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[0:00:12.2]
Maria Sprehn (MS): Is it this one? 
Speaker 1 (S1): Oh, yes. 
MS: The red one? 
MS: Yes. 
MS: Is it recording? 
S1: Yes. 
MS: Yes? 
S1: Yes. 
MS: And do you prefer to speak, to tell your story in Spanish? 
María Deisy Cruz (MDC): My problem is that I start in one language and then I mix in the other. 
MS: But we should do it in Spanish, no? 
MDC: Yes, of course. Sometimes I start saying something in Spanish. There’s something I want to say, and I don’t remember how to say it in Spanish, so I say it in English. That’s my problem. And my daughter scolds me. She says ‘Mom, why do you do that?’ And I tell her that it’s not on purpose. 
MS: It’s because we think in two languages. 
MDC: It’s not on purpose. 
MS: Yeah, I do the same thing. Let’s see, is it looking okay? 
S1: Yes.
MS: Let’s start. Today is June 8th, 2024. I am Maria Sprehn. We are here at Montgomery College We are here with… 
MDC: My name is Maria Deisy Cruz. I am from El Salvador. I grew up in the countryside until I was 12 years old.  
MS: And where did you used to live in El Salvador? 
[0:01:30.8]
MDC: In the department of Chalatenango, in the northern part of the country. That’s where I was born. I grew up there until I was 12 years old because of the war that exploded in 1980. 
MS: But before the war, what was life like in El Salvador? 
MDC: ¿In the countryside?
MS: In the countryside 
MDC: I always say that my happiest years were my childhood because we lived with my mom, my dad, and my two siblings. I’m the oldest of four. But the memories that I have are from when just the two oldest of us were there. My younger brother is two years younger than me, and we used to play with my cousins, with my uncles and all of that. We lived in the country. Well, we didn’t have running water or electricity, but we were happy.
MS: Did you have and work on a farm…? 
MDC: My dad was a laborer on his lands. My mom was at home taking care of us like normal. We used to get up early. If we wanted to go to school, we had to do a few things before leaving. Going to school was a privilege. If you wanted to go to school, you had to bring water from the well and you had to fill up the water tank that was in the house. Or you had to go to the river, because there were a few small wells alongside the river with potable water, not the same as the river water. Or, you had to go drop off… because my dad used to get up early at like four in the morning, drink his coffee, and go to work. And at around seven in the morning, we had to go bring him his breakfast. Either I would go or my mom would go. But she would always say to me: “if you want to go to school, go bring him his breakfast, because I have to do this that and the other,” because of the animals, the hen, the pigs, and all the animals that one has in the country. I remember that we had a goat that was really large and gave a lot of milk. One of the memories that I have of my dad is that he used to say, I think I was around six years old… he said, “now it’s your turn to get the goat,” and so I went after it but it ran away. It said, “I can take this little girl, I can go wherever I want,” and that’s what it did. It dragged me across the whole meadow and my dad shouted, “let it go, let it go!” And I didn’t want to let it go. Later he told me, ‘When that happens, find a tree, any tree, and wrap the cord around it and that way she won’t go anywhere.” We took care of the animals and did house chores. In the countryside we ate… well, in all of El Salvador, in the whole country, but especially in the country we made the tortillas from scratch as they say in English. We cooked the corn, we ground it… at that time we did it with a stone. 
MS: By hand and by stone.
MDC: Exactly. That’s how we would grind it and we would go over it twice to get it ready to make the tortillas and all of that. The females learned how to do house chores, and the males were taken out to the fields. Well, they sent me as well to harvest beans, corn, all of those things I learned how to do. But I also went to school and for me, going to school was the greatest thing because there were books that I didn’t have at home, and the teacher let us… well, they let me take some books home when I wanted to because I wished we had school on Saturday and Sunday… 
[0:05:23.2]
MDC: I felt like it was a waste to not go to school. So, I took books with me and I read them. Basically, my childhood was really lovely with my mom and dad. My dad was ahead of his time because men didn’t used to get involved in their children’s education or anything like that. But my dad did. He was present in everything. Every time he came home from work, he would say to me: “What did you learn in school today?” And I would enthusiastically tell him what I learned. He hadn’t studied a lot. He only studied through second grade, but he had a lot of advanced skills. He would ask me what I had learned, and I remember well that I was learning the words “proparoxytone,” “acute” and all of that… where you put the accent and everything. And he said, “I never learned that. I didn’t know that.” He learned as well. He enjoyed asking me and he wanted me to teach him what I was learning. When I was learning math and fractions—that was another thing that fascinated him. He said, “I never learned that at school.” He saw everything as something new, and he liked to learn. He used to come play with us while my mom finished washing the dishes and cooking dinner. He would tell her, “I’m going to head out with the kids and I’ll wait for you there.” Behind the house we had some hills, as we called them, and he, my mom, and we would sit on a rock, talk, and look out towards the town that was down below. My little brother and I would play, chase the rabbits, do whatever, just play. Those are my memories from my childhood. It was really nice. We lived close to my grandmother, to my aunts and uncles. We were a really close family and we all got along really well. 
[0:07:28.8]
MS: That’s so nice. Really nice. And then the war came. 
MDC: Yes. I was twelve years old. 
MS: Twelve.  
MDC: In 1980 everything exploded, to say it one way. October of 1980 is when everything exploded and… there was a boom in the sense that nothing was the same as before, when there was hidden repression by the armed forces and all of that. In October of 1980 everything became out in the open. They bombed villages and it was terrible. Although according to my memory, in like ’78, I’m not entirely sure, there was a huge massacre in the city of San Salvador. But because we were in the country, we weren’t involved in that. There were some protests of workers who weren’t armed or anything and they unleashed the tanks on them and they ran over people. You could see blood in the sewers like it was water. That happened, but I didn’t experience it. I just heard the news. But where we lived wasn’t affected yet. In March, March 16, 1980, I was still twelve years old and was going to turn thirteen in July. On Sunday, the tradition was that the men go bathe in the river before the women, so that when the women arrive, they’ve already bathed and there’s some privacy, right? So, my dad and my uncle had gone to the river early in the morning with my seven year old cousin, my uncle’s son. 
[0:09:28.9]
MDC: We were neighbors, like here in the other building I have. I was emptying my pitcher into the water tank to go to the river and get more water when we heard some gunshots. Well, I heard them. I was outside emptying my pitcher. My mom was still in the bedroom with my brother. And we had my little sister at that point, who was three and a half. When I heard the gunshots, I felt something strange in my chest that I had never felt before. I ran towards the bedroom and said, “Mom, my dad, my dad!” And my mom said, “no dear, don’t worry. That has nothing to do with your dad. Those shots were heard on the other side of the street, and they are at the river.” That calmed me down and I kept doing what I was doing. I washed the water tank, emptied the pitcher. I went to my cousin, who was on the other side, and I told them… She wasn’t ready when I came by. I had to wait for her. Then we both walked to the river to fetch water. But then we saw that the path where you pass through to get to the river had a wall, and the wall didn’t end abruptly, but how would you say? Gradually. The wall reached the end of the plot of land, and there was a small wall made of stone. 
[0:11:16.6]
MDC: And we walked by it and saw only blood in the grass, up ahead a little bit. We thought that it was one of my grandfather’s cows that had been hurt by the shots because it had run to the edge of the street. We told ourselves, “They shot one of the cows,” that had bled onto the grass. We passed the stream and lost sight of the blood. A moment later, my cousin said, “let’s follow the blood trail.” We were expecting to find one of my grandfather’s cows, but we didn’t find anything. Then we lost track again by the edge of the river, right where it got bigger. We lost track of the blood. And they said that since it was Sunday we had to go to mass before it got too late. We went back, but since we had already crossed, we filled our water pitchers and we took a different route back than the one we had taken, this time lower down, crossing a bridge. Right where we passed, you could see the bridge from above, when we were going towards the river. I saw five people, five men. There was a young guy as well, four adult men and a young guy, like a teenager. One of them was wearing a hat and had a backpack, which seemed strange to me. I said, “that looks like my dad’s backpack.” I was young, I couldn’t make sense of it. It was my dad’s hat and backpack that they were wearing. When we crossed back over the bridge, I stopped. But no, I didn’t put one and one together. When it was 8:30 in the morning, people started to ask where Marcelino and Vicente were. They started to look for them. They went up to look for them, but my mom told them “They went to the river.” But my mom thought, “they went to the…” Sometimes the men, instead of going to church on Sunday, would go somewhere else, but my dad wasn’t one of those men. He was what they used to call a “Delegate of the Word,” that’s what they called a deacon who could interpret the readings and everything but couldn’t give communion. The readings were the only thing they could do. He was one of those people. 
[0:14:03.0]
MS: And his name is Marcelino? 
MDC: Marcelino Serrano. 
[0:14:09.7]
MS: Marcelino Serrano. 
