


Hispanic Story Project
The Hispanic Story Project gathers, translates and publishes the unique stories of Hispanic 

residents in northwest Iowa in order to:
•  honor and preserve the stories of immigrant Hispanic families;

• foster understanding among established and immigrant individuals, families, and communities;

• enhance education in area schools and communities.

Area teachers and prospective teachers, fluent in Spanish, interview willing individuals 
and families for the stories important to their pasts, their immigrating experiences and 
their lives in northwest Iowa. Selected stories are transcribed, edited and published in 
bilingual format and in Spanish and English separately, and provided to participating 
families, area schools, libraries, public offices, etc. to nurture mutual understanding, 
education and respect across cultures.

Each story published in this project has been authorized for use by the Hispanic Story 
Project and has been nurtured carefully by the author/interviewer and translator. All 
materials gathered as part of this project will be retained in the research archives of the 
Northwestern College library.

The Hispanic Story Project is a co-funded partnership of Northwestern College and the 
Iowa Writing Project at the University of Northern Iowa. Copyright for publications is held 
by Northwestern College.
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Author’s Note
This story focuses on a raid that took place in Northwest Iowa in the winter of 2008.  

Although the names of the people are made up, the story of tragedy, heartache, and 
determination is true.
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Consequences of the Raid
Claudia measures the milk for the baby cows then adds powdered nutrients to sustain 

their fragile bodies against the frigid cold. After that, she folds up the sleeve of her 
navy blue uniform and her calloused hands grasp the thick plastic container. With heavy 
thrusts of her upper body, she manages to fill the long cylinders alongside each corral. 
Her fat brown braid dangles to one side, slightly covering her worn name patch. The 
small creatures shove each other, attempting to be the first to drink. Their nostrils, 
streaming with mucus, collide and their rosy tongues touch as they gulp the creamy 
liquid. Dirty square teeth show their appreciation.

The cracking sound of rolling 
tires on frozen rocks draws 
Claudia’s attention to the gravel 
road; she places her hand on her 
forehead as if to shield the sun, 
but it is late evening and the sun is 
setting in the cloudy sky. Claudia 
focuses on the shiny blue van 
heading towards the barn—towards 
her. In the distance, red and blue 
lights flash atop the police vehicle; 

it approaches fast and parks near the makeshift houses. The sun peeks through a mountain of 
blackened snow just before it sets and a cool westerly wind blows through the small farm.  

Claudia straightens up and waits as a tall, uniformed, white man steps out of the van 
and walks towards her. In one arm, he carries a clipboard and studies it – preoccupied 
by its message. His crisp and ironed uniform overpowers her stained and wrinkled 
uniform. She looks to the ground as if something needs her immediate attention. 
Claudia’s husband, Armando, unaware of their visitor, yells, “Ayudame amor!” He 
calls for her help inside the barn, but as he walks out, looking up from placing vials 
of medicine in his pocket, he is caught by surprise. He smiles and asks, in broken 
English, “Can I hulpju?” 

 “You certainly can, by handing over the keys to the office at the dairy farm,” the officer replies.
 Armando raises his hands to show that he has no keys. Then, he pats his pockets and pulls 

out the contents to show the officer. “The boss is gone, ju hav to wait for him to cum back.” 

Cows eating from the recently-filled cylinders next to their 
corrals on an Iowa dairy farm.
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“You are the manager and you have no keys?” the officer growls and a smirk settles on his 
face. “Ah ha, I see,” the words come out, each one slowly pronounced.  

“No. I’m soorree. We have no keys and no way to get in. Ony the ooner has tem. We don hab 
tem. He’ll be back tomorroo.”

As Armando speaks, the officer sighs hard and rolls his colored eyes, then interrupts, “We have 
to look through company paperwork.” Writing in his notebook, he barks, “You tell the owner that 
I’m going to return.” 

Armando nods and says, “Jes, jes, I’ll tell him.” 
Silence settles the air as the officer stands staring. Claudia lets out a frightened giggle and 

Armando strokes her arm and softly whispers, “Está bien, mi amor,” everything is okay, my 
love. After a few moments, the officer walks off. He sits in his car and continues writing. He 
looks up and lifts a finger to signal his leaving. Claudia and Armando stare grimly at each 
other because they know why the officer is there. They are worried about their family members 
and friends who work at the dairy farm. 

At work the next day, people are rigid. They move, but are afraid to speak. Tired 
from the night’s planning, their eyes – darkened circles of worry – stare expressionless 
as they work. Claudia and Armando 
speak to most of them. They try to 
reassure them because they don’t want 
them to leave. Any one of them could be 
deported – some could not risk the chance 
of getting caught. Jesus, Antonio, and 
Miguel do not show up to work. 

Mid-morning, Claudia rushes to the back 
gate in search of Felipe. She spots him 
pushing cows to the line for their round of 
milking. Waving her arms frantically, she 
yells, “La policía! La policía!” 

Felipe, a short muscular man of 28, arrived in 
this small Iowa town hoping for a better life. A 
friend named Poncho informed him of a vacancy at a nearby dairy farm. A steady job with a steady 
wage would be better than an unpredictable job working in construction, Felipe thought. 

