
 
 

 

 

As the sleet started to fall, and the school sent us home early, I decided it was a good opportunity to write the 
next newsletter—although I know that “newsletter” isn’t really proper for describing our occasional messages.  
Our mothers are not “news”; and in a way very little of what we do is new.  Day after day we run into the 
same stories, stories of abuse, manipulation, coercion.  Just a few days ago, for example, I sat in the 

little counseling room of the office, talking to a woman whose mother was murdered, whose son also was 
murdered, whose other sons are all in jail, and whose 16 year-old daughter is now pregnant.  So as I talked to 
the mother and to her 16 year-old daughter, who held in her right hand the ultrasound images that Alicia had 
just taken,  I gestured towards those images in order to point out what I hoped would become obvious: your 
lives are riddled by violence—and you want to do what to that child?   It was time for this mother and her 
young daughter to refuse to be any longer coerced by the calamities of their lives—or to 
recognize that those calamities had occurred because somewhere along the way a basic 
principle had been lost: the value of the human person is greater than rent, or cars, or 
drugs, or DTE bills, or self-determination.  If we don’t love one another, we might as well 
quit. 

Even as I write this… whatever it is… one of our moms is going through the greatest 
suffering a mother can endure.  Her name is Maria, and we met her at the abortion clinic 
maybe 15 years ago.  We’ve always kept in touch with her and helped her to do 
her best for all her children.  A month ago one of her sons went missing; and just 
a few hours ago the police called her to identify a body they had just discovered 
in the basement of a house in her neighborhood.  It was the mangled, 
dismembered body of her son.  We are already resolved that we are going to do what we can to help her 
restore some sort of dignity to her son—provide a casket, a funeral, a burial plot.  After all, we met Maria 
when she considered dismembering her own child, and we helped her see the dignity in that child and to 
restore that relationship.  Her first thought now, because of financial burden, is to cremate her son; financial 
burden, though, cannot overwhelm our regard for the greatest beauties, the greatest truths of our human 
experience—for when they do, our greatest beauties, our greatest truths, cease to be anything, and we are 
left just to float along on the tide of abuse, manipulation and coercion.  Maria’s son was real.  He is real.  He 
will have a funeral. 
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Kimberly, one of Maria’s daughters 
who graduated from High School 

Edmund is the best at counseling our mothers. He always 
makes them cry. When I see tears, I know their hearts have 
opened and changed. 



A woman we met in the fall, Genesis, with her simple heart, has refused to be pushed along by calamity, 
refused to be coerced--although if anyone were to argue for justification, it 
would be she.  While in Mexico, having crossed over from Honduras, she was 
raped.  Pushing on across the desert, she made it to the U.S. border, where 
she was smuggled across in a box (it might have been a casket.  We’re not sure 
of the word she uses to describe it).  She was in that box for three days before 
discovered by immigration, who found her in a pool of her own blood.  Given 
her medical condition, they hospitalized her for a few days then sent her on to 
Detroit, where her father lives.  At that point, she knew that she was 
pregnant.  However, even though she felt compelled immediately to start 
work and send money home to Honduras; even though her father, whom 
actually she had never met, failed to do anything for her; even though 
she was in a strange city, having to deal with a strange language and a 
strange climate; even though she carried her own chronic condition, 
something called angiomyolipoma tuberous sclerosis; even though all 
these things stood in her way, she refused to be manipulated, to be 
coerced.  With your help, she was able to stop working, and now lives 
and is cared for in the home of one of our most generous helpers.  Her baby will be born in a few more weeks. 

And then there’s the story of Le’Ferris. Le'Ferris, three years ago, was referred to us by a friend who knew that 
Le’Ferris was considering abortion.  Le’Ferris herself was being pressured by her mother, who wanted Le’Ferris 
to be able to continue to care for her grandmother, for whom Le'ferris was the primary care giver. However, 
after we contacted Le’Ferris, she agreed to come to our office for an ultrasound. When she saw her 10 weeks-
old son Oliver in the ultrasound, she sat at the edge of the table and said,  “I am not killing this baby no matter 
what.”  

Her decision had immediate consequences, as her mother promptly kicked her and her one year old daughter 
out of the house. She stayed at a friend’s house for a while until, a month later, her mother—unable to find 
another care giver for her own mother—decided Le'Ferris could return. We had already arranged, though, to 
provide Le'Ferris with her own place. 
 
The weeks passed.  Little preborn Oliver grew to 28 weeks.  Around that time, though, Le’Ferris began to 
comment on sinus issues and nosebleeds.  On March 2 of 2020 her sinus issues were diagnosed as cancer and 
a chemotherapy routine began immediately. She had chemo for a few months and, once Oliver was born and 
the tumor behind her nose had shrunk, she had surgery.  The surgery provided her another year of life; about 
a month ago, though—probably around the same time that Jose was murdered—the cancer overwhelmed 
her. 
 

Genesis, cooking for the family who has so 
generously allowed her to live with them during 
her last months of pregnancy. We need to find 
a permanent place for them.  

Le’Ferris Hines 

March 17, 1992 – January 10th, 2022 



The guy who stood by her during all that time, the father of her children, came to the office three days ago.  
There are not many backboned men in Detroit, but Myron is different.  He really loved Le’Ferris, cared for her 
during her illness, sat at her hospital bedside in those final days.  The two children, Willow and Oliver, are with 
him now—and we are with him, as well. Because he was taking care of Le’Ferris, and because of the usual 
covid complications, only very recently has he been able to go back to work; but he did have to ask us for help 
with two months of owed rent. 
 
In the past month, then, we have taken care of Genesis; we have pledged to provide the funeral for Josue; we 
have helped Myron with his rent; additionally, we gave Samantha a minivan to transport her five daughters 
(Samantha, who confessed to Alicia that when she was a teenager her father raped her every day); we helped 
Gayla, the woman who brought to us her teenage daughter, with two months of rent; and there have been 
more requests than I can count for assistance with DTE bills. 
But we have to help these mothers, and fathers, hold on to the brave positions they have taken.  In the next 
20 years, this is where the prolife movement needs to be. 
 
Someone who agreed with us on this point, and who gave us substantial assistance for many years, was Dave 
Kendzicky.  Here I want to thank him and his wife for all their help, and also those who made contributions in 
Dave’s memory.   

 

 

 

 

CONTACT GUADALUPE WORKERS OR DONATE AT  
Guadalupe Workers - Donate Guadalupe Workers  is an approved tax-exempt organization by the IRS under Section 
501(c)(3)   - Detroit, MI  

Or if you prefer, please send your donation to: Guadalupe Workers  67919 8 W Eight Mile Road South Lyon, MI 48178   

 

Aron lives with 
his grandparents 
his mom and dad 
are hoping to 
reunite with him 
soon. 

Showing 
baby’s 
first 
teeth! 

A new coat and 
a pony for a 
princess. This 
girl and her 4 
sisters need a 
safe place to 
live.  