MDC: Because he never missed a mass, we thought, “something has happened.” They went to look for him and they found him. They found my father and cousin’s bodies. They wrapped my cousin, who was seven years old, in a towel. I think it was my uncle’s towel, I’m not sure. But they killed my dad at point-blank range, as we say, because the shots entered through his back, his head, from behind, and his whole face was destroyed. Just this part here was left intact, the rest was in pieces, so much so that we had to go pick up this part here. I remember that I put his teeth back where they belonged. My mom was eight months pregnant with my younger brother, so she didn’t get involved in anything. They kept her away. And my grandmother, because she has lost her son and also her grandson… the other adults weren’t present either. It fell on me. I don’t know where my aunts were or what they were doing. I guess they were taking care of my grandmother. But I remember that it was just my mother’s friend and me preparing my father’s body for the coffin. When we saw that a good part of his face was missing, one of his cousins went to look for the rest and brought it back. Between my mother’s friend, who was also a neighbor, and me, we put his face together and we removed his blood stained shirt. It smelled of blood… a smell that stays with me still. When it was time to leave, well, the blood that we were seeing wasn’t from my dad or from my cousin; it was from my uncle. He was my mom’s older brother, the oldest, while my mom was the second oldest. He and my mom had memories like the ones I have with my brother. They used to play and do everything together. It was the brother she was closest to. So, she went take care of her brother because he was still alive. They found him alive, but he had already lost a lot of blood from a gunshot wound in the leg. He had been able to survive, but he died as well because when he threw himself into the river, he didn’t land in the water, since his leg, it didn’t launch him as far as he thought it would. He fell on the rocks and hurt himself a lot more. They found him later in the day, because they found my dad and my cousin at around nine in the morning more or less, but they found my uncle at around twelve, midday. He had already lost a lot of blood. They did the same thing we did, follow the blood that we had followed to find him. The adults did it. We had gone back but we hadn’t found him. It was my uncle’s blood. My mom, because we were afraid of… because it was the paramilitaries who did that to him. It wasn’t the military; it was the paramilitary civilian groups that existed in the cantons. We were afraid to go to the cemetery because it was close to the town where those people were living. 
[0:18:22.5]
MS: The military?
MDC: The paramilitaries. We used to call them the forces of order. I think that’s what they were called, the forces of order. In the country it was custom for the elderly to have a coffin ready for when they died. One of my dad’s aunts already had a coffin, and we used it to bury my dad. But we didn’t bury him in the cemetery out of fear and normally you have a vigil, and you do the burial the next day, but because of what had happened we couldn’t do that. We were all afraid. We buried my dad the same day at around one in the afternoon, and we put my cousin in the same coffin. Then nobody went to mass. No one went to mass because of what had happened. 
[0:19:23.5]
MDC: We were scared to go into town for mass, so we buried them on my mother’s grandparents’ land, the land where their house was, behind the house. I remember when… since the coffin was made of wood and it was March, which is the drying time in El Salvador, when the clods of dirt fell on the coffin, they made a sound that…. Even after so many years, I still hear that sound as if it were here. I don’t hear it in my ears, I feel it here. And I was young. I wanted to throw myself into the hole with him, maybe ten meters, like ten feet. They pulled me away from where the ditch was, and that’s where I watched them bury him. Then we had to leave, I mean, there wasn’t time for anything, for a cross, nothing. It was all so fast. I remember when we arrived, when we got back to the house, my uncle was still alive, but he was in my grandmother’s brother’s house because it was closer to… If the military came or anything like that, we would be able to run into the mountain. That’s why he wasn’t in my grandmother’s house or his house, but in an uncle’s house who lived closer to the edge of the village. My mom was there with him because she didn’t go to my dad’s burial. She was really far along in her pregnancy, and she wanted to stay with her brother. She was giving him mouth to mouth because he couldn’t breathe for himself anymore and my mom knew about first aid and this kind of thing. She was giving him mouth to mouth, and when we got there, the woman who helps women give birth, what are they called… 
MS: Like a…
MDC: [Inaudible 0:22:34.7] I don’t know what it’s called in English, but I can’t remember in Spanish either. I don’t know, the word is escaping me. 
MS: Me too.  
MDC: But she was there, and she told him not to do anything because it would hurt him. She told him to lie down and sleep. My mom continued to give him air and he died, because you can tell someone dies. It’s like they stretch out a little bit. We arrived at that moment. 
MS: And what was his name? 
MDC: Vicente Ayala. 
MS: Vicente Ayala. 
MDC: So, when that happened, my mom continued to give him air. She didn’t accept that he had died. They told her, “Let him be. He’s dead. You’re harming yourself, leave him be.” And they had to pull my mom off him, she didn’t want to let him go. In fact, she and I were just remembering that recently. They pulled her away from where my uncle was by force and they took her out to the patio, and the smell of a sugar apple tree—that’s what we call it—it smells like a banana tree, like a banana. The flower from that tree, it’s still with me… when we went outside, the smell of the sugar apple flower, and me hugging my mom, and my mom screaming. They were intense screams, my dad’s name and his brother’s name. She screamed and screamed and cried. I was hugging her, and she was like a… I think she said: “Well my husband is already gone.” She clung onto the idea that my uncle was going to survive and when my uncle died, she let out everything she had inside, and she screamed my father’s name with extreme intensity. She was repressed the entire time so that my uncle wouldn’t learn that the others had died. They hadn’t told him that his son had died nor that my dad had died. 

[0:24:47.1]
MS: So, my mom was hiding all that pain for all those hours to give her brother strength. That’s what I understood happened, because she hadn’t cried yet. She hadn’t said anything. She just sat there with him and when he died, she let out all the pain she was carrying. The next day, Monday, one of my mom’s cousins, the third of my grandmother’s children—since she already lived in San Salvador—she asked if my mom could go and stay with her for a few months until the boy was born and then we’d return. At that time my aunt didn’t have a direct telephone. She would go to a place to make a request, and they would let the other person know the day and the time that they had to go to the Intel, as it was called, and they would call you there. It was like an appointment. On that Monday they made the appointment for the next day, Tuesday. My aunt spoke with my mom’s cousin and said, “yes, tell her to come, no problem,” because she went to the appointment on Tuesday, and they had a conversation. Early in the morning on Wednesday we went with my mom to San Salvador. My mom took all the money she had and put a neighbor in charge of it, the friend I mentioned before, and told her to look after the animals and the plants and all of that. She told her that we would be back in two months. That was the idea. My dad died on a Sunday. They had killed Monsignor Romero on March 24th. We were already in San Salvador. We had been there for like five days. That’s when everything went off the charts. It felt horrible, because we thought that if they had dared to kill him, someone who was important and well-known, while he was giving mass… because he was in the consecration, not in the cathedral. There’s like a little hospital that, well, I’m not sure if this was the case then, but today it treats patients with terminal cancer. He was there in that chapel and they killed him. You felt like an orphan because it was unfair… When something like that happened in the countryside, because like I said, communication back then was rough… someone, we don’t know who, reported the death of my dad, my uncle, and my little cousin. He [Romero] mentioned them in his Sunday homily the day before he died. He denounced what had happened in our village. 
MS: Monsignor Romero. 
MDC: Monsignor Romero. For years, we didn’t know that that had happened. We don’t know who reported it or why. Later we thought that maybe it was this cousin. Someone mentioned it when they went to our town, we don’t know. But the point is, in mass the following Sunday, he… I mean, my dad died on the 16th, right? At mass on the 24th at the Cathedral… No, sorry, at mass on March 23rd, he denounced [the murder] and many others. He said the names and everything. He said, “Marcelino Serrano, Vicente Ayala and his son Freddy.” He mentioned them. 
[0:28:51.2]
MDC: We didn’t realize until many years later that… I think it was after the peace accords when they started selling his homilies in fairs and all of that. My brother bought a set of Monsignor Romero’s homilies, and he was shocked when he heard the names in the last one. 
MS: Incredible. 
MDC: I was already here when he called me and told me: “Look at this.” I said “Is this real? Are you lying to me?” He said, “I’ll send it to you so you can hear it.” DVDs already existed at that time, CDs, and he put it on a CD and mailed it to me, and he was right. He mentions the names and the date. He says, “last Sunday in the municipality of Arcatao.” He says the date and the names, and everything was recorded in his voice. 
MS: And do you still have it? 
MDC: Yes.
MS: Maybe you can share it. 
MDC: Oh, of course. And they killed him the next day. We were already there in San Salvador living with my aunt, still thinking that we would return. Even though the country already felt different, we kept that plan. On May 29th we were heading back but when we got to the capital of Chalatenango, my mom looked at me as if to say: “This is different.” We saw everything. People no longer spoke. People walked through the fields…I don’t know what things are like in El Salvador now, but when you run into somebody, it’s “good morning, or God bless and have a nice day.” But not anymore. People stopped greeting one another. Stopped talking to one another. It was as if the people had become zombies. It was incredible because before, the bus driver would make conversation with you, but no longer. Now he didn’t even turn to look at you. It was like a disconnection. So, we boarded the bus, and it was going to take us to our town but just after we boarded… We, my brother and I had collected a lot of things we wanted to share with our cousins and our friends from school. We were carrying a lot of things, I thought. But when we got on the bus my mom just looked at me like: “Don’t speak. Don’t say anything. Stay quiet,” just with her look. About 2 blocks further, a group of soldiers and security officers… no, they were soldiers, not security. They were soldiers with rifles and everything, some of them in front, others in the back, and others on top of the bus. I started to shake because it brought back my memories, but my mom looked at me like “Control yourself.” She was in the seat holding my newborn baby brother. He had been born just a month earlier, and my sister, my brother, and I were in the seat beside her. But she gave me a look like, “Control yourself,” and I hugged my brother and I pretended to look out the window the whole way. 
[0:32:34.6]
MDC: When we got to the town… 
MS: And what was the name of the town? 
MDC: Arcatao. 
[0:32:44.6]
MS: Arcatao.
