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UNITED STATES DEPARTMENT OF JUSTICE
EXECUTIVE OFFICE FOR IMMIGRATION REVIEW
IMMIGRATION COURT

DECLARATION OF ANGELO MARCIO NICODEMOS
A# 216-541-471
IN SUPPORT OF APPLICATION FOR ASYLUM

I, Angelo Marcio Nicodemos, hereby declare that:

1.

My name is Angelo Marcio Nicodemos. I was born in Brasilia, the capital of Brazil. I am
married to Poliana Lima Nicodemos, and together we have three children: Nicolly
Karine, Nicaelly Geovana, and Nicollas Davi. I grew up in Ceilandia, one of the largest
satellite cities of Brasilia. As a young man, I served in the Brazilian Army, in the military
police division, for approximately one year. That experience gave me familiarity with
firearms and military discipline. After my military service, I worked at Banco do Brasil
and later as an armored car security guard. I was also very active in my community. [
coached youth soccer programs, had a soccer field in Ceilandia where young people
played, was involved in local politics, and served as a deacon at my church, Assembleia
de Deus.

Around the year 2000, Poliana and I lived on a street where there was a snack bar on the
corner. The owner was Mr. Fernandes, a very close friend of our family. His wife,
Fabricia, whom we called Brisa, and Mr. Fernandes were going to be godparents at my
wedding with Poliana. We spent time at the snack bar regularly, and we also participated
in church groups there because the place was quite large.

One night, the snack bar was about to close. I was standing at the door of our house
talking with Poliana, who at the time was my fiancee. Three people appeared: two men
and a woman. I recognized one of the men because he had gone to school with me and we
had grown up together in the same neighborhood. We used to play soccer together. His
name was Wellington, but his nickname was Coalhada. Poliana knew the other man,
whose nickname was Nabi. We did not know the woman. They came down to the snack
bar, saw it was closing, and turned back. We greeted them. After a short time, they

returned and announced a robbery.



. But it was not a robbery. They did not take anything. They came to kill our friend, Mr.
Fernandes. I was at the doorway with Poliana and heard the gunshots and the screaming.
Brisa was screaming. I held Poliana and we moved near the gate, but there was not
enough time. One of them, Nabi, ran past us with the gun in his hand. He looked directly
at us. The other two fled in another direction. Because of my military training, I could
identify the weapon as a revolver, caliber 38. I knew in that moment that our lives were in
danger because they had seen us, and we had seen them.

The next day, Poliana spoke with Brisa and told her we had seen everything and knew
who was responsible. I spoke with my family, and we decided that we had to testify. It
was a difficult decision, but Mr. Fernandes was our friend, and we felt we owed it to his
family to seek justice.

I went to the police station to testify and to identify the killers. The police placed the
suspects together with other people for identification. I identified Coalhada immediately
because I knew him well. He had been my school classmate. We grew up together in the
same neighborhood and played soccer together. Poliana identified Nabi, the one who had
run past us with the gun. The third person involved was a woman named Ana Paula
Matias da Silva, who turned out to be the niece of Francisco Crisanto, a powerful police
chief.

During the identification process at the police station, the police did not protect our
identities. They had told us there would be glass so the suspects could not see us, but that
was not the case. The suspects could see us, and they knew exactly who was testifying
against them. From that moment, our lives changed completely.

Even before the identification, I began receiving warnings. When a police officer came to
deliver the court summons for me to testify, he told me directly, "If I were you, I would
not say anything. Leave this quiet." At the police station, I received the same treatment.
They made it clear that I should not testify. I understood that these warnings were not
friendly advice. They were threats. The police officers were connected to Francisco
Crisanto, and they did not want me to speak. I did not tell Poliana about these direct
threats at the time because I did not want her to panic. She was already afraid, and I knew
that if she found out the police themselves were telling me to stay quiet, it would have

been too much for her.
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Francisco Crisanto was not just a police chief. People in the community described him as
the right hand of the governor of Brasilia. He had enormous political power and
influence. He was the kind of person who could make things happen or make people
disappear. He protected his niece Ana Paula after the crime, hiding her so she could avoid
arrest. She was only delivered to the authorities later. His influence over the police was
absolute. When officers told me to stay quiet, [ knew they were acting on his behalf or out
of fear of him.