3Immigration and Customs Enforcement

A uniformed ICE3 officer getting out of his shiny 
blue van.
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Therefore, he and his wife and child traveled the three hundred miles through rolling green 
pastures to get to a nestled small town of a few hundred. Felipe’s hazel eyes brightened at the 
sight of their new home and his wife’s slender white hand strokes his long wavy-brown hair. 
Although their new place was a one-bedroom apartment that sat at the end of eight identical 
others, it was a new start.  

Felipe’s American wife,  Alice,  had the misfortune of being brought up in 
several  foster homes throughout the Midwest.  She suffered abuse by the hands 
of her caretakers and when she became of age to move out on her own, she 
did so will ingly.  She took a job as a waitress and rented a room from a co-
worker.  The couple met as Felipe tr ied his best  to order a hamburger and Alice 
tr ied her best  to understand. They felt  a deep connection that brought a needed 
closeness.  The fact  that  they could not speak each other ’s language did not stop 
them, and together they had a plan.  They would work to save enough money to 
try to get Felipe a work permit.  However,  daily expenses postponed their  hopes 
of Felipe being able to work legally.  He worked with the hounding fear of 
being deported.     

“La policía! La policía!” Claudia shouts again. 
For a split second, Felipe stares at Claudia. In disbelief, he cannot understand his 

own language. He cannot understand that they have come to arrest him! Instantly, 
his eyes enlarge and his face, drained of its tan color, turns ghostly. Claudia wipes a 
running tear from her cheek and a hurtful smile warns him to be careful, “Cuidado”. 
Felipe takes off. His movements are quick and sharp, leaping and dodging the large 
black and white bodies. He disappears into the herd of cows. The grinding sound 
of a feed loader is distantly heard and grunting yells of agony spew from a cow’s 
throat. A calf is born.

A housing unit on an Iowa farm similar to the one where Felipe and Alice lived.
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Claudia remembers the day Felipe started work. A cold-wet air whipped through the 
dairy, leaving a mucky feeling that lingered. Armando stood outside the office in a pair of 
beaten Levis and heavy-black boots. His upper body puffed from the many layered jackets 
and a small face peeked through a tightened sweatshirt hood. He blew breath into his fists 
to keep warm, while swaying side-to-side. The gurgling sound of a diesel engine rolled 
up to the front of the dairy farm. A big leg stepped out and two hands grabbed hold of the 
door frame. With a troubled push, Gary was out of his ’79 Chevy F250 Pickup. He spotted 
Felipe helping another worker unload a few new cows. The owner knew that Felipe was a 
good worker the moment he saw him. 

“Is that the new worker?” Gary asked Armando. 
“Jes, jes. He wus here bery erly, before us,” Armando answered, while signaling to Claudia to 

get him a cup of coffee. She smiled and rushed inside. She returned with two tall insulated cups 
and handed one to Gary and one to Armando.

“Gracias mi amor.” Armando wrapped his hands around the steamy cup.
“Grr-a-ce-as,” Gary thanked Claudia for the gesture. Claudia giggled at his enthusiasm to 

speak their language.  
It was nearing the end of Felipe’s second year at the dairy farm. 
Claudia pushes the last cow through the line and swings the gate closed. She takes off 

her Blue Bunny cap, tucks her loosened curls, and places it back on her head. Taking the 
long way back to the office, Claudia spots a rubber boot being trampled by the animals’ 
enormous weight. No longer visible, it becomes part of the muck that lays beneath the 
crowded hooves. 

Claudia returns to the baby cows and strokes their bony heads tenderly. As she lifts 
the milk bucket, her tired arm gives out and the bucket falls, spilling the liquid.  The 
calves, unaware of their boundaries, attempt to bend and loosen the wire. They bathe 
in steam as they work to escape. Huge shiny eyes are fixed on the running milk. It 
gathers in a puddle. Their starving stomachs, tempted by what’s in front of them, 
are driven by hunger. Bloody nostrils, enlarged by the familiar smell, work steadily 
pushing and heaving in unison as muddy hooves kick the wire. The sun ducks behind 
the blackened snow pile and Claudia realizes that she must hurry to mix the milk for 
the last corral before nightfall. 

“Vaca! Vaca!” she shouts to get their attention. The shocked look of an elongated head sticking 
out of the separated wire tells Claudia the animals are succeeding in their attempt to escape. She 
heaves the bucket over the side of the beaten corral and pours the milk into one long cylinder.
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Momentarily, their attempts stop. Tired bodies back up and move towards the filled container. 
As Claudia hammers two thick nails into the side-wood to secure the wire, she ponders what 
just happened. 

That night, Felipe slowly made his way home, where worried Alice waited. Dawn 
shot across the frozen fields as fog hugged the ground. Felipe’s cold body slumped as he 
pushed along, each step heavy with exhaustion. Nearing his apartment, he saw movement 
through the lit window. As he came closer, a shadow peered from the kitchen curtains. 
Terror shook Felipe as the door opened and someone grabbed hold of him. He realized that 
it was Alice when he heard her soft voice asking if it was him, “Erres tú, mi amor? Erres 
tú?” Tears streamed down Felipe’s face, leaving stripes as they cleaned the night’s filth. 
Undressing in the bathroom, he was aware of the strong stench of manure—he scrubbed 
hard as the hot water beat against his frigid body. It took only one hour for him to wash 
up, load the vehicle, and leave. 

The sun rose and brightened the bare fields with deep colors. Felipe looked through the rear 
view mirror and silently said goodbye, “Adios.”

    