MDC: When we were about to arrive… we had lived in las Lomas, a village located just a little bit before you get to the center of town, so we had to get off two stops early. I signaled my mom with my eyes, like, “why aren’t you ringing the bell on the bus for us to get off?” She just looked at me like, “Stay calm, let me do it.” We got off at the first stop in the town. We had to walk back a good stretch of the way, so I didn’t understand why my mom was doing this. Right where we got off, there was a store run by a woman who our family knew and who my grandmother had loved dearly. Right when we got off, one of the guys from the group that had murdered my dad was on the bus. I hadn’t seen him, thank God. I saw him after I got off. He was by the parilla—that’s what we call the part on top of the bus. He helped me with the bag I was going to take to the house. He put it up top for me. I felt horrible in that moment, I thought that I was going to die too, that we were all going to die. But no, he brought the bag down, we got off, and the bus kept going. I asked my mom, “Why did you do that? Now we have to walk all the way back.” She replied, “Daughter, think. If we get off there, no one can see us. They can kill us and now one knows that we’ve returned. But here, the woman in the store has seen us and someone would ask about us.” That’s what she told me. At that time, we didn’t know what was coming later, but I said, “You’re so smart, mom,” because she wanted someone to see us and ask about us later, like “they came yesterday, right?” So, we started walking and walking, hurrying and hurrying. 
[0:35:02.6]
MDC: My little sister was 4 years old, 3 and a half years old at the time. My brother was… he had recently turned 11. I hadn’t turned 3 yet. We kept going when we passed the cemetery by the side of the road. We left the main road and were walking when my mom said, “something is wrong here. This is wrong, this place isn’t okay.” She just kept saying “hurry up, hurry up,” afraid that they would follow us, but the streets had been cleared, there was a lot of grass in the middle of the road as if nobody passed through there. My mom said, “something is wrong here because people aren’t going into town. Nobody is traveling on this road.” She said, “hurry up, hurry up.” We got to the well where we had been to look towards the bridge where we had seen those boys and there was an old woman… She’s still alive, that woman, and she was already old back then. She’s still alive and she has Alzheimer. She can’t do anything on her own, everyone does things for her, but she still lives there, in the town. My mom called to her, “Chavelita, how are you? What’s happened?” “Ah, I’ll tell you more later. No one lives in the village anymore; I am the only one. I’ve stayed here and everyone else has left. There’s no one.” “I can see that,” my mom said. “The street is empty as if nobody uses it.” “That’s because nobody comes here anymore,” she said. “Only the boys come sometimes in the middle of the night to grab their things because people left everything behind. They left and left all their things because they were afraid of military repression.” 
[0:37:09.9]
MDC: And my mom was really sad because she couldn’t even see her mother, or her siblings—no one. We stayed in that woman’s house. She gave us a place to stay and said, “Let’s hope the boys come tonight, because sometimes they come to get corn and beans.” Some of them would take hens or whatever because they had gone to live in the mountain, to live in the open air, fleeing the bombings, the looting, and everything the military was doing. 
MS: And your family members? 
MDC: All of them were there, in the mountain, and winter had already started so they were exposed to all the elements. Just when they arrived that night my mom saw three of her siblings and a few neighbors and she asked them where they were, and they replied, “We’re near Los Filos, close to La Cañada.” Arcatao is in like a gap, surrounded by tall mountains, so we were on one hill, but the others share a border with Honduras. Those ones aren’t tall mountains, so that’s where they were, running from the military. They tried to convince my mom that we should go with them because supposedly the military would come for us there. “And worse, if they already saw you coming on the bus, they’ll come here and they’ll look for you. Let’s go.” I’m telling you I was still twelve years old. My brother had recently turned eleven, and my youngest brother was just a month old. I remember it was May 29th. People ask me, “How do you remember the dates?” I don’t know, but I remember. That day, we said that my brother had turned one month old the day before, and since he was born on April 28th, that means we were there on the 29th, my mom said for two months. That’s how it went.  
MS: [Inaudible 0:39:23.0]
MDC: So, they tried to convince her. My mom was like “Yes, I’ll go. No, I’ll stay.” I told her, “Mom, why don’t we go back to my aunt’s place.” It was a big shock for us to go from living in the country to living in the city, but we had put up with it with the idea that we’d be going back soon. The idea of retuning indefinitely to the city was silly for my mom as well. She would say to me, “But how are we going to go back to San Salvador? I don’t have the money anymore to get back to San Salvador. I have enough for the trip, but how will we live there without any money?” But then we went back because my mom… The thing is, the moment in which she made the decision was so dramatic because they told her… the kids who were coming to take the food… because her parents didn’t see her since the adults weren’t the ones making the long trip back because it was really far to walk. So, my mom told them, “Get out of here. Go, because it will be morning soon. Go. Go. Go.” The bus usually made a few loops around the town plaza to let people know that it’s ready to leave and that they should get on. Then it would come and pass in front of where we were going to get on. My mom gathered all the hens she could to sell them or to eat them because she didn’t know if we were going to go with the others or go back to San Salvador. They were all begging her. She said to them, “Cross the street and if the bus passes and I’m still here, then wait for us to cross and we’ll go with you. If the bus passes and you see that we’ve gotten on, go and give a hug to my mother, to my father, etcetera.” Sorry, I forget some things. 
[0:41:31.9]
MDC: My mom still didn’t know if we were going back to San Salvador or if she would go with them, so that’s what she told them. The bus started coming down the road, and she said to me, “My god, what should I do?” That’s all she could say. “Lord, what do I do?” So, I told her, “Mom, consider that they are all young. They don’t have children, and those who have children have a husband, a man to support them. We don’t have anybody.” Then she told me, “You’re right. Let’s go. We saw the lights of the bus approaching and we got on the bus and left. Today, after many years, when she remembers this, she says, “Daughter, I feel like God spoke through you because I was thinking of staying over returning because I was thinking about being without money indefinitely.” In the end, we returned. We sold the hens in the capital of the department, and we went back to San Salvador. We did it without telling or asking my aunt if it was okay with her. How? There was no way to ask, so my aunt was surprised when we came back just one day after having left. She was surprised and they spoke, and my mom explained what was going on. [My aunt] told her, “Yes, you can stay here. No problem. My mom started to wash clothes and iron for other people. We lost that year in school. We didn’t go to school because everything was in upheaval. They did register my brother in school the next year but not me because I had to take care of my little sisters and brother, who was little. I used to cry when my brother went to school, and I couldn’t because I had to help my mom while she was working to be able to feed us. But God always puts people in your life and a miracle happened. 
[0:43:48.5]
MDC: The woman who owned the house where my aunt lived was an older single mother, but she was a true warrior, as we say. She had raised her children on her own and she had done it successfully. She told us that she had started out selling from a basket in the market and that’s how she started making money until she bought this plot of land with the house and built some rooms to rent out. My aunt lived in one of those. She shared a bathroom with the other people that lived there, and, one day, my mom got a job through this woman’s daughter. The daughter had two children, and my mom took care of them and cleaned the house. She stopped washing and ironing clothes and started going into work at 6:00 in the morning and coming home at 7:00 at night. They paid her a salary, and they fed her breakfast, lunch, and dinner. So, because my brother was still a baby, I would bring him to her so he could breastfeed, and she would give us the breakfast that they had made for her, so that we could eat. She would eat the leftovers from the children that she took care of in the house. And that’s how she would do it. She would breastfeed and give us a plate of food, and we’d come back to my aunt’s place, eat, and I would bring the plate back during lunch, and so forth. We would let my three year old sister eat first. She was about to turn four. Then my brother would eat, and I would eat last. My little sister would eat until she didn’t want anymore, then my brother would eat a little and leave a little for me. The day I remember was a Saturday, and it was a typical Salvadoran breakfast: beans, plantains, cream, eggs.  
[0:46:03.5]
MDC: I remember that I did that to the plate before washing it and the owner saw me and scolded me. She said, “Little girl, has no one told you that that’s rude? We don’t do that.” I didn’t say anything to her, I just washed the plate and went inside. But one of the girls that lived there, and an older woman named Lorena said, “Don’t scold her. Her younger siblings probably didn’t give her enough to eat. She was the owner of the place but she didn’t know our story. The woman didn’t know our history. She answered, “What do you mean?” “Your sister gives breakfast to their mother but their mother gives it to them…” the sister of the woman where my mom was working. “Maybe they didn’t leave her enough today.” The woman asked me, “Is that true?” I was just going inside, and she said, “Come here. Come back.” I didn’t want to. She asked, “Is what Lorena is saying true?” 
[0:47:20.7]
MDC: Then she asked me, “Are you still hungry?” “No, not anymore,” I said. “Tell me the truth. Are you hungry?” “No, I said.” The other woman said, “Yes, she is.” She said, “Are you hungry? Come to my house.” Her house was separate from the rest of the rooms that she rented. There was a wall, but that day she was there because she was chatting with the other woman. She was almost never there, but that’s why she was there. She said, “Come to my house and I’ll give you something to eat.” I said, “I can’t, because my little brother is alone. I left him with my other brother. “No, no, don’t worry,” she said. “Bring your brother and the baby. Bring your baby brother. I brought my brother, and I asked my aunt and my aunt said it was okay. So, I went, and she grabbed the maid and told her to make me breakfast. She gave me a whole breakfast, and it was too much for me, so I called my 11 year-old brother and told him to come help me, and we both ate until we were full. She took care of my brother while we were eating. She held him, walking back and forth and singing. Then she said, “Tell your mother that I want to talk to her today when she comes home.” I told my mom what had happened when I went to see her at lunchtime, and she was embarrassed and scolded me. She said, “And what does she want to talk to me about? Maybe she’s going to kick us out now,” she thought. “I feel bad for my sister because we’ve created problems for her.” “I don’t think so, the woman is an angry person, but she was really nice to us.” The woman had a reputation of being strong and angry. When my mom arrived at dinner time, she went to talk to the woman, and the woman asked her, “How much does my sister pay you?”  The woman has a really loud voice and so my mom didn’t know what to say. She said, “How much does she pay you? Tell me. I remember that I hadn’t known until then. My mom told her that it was 50 colones a month. “50 colones a month,” my mom said. “A month?” the woman replied. She said a few more words, then “Look, tell her that you’re not going to work for her anymore. Come to my house and the kids will have enough to eat there, because she doesn’t give you enough food to give to the kids.” She was impacted by how little they were paying her and that she didn’t give her enough food. That’s how we started living inside the house. We stopped staying with my aunt and we started living in the house. It was where she had lived with her children, but her children had come here [to the U.S.]. She was living alone with the youngest daughter. 