Crisanto later entered politics in the state of Paraiba and has continued to be involved in
corruption. But his connections in Brasilia never went away. He had money, political
power, and control over law enforcement. For me, he always represented the greatest
danger, because he could send people after us at any time, and the police would not stop
him. They worked for him.

After we testified, the threats came from all sides. People warned us that we should not
have gotten involved, that the situation was very dangerous because Ana Paula was the
niece of a powerful police chief. Neighbors talked constantly, and there were phone calls
to Poliana's mother's house. We heard warnings practically every day.

Police officers would drive slowly past our house in patrol cars, watching us, trying to
intimidate us. I could not file a police report about the intimidation because the people
intimidating us were the police themselves. There was no one to report to. In Brazil, you
do not challenge the police and politicians. You do not have that option.

The three perpetrators were convicted and sentenced to over 20 years in prison. But they
served only about four years before being released. When I learned they were out, my
fear deepened. These were people who had killed a man in cold blood, and now they were
free and knew exactly who had put them in prison.

After the perpetrators were released from prison, I saw Nabi parked in front of our
bakery. He was sitting in a car, just watching. He stayed there for about seven to ten
minutes. He did not come in. He did not say anything. He just sat there, and I knew he
was sending a message. He wanted me to know that he was free, that he knew where 1
was, and that he had not forgotten. That moment confirmed to me that we were still in

danger, even years after the trial.
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After Poliana and I married, we saved everything we could to buy a lot and build a house
in Vicente Pires. I was working two jobs at the time, one at Banco do Brasil and another
as an armored car security guard. Even when I came home exhausted from work, I would
help the construction workers at night to speed up the building. The house was almost
finished. We only needed to install the glass windows and paint. One day, Poliana
received a call saying there were tractors in front of our house, ready to demolish it.
When the family arrived, the tractors had already destroyed everything. They demolished
only our house. Other houses, about one kilometer behind ours, were not touched. The
official justification was an alleged soil investigation, but I know it was political
persecution connected to our testimony and to Francisco Crisanto's power. We lost
everything we had invested. At the time, Poliana was pregnant with our second daughter,
Nicaelly.

After losing our house, we moved to a house in the Colonia Agricola Samambaia
neighborhood in Taguatinga and opened a bakery. I installed electric fencing, high walls,
and 21 security cameras around the property. Even with all of these precautions, I did not
feel safe. I watched the cameras constantly. I was always looking at who was outside,
who was passing by. I lived on alert every single day.

During this period, a former employee named Luciana began threatening our family.
After Poliana dismissed her, she started sending photographs of firearms along with
messages making it clear she wanted to use those weapons against us. She also demanded
money from us. Luciana lived close to our home and was always surrounded by people
connected to gangs and police officers. These threats lasted for approximately one year,
until we left Brazil.

In 2017, our house was robbed. This was an additional blow that made us feel that we
were never safe, no matter what precautions we took. That same year, Poliana's cousin,
who was only 16 years old, was killed by the police on December 20, 2017. He was killed
during a robbery. After his death, there was only pain and injustice. His death confirmed
what I already knew: the police in Brazil do not protect people like us. They are the ones
who kill.

I thought about moving to the south of Brazil, far from Brasilia, to try to escape the

threats. But the more I thought about it, the more I realized it would only be postponing
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the problem. The people who wanted to harm us had connections throughout the country.
Francisco Crisanto had political influence that extended beyond Brasilia, and the
perpetrators who were released from prison maintained their ties to organized crime.
Moving to another state would not make us safe. It would only be a matter of time before
they found us.

I tried to leave Brazil through legal means first. My sister helped me apply for a United
States visa twice, and both times the visa was denied. After the second denial, I realized
that the only way to get my family to safety was through a different route. We contacted a
person who could guide us to the United States border. It was not a decision we made
lightly. We left everything behind: our bakery, our home, our community, our family. But
staying in Brazil meant waiting to be killed.

On March 19, 2018, my family and I left Brasilia and flew to Sao Paulo. From Sao Paulo,
we flew to Panama, and from Panama, we flew to Mexico. Once in Mexico, we traveled
by bus toward the United States border.

We did not stay in Panama or Mexico because we did not believe that the governments of
those countries could protect us from the people who were threatening us in Brazil. We
had no family or support in those countries. The individuals who wanted to harm us had
connections to organized crime and to law enforcement in Brazil, and we feared that their
reach could extend to other countries in Latin America, where corruption and violence are
also common. While traveling through Mexico by bus, our bus was stopped by police
officers who demanded money from the passengers. I saw with my own eyes that the
police in Mexico were corrupt, just like in Brazil. We did not feel safe there, and we did
not apply for any form of protection in Panama or Mexico because those countries could
not keep us safe.

