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Water deployed in 5 years       over 65,000 gallons 
     (includes 15,000 deployed by volunteers south of the border) 
Water sites           72 stations 
Media Coverage      1,250 articles 
 (includes sources in Mexico, Canada, England, Italy, France,  
 Germany, The Netherlands, Sweden, Russia, Korea, China,  
 Japan, Chile, Switzerland, Denmark, Ireland, plus  
 Univision International and Telemundo) 
Budget          first year   $65, 000 
                 current year $120, 000  
Assets                          $150,000 
Estimated volunteer hours per month                               2,500 to 3,000  
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Airline ticket raffle.  Need 
not be present to win.  Only 
150 chances will be sold. 
Tickets still available. 

Dinner will be catered by El Molinito  
Please make your reservations by mailing $15 per person by June 8 

To Humane Borders, 740 E. Speedway Blvd., Tucson AZ 85719 
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   Ernesto Por tillo, Jr. 
Arizona Daily Star 

Father Dan Groody  
        Notre Dame University Speakers 
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Appreciation to churches who have sent vol-
unteers to drive trucks and maintain stations 
on a routine basis during the summers.  

Message from Rev. Robin Hoover  
Just like the migrants we encounter, each per-

son in Humane Borders has a story to tell.  On this 
anniversary, as President and with the prerogative I 
have as Desert Fountain publisher, I tell my own. 

I did not come to Tucson looking for Humane 
Borders, and that’s the truth.  However, I was pre-

pared to find it.  My border story begins in the mid 
80s, I was deeply involved in the human service side 
of the Sanctuary Movement, although it was the 
Texas version.  The Chicago version was infinitely 
political, and the Tucson version deeply religious.  
The Texas version was simply, “Put your head down 
and get the job done.” 

Far more Central Americans went across the 
border along south Texas than anywhere else.  Look 
at the map, and you can understand why.  It was the 
closest place on the US border from Central Amer-
ica.  Snowbirds were waking up in RV and trailer 
parks with refugees sleeping on the patches of 
grass.  Pastors were answering knocks on doors. 

People quickly organized.  My friends and I 

Continued on Page 2 



 

Named Water Station 
 
     Humane Borders is proud to announce a gift re-
ceived from Bob Feinman and his family who want 
to name a water station in honor for two people 
whose family became immigrants.  Their story cre-
ates a bridge across borders and history. 
     Baldomero Reyes and his wife Teresa Carias 
had 9 children in Guatemala. Only one child stayed 
home to help. Necessity mandated that the other 8 
head north to the USA where there was work. 
Enough to live, enough to send home. Their daugh-
ter Irma (Mima) was the first to arrive. She ended up 
in the suburbs of New York City in the early 
1980©s looking for work. Through somebody who 
knew somebody she was put in touch with my fam-
ily. My father needed someone to live in and care for 
his house, and care for my mother who was fighting 
a loosing battle with breast cancer. Mima was hired. 
She cared for our family home and my mother. She 
gave my mother Spanish lessons, my mother gave 
her English lessons. They laughed a lot, hugged a 
lot, and cried a lot. Mima paid a coyote to get her to 
the USA as did her 7 siblings. As a result, some of 
them were caught and sent back, some were beat 
up, some were robbed, but eventually they all were 
lucky enough to live to talk about it and make it to 
the New York City area to start life all over again 
with their sister Mima. Currently all but one (who 
chose to return home on his own) are alive and well 
here in the USA. With the help of immigration attor-
neys they are now all residing and working here le-
gally. As members of the work force they are all 
making important, positive contributions to our coun-
try and to Guatemala where they continue to send 
money and "luxury items" like toasters and frying 
pans. Mima still works for my 81 year old father but 
now has a home of her own nearby. Teresa Caritas 
died a few years ago. Baldomero Reyes is still living 
peacefully in Guatemala. 
   
     We make this donation to support and sus-
tain one of your water stations for a full year in honor 
of Baldomero and Teresa. In honor of their generos-
ity for sharing their children with us, and in honor of 
the courage it took to do so. And with the hope that 
in their honor we can play a small role in preventing 
the death of others just as courageous and needy 
who come here trying to make life better for their 
families back home and all of our families here. 
        Bob Feinman 

would provide rice and beans to as many as 500 
people each night.  One nun we called “the ser-
geant” often got as many as 500 a month over 
ground to the north.  I still count fellow workers from 
that struggle as some of my very closest friends in 
the world.  And one of them, my friend Frank Mabee, 
recently began advocating for migrants and refugees 
from the other side of this life. 