MS: What was her name? 
MDC: Salvadora Betina Lissano [sp?].
[0:50:53.8]
MS: Ah, okay. 
MDC: We all called her Niña Beti or Ms. Beti. 
MS: Ms. Beti.  
MDC: So, she was living alone with her youngest daughter. Everyone else was already here. 
MS: In the United States?
MDC: In California.
MS: In California. 
MDC: Yes, there were here in the Unites States, in California. Only the youngest daughter was still there, who was like two years older than me. I think she was fourteen or fifteen. She had a lot of spare rooms, so she told my mom, “You can live here more comfortably, but I won’t pay you anything. You won’t earn a salary, but you and your children won’t go hungry. I will buy them clothes. I’ll buy them everything they need and that way they won’t have to cross the street to get to the other side.” My mom says that she felt like the doors of heaven had opened up. “What more does a mother want?” she asked me. “For her children to be okay and to be with you all the time,” because she had felt like she was leaving us alone. But she did give my mom money. Maybe she said that to her to test her and see what my mom would say. She told her, “I won’t pay you a wage, but your kids will have everything they need and they won’t have to go crossing the street all the time to bring the baby to you and all that.” But I went ahead a little bit, because before my mom got that job with her sister, she had to wash and iron other people’s clothes. But doing laundry was hard because water was scarce after the guerrillas tore down the electrical towers. The water would cut on and off. So did the electricity. [She had to go] to a stream that was there on the outskirts of the city, so it was hard for me to bring the baby to her to breastfeed and she didn’t have any food either. That was before she started working for the woman’s sister. And sometimes when other girls, or the women who lived in the neighborhood saw me go to visit my mother, they would say, “Bring these clothes to your mom, tell her to wash them for me.” I felt so terrible bringing her more work instead of food and she had to breastfeed my brother without having eaten. It’s something that has been stuck in my memory even though it was just a few months that we lived like that. I thank God that that woman came into our lives. But before that, imagine, I had to bring my mom the baby so she could breastfeed him. I brought her clothes to wash and nothing to eat. What was I going to bring her? I didn’t have anything to bring. All that made me feel really bad. Sometimes I wanted to say “no,” to the woman, but I knew that if I didn’t take the clothing that she would tell my mom anyway, and my mom would get angry. 
MDC: [Inaudible 0:54:08.7] …to make a little money. 
[0:54:15.0]
MS: And how did you decide to come to the United States? 
[0:54:14.7]
MDC: So then that woman came to the United States to live with her daughters. 
MS: To California?
MDC: To California. And she wanted to bring me here. That’s what happened. The greatest thing that happened was that she came here, and she left us the whole house. It was in ’81 that she came here. I remember well that she told my mom… because she had a small store in the garage of the house. Because she didn’t need a car, she sold the car and opened a store in the garage where she sold small items, you know? She began bringing me with her to do things, and she liked how I treated people and everything. She would say, “We have everything, let’s go.” She came to trust me quite a bit and when she came her, she told me, “You are going to take over charging rent from the people who were renting there and paying the mortgage.” Because she took out a mortgage on the house to be able to come here and they were looking for her. A man and a woman had showed up with a gun, looking for her, and only me and my mom were there. 
MS: She had already left?  
MDC: She was still in San Salvador. She hadn’t come here yet. They showed up saying that she was hiding weapons in her house and this, that, and the other. And so we said, “No, no, no.” I remember that they threw me to the floor, behind the mannequin in the store, and they put their foot on my back, and I could feel the gun on my back. It was a long gun, and it was a woman carrying it, although she looked like a man. It was a woman. And the man put his gun against my mom and brought her to the bedroom. The woman said, “show me where the weapons are,” and my mom said, “She doesn’t have any weapons. She doesn’t have any weapons.” “Yes, she does have weapons. We have received a report that she has weapons.” They lifted the mattress off the bed, and she did have a pistol, because they found the bullets in the bedframe. We had never seen [a gun]. “See? She does have them,” they said. “Well I don’t know anything,” my mom said. “Tell her that next time she won’t find you all alive.” When she came back, we told her, took a mortgage out on the house, planned her trip, and came to California. She didn’t come legally because the application would have taken a long time. She planned the trip, and she came quickly and left us in charge of the house. But since she had children taking care of us here, she fixed up her documents and came back three years later, something like that. She came back, and when she came back, she found the house looking much nicer, the store larger, and everything better. I had finished paying off the mortgage with the rent I collected from the people living there. I made all the payments, and I had the documentation all ready. She was really, really happy and she left us to live there. She wanted to bring me with her, but I didn’t want to go. I told her, “I don’t want to go to that country,” because I had seen photos of New York, and it was all buildings and people and I’m from the country so I’m drawn to the country. I would say, “No, what an ugly country. I don’t want to go live there.” She wanted to take me, but I said, “No, no, no.” I continued studying. I loved studying English since seventh grade. I had gone back to school, and that’s another terrible story. When I went back to school, since I had experienced so much trauma, and because when my brother turned four years old, I went back to school, they placed me in fifth grade, right? Because that was the grade I had finished in Chalatenango. But from the trauma, I had forgotten everything. 
[0:58:43.8]
MDC: So, I got there and I didn’t know anything, and the teacher had the custom of giving us a math exam: two division problems and a multiplication problem, a subtraction problem and an addition problem and I could only solve the addition problem because it was what I did in the store when somebody bought something. That, I did know how to do—to add. She told me she was going to send me back to first grade. My brother was already in fifth grade because remember he started in ’82, ’81 and because there was no space, they put him in third grade, they held him back. So, by the time I went back, he was already in fifth grade. I got there and we were in the same classroom, and he was known for being a very active kid at school and very sharp, very intelligent. My teacher asked me, “Aren’t you embarrassed? You’re older than him by two years, almost two years, and he’s so good at school and you don’t know how to do anything here in fifth grade.” I just cried. I didn’t say anything. My brother told her, “Leave her alone. I’ll get her caught up in two months.” Then she said, “Okay, because you are asking me, I’ll let you. But if it was my decision, I’d send her back to first grade.” My brother sat with me and taught me. The next week, she gave us the exam again, because she did it every Friday, and that Friday I could do the addition and the subtraction. By the middle of the third week, I had learned to multiply, and I was learning how to divide, so by the third Friday I passed the multiplication, division, and everything. She was surprised.   
MS: What year was this? 
MDC: This was in 1984. 
MS: In ’83? 
MDC: Was it in ’83? Oh, sorry. I think it was in ’83 because in ’84 I was in 7th grade. So, she was surprised, and she said, “how did that happen?” Later, we told her the story and everything. It surprised her that I learned everything so quickly. Then, at the end of the year, instead of sending me to 6th grade, they sent me to 7th grade. It was like the opposite of what she had wanted to do, which was to send me back to first grade. They let me skip a grade because I was the oldest in the classroom. I was 16 years old and in the 5th grade, so it didn’t look good. She told me, “I’m going to help you. You’ll go the 7th grade, but…” She spoke with the director and everything. “But you have to change schools to not create problems with your schoolmates, because they’re going to 6th grade and you’re going to 7th.” Over the course of the year, I had gotten everything so quickly that I finished the math exercizes before she did. She would tell me, “What’s the answer? Give me the process.” I, as was the custom, brought my notebook to her and she would grade it. She would use my notebook as an example with which to grade the rest of them, the rest of the classmates. She said, “We don’t want to create controversy.” I switched to the parochial school because I had been in the public school when all that happened. But I switched to the parochial, and that’s where they introduced English to me in 7th grade. For me, it was, “Wow,” because I had never heard a word of English in my life, and it was like when someone sees a light go off, I don’t know. It was really nice for me. I was passionate about English. Before, math had been my passion, but after that math moved to second place. English was first. And the teachers were also really nice to me, so much so that I registered myself in a bilingual high school program. After 9th grade in El Salvador, you go to high school, because I think here it would be after 10th grade, right? So, I took the fast track, with no vacation or anything, and I was graduating within two years. 
[1:03:52.0]
MDC: Then I got my bilingual high school degree. Bilingual executive secretary. That’s when I met my husband in ’85 and I met him there because that’s where he came to live, right in front of where we were living. That’s where I met him. We became boyfriend and girlfriend. Later we got married. He came here and I stayed living with my mom because I still had to graduate high school. He came for two years and then he was going to go back and we were going to make a life together there. But just a year after he came, he told me to go with him. 
MS: Where was he?
MDC: He was here in Maryland. He came here. We got married in January of ’98 and three weeks later, he came here. 
MS: [Inaudible 1:04:49.6]
MDC: He came to Silver Spring
MS: Silver Spring. And did he have family here? 