I arrived at the United States border with our two daughters, Nicolly and Nicaelly, and we
turned ourselves in to United States immigration authorities at the Eagle Pass, Texas port
of entry on March 22, 2018. We did not enter in secret. We presented ourselves to the
authorities and asked for protection. Poliana arrived with our youngest son, Nicollas, on
March 26, 2018, and also turned herself in.

During my detention, I went through a terrible experience. The immigration agent who

processed my paperwork repeatedly shredded the documents I gave him. He would take
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my papers, put them through a shredder, and laugh, saying "Brazilian" as if it were a joke.
He did this more than once. I was then left in a very cold room for approximately two
days. The air conditioning was blasting, and I was sitting on a hard chair. It was so cold
and I was so exhausted that I kept falling asleep. My daughter Nicolly, who was with me,
would squeeze my hand to wake me up every time she saw the agent approaching,
because she was afraid of what would happen if he saw me sleeping. Eventually, a female
agent saw what was happening and intervened. She physically took my remaining
documents from the male agent and processed them herself. If it were not for that woman,
I do not know how long we would have been kept there.

My family and I were charged as inadmissible under Section 212(a)(7)(A)(i)(I) of the
Immigration and Nationality Act as immigrants not in possession of valid entry
documents at the time of arrival. We were placed in removal proceedings under Section
240 of the INA after presenting ourselves to United States immigration authorities. No
criminal charges have ever been filed against any member of my family in the United
States.

Since arriving in the United States, we went to California, where we joined a church and
began rebuilding our lives. My children have been able to study here safely. Only when I
came to the United States was I able to feel peace. Here, the police give me confidence.
My children can walk to school without fear. Here, I feel truly protected. For the first
time in many years, I do not have to look over my shoulder every moment of every day.

I am deeply afraid of returning to Brazil. My fear is not only of the criminals who killed
Mr. Fernandes. They are dangerous, but what I fear most is the police and the political
system. Francisco Crisanto and his associates have connections to law enforcement
throughout the country. The same political forces that persecuted us are still in power, and
the situation has only gotten worse. Those forces now also have influence over the
judiciary. Even if | tried to seek protection from the courts, the people who want to harm
us have connections there too.

I do not believe the police or the Brazilian government could protect me or my family.
The police are the very people I am afraid of. They told me to stay quiet. They drove past

my house to intimidate us. They destroyed our home. They killed Poliana's 16-year-old



cousin. Going to the police for help in Brazil would be like asking the people who want to
hurt you to protect you. It is impossible.

29. If I am sent back to Brazil, I am certain that the people who threatened us will find us and
carry out their threats. I fear being killed, severely beaten, or subjected to intense physical
suffering by these individuals and by the police officers who act on their behalf. I fear the
same for my wife and my children. The United States is the only place where my family
and I have been able to live without that constant fear. I am asking for protection so that

we can continue to live in safety.
I reserve the right to supplement this declaration at a future time.

I declare under penalty of perjury that the above is true and correct to the best of my

knowledge, information, and belief.

/SIGNATURE/

ANGELO MARCIO NICODEMOS
Date: Date: 10/09/2026

I, André Vinicius Inacio Penna Mello, telephone number 415 425-2508, mailing address
P.O. Box 90487, San Diego, CA 92169, certify that I am competent to translate from
Portuguese to English and that the above is a faithful extract/summary of the relevant

information of the attached document in Portuguese.

; ji.l 1 ."I_ _
S for Date: October 10, 2026




DEPARTAMENTO DE JUSTICA DOS ESTADOS UNIDOS
ESCRITORIO EXECUTIVO PARA REVISAO DE IMIGRACAO
TRIBUNAL DE IMIGRACAO

DECLARACAO DE ANGELO MARCIO NICODEMOS
A# 216-541-471
EM APOIO AO PEDIDO DE ASILO

Eu, Angelo Marcio Nicodemos, declar, por meio desta, que:

l.

