpf there were police and news crews there. The police said
that the'. pl!.acé was closing down. Apparently the owner of the truck
stop had not paid his taxes and the place wa. being shut down because
of it. Suddenly, I had nowhere to live. Not knowing what else to do,

I called my sponsor Vicky.

“Vicky,_"' I said, "“you've got to come over. The police are at