MDC: He had aunts, cousins; they all lived here. He couldn’t find work over there and so he came here, to Maryland, and I stayed. I never thought about coming here. It wasn’t what I wanted, so when he told me to come… because he had been here for about four months. He told me he thought it would be better if I came too, that I should finish graduating and come, and I told him, “No, that wasn’t the agreement. The agreement was that you would work for two years and come back with whatever you saved up, and then we would build a live together here.” He said to me, “No, I think it will take more time than that and I don’t want us to be separated for so long.” I was going to graduate in April of that year. I had a dilemma. Should I stay or should I go? Should I stay or should I go? Then I came. I followed him, and I came here. Thankfully, the trip wasn’t difficult. I came on a Wednesday, January 25th and by the 28th, I was in California in the house of this woman who I loved like she was my grandmother. 
[1:06:36.7]
S1: The battery is…
MS: Let’s pause for a few minutes. Wait, it was Ms. Bety in California, right? 
S1: I can connect it. Do you want to see it? I thought it was red, but it’s a book that works as a background. Sorry, we could see something red in the corner and I thought “oh no, it’s going to cut off. Okay, I see the green light… Yes, I see it has battery. 

MS: It’s paused right now, right? 
S1: Yes.
MS: Ok, I’ll give you this.  
[1:07:43.7]

S1: Oh, it’s okay, it’s all unedited material. 
MS: I don’t see it… Where is it? Oh, it’s still red. But that’s okay, we’ll cut it later. 
S1: Want to hold this for a second? I think it will reach. Just put it like this. Okay, perfect. 
MS: And is she framed well? 
S1: Yes, it’s perfect.  
MS: Ok, is it still…? 
[1:08:09.6]
MS: Is it recording? 
S1: It’s recording.
MS: Okay. 
MDC: So, I was saying, “I wasn’t coming here.” 
MS: What was your husband’s name?
MDC: Juan Carlos Cruz. 
MS: Okay. 
MDC: My mom opposed us getting married, but that’s another story, right? 
MS: For another day. 
MDC: We got married in El Salvador. He came here three weeks later, because he said he didn’t want to… My mom was against it because, she said, “How are you going to get married and just leave?” Because she had a plan to come herself, so… “That’s not logical. It’s not logical.” She opposed and opposed. Since I still wasn’t twenty-one years old, I needed my mother’s signature, and my father’s. However, I didn’t have proof that he was dead, so we couldn’t get married. This was in ’88 when the war was really bad. So, we had to go back to Chalatenango and get a death certificate for my father. 
MS: But the war was still going… 
MDC: Exactly. I remember that trip was super stressful because there were military soldiers everywhere. There were check points and check points, and then made everyone get off the bus and they patted them down, especially if they were men. It was horrible. My mom told us not to go. “What are you going to get married for?” she’d say. My husband told her, “Look, I have to leave because I can’t get work here, but I don’t want to leave her here, single. I want us to get married because I don’t want her to be married to another when I get back.” So, we went to Chalatenango, to the capital of the department. 
MS: With your mother? 
MDC: With my boyfriend. He was my boyfriend at the time. We went together because my mom said she didn’t want to have anything to do with it and that we should go because she was against it. So we went. When we got to the capital of the department, I thought of the time we came with my mom and she said, “This is all off.” When we went, it was a thousand times worse. Worse. It was worse because the houses had bullet holes in them, everywhere. The church wasn’t a church anymore, it was a military post. There were barrels full of sand in front of the church. 
[1:11:00.7]
MDC: And bags of sand that were used like a trench and there were snipers on top of the tower. There were soldiers with machine guns on the church tower, on the bell tower. It was a thousand times worse than when we went before, and everything was quiet. This was worse, and all my memories came back to me. I became nervous and I told my husband, or, my boyfriend at the time, "Let's hurry, let’s go.” We had been told that we would find a building there where the municipal building was. Every town had gone to the department capital to put their municipal government there, because it wasn’t possible in the countryside. We found that it wasn’t a building, it wasn’t a house, it was a… What’s it called? It wasn’t a tent, but it was like a hut, because it was made from straw. It was like a straw roof without walls. It was just a roof made of coco branches and leaves and that was the mayor’s office. There was a man there, and we asked him, “They told us that this is the municipal office of Arcatán.” “Yes,” he replied. “I am the mayor. What can I help you with?” We told him, and he said, “I’ll look at the books.” Then he said, “There’s no record of anything like that here. Nobody registered your father’s death. Or maybe it was lost when the guerrilla bombed the town and burned the municipal office. A lot of information was lost. It’s not showing up in the information I have. So then I said, “Well, it happened on this date and this is my dad’s information, my uncle’s information, my cousin’s information…” And he gave us a document and we took it and left. 
[1:12:56.1]
MDC: My mom signed for us practically forced, and we were married. Then he came here and I stayed. I kept studying. When he told me to come, I didn’t want to. You know? But I came. 
MS: In what year? 
MDC: In ‘88.
MS: In ‘88. And how did you come? 
MDC: By land. Illegally. I left El Salvador on a bus. We slept in Guatemala the first night. We flew. We arrived in taxi, crossed the border between Guatemala and Mexico, went until Oaxaca, and from Oaxaca we took a plan to Mexico City. From Mexico City, we took a plane to Tijuana. That’s why I got here fast, because I only took the bus from San Salvador to Guatemala. In Mexico, I only flew. I remember that on the 27th… On the 25th, we slept in Guatemala and on the 26th, we slept in Mexico City. On the night of the 27th, we were in Tijuana. We crossed the border on the 27th and on the 28th I was at the woman’s house in California. She was living in Los Angeles. 
MS: And you didn’t have any problems? 
MDC: The trip was without incident, thankfully. Yes, it was smooth. We didn’t cross the river that people talk about. What I remember is that they told us to wait until it got dark in Tijuana to cross when it was dark outside. 
[1:14:48.4]
MDC: We crossed some hills that had bushes. There were no trees, just bushes. And when we were waiting to cross, we did have to walk about 20 minutes. We saw a helicopter with a light, and they said, “Hide yourselves. Hide yourselves.” We hid under the bushes, the helicopter passed, and then we crossed. They told us that after crossing the fence, there would be a white Pick Up that we’d have to get into. We were four women, and the rest were men. I don’t know how many there were, approximately seven men. The women went in front with the driver and the men were in the back of the pickup, lying down, and they threw hay on top of them. They covered them with a canvas and threw packets of hay on top. That’s how we crossed the border. Then we called the woman. I was carrying a phone. We called her and she… to Duck Park, as it’s called in Los Angeles, that’s where we went, and she picked me up and took me to her house. I was with her for about a week and after that I came here, to Silver Spring, which is where my husband was living. 
MS: What was he doing here? 
MDC: He worked in a restaurant, and in cleaning. He worked during the day in a restaurant and as a cleaner at night. So, I came, and we immediately went to live in Arlington, in Virginia. That’s where I went to school here, because I didn’t have documents or anything to work or do anything. My husband did. He had a work permit. He worked. We went to live with some friends and cousins of his. The couple slept in a room, and we slept in a walk-in closet. The youngest cousin lived in the living room, and that’s how we lived, the five of us. His cousin’s husband said, “Why don’t these guys go to school, since they can’t work?” The three of us went. Only my husband and the husband of my husband’s cousin worked. The three of us, the two cousins and I, went to school. We took English classes. When I got there, I had my bilingual executive high school degree, right? And when I got there, I didn’t understand anything. I thought… I didn’t know… It was incredible because… I came, and two weeks later, we registered in school. I had been here in the country for three weeks when I went to my first class. They gave me an exam and everything. And I thought, “Oh, this is easy.” It was five pages back to front and I did it quickly and turned it in to the teacher. She looked at me oddly and said something to me. What did she say? I don’t know [laughs]. But she spoke to me, and I didn’t understand anything at all. She took me to the office where there were two more people. They spoke amongst themselves and then she said something. I didn’t know what was happening. I asked her for a pencil and paper, and I said, “I don’t understand what you’re saying to me.” Because the two of them were debating who had done… “She grabbed this exam already filled out,” they thought. I told them, “I know how to read and write but when you speak, I don’t understand anything.” They were like, “What? She knows how to read and write but not how to speak?” because most of my classmates knew how to speak a little. 
MS: Yes, yes. 
MCD: Anyway, I spoke slowly. They understood me. With effort, they understood me, but I didn’t understand them at all. When I told them that I had filled out the exam myself, they didn’t believe me. 
[1:19:20.0]
MCD: They gave me coins and told me the amount and I gave them change. In El Salvador we didn’t use dollars before like we do now. We used colones, so the coin had its value written on it. Not here. When they saw that I wasn’t familiar with the money here, they didn’t believe that I had filled out the exam. They sent me to Basic to learn the alphabet. I thought, “What am I doing here?” So, I spoke with the teacher of that classroom, and I said… because at first it the administration that I was dealing with, who didn’t believe me. So then I go and I tell the teacher… I spoke like they taught us to, slowly and with a British accent, “How do you do?” And since English in the United States is faster, but I had learned British English, the teachers understood me when I spoke weirdly like that. But I didn’t understand them, so I communicated in writing. The teacher told me, “Every case is different, but okay, stay here this week and I’ll see what to do.” So, I stated there two days while she went to speak to the administration. They sent me to level two. I was in level two for that week and the next. That’s when the teacher said, “Let’s send her to another level.” But I was learning how to listen and understand. I was already starting to understand. The third week, they put me in level three. There were only two weeks left, three weeks left to finish level three, because each level was six weeks long. I learned really quickly, but it was like… The level two teacher said, “I recommend that you listen to the radio in English, that you watch TV in English, the radio in English, the TV, everything in English.” Someone asked her what she suggested we watch, and she said, “I recommend sitcoms, because people exaggerate their movements and all that to make it funnier, so it’s easier to understand.” That’s what she said, and I remember that I would watch Who’s the Boss. 