Meu nome ¢ Angelo Marcio Nicodemos. Nasci em Brasilia, capital do Brasil. Sou casado
com Poliana Lima Nicodemos, e juntos temos trés filhos: Nicolly Karine, Nicaelly
Geovana e Nicollas Davi. Cresci em Ceilandia, uma das maiores cidades-satélites de
Brasilia. Quando jovem, servi no Exército Brasileiro, na divisdo da policia militar, por
aproximadamente um ano. Essa experiéncia me deu familiaridade com armas de fogo e
disciplina militar. Apds o servigo militar, trabalhei no Banco do Brasil e posteriormente
como seguranga de carro-forte. Também era muito ativo na minha comunidade. Treinava
times de futebol de jovens, tinha um campo de futebol em Ceildndia onde os jovens
jogavam, era envolvido na politica local e servia como didcono na minha igreja,
Assembleia de Deus.

Por volta do ano 2000, Poliana e eu mordvamos em uma rua que tinha uma lanchonete na
esquina. O dono era o Sr. Fernandes, um amigo muito préximo da nossa familia. Sua
esposa, Fabricia, que chamavamos de Brisa, ¢ o Sr. Fernandes seriam padrinhos do meu
casamento com Poliana. Frequentdvamos a lanchonete regularmente, e também
participavamos de grupos da igreja la porque o lugar era bem grande.

Uma noite, a lanchonete estava prestes a fechar. Eu estava na porta da nossa casa
conversando com Poliana, que na época era minha noiva. Trés pessoas apareceram: dois
homens e uma mulher. Reconheci um dos homens porque ele tinha estudado comigo e
crescemos juntos no mesmo bairro. Costumavamos jogar futebol juntos. O nome dele era
Wellington, mas seu apelido era Coalhada. Poliana conhecia o outro homem, cujo apelido

era Nabi. Nao conheciamos a mulher. Eles desceram até a lanchonete, viram que estava



fechando e voltaram. N6s os cumprimentamos. Depois de pouco tempo, eles voltaram e
anunciaram um assalto.

Mas nao era um assalto. Eles ndo levaram nada. Vieram para matar nosso amigo, o Sr.
Fernandes. Eu estava na porta com Poliana e ouvi os tiros e os gritos. Brisa estava
gritando. Segurei Poliana e nos movemos para perto do portdo, mas ndo houve tempo
suficiente. Um deles, Nabi, passou correndo por ndés com a arma na mao. Ele olhou
diretamente para nds. Os outros dois fugiram em outra dire¢do. Por causa do meu
treinamento militar, pude identificar a arma como um revolver, calibre 38. Soube naquele
momento que nossas vidas estavam em perigo porque eles nos viram, € nds os vimos.

No dia seguinte, Poliana conversou com Brisa e disse que tinhamos visto tudo e sabiamos
quem era responsavel. Conversei com minha familia, e decidimos que tinhamos que
testemunhar. Foi uma decisao dificil, mas o Sr. Fernandes era nosso amigo, ¢ sentiamos
que deviamos a familia dele buscar justiga.

Fui a delegacia para testemunhar e identificar os assassinos. A policia colocou os
suspeitos junto com outras pessoas para identificacdo. Identifiquei Coalhada
imediatamente porque o conhecia bem. Ele tinha sido meu colega de escola. Crescemos
juntos no mesmo bairro e jogadvamos futebol juntos. Poliana identificou Nabi, aquele que
tinha passado correndo por nés com a arma. A terceira pessoa envolvida era uma mulher
chamada Ana Paula Matias da Silva, que acabou sendo sobrinha de Francisco Crisanto,
um poderoso delegado de policia.

Durante o processo de identificacdo na delegacia, a policia ndo protegeu nossas
identidades. Eles nos disseram que haveria um vidro para que os suspeitos ndo pudessem
nos ver, mas nao foi o caso. Os suspeitos podiam nos ver, e sabiam exatamente quem
estava testemunhando contra eles. A partir daquele momento, nossas vidas mudaram
completamente.

Mesmo antes da identificacdo, comecei a receber avisos. Quando um policial veio
entregar a intimagao judicial para eu testemunhar, ele me disse diretamente: "Se eu fosse
vocé, ndo falaria nada. Deixa isso quieto." Na delegacia, recebi o mesmo tratamento.
Deixaram claro que eu ndo deveria testemunhar. Entendi que esses avisos ndo eram
conselhos amigaveis. Eram ameacas. Os policiais estavam ligados a Francisco Crisanto, e

ndo queriam que eu falasse. Nao contei a Poliana sobre essas ameagas diretas na época
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porque nao queria que ela entrasse em panico. Ela ja estava com medo, e eu sabia que se
ela descobrisse que a propria policia estava me dizendo para ficar quieto, seria demais
para ela.

