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By Carmen Caban 

My Dearest Son 
 
,�ORYH�\RX��VRQ��
�
<RX�KDYH� DOZD\V� EHHQ� D� EOHVVLQJ� DQG�
DQ�LQVSLUDWLRQ���,·P�JLYLQJ�\RX�VHFXULW\�
ZLWK�P\�ORYH��
�
,� NQRZ� \RX� DUH� QRW� DOZD\V� JRLQJ� WR�
IROORZ� WKH� SDWK� WKDW� ,� KDYH� FKRVHQ��
<RX�QHHG�WR�UHDOL]H�KRZ�PXFK�,�ZLVK�
WR� VDYH� \RX� IURP� WKH� KXUW� RI� OLIH��
ZLVKLQJ� IRU� \RX� WR� PDNH� RQO\� ZLVH�
FKRLFHV���0\�SULGH�LQ�\RX�LV�RQH�RI�RXU�
YDOXHG� WUHDVXUHV�� DQG� ZKHQ� \RX� DUH�
GLVDSSRLQWHG� LQ� PH�� ,� KXUW�� WRR�� � ,
ZDQW� WR� WHDFK� \RX� WKURXJK� ORYH� DQG�
H[SHULHQFH«WKRVH�WKLQJV�WKDW�PDNH�XV��
ZKR�ZH�DUH�DQG�JLYH�XV�WKH�VWUHQJWK�WR�
EHOLHYH� LQ� RXUVHOYHV�� � ,� KDYH� VKRZQ�
\RX� WKH� DELOLW\� WR� IXOILOO� WKDW� SRWHQWLDO�
ZH� DOO� KDYH�� � <RX� PD\� QRW� DOZD\V�
FKRRVH� WKH� HDV\� SDWK�� DQG� ,� PD\�
VRPHWLPHV� EH� ZURQJ�� EXW� \RX� KDYH�
OHDUQHG� WR� PDNH� \RXU� RZQ� GHFLVLRQV��
EDVHG� RQ�ZKDW� \RX�EHOLHYH� LV� ULJKW� DW�
WKH� WLPH� ²� UHDOL]LQJ� WKDW� WLPH� PD\�
FKDQJH�\RXU�GHFLVLRQ�� �7KRXJK�,�PD\�
QRW� XQGHUVWDQG� \RXU� DFWLRQV� RU� \RXU�
GHHGV�� SOHDVH� NQRZ� LQ� P\� KHDUW� DQG�
VRXO� WKDW� \RX� P\� GHDUHVW� VRQ� DUH�
LPSRUWDQW�WR�PH���,�ORYH�\RX�VRQ��
�
,� RQO\� KRSH� WKDW� \RX� FDQ� JLYH� WR�
RWKHUV� DV�PXFK� RI� \RXUVHOI� DV� ,� KDYH�
JLYHQ�WR�\RX��
�
<RX�KDYH�EHHQ�ORYHG��
�
� � � � � 0RP�

♦�+RZ�3RYHUW\�6HSDUDWHV��
��3DUHQWV�DQG�&KLOGUHQ�

�
By Claudia 
�
The following is a speech given by a CWOP parent leader at a Conference of Non-
Governmental Organizations in Consultative Relationship with the United Nations. 
 
Hi, my name is Claudia.  My mother came to New York City from 
Guatemala City, Guatemala in 1982.  My family was very poor because of 
political problems in our country. She wanted to help my grandmother by 
working in New York City and sending money back to Guatemala to buy a 
house for my family.  She did not try to take me with her because it is very 
dangerous to cross the border and to cross Mexico.  I was only seven years 
old, and she did not want to take this chance with me. 
 
In 1984 my mother was able to bring me to this country by using a 
different name.  She paid $5000 to bring me over in a plane.  She put me in 
a school with my real name, but she could not take care of me exactly the 
way she wanted to because she had no papers.   When she put me in school 
she had problems.  I did not understand English, and it was very hard for 
me because she could not help me with my homework.  I felt desperate, 
because in my school some children abused me and laughed at me because 
I do not understand English.  I felt scared to go to school, and I cut classes.  
My mother did not know I was doing this.   
 
But one day, somebody called my mother to go to Court to explain why I 
was not going to school.  In Court, they told her if she did not take better 
care of me, she could go to jail.  She was mad with me, she was mad about 
the money she had spent, and she was scared.  She had tried to give me a 
good future, and I had given her nothing but problems.  So she sent me 
back to Guatemala in 1987. 
 
In 1989, I came back to this country with the help of an ex-boyfriend.  I 
loved my mother and I missed her.  The trip was very dangerous.  I crossed 
a very fast-moving river in a tire.  A man attacked us with a machete.  We 
did not have any family or place to live when we crossed Mexico.  We 
crossed twenty-four immigration stations in different estatos.  I did this not 
for money, not for work, but because I wanted to be with my mother.  I was 
fifteen years old. 
 