MS: Who’s the boss. 
MDC: Saved by the Bell and all the shows that were on back then, Growing Pains, Family Ties, all those. I watched them and that’s how I learned more and more. I learned fast, and so I finished level four, which was the last level they had. They told me I was ready to go to Nova, because we were in Virginia, and it was the equivalent to Montgomery College. But I didn’t have documents, so I couldn’t go. My husband spoke to his boss and his boss told him, “Well, I can give her work, but I’ll make the check out to you because I can’t make it out to her.” That’s how I… 
MS: And where was it? Were you working in a restaurant? 
MDC: It was a cleaning company during the day, and I worked a second shift at night. [My husband] worked in the restaurant during the day and with the cleaning company at night. So, we would find each other in the metro, because we had already gone back to live in Silver Spring. We went back to Silver Spring after I finished school. 
MS: And what year did you move to Gaithersburg? 
MDC: To Gaithersburg… We came to Gaithersburg in ’88. For about two months, something like that, we lived with a sister who lived in the Londonderry Apartments. I really loved Gaithersburg because it was like the country. I loved it. But we had to go back to Silver Spring because the sister broke up with the guy she was living with, and we had to leave. We went to live with his brother again. 
[1:23:53.3]
MS: And you returned to Gaithersburg?
MDC: In ‘99. 
MS: Not until ‘99.
MDC: In ‘99.
MS: And between ’88 and ’99, had a lot changed? 
MDC: We lived in Silver Spring. We stayed there. We didn’t go anywhere else. Our daughters were born. I have Jessica, the oldest, she was born in ’92 and the twins were born in ’93. They were almost like triplets. I was working then and I had a work permit, so I worked in Red Lobster, in the kitchen. But now I was working the night shift because I didn’t want anyone else to take care of the baby. I would wait until my husband came home from work. He worked in Giant. He wasn’t working in restaurants in Washington anymore, but in Giant Food. He would take care of her until I came home at night. And that’s how the time passed, then the twins were born. That’s when I couldn’t keep working. I worked up until the last day of my pregnancy with the twins because I knew I wasn’t going to be able to work after that. So they were born and raised in Silver Spring and when they went to first grade, I told my husband, “We have to move away from here.” The environment in Silver Spring was getting bad and I didn’t want the girls to have to move from school to school. I wanted them to have a stable place to live. He disagreed and said, [inaudible 1:23:53.3] from work. “No, because we’re here temporarily. It’s a big commitment, I don’t want us to do that.” And I told him, “We have to do it for the girls. We have to do it for the girls.” So, we bought here in Gaithersburg. The guy told us, “I can find you a townhouse in Gaithersburg.” My husband wanted a house. I told him, “How? We can’t. Children first learn to sit, then crawl, then walk. They’re not going to want to walk without having done… things go better when they go slowly.” He didn’t want a townhouse. We bought a townhouse here in Gaithersburg that I liked. We moved, thankfully, and arrived at the community of San Martín, San Martín Church. One of the neighbors that we have now, still to this day, she lives there. She had been living in the neighborhood for four years at the time. 
MS: And the townhouse was close to San Martin? 
MDC: The townhouse is close to San Martín. 
MS: You could walk there.  
MDC: Not quite, because we live close to the intersection of Great Seneca Highway and Queen’s Orchard is close. So, San Martín is further, 355. It’s about a half an hour walking, maybe. But she told us that the church was there, and we went. We became friends with her. 
[1:26:57.5]
MDC: And that’s how we became part of the San Martín community, which is a very vibrant, lovely, united community. It’s very nice. 
MS: And in ’99 they already had masses in Spanish? 
MDC: Yes, they already had Spanish mass. There were a few Spanish masses on Saturday and a few on Sunday, like now. We started going there but we didn’t start participating in the San Martín community until 2003. I remember we were already teaching catechism and all that. In 2003, just that year… We were in San Martín before that, maybe is 2002? But in 2003, that’s when we got residency. We went back to El Salvador. My brother… It was an incredible thing. It was incredible because all the years I had been away since ’88, up until I went back in 2003, my dream had been: “Lord, let me live long enough to go back to the hills where I’m from.” The first thing I did was to go visit the graves. 
[1:28:15.5]
MDC: But everything was different, and we didn’t know exactly where they were anymore. My wish was always to dig them up and bury them in a normal cemetery, but they told me, “No, that’s impossible. That’s a really long process.” We’re actually in the process of doing that right now. With UCA, the University of El Salvador, they have a program in which their recovering the bodies of all the people who were left there. We started the program last month, that’s why me and my mom are remembering all these things that happened. They interviewed us to to prove that these things actually happened and that we’re not making them up. They presented Monsignor Romero’s homily, the one that was recorded that’s why they accepted our request for help finding, excavating, and transporting them. We’re in the middle of that process. God is good. Finally, we’ll be able to do it. So, well, we went back in 2003 as I was saying before. When I got there, it wasn’t painful like all the other times I had gone. Instead, it felt like an achievement to me, because that’s what I had wanted to do for all those years I was alone in the house with the little ones, not working or anything. The longing to return, the longing to go back kept me alive, and we went. We went, and I remember that my brother, my mom, and everyone was very committed at church and everything, which was different from before because when I first came here, it was just about surviving. But at this point, they were all active with the church. I liked it a lot. It was when I came back when I wanted to do the same thing at San Martín, and we integrated there. We signed up, we started giving catechism and everything. We felt part of the community. It was something we hadn’t had all the years we lived in Silver Spring, even though we went to church and all that. But it wasn’t the same community as in Gaithersburg. Here, in San Martín, it was like [in El Salvador]. When you get there, you feel like you belong. So, yes. It was really really, nice. We integrated entirely. I started volunteering at the school my daughters went to. 
MS: In Washington Park? 
[1:31:03.2]
MDC: No, she went to Diamond. Diamond Elementary was their school. It was a really beautiful school, everything was nice. We loved it. Gaithersburg was like being home. That’s how we felt. I remember when we were looking for where to live, I would say, “Lord, I don’t know where is a good place for us, but you know, and I trust you. Take us to where you want we should be.” I used to say it all the time. My father taught me that. He would say, “Prayers are good, but you, talk to God.” He told me, “Talk to God. Tell him. Chat with him. It doesn’t have to be a prayer you’ve memorized, just talk.” I learned that from a very young age, and it helped me a lot when I was locked up with my three little girls. Because who was going to help me? No one was helping me. My husband worked two jobs and sometimes even three so that we could live alone because we didn’t want to live with anyone else. The five of us were living in an apartment with three bedrooms, but it was expensive. That’s why he worked, and even so, he had to send money to his grandfather who had raised him, to his aunt who had helped him, to his grandfather and to my mother. There was enough money, but it was tight. 
MS: And the Gaithersburg community in those years, in 2003, were most people from El Salvador? 
MDC: El Salvador. Most people in the community were Salvadorans. About ten years ago, more or less, the Honduran and Guatemalan communities started growing. Now there are more people from Guatemala, but at that time there were more of us Salvadorans. There were Puerto Ricans, Dominicans, also Nicaraguans, Argentines, Peruvians, but most of us were Salvadorans. The majority. I remember when my daughter Jessica was… we were raising funds to send her to Australia, so she could go see the Pope in Australia. What was that called? It’s when youth from around the world meet with the Pope in different countries. We were selling pupusas, tacos, hamburgers, everything at San Martín to raise the funds for them to go to Australia. She was able to go. 
MS: And where did you shop?
MDC: We shopped in Costco. We would buy the materials from Costco, because I sold pupusas. A Mexican friend made the tacos. I learned how to make flautas from her, those hard ones. Others sold rice and chicken. We sold different things in the cafeterias. The priest gave us permission to raise money: hot dogs, hamburgers… there were other groups that did the same. But every time we went out to sell pupusas, I was the one in charge. I bought the cheese from Costco and the dough from Sam’s, because it was cheaper there. I was always trying to find cheaper places to buy from, but yeah, we would sell them until there were none left. We built more community that way. I remember when I said, “I want to study. I don’t want to just stay like this.” I came and signed myself up here and it was… 
MS: At Montgomery College? 
MDC: At Montgomery College. It was also a slightly traumatic experience… not traumatic, but dramatic, because we were in El Salvador the day I was supposed to take the admissions exam here. We were still in El Salvador that day and we came back. I stayed in El Salvador as long as I could. I said, “Oh no, we’re leaving on this day, I don’t remember the exact date, and the next day I have to take the exam.” It turns out that the plane was delayed, and we were still in the airport here at 3:00 in the morning, and I had the exam at 9:00. So, my Lord! We got to house at around 5:00… okay, maybe we didn’t get in at 5:00, but it was 5:00 when I went to sleep. I woke up at 8:00 and came here to do the exam. I did the reading and writing portion super fast; that part wasn’t hard for me. But when I got to the mathematics section, “Dear God! What is this? I don’t remember all this…” Well, when I turned it in… because they only had me do the reading, writing, and math… I got like 64%, 60 or 70, 64% in math. My God, when they told me that, I said, “Okay, it’s over now, it’s not possible.” Then, they called me. I saw that my writing piece was highlighted, and they called me to the office. They said, …
[1:36:37.5]
MS: Which office? 