Francisco Crisanto ndo era apenas um delegado de policia. As pessoas na comunidade o
descreviam como o brago direito do governador de Brasilia. Ele tinha enorme poder
politico e influéncia. Era o tipo de pessoa que podia fazer as coisas acontecerem ou fazer
pessoas desaparecerem. Ele protegeu sua sobrinha Ana Paula apds o crime, escondendo-a
para que ela pudesse evitar a prisdo. Ela s6 foi entregue as autoridades depois. Sua
influéncia sobre a policia era absoluta. Quando os policiais me disseram para ficar quieto,
eu sabia que estavam agindo em nome dele ou por medo dele.

Crisanto depois entrou na politica no estado da Paraiba e continuou envolvido em
corrupgdo. Mas suas conexdes em Brasilia nunca desapareceram. Ele tinha dinheiro,
poder politico e controle sobre as forcas policiais. Para mim, ele sempre representou o
maior perigo, porque podia mandar pessoas atras de nds a qualquer momento, e a policia
nao o impediria. Eles trabalhavam para ele.

Depois que testemunhamos, as ameacgas vieram de todos os lados. As pessoas nos
avisavam que ndo deveriamos ter nos envolvido, que a situacdo era muito perigosa
porque Ana Paula era sobrinha de um poderoso delegado de policia. Vizinhos
comentavam constantemente, e havia telefonemas para a casa da mae de Poliana.
Ouviamos avisos praticamente todos os dias.

Policiais passavam devagar em frente a nossa casa em viaturas, nos observando, tentando
nos intimidar. Eu ndo podia registrar um boletim de ocorréncia sobre a intimidagdo
porque as pessoas que nos intimidavam eram a propria policia. Nao havia a quem
recorrer. No Brasil, vocé€ ndo desafia a policia e os politicos. Voc€ ndo tem essa opgao.

Os trés criminosos foram condenados a mais de 20 anos de prisdo. Mas cumpriram
apenas cerca de quatro anos antes de serem soltos. Quando soube que eles estavam livres,
meu medo se aprofundou. Eram pessoas que tinham matado um homem a sangue frio, e
agora estavam livres e sabiam exatamente quem os colocou na prisao.

Depois que os criminosos foram soltos da prisdo, vi Nabi estacionado em frente a nossa
padaria. Ele estava sentado em um carro, apenas observando. Ficou 14 por cerca de sete a

dez minutos. Nao entrou. Nao disse nada. Apenas ficou 14 sentado, e eu sabia que estava
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mandando uma mensagem. Queria que eu soubesse que estava livre, que sabia onde eu
estava, e que nao tinha esquecido. Aquele momento me confirmou que ainda estdvamos
em perigo, mesmo anos apos o julgamento.

Depois que Poliana e eu nos casamos, economizamos tudo que pudemos para comprar
um lote e construir uma casa em Vicente Pires. Eu trabalhava em dois empregos na
época, um no Banco do Brasil e outro como seguranca de carro-forte. Mesmo quando
chegava em casa exausto do trabalho, eu ajudava os pedreiros a noite para acelerar a
construgdo. A casa estava quase pronta. SO precisdvamos instalar os vidros das janelas e
pintar. Um dia, Poliana recebeu uma liga¢ao dizendo que havia tratores em frente a nossa
casa, prontos para demoli-la. Quando a familia chegou, os tratores ja tinham destruido
tudo. Demoliram apenas a nossa casa. Outras casas, cerca de um quilometro atras da
nossa, ndo foram tocadas. A justificativa oficial foi uma suposta investiga¢do do solo,
mas eu sei que foi perseguicdo politica ligada ao nosso testemunho e ao poder de
Francisco Crisanto. Perdemos tudo que tinhamos investido. Na época, Poliana estava
gravida da nossa segunda filha, Nicaelly.

