
	  

	  

 

October 2015 Newsletter 

Recently you received notification that the work of Guadalupe Partners 
is to be continued in the form of a smaller non-profit corporation called 
Guadalupe Workers. Guadalupe Workers continues to center its work on its 
presence at the abortion clinic; second in importance, though, is our presence 
at Saint Leo’s rectory near downtown Detroit, where we have established a 
speaker program for the mothers and weekly tutoring for many of their 
children. With our presence at Saint Leo’s, we are able to carry out what I have 
long desired to do—that is, we are able to deepen our relationship with the 
mothers whom we have been assisting these past 12 years. Is our work, then, 
smaller? Not at all. Only our corporate structure is smaller, as the directors of 
the group are the same ones who are at the abortion clinic and working directly 
with the mothers. 

I thought I would give you, in this letter, a simple narrative of what we will call 
A Day in the Life of a Guadalupe Worker. 

When we pull up to the abortion clinic near 6 Mile and Greenfield, I see that 
three of our company are already in place: Anne, John and Emmanuel. Marian 
arrives a few minutes later. The security guard is there, dressed all in black, 
sitting in his black Jeep. A clinic “escort” is also stationed near the front door. 
Soon, though, she receives reinforcements; eventually, there are eight “escorts.” 
I am not greatly disturbed, though, by their presence there. They are, in a 
sense, their own worst enemy; they huddle in a block near the front door, 
thereby blocking the sidewalk. They chat together, while several of them 
constantly sip at their coffee mugs and/or smoke. When a woman arrives, they 
move in a block to surround her car. In order to drown out the words of the 
sidewalk counselor, one of them repeatedly chants, “Blah, blah, blah, blah, 
blah, blah, blah.” One of the escorting men pushed Alicia out of the way. She 
turned and with rightful vehemence said, “You do not touch me!”  He later 
commented to one of his friends, “That one is dangerous.” Dangerous to 
Satan, yes. 

The Guadalupe Workers, however, do not clump, and we do not chat, and we 
do not smoke. We are sort of like a basketball team; we have our positions and 
we stick to them (well, okay, Alicia has a hard time sticking to a position, but 
she never could play basketball either). And we watch, always watch. Even 
with all the escorts, then, we were able to send one woman to the mobile 
ultrasound unit, parked about two miles away. We were able, also, to have 
several conversations with those going in and out—because, while the escorts 
move off in a clump in one direction, we have one or two counselors busy 
somewhere else. 

	  

	  

Please Note 

Please send all donations 
to the following address, 

until further notice. 

Guadalupe Workers 
67919 W 8 Mile Rd., 

 South Lyon, MI 48178 
 

As always we appreciate 
your help and prayers.  

 Guadalupe Workers  



	  	  	  	  	  	  	   

	  
	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

At the end of our sidewalk time, we headed to the restaurant. Alma and 
her children came, Maria and her children came. Steve came. Steve is a 
panhandler, but one who quickly accepted our invitation to join us for a 
meal.	  It was a full and highly varied table. Two matters had to be dealt 
with, as we sat there: Alma and her children had no heat in their house. 
Not even a furnace. Alma had found a used unit, but was still $250 short. 
Maria had DTE issues, which I didn’t quite understand; 
but while I tried to make conversation with Steve, Alicia 
made phone calls, so that eventually we were able to 
make out a check to the furnace man and resolve Maria’s 
DTE issues.   

Following our table time, we went out to the van where 
a few clothes and diapers were distributed, along with 
lots of tomatoes. Hearing that it was going to freeze the 
night before, I had gone to the Guadalupe garden Friday 
evening and picked two basket-fulls.  Some of them, yes, 
were green, but I’ve discovered that there are people in this 
world who actually enjoy fried green tomatoes. 

We next moved on to the rectory. Taneika, Jabbar and a 
few of their eight children came; Taneika spent about an hour going 
through clothing, while Jabbar entertained me with his rambling talk. He 
gave me detailed instructions on how to prepare fried, green tomatoes.  
He talked about his son’s HADD (I think he meant ADHD) and how 
the school deals with his son when Jabbar forgets to give him his 
medicine: they tell Jabbar to come get him. I said that all his son needed 
was an acre in which to run around. Jabbar said, no, he wanted at least 
three acres; then he made it three acres and a mule, though he eventually 
decided they could keep the mule. Finally he detailed what he would do 
for Guadalupe Workers when he wins his mega-millions. When they left, 
he laughingly pointed out the front tires on his van. The steel belts were 
visible in a few places. I couldn’t look, thinking of his putting eight kids 
in a van with such tires on it. That’s on the list for this week.  

I was back on my three acres by 3:30. 

Well, I have to leave room for pictures, so that’s all for now. Next letter I 
will explain why, why we do this. 

Hard at work during a tutoring session at 
our office location in St. Leo’s Rectory.	  

	  

	  

Guadalupe Workers, Inc. is a nonprofit, partnership of pro-life people who help abortion-minded women to make life-affirming choices for 
themselves, for their unborn children, and for their families. Guadalupe Workers helps each woman to rediscover and re-affirm her innate dignity. 

The Workers offer un-questioning material aid to mothers, including help with utility bills, rent payments, diapers, groceries, cribs and automobiles. 
Support for the mothers continues through the pregnancy and beyond.	  