MDC: Here, I don’t know where, but they took me to another office, right here in Montgomery College. There were three people there plus the person who took me to the room, and they said, “Look, she is the person I was telling you about.” I said, “what happened?” They stood up and they applauded me. “What is this?” I thought. They told me, “You got a 99% on your reading and writing. We’ve never seen anyone do that, not even people who were born here. How long have you lived here in the United States?” I told them, “Since 1988.” “Never has anyone gotten a 99% in our experience.” So, I stayed because I didn’t understand. I wanted to do one of those… what are they called? It’s with radiography, the technician that does the x-rays. Oh God, I forget what it’s called! But I wanted to do something that was fast and that would let me work soon. That’s what I wanted. But she would say to me, “No, you need to be a writer.” “No, I’m not interested,” I would say. She’d say, “Look…” They wanted to convince me, and I just wanted something quick, to be able to work. I had a family, a husband, I had to help out. I signed up for Biology to do what I wanted to do. They said, “If you change your mind, we’re here to support you.” I didn’t understand, I mean, I didn’t have the bandwidth. What I wanted was something fast to help monetarily. Then I found a job and left Montgomery College, but well, that’s life. I’m still there. 
MS: Where do you work? 
MDC: I work for Identity now. That’s how I met Carolina. My daughter worked for Identity when she was doing her community service hours to graduate. 
MS: ¿Where did she graduate from? 
MDC: Fro Baltimore, Maryland… Baltimore something, what’s it called?  
MS: No, I mean from High School.
MDC: She graduated from Northwest High School, but when she started working for Identity it was when she was at the University of Baltimore. No, I forget… University of Baltimore… anyway, I forget. But that’s when she met Carolina. She also worked for Ayuda in Washington. She got the opportunity to work at Identity as an intern and she chose Identity. 
[1:39:37.2]
MDC: She knew a little bit about Identity already because Identity helped my daughter, one of the twins. One of the twins didn’t finish high school, so she went to Identity, registered there, and they helped her get her GED. That’s how my oldest daughter… when she heard Identity, she said, “Oh, I’m going to help my sister, I want to go there.” That’s when she started with Identity. She met Carolina, they gave her a participation certificate and then she went on to do her Masters in Sociology. 
MS: Carolina Camacho. 
MDC: Carolina Camacho, yes. She was in Gaithersburg, in the Wellness Center. That’s where my daughter did her volunteer work. After that she worked in different Behavioral Health programs of Prince George’s County and, because she wanted something closer, she switched to Identity. 
MS: Jessica?
MDC: Jessica. Now she’s the JFK Wellness Center Program Coordinator, helping the community. I remember when she was in high school, in 11th grade, she told us she wanted to talk to us to tell us that she had decided she wanted to study Sociology in college. She said, “It doesn’t pay well but I want to do it because of you and for you, because I want to help my community, the community where I’m from. I would have liked for them to have helped you but, I don’t know, the resources didn’t exist, and we didn’t have the knowledge.” That made her lean toward Sociology, and now that’s what she’s doing. I’ve volunteered she works, and that’s how I met Mr. Tomás, who used to work for Identity. He’s from El Salvador and married to a Nicaraguan. We struck up a conversation when I he was waiting for his daughter, Sara, in the waiting room. I was waiting for Jessica to get out of work. 
MS: And who is Tomás?
MDC: Tomás used to work for Identity.
MS: Do you remember his last name?
MDC: Oh, Tomás…
MS: Anyway, Tomás who worked for Identity. 
MDC: My daughter said, “wait a second,” and she introduced me to Tomás. She said, “He’s from El Salvador,” and he and I started chatting. He knows my hometown. He was studying seminary in the 90s, when we no longer lived there, but he went to our town and helped to rebuild it after the war. He got to know my village and everything. We connected. It was incredible. My daughter had only told me that he was from El Salvador, but he knew my village. He started talking about all the different places and I said, “Do you know this place?” “Yes, I worked there. We built that neighborhood where a lot of people from my family live now.” He told me how the government gave them the land and the church helped the community to organize themselves and build the homes. The people who lived there were the ones who built the homes; they only helped them figure out how to do things. That’s how we connected. We talked about those years a lot, about how everything was. When he was leaving… because he had to leave Identity to go to Spain for his wife’s work. They live in Spain now. He recommended me to work in the program he was working in, and that’s how I came to work at Identity. Everything is tied together like that. It’s an incredible, incredible thing, because a lot of my friends thought that my daughter had recommended me, because she worked there. I tell them, “No, no, no. It was Tomás,” who was their boss, who told them, and I casually acknowledged it. 
[1:44:00.7]
MDC: For us, Gaithersburg is like our home. Before, we lived in Silver Spring, we lived in Arlington, but it wasn’t the same. The community here is more solid, more familiar, I don’t know, to me it felt like “you belong. You belong here.” That’s how we felt when we came to San Martín.” 
MS: And why that? 
MDC: I think it’s because of the country feeling it gave me. Also, because at that time I didn’t know Teresita Wright, but everyone talked about Ms. Teresita, and I didn’t know who that was. One day, an older woman from Puerto Rico, who was attached to us because she was alone, her children had already gotten married y we would give her rides to her apartment after school events. Because we would go to mass, then eat together in the cafeteria of the church. It was like a family visit after mass. That’s how it felt. She stuck with us and was always there with us. She would talk about Ms. Teresita: “I’m going to introduce you some day, but now she’s busy. Look, there’s she is, she’s really lovely.” She said lovely things about Ms. Teresita, but I never met her in person until the day we met in Beloved Community, their program. That’s when I was able to hug her and meet her in person, but I had already heard a lot about her. When Carolina and I spoke in person for the first time, Carolina Camacho, Ms. Teresita’s daughter, she showed me a photo of her mother and told me who it was. I couldn’t help but cry, because I remembered Ms. Aura who had passed. Ms. Aura, the woman from Puerto Rico who had told me so much about Ms. Teresita.  When Carolina showed me the photo of Ms. Teresita, I thought about Ms. Aura and I got very emotional. I shed some tears, because she was a really great woman. Some people think that Puerto Ricans are arrogant, or that they discriminate. A lot of people say that, because they don’t understand us, because they haven’t gone through the immigration process like we have. A lot of people think that about Puerto Ricans. But Ms. Aura wasn’t like that. She was very sweet, a good person. She used to help anyone she could, and we came to love her a lot. I get emotional talking about her because of the affection that we have for her. She was one of the people who made us feel like family here at San Martín, here in Gaithersburg. Another person who played a big role in making us feel welcome was Ms. Marta Monzón. I don’t know if you know her. She still helps out at the San Martín church. Back then, she was in charge of catechism in Spanish. She’s a woman who reminded me a lot of Ms. Betty, because she was strict, strong, but with a very tender heart, really nice. Even now when I see her, she tells me, “Say hi to Juan for me,” because Juan was with her in catechism classes. She also asks about my daughters. How can I say it? Gaithersburg, with these people that I’ve mentioned, made us feel welcome. Father Brennan was really nice, really nice, and also Father Javier, Father Abelina… all those priests made you feel welcome. 
[1:48:15.9]
MDC: Another thing that we liked was the old town feeling that makes it feel like an old small town: the old buildings, the bakery, the Latino store and all the things that are everywhere now. Before, when we had just come here, those things were scarce. It was hard to find a store with Latino products. Now Giant, Safeway… they all have their section. 
MS: Costco.
MDC: Sam’s… They have beans and cornmeal. It wasn’t like that before. That’s what attracted us to Gaithersburg, the country feeling. Because where we used to live in downtown Silver Spring, everything was different. It’s even more developed now and the country attracts me because I’m a campesina, and that feeling of belonging, that part…  
MS: What a lovely history. I want to give you the final word, because in the future there will be people seeing this video, seeing this story. Would you like to say anything to people in the future? 
MDC: Like what? 
MS: Anything, advice, or anything like that, because you have experienced a lot. 
MDC: Let’s say, like I said before, when we lived in Silver Spring, we would go to mass every once in a while, but when we moved here to Gaithersburg, we started to go always, and not just to mass but we got involved in our community. It doesn’t matter if it’s religion or something else but get involved in your community. Volunteer anywhere, because that will satisfy you. Life is not living like a hamster in a wheel, running and running without getting anywhere. Instead, when you relate to other people who share things with you, or you learn from them or you teach them something, that’s what fills you up inside, and that gives you purpose. It also grounds you. It makes you feel like, “I belong here. I’m okay here. I exist here. I am here—what can I give? What can I do to improve the place where I am? That’s how your family will grow.
For example, I always volunteered at the school, at San Martín, in the catechism, with the youth group. Involvement, that’s the word. Get involved in whatever community you live in. If you don’t want to do it through religion, it can be through the school or whatever, but get involved. That also helps young people feel like they belong, because they have a guide. The youth, they distance themselves… my daughters went through that. They don’t want to go to church anymore, they don’t want to have anything to do with it, but at some point, it comes back to them, and they come back. That would be my recommendation, to get involved. I repeat, it can be with the school, the university, any place, but get involved to learn more and to give more. When you give, you are fulfilled. It’s something that can’t be explained. If you give something of yourself, it feels like you are receiving. When you do it with good intentions and for the right reasons, you feel full. When you give, you feel like you are receiving.   
[1:52:29.0]
H2: Okay, wow. Thank you for coming here to our office. Thank you. I’m drying my eyes. 
MS: Right? A few times.  
MDC: These are things that used to make me cry a lot, but I control my tears now because they’re really, really heavy experiences. 
H2: But they’re important for the history, because people will listen to this in ten years, twenty years. They’ll see it and they’ll understand. 