Depois de perder nossa casa, nos mudamos para uma casa no bairro Colonia Agricola
Samambaia em Taguatinga e abrimos uma padaria. Instalei cerca elétrica, muros altos e
21 cameras de segurancga ao redor da propriedade. Mesmo com todas essas precaugoes, eu
ndo me sentia seguro. Ficava olhando as cameras constantemente. Estava sempre vendo
quem estava do lado de fora, quem estava passando. Vivia em alerta todos os dias.
Durante esse periodo, uma ex-funcionaria chamada Luciana comegou a ameagar nossa
familia. Depois que Poliana a demitiu, ela comecou a enviar fotografias de armas de fogo
junto com mensagens deixando claro que queria usar aquelas armas contra n6s. Também
exigiu dinheiro de nos. Luciana morava perto da nossa casa e estava sempre cercada por
pessoas ligadas a gangues e policiais. Essas ameagas duraram aproximadamente um ano,
até sairmos do Brasil.

Em 2017, nossa casa foi assaltada. Foi mais um golpe que nos fez sentir que nunca
estdvamos seguros, independentemente das precaucdes que tomavamos. Nesse mesmo
ano, o primo de Poliana, que tinha apenas 16 anos, foi morto pela policia em 20 de

dezembro de 2017. Ele foi morto durante um assalto. Depois da morte dele, houve apenas
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dor e injustica. A morte dele confirmou o que eu ja sabia: a policia no Brasil ndo protege
pessoas como nods. Sao eles que matam.

Pensei em me mudar para o sul do Brasil, longe de Brasilia, para tentar escapar das
ameacas. Mas quanto mais eu pensava, mais percebia que seria apenas adiar o problema.
As pessoas que queriam nos prejudicar tinham conexdes por todo o pais. Francisco
Crisanto tinha influéncia politica que se estendia além de Brasilia, e os criminosos que
foram soltos da prisao mantinham seus lagos com o crime organizado. Mudar para outro
estado ndo nos tornaria seguros. Seria apenas uma questao de tempo até nos encontrarem.
Tentei sair do Brasil por meios legais primeiro. Minha irma me ajudou a solicitar o visto
dos Estados Unidos duas vezes, ¢ nas duas vezes o visto foi negado. Apods a segunda
negativa, percebi que a Unica maneira de levar minha familia para um lugar seguro era
por um caminho diferente. Entramos em contato com uma pessoa que poderia nos guiar
até a fronteira dos Estados Unidos. Nao foi uma decisdo tomada de animo leve. Deixamos
tudo para tras: nossa padaria, nossa casa, nossa comunidade, nossa familia. Mas ficar no
Brasil significava esperar para ser morto.

Em 19 de marco de 2018, minha familia e eu saimos de Brasilia e voamos para Sao
Paulo. De Sao Paulo, voamos para o Panamad, e do Panama, voamos para o México. Uma
vez no México, viajamos de 6nibus em direc¢do a fronteira dos Estados Unidos.

Nao ficamos no Panamad nem no México porque nao acreditivamos que os governos
desses paises pudessem nos proteger das pessoas que nos ameagavam no Brasil. Nao
tinhamos familia nem apoio nesses paises. Os individuos que queriam nos prejudicar
tinham conexdes com o crime organizado e com as for¢as policiais no Brasil, e temiamos
que seu alcance pudesse se estender a outros paises da América Latina, onde corrupgao e
violéncia também sdo comuns. Enquanto viajavamos pelo México de Onibus, nosso
onibus foi parado por policiais que exigiram dinheiro dos passageiros. Vi com meus
proprios olhos que a policia no México era corrupta, assim como no Brasil. Nao nos
sentimos seguros 14, e ndo solicitamos nenhuma forma de prote¢do no Panama ou no
México porque esses paises ndo poderiam nos manter seguros.

Cheguei a fronteira dos Estados Unidos com nossas duas filhas, Nicolly e Nicaelly, e nos
apresentamos as autoridades de imigra¢do dos Estados Unidos no ponto de entrada de

Eagle Pass, Texas, em 22 de mar¢o de 2018. Nao entramos em segredo. Nos
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apresentamos as autoridades e pedimos protecao. Poliana chegou com nosso filho cagula,
Nicollas, em 26 de marco de 2018, e também se apresentou.