When I had been back in New York for about ten years, I was living with 
my son Wilson, my baby Sofia, and my baby’s father.  At first, he abused 
me, not physically, but mentally; but later, the abuse became physical.  He 
was also beginning to do the same with my son.  He kept us in very bad 
living conditions with no heat, no hot water, and bad plumbing.  It was a 
city-owned building, abandoned by its original landlord.    
 

 

 

continued on page 3 
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$�3DUW�RI�0H��,QVLGH�RI�0H���
When I was a young girl 
I did not know right from wrong 
I had parents who weren’t that strong 
Living my childhood among them changing, 
Never knowing 
What games I was playing 
I turned into a life of humble 
Not knowing if I would stumble 
A child full of so much fear 
I didn’t know how to control my tears 
Then, into the streets I wandered 
Seeking and seeking, but I couldn’t find 
The love that was always mine 
I have destroyed my body and my soul 
Allowing myself to die 
I just could not find the reason why 
All these years of denial 
I had to pause and think 
How much my life could stink 
Now misery I no longer feel 
I have opened my eyes so I can heal. 
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,I� \RX�ZRXOG� OLNH� WR�EH� DGGHG� WR�&:23·V�PDLOLQJ�
OLVW� WR� OHDUQ� DERXW� XSFRPLQJ� DFWLYLWLHV�� SOHDVH�
FRQWDFW�XV��
 

Don’t Forget!!! 
2XU�1HZ�$GGUHVV�LV��

&KLOG�:HOIDUH�2UJDQL]LQJ�3URMHFW�
(DVW�+DUOHP�1HLJKERUKRRG�&HQWHU�
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:H�ZHOFRPH�DQ\�DUWLFOHV��VWRULHV��SRHPV�RU�FRPPHQWV�
LQ�(QJOLVK�RU�6SDQLVK�IURP�SDUHQWV�ZKR�KDYH�EHHQ�
LQYROYHG�ZLWK�WKH�FKLOG�ZHOIDUH�V\VWHP��3OHDVH�VHQG��
PDLO�RU�H�PDLO�WR�WKH�DERYH�DGGUHVV�DORQJ�ZLWK�\RXU�
FRQWDFW�LQIRUPDWLRQ���,I�ZH�XVH�\RXU�VXEPLVVLRQ�ZH�
ZLOO�FRQWDFW�\RX�UHJDUGLQJ�DQ\�HGLWV�EHIRUH�SULQWLQJ��
��

A Falling Star 
By Carmen Caban 

 
I usually became alive at night 
Oh!  I was always one of the visible sights 
I hung out with those so called big names, 
A rising star absolutely without fame. 
The only thing I really had to gain 
Was foolishness, 
Degradation and a lot of shame. 
Who did I really think I was? 
Trying to fool anyone just because. 
I became a falling star without any hope. 
Just running the streets, indulging in a lot of dope. 
Deep within I knew I was reeling, just falling back, 
I was out of control 
I couldn’ t stop smoking crack! 
Suddenly the clock stopped,  
and now I’ m halfway up the ladder. 
Holding tightly, every time I reminisce I would 
shudder 
This time, with God’ s help, I believe I’ ll make it 
So I can be normal and won’ t have to fake it. 
When I reach the top, I’ ll print my footsteps in 
The walk of fame. 
Yes! I will have arrived and everyone 
Will know my name. 
Now for the good times of life, 
I will develop a natural affinity 
Then eventually walk with my God into eternity. 
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When I got tired of this, I wanted to leave, but he would not accept 
this.  I took my son, changed my daughter, and when he saw this he 
said “where are you going?”  I said “I am leaving.”  He said I could 
go with my son, but that I could not take my daughter.  He pushed 
me against the wall and threw our things at me and my son.  So I lost 
control at this time.  I could not believe what he was doing.  I took 
the first thing that came into my hand – a trophy – and I threw it at 
him.  I started fighting with him because I was mad, and because I 
felt I had to defend myself and my son. 
 
His sister called the cops and asked to have me arrested.  She said I 
was crazy.  The police took me to jail.  I did not stay in jail long, 
because I was able to prove that I was the victim, and that I was not 
crazy, and I did what I did in self-defense.  But, when the police 
receive a report of domestic violence with children involved, they 
call ACS.  When I got out of jail, I went to the precinct and they told 
me that I was facing charges of child abuse.  My children had both 
been placed in other people’ s custody.   
 
When I went to Court to ask for my children back, they gave me all 
kinds of requirements:  parenting class, domestic violence class, 
counseling, find my own housing.  I have done most of these things 
in the past year.  My children are still in foster care. 
 
I feel that ACS was able to take my children and keep them from me 
this easily, first of all, because I am an immigrant.  I had no resident 
papers.  I could not work legally.  I was not eligible for a court-
appointed lawyer.  I could not speak English, and I could not defend 
myself in Family Court.  When they looked at me, they saw only a 
poor latina with no friends who people said was crazy and dangerous.  
Since I could not speak for myself, they decided to assume it was 
true.  They never saw me for who I really am.  No one stopped to 
ask, “ who is Claudia, really?”  
 