MS: Yes, because not that long ago… this will be extra… a little while ago I saw a video on Twitter of a person who is against illegal immigration to this country. Someone says to them, “but the people who come here come because their country is in chaos. They come here looking for something better.” And the person says, “Why don’t they fix their country instead of coming here?” And I get to thinking, I say, “How can you ask someone who barely survived an assault, a bombing, death, and all of that… How can you think that they can fix their country when their own government was killing them? How can you say to someone, “Fix your country instead of coming to mind,” when they barely survived all those things? Like, how can someone believe that they can make a difference when their own government is bombing and killing them? How? Wherever they look for them, they don’t find them, because we barely survived. People don’t understand that part, but a lot of people do, and that’s the difference. A lot of people say, “Well, it’s like if your neighbor comes and enters your house without your permission.” I say, “Well, in my opinion, if my neighbor has reasons to feel unsafe in their house, and my house is safer, I’ll open my door to them and say, ‘Come. Fix your situation and then we’ll find another solution.’” But I won’t leave them to die or whatever it is that’s happening to them. But not everyone thinks that way. 
H2: Should we turn it off? 
MS: I thought it was off.  
MS: Thank you for listening to me. Thank you for listening to me. 
MS: It’s part of Gaithersburg’s history, but also part of the United States’ and El Salvador’s histories. It will be archived forever and you’ll have copies for your daughters. Do you have grandchildren? 
MS: I have four. I have one twelve year old, another ten year old, a nine year old, and the youngest is six. They’re my little girls, my beautiful little girls. 
MS: All of them girls? 
MS: All girls. We tell the story that we’re all women in my house except my husband. He’s the only man.  
H2: In my house as well. 
[1:56:37.8]
MDC: Even the fish, and the dogs. The cat was a female, so he would always say, “Well, I guess I’m blessed amongst women.” But two years ago they bought a cat. “Good, now there’s two of us,” he said to the cat. “My teammate.” And then Jessica’s husband told me, “Now we’re three.”
MS: Would you like a bit of cake? 
MS: No, thank you so much. Okay, thank you, my pleasure, and I’m going to try… do you remember that I told you about my friend who’s been living here in Gaithersburg for many more years than I do? 
MS: What’s her name?
MDC: Her name is Lila Guillen. 
MS: I have it written down somewhere else. 
MDC: Lila Guillen.
MS: And where is she from?
MDC: She was born in El Salvador. She came here in 1968 to live in Washington. 
MS: To clean homes? 
MDC: She works at a place called Dumbarton Oaks, a branch of Harvard. She worked there for many, many years. She also did house cleaning when she first got here. Really nice. I tell her, “I imagine it’s really pretty.” She worked there many years. Her story is that… she lived on Connecticut, in Washington, for many years and she moved here to Gaithersburg in ’95, in May of ’95, something like that. That’s when she came here. 
MS: Very good. 
MDC: So, she has a lot more history. She says she remembers that. 
MS: And did you bring photos? 
MDC: Oh, I forgot. I forgot. I couldn’t find them, but I’ll get them to you. I can send them to you digitally, or do you want them printed? They’re printed, but it’s like three photos, in front of San Martín church, when my daughters had their First Communion. 
MS: Are you sure you don’t have any photos from El Salvador? 
MDC: I have a photo with my mom, my dad, all of us. It was taken in November of ’79. My mom was already pregnant. I have a digital copy on my phone. 
MS: Could you send it to me?
MDC: It will be hard for me to find it, but yes, I do have it. It’s the only photo where we’re all together. The only one. 
MS: Does someone have the original?
MDC: I think my mom has it. 
MS: And where is your mom?
MDC: She lives in El Salvador. 
MS: Is she still living in the same house? 
[1:59:51.9]
MDC: No, my mom… My brother and I bought her a house in San Salvador. She kept living in Ms. Betty’s house for many years, until 2005. Then she moved to the house we bought for her in ’94. We bought her a house, but she didn’t want to do live there because she had promised Ms. Betty that’s she’d stay there indefinitely. So, when I came here, my mom was left in charge of all the finances and the house, and collecting the rent, and everything. The woman would come visit and then leave. She died of cancer in ’97. She went to say goodbye to my mom, and she told her, “I don’t want you to ever leave my house. I want you to continue taking care of it, because you’ve taken very good care of it.” That’s why my mom didn’t want to leave the house for the one that we bought. After she died, it was worse. She didn’t want to go. She would say to me, “No, I promised that I wouldn’t leave.” And I’d say, “Mommy, but how are you going to stay here, in this house, all alone?” My brother had gotten married and everything. Only my youngest brother was with her. In 2005, we gave her an ultimatum. She would go live in the house we bought her, or we would sell it. So, she said, “But how? Where will you go when you come visit?” “That’s your decision,” I told her. That’s how we convinced her, and now she lives in her own home. That whole time she lived in someone else’s home. 
MS: How old is she? 
MDC: She’ll be turning 74. My mom is young. She was married at fifteen years old to my dad. I think he was twenty-one, or twenty-four. She was fifteen when they got married. I was born when she had just turned seventeen. She was about to turn sixteen when she got married. We are close in age. She’ll turn 74 on June 19th. Thankfully, she’s a healthy woman. 
MS: How nice. 
MDC: The only thing she complains about is knee pain, but that’s normal. She doesn’t have diabetes, she’s not overweight, she doesn’t have high blood pressure, none of that. I tell her, “Mom, your health is to be envied.” But she’s an older woman who has worked a lot. She’s always stayed active. Two years ago, we gave her another ultimatum: that she stops working. My brother has a workshop where they repair cars, they make decorations, a lot of different things. It’s grown bit by bit, thank God. She has a little coffee shop. We made it ourselves. Sandwiches, drinks, little snacks… She was always cooking and selling food. We told her, “Mom, you don’t need to do that anymore.” “But I get bored at home doing nothing,” she told us. 
[2:03:05.4]
MDC: “No, not anymore.” We stopped her. We gave her an ultimatum two years ago and now she’s at home. I call her and I say, “What are you doing, mom?” “I’m lying here in the hammock, reading the paper.” “That’s what I want to hear,” I say. But then she takes care of the grandkids, my sister’s children, even though they’re grown now. She feeds them and cares for them like before. At midday, they go to their father’s to do their homework. He has a store. He tells them, “Come here so you don’t have to be with your grandmother.” Therefore, she can rest all afternoon like we want her to. I tell her, “Mommy, you’re young.” She believes that she’s old, but she’s young. She’ll turn 74 next week. 
MS: So you didn’t find the photo? 
MDC: No, but I’ll find it, you’ll see. Maybe it’s better, because it’s a copy of a copy of a copy. I don’t know how to get a copy. Let me see. 
MS: And photos from Gaithersburg too, if you have any from San Martín or any place in Gaithersburg. 
MDC: I know I have one of… This is my mother. I took this photo of them because I went to El Salvador recently. That’s my mom and that’s my brother. 
MS: Yes, she looks very young. 
MDC: She’s old now, but she’s in really good shape. Here’s one from the front. 
MS: And your brother?
MDC: This is my brother, the one I played with when we were little. I’m the older one. 
MS: Ah, very nice. 
MDC: We have a tree. This work that UCA is doing, helping us find their remains, they’ve asked for… This is the woman that raised my dad. My dad was raised by his mother in law and later we discovered, in a conversation that I’m having with her, that she was my great grandfather’s niece. 
MS: Oh, wow!  
MDC: I love talking to her. She’s telling us what they used to call her grandmother and grandfather, and we’re realizing things. When my mom hears the name Simona, she says, “That was my grandfather’s sister.” And she says, “Yes, yes, it was his sister.” “And what are you to Ms. Simona?” “I’m her granddaughter.” We’re seeing all the connections that we didn’t know about. She’s the woman who married my grandfather, my father’s father, because he was born before they married. I mean, we were like, “What happened?” We are seeing and learning. I’m going to look for those photos and I’ll send them to you. This is one of my photos with my little sister when I started at the parochial school when I had to leave Vicente Costa, my old school, when they let me skip to 7th grade. 
[2:07:25.3]
MS: Can you send me the photos that you have? 
MDC: Yes, I’ll send them. This is when my first daughter was born. 
MS: Oh look, from Virginia. 
MDC: In Silver Spring. 
MS: Oh, how nice. 
MDC: My hair was always long, but I had cut it because she used to pull on it a lot. 
MS: That happens, right? What a nice photo. This one too. 
MDC: We were so young.  
MS: And this one?
MDC: This is when I took my grandkids to El Salvador for the first time. 
MS: Oh, how nice. 
MDC: This is my brother. The connection he and I have is really an incredible thing. 
MS: How lovely. 
MDC: We were raised together. I did a lot of things with him. This is my husband. 
MS: Ah, in El Salvador, right?
MDC: Yes, in El Salvador. Picking mangos. 
MS: I love mangos. Do you like mangos?  
MDC: Okay, well I’ll send you the photos I think you might be able to use. 
MS: Yes, please. I can also come by your house or to Identity. 
MDC: Avocados. These avocados are enormous and delicious. Okay, let’s do that, then. I won’t take up more of your time. I’ll look for them calmly and I’ll send them to you. 
MS: Okay, very good. You know where I am. I’ll take you to your car. 
MDC: No, you don’t have to come. I won’t get lost. 
MS: Are you sure? 
MDC: Yes, I’m sure. It’s been a pleasure. Have a good day. 
[2:09:47.4]
MS: Thank you very much. 
MDC: Is there an exit here? 
S1: It’s a little complicated. You can go through here.  
[English translation]
S1: Okay, I’m about to go. I’m still in Germantown because we’ve been doing interviews. I’ll tell you later, but it was so sad. I almost cried. Yeah, she was telling stories about her family and the war, and that’s what I love. She saw her dad die, her uncle die. She saw a lot of blood. It was very sad. It sounds like you’re busy. I’ll talk to you later, okay? Bye. 
END OF INTERVIEW.
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