Durante minha detencdo, passei por uma experiéncia terrivel. O agente de imigracao que
processou minha documentagdo repetidamente destruiu os documentos que eu lhe
entregava. Ele pegava meus papéis, passava no triturador e ria, dizendo "brasileiro" como
se fosse uma piada. Ele fez isso mais de uma vez. Depois fui deixado em uma sala muito
fria por aproximadamente dois dias. O ar condicionado estava no maximo, e eu estava
sentado em uma cadeira dura. Estava tdo frio e eu estava tdo exausto que ficava
adormecendo. Minha filha Nicolly, que estava comigo, apertava minha mao para me
acordar toda vez que via o agente se aproximando, porque ela tinha medo do que
aconteceria se ele me visse dormindo. Eventualmente, uma agente mulher viu o que
estava acontecendo e interveio. Ela fisicamente pegou meus documentos restantes do
agente homem e os processou ela mesma. Se ndo fosse por aquela mulher, ndo sei quanto
tempo teriamos ficado 4.

Minha familia e eu fomos considerados inadmissiveis sob a Se¢do 212(a)(7)(A)(1)(I) da
Lei de Imigracao e Nacionalidade como imigrantes sem documentos validos de entrada
no momento da chegada. Fomos colocados em procedimentos de remocao sob a Se¢do
240 da INA apos nos apresentarmos as autoridades de imigragdo dos Estados Unidos.
Nenhuma acusag@o criminal jamais foi feita contra qualquer membro da minha familia
nos Estados Unidos.

Desde que chegamos aos Estados Unidos, fomos para a Califérnia, onde nos juntamos a
uma igreja e comegamos a reconstruir nossas vidas. Meus filhos puderam estudar aqui
com seguranc¢a. Somente quando vim para os Estados Unidos pude sentir paz. Aqui, a
policia me da confianga. Meus filhos podem ir andando para a escola sem medo. Aqui,
me sinto verdadeiramente protegido. Pela primeira vez em muitos anos, nao preciso olhar
por cima do ombro a cada momento de cada dia.

Tenho um medo profundo de voltar ao Brasil. Meu medo ndo ¢ apenas dos criminosos
que mataram o Sr. Fernandes. Eles sdo perigosos, mas o que mais temo ¢ a policia e o
sistema politico. Francisco Crisanto e seus associados tém conexdes com as forcas
policiais em todo o pais. As mesmas forgas politicas que nos perseguiram ainda estdao no

poder, e a situagdo sO piorou. Essas forcas agora também tém influéncia sobre o



judiciario. Mesmo que eu tentasse buscar prote¢ao nos tribunais, as pessoas que querem
nos prejudicar tém conexoes 1a também.

28. Nao acredito que a policia ou o governo brasileiro possam me proteger ou a minha
familia. A policia sdo as proprias pessoas de quem tenho medo. Eles me disseram para
ficar quieto. Passaram em frente a minha casa para nos intimidar. Destruiram nosso lar.
Mataram o primo de 16 anos de Poliana. Ir a policia pedir ajuda no Brasil seria como
pedir as pessoas que querem te machucar para te protegerem. E impossivel.

29. Se eu for enviado de volta ao Brasil, tenho certeza de que as pessoas que nos ameacaram
vado nos encontrar e cumprir suas ameagas. Tenho medo de ser morto, severamente
espancado ou submetido a intenso sofrimento fisico por esses individuos e pelos policiais
que agem em nome deles. Temo o mesmo pela minha esposa e meus filhos. Os Estados
Unidos ¢ o unico lugar onde minha familia e eu pudemos viver sem aquele medo

constante. Estou pedindo protegao para que possamos continuar a viver em seguranga.
Reservo o direito de complementar esta declaragdo em momento futuro.

Declaro sob pena de perjirio que o acima ¢ verdadeiro e correto de acordo com o meu

melhor conhecimento, informacao e crenga.

ANGELO MARCIO NICODEMOS
Date: Date: 10/09/2026
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PROOF OF SERVICE

On this day, I, Otavio Haverroth Silva, served a copy of the following documents:

RESPONDENTS’ ADDITIONAL DOCUMENTS IN SUPPORT OF ASYLUM AND
WITHHOLDING OF REMOVAL

To the following:
Office Location: Mailing Address:
Office of the Principal Legal Advisor Office of the Principal Legal Advisor
Department of Homeland Security Department of Homeland Security
100 Montgomery Street, Suite 200 Office of the Chief Counsel
San Francisco, CA 94104 P.O. Box 26449

San Francisco, CA 94126-644

by:
Through the EOIR Courts and Appeals System (ECAS), which will automatically

send service notification to both parties that a new document has been filed.

-

Otavio Silva (Bar N. 343486)
Attorney at Law

P.O. Box 90487

San Diego, CA 92169
Counsel for Respondent