I also know, even though I am poor, people are making money from 
keeping my children.  It makes me think about los roban ninos in my 
country.  They take the children and sell them in other countries for 
money, for sexual pleasure, or to work like slaves.  They also take 
their organs to sell – their kidneys, their eyes. 
 
But I am fighting back and I am not giving up hope.  I am learning 
English.  All the English I know I have learned in the past nine 
months.  I am going to school and continuing my education.  Soon I 
will have my resident papers and I will be able to get a real job and to 
afford a decent apartment.  I am lucky to be working with the N.Y.U. 
Family Defense Clinic.  They helped me to get a lot of the services 
the Court said were required, but which ACS would not provide me 
because of my status.  I see my children every week.  I never miss a 
visit.  I am a Parent Leader with the Child Welfare Organizing 
Project.   I have learned a lot about my own rights, and I am helping 
other parents like me.  I thank God for helping in all my progress.  
God has helped me to stay strong and joyful.  I have faith that my 
family will be reunited.   

# � ��� � ��$�� %�&'� � ()�*� �'�+�

Legal Help 
 
One way for parents to seek justice in the child welfare 
system is through lawsuits or other specialized legal 
assistance.  At present, there are at least two important child 
welfare-related lawsuits in progress in New York City of 
which you have a right to be aware, and to which you may be 
able to sign on as a plaintiff: 
 
• Are you a survivor of domestic violence who has had 

children removed and / or been charged with “failure to 
protect” or “engaging in domestic violence” by ACS?
Sanctuary for Families, represented by Lansner and 
Kubitschek, is challenging ACS policy in domestic 
violence cases through a federal lawsuit called Nicholson.  
For more information, call Jill Zuccardy of Sanctuary for 
Families at (212) 349-6009 Ext. 271, or Carolyn 
Kubitschek at (212) 349-0900. 

 
• Do you have a child in residential treatment due to 

serious emotional disturbance (SED) who you feel could 
be home with you if appropriate outpatient treatment 
services were available?   The New York Legal 
Assistance Group is filing a class action suit on behalf of 
Medicaid-eligible children under age 21 with a diagnosis of 
SED who may not be receiving the full range of outpatient 
services to which they are entitled by federal law.  Call 
Andrea Spratt at (212) 750-0800. 

 
• Do you have a child in foster care who was kept out of 

school due to delays in re-enrollment at the time of 
placement, or who has been denied an appropriate 
education in any other way?   There is no lawsuit
currently in progress around educational issues, but
Advocates for Children may be able to help you on an 
individual basis.  Call Randee Waldman, Esq. at (212) 947-
9779 Ext. 51. 

 
• Is your foster care agency actively involving you in 

service planning for your children?  Are you getting 
regular and meaningful visitation with your children, 
that gradually increases over time?  South Brooklyn 
Legal Services is actively working for parents on these 
issues and may be able to help you.  Call (718) 237-5500 
and ask for Linda Holmes, Jennifer Light, or Lauren 
Shapiro. 
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&:23�0LVVLRQ�6WDWHPHQW��
�
7KURXJK� RUJDQL]HG� FOLHQW� LQYROYHPHQW� DQG�
FROOHFWLYH�DGYRFDF\�ERWK�LQVLGH�DQG�LQGHSHQGHQW�RI�
WKH� V\VWHP�� WKH� &KLOG� :HOIDUH� 2UJDQL]LQJ� 3URMHFW�
ZLOO� FKDQJH�WUDQVIRUP� WKH� TXDOLW\� RI� VHUYLFHV�
SURYLGHG� WR� 1HZ� <RUN� &LW\� IDPLOLHV� WKURXJK� WKH�
1HZ�<RUN�&LW\�FKLOG�ZHOIDUH�V\VWHP��
�

1XHVWUD�GHFODUDFLyQ�GH�PLVLyQ��
�
$� WUDYpV� GH� OD� SDUWLFLSDFLyQ� RUJDQL]DGD� GH� ORV�
FOLHQWHV� \� OD� DFFLyQ� FROHFWLYD� DPERV� GHQWUR� GH� \�
DIXHUD� GHO� VLVWHPD�� HO� 3UR\HFWR�
FDPELDUiQ�WUDQVIRUPDUiQ� OD� FODVH� GH� VHUYLFLR�
SURYLVWR� SRU� SDUWH� GHO� VLVWHPD� GH� SURWHFFLyQ� GH�
QLxRV�SDUD�ODV�IDPLOLDV�HQ�OD�&LXGDG�GH�1XHYD�<RUN��

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Child Welfare Organizing Project 
East Harlem Neighborhood Center 
80 East 110th Street, #1E 
New York, New York 10029 
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