
IBVM and Companions Assist at Two Borders 

FYI 

   KINO BORDER INITIATIVE  

   Nogales, Mexico 

   - Frances McCarron, IBVM 

 
 

 The KBI, a Jesuit ministry, is in the town of 

Nogales, half of which is in Arizona and 

half in Mexico. As you drive into town the 

first thing you see is the BORDER FENCE 

separating the American side from the 

Mexican side of town. 
 

At 5:30 AM on a Wednesday morning, 

three beautiful Companions, Mary 

Novotny, Lisa Grant and Wilma Martin, 

picked up Andy Wells and me in Phoenix  

for the 3⅟2  hour drive to Nogales. This was a 

new adventure for Andy and me but a monthly trip for our Companions. We 

brought backpacks and duffel bags full of clothes and toiletries provided by 

IBVMs and Companions of Mary Ward.  
 

Andy stayed and worked on the American side, and we three proceeded to the 

Mexican side to work at the COMEDOR, a make-shift eating room that seats 

around forty people at a time. The throngs that arrived were asylum seekers 

mainly from Honduras, El Salvador and Guatemala. Only a few were from 

Mexico. I met Lydia, whose husband was murdered, and her three children 

who walked from Honduras. It took them three months to reach Nogales.  

Many others’ stories were the same. The KBI staff at 

the COMEDOR claimed it was the largest influx they 

had seen in one day. And so many children! 
 

Mary, Lisa, and Wilma knew exactly what to do and I 

followed instructions. After grace and prayers, platters 

of tortillas and plates of rice, beans and eggs were 

handed out to those seated. When they were finished 

and left and dishes were washed, another crowd 

arrived. We served three shifts and cleaned the room 

for the evening groups. A doctor was in one corner and 

April 2019 

Volume 1  Issue 1 

Province Council  

Meetings - Wheaton 

Apr. 

12-13 

Province Council  

Meetings - by Zoom 

May 

10-11 

Province Council  

Meetings - Wheaton 

June 

21-22  

IBVM Assembly 
Oct. 

11-12 

Mary Novotny, Sr. Frances McCarron, 
Wilma Martin 



P a g e  2  U n i t e d  S t a t e s  P r o v i n c e  N e w s l e t t e r  

                     

 Sr. Frances and I had for several months talked about going to Arizona to volunteer 

in a mission with other Mary Ward Companions. During the assembly last October 

we had heard of the work some of the Companions had been involved in through the 

Kino Border Initiative.  We both said that we wanted to go. 

 

The location I was in is very unassuming, simple white stucco clad building, no 

signage to call attention to itself. The offices inside can be described the same as the 

front of the building ‘bare bones’ but gets the job done. All the resources seem to go 

to the work of the mission. Javier took the time to 

explain to me the mission’s history and its purpose. 

When hearing the human stories and struggles of 

the people coming to the border that  Javier related 

to me and the peoples’ efforts to just apply for 

asylum in this country, it gives you pause. You 

quickly realize that the news we hear does not do 

justice to their struggles and that there are many layers to the current immigration 

issues at our southern border.  It cannot be summed up in a sound bite. 

 

My job for the morning was assembling care packages for men on the Mexico side 

of the border.  I was in a warehouse area full of donations of all sorts of items, 

a Jesuit was in another meeting those 

with concerns.  Actually, they all have 

concerns. The service is open seven 

days a week. As each person left, a 

sincere “Thank You” and a hand shake 

were offered by the guests. 
 

The asylum seekers have fourteen days 

to make their case heard. When they 

leave the COMEDOR, the women and 

children go to a shelter. The men go to 

the local cemetery to sleep on the 

concrete slabs above the ground. They 

all return the next day for another meal. 
 

This beautiful ministry is both 

emotional and rewarding. For many 

years Mary, Lisa and Wilma have been 

living out the corporal works of mercy.  

As for Andy and me,  

                “We’re coming back!” 

 

 

Lisa  Grant  -  Wilma Martin 

KINO BORDER INITIATIVE  
Nogales, Arizona 

- Andy Wells, Companion of Mary Ward 

www.kinoborderinitiative.org 



clothing, personal hygiene products, shoes etc. I was able 

to package up roughly 100 kits containing a tooth brush, 

tooth paste, deodorant, bar soap, lotion, and shampoo.  

These kits would then be sent to the other side of the 

border to be distributed.  Most of the kits that I was 

assembling would be handed out to men that had been 

living in this country but now are in Mexico after having 

been deported. Their families, wives, US born children 

remain in the states. Their only hope is to appeal the 

deportation decision if it is possible with an attorney. 

Attorneys cost precious money. In the past they would go to the fence to see their families and reach 

through to touch their children but I was told that the US is putting up a mesh screen on the fence so that 

is not possible. 

 

By the middle of the afternoon my companions returned to pick me up and start 

our three hour trip back to Phoenix.  Approximately 40 miles north of the 

Arizona-Mexico border we had to go through a police checkpoint.  The cars 

began to slow, we all had to get in a single line and at a point we stopped.  

Officers with military type firearms were on both side of us along with police 

dogs, they slowly went around the car with dogs and mirrors to look under the 

car. The entire experience was less than a minute and we were on our way.  The 

officers were polite, I will admit, but I kept thinking that this did not feel like I 

was in the US. 

 

The entire experience stirs up many feelings when reflecting on it.  I think of the plight of the desperate 

families wanting to get to the US, as so many of our forbearers did.  I think of how the news cycle is not 

putting the human face on the story of these people.  I think of what it would take to make you pack-up 

your family and walk for months to the US border just in the hope of attaining a better life.  The challenge 

given to us in the verses from Matthew 25:35, 36 and 40 echo in my head, “For I was hungry and you 

gave me something to eat, I was thirsty and you gave me something to drink, I was a stranger and you 

invited me in. I needed clothes and you clothed me, I was sick and you looked after me, I was in prison 

and you came to visit me. Truly I tell you, whatever you did to one of the least of these brothers and 

sisters of mine, you did for me.” 

 

 

 

Finally, I wonder if the time is over when the downtrodden who could 

make it to our country will be allowed in to start a new life and add 

their stories to ours, enriching what makes up the fabric of this nation.  

   

 

 

The last three sentences of that famous nineteenth century poem keep going through my mind. “Give me 

your tired, your poor, your huddled masses yearning to be free. The wretched refuse of your teeming 

shore. Send these, the homeless, tempest-tossed to me.  I lift my lamp beside the golden door!” 

  Poem by Emma Lazarus, “The New Colossus,”  

on the bronze plaque at the base of the Statue of Liberty.   
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ANNUNCIATION HOUSE, EL PASO, TEXAS     

- Jean Okroi, IBVM 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Buenos Dias! 

El Paso was wonderful but an exhausting experience.  I arrived home at night with no voice and a sinus 

infection. Every refugee was sick, so every volunteer managed to get some germ, too.  Some people had the 

flu, others chicken pox, mumps, colds, etc.  Took one five-year-old child to the ER.  They sent him home 

after four hours and some time during the night he was taken back to the hospital.  To my knowledge he 

was still in the hospital when I departed on Tuesday.  Cannot imagine what it was like the for the child and 

dad who spoke no English being at the hospital. They came from a Mayan village with no running water 

and sporadic electricity. 
 

Each day, I arrived at the Annunciation House hospitality center between 6:45 am and 7:00 am to begin 

working. Sitting down was not an option.  My feet and legs wanted to leave me after 8 to 10 hours of work.  

Haven’t been on my feet for that long in 35 to 50 years.  
 

The people are so beautiful and grateful for everything.  Little kids just like ours full of energy, loving and 

noisy. The youngest baby we had was 5 days old (mother must have been given birth while traveling) and 

the oldest person was a man of 46 years.  Almost everyone was 20 to 30 years of age.  Even though I don’t 

speak Spanish and they didn’t speak English we attempted to communicate and frequently we just laughed 

at one another.  
 

I found myself smiling and tearing up almost every day due to some incident.  Today, I hold these people in 

my heart and prayers.  They were totally dependent on the volunteers to start them on the next step of their 

journey.  So many stories of people seeking a better life. So sad! Someone asked if I would go back?  Yes, I 

would with a few changes to be made.  Will see. 

PS 

Can you put all your possessions in a plastic bag from Jewel food store?  They did! 

 

 

 

 
Jean was at one of the hospitality centers that 

Annunciation runs.  They operate 13 centers 

besides Annunciation House. 
 

Donations can be mailed to:  
 
Annunciation House,  
815 Myrtle Ave.,  
El Paso, TX  79901  
 
or make a donation on line at the website-
annunciationhouse.org  