In the early 90s, I paired up congregations with 
the Southwest Good Samaritan Ministries, the Sis-
ters of Divine Providence, and some community or-
ganizing ministries that wanted to go and build build-
ings, have work camps, and to feed and minister to 
refugees.  Almost all of the people we dealt with 
were political refugees who had crossed the river 
and then applied for political asylum in the US.  
Good Sam and Casa de la Divinia Providencia are 
together to this day the largest shelter in the Lower 
Rio Grande Valley.  Good Sam is run by my very 
dear friend, the Rev. Feliberto Pierera.  He’s a Cu-
ban Refugee who came in ‘69.  He graduated from 
the last seminary class after Castro rose to power.  
A rabid anti-communist, he spent five years in prison 
in Cuba for his protests of Castro.  Since ’69, he has 
helped many, many thousands of refugees. When 
the Central American communists came, he had to 
get on his news and pray.  Finally, he said, “I’m a 
Christian before I’m political.”  But he got even with 
some of those communists, he baptized a bunch of 
them. 

As I worked with various groups, built buildings, 
raised money, added staff, incorporated the ministry, 
developed a big board, bucked the system, watched 
the INS build prisons, operate shelters and other 
things, I got intimately involved and academically 
involved.  As far back as 1988 is when I met the for-
mer commissioner of the Immigration and Naturali-
zation Service, Doris Meissner.  One thing led to an-
other.  I wrote my Ph.D. political science dissertation 
on the politics of faith-based groups working in mi-
gration policy. 

All my research was finished by about 1995, yet 
the refugee population in south Texas was still quite 
large.  The refugees were streaming into Texas.  As 
for myself, I’m a political refugee from Texas.  Don’t 
ask.  I won’t tell you all of the stories. 

I waited to finish the degree after some scholars 
working collaboratively finished a book.  Right after it 
was published, I had my public defense of my dis-
sertation and received my degree.  By both creden-
tials and experience, I was extremely well prepared 
to become the executive director of one of the larg-
est ecumenical refugee organizations in the US with 
its primary offices in New York.  Membership in that 

Continued from page 1 

Page 2 Continued on Page 4 
 

Consul Flores and staff help 
pick up trash in Ironwood 
Forest National Monument 

Kim Johnson Station 
Buenos Aires NWR Bernie Muller paints 

Mike Wilson assists migrants 
on Fresno Canyon Rd 

Little Ranch station in 
Ironwood Forest NM Raising the flag 

west of Arivaca  

Water arrives from California 
Thanks to Radio Unica 
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Flash Flood in Ironwood Forest  

Christmas presents 
for Efren 

Bullet hole 

Border Fiesta 

Volunteer meeting 

Migrant trail in Buenos Aires 
National Wildlife Refuge 
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Ryan and Sarah Seidel dismantled vandalized tanks and set out new 
ones on Border Road 5-6-05 

Marissa Trevino, Bob Ellis and Tressa Thunder Hawk demonstrate wa-
ter station work for students from Univ. of Minnesota. 5-30-05 

Randy Mayer with migrants in Sasabe looking at migrant 
warning poster.  5-20-05 

Warning Poster Distributed 
     With our newly donated software and volunteer 
time from John Chamblee, the above warning 
poster was created to give migrants more informa-
tion.  It shows how far a person could walk in one 
day, two days, three days, at about 10 miles per 
day.  Paul Fuschini and Rev. Randy Mayer traveled 
to Sasabe, Sonora, on May 20 with sixty 11 x 17 
inch posters and taped them to stores, phone 
booths, etc.  Posters were well received by all. 
     A new poster has been created for the Douglas 
area and will be distributed in Agua Prieta by 
Tommy Bassett and other volunteers in that area.   
     Plans are under way to generate more warning 
posters for the Lukeville and Yuma areas.  

Father Gil, Sister Elizabeth and others from St. Cyril’s 
Parish join the water truck driver orientation 6-1-05. 

"They will neither hunger nor thirst, 
nor will the desert heat or the sun beat 
upon them. He who has compassion on 
them will guide them and lead them  
beside springs of water."      
                                Isaiah 49:10 



 

organization is by denomination, so my papers had 
to circulate through my denomination’s offices.  I 
made the very short list. 

While they were trying to make up their mind, I 
had the choice of letting my credentials circulate 
generally.  I did.  And so a funny thing happened on 
the way to New York, I ended up in Tucson, never 
having set foot in Arizona before that except to 
change planes one time.  I arrived in Tucson long 
before the folks in New York ever made a decision.  
I look back and laugh now because my friend Felib-
erto also had a very short New York experience.  
Somos amigos in many ways. 

So, once here, I was trying to survey the land-
scape of border issues as intently as possible.  The 
BorderLinks connection was very important, but lo-
cal news was even more informative when it came 
to the daily news stories of the Border Patrol’s inabil-
ity to do anything about the migration.  Suffering and 
the deaths was becoming an all too familiar story. 

Then, we recall our founding.  Some 85 persons 
met at the Pima Friends Meeting House on Pente-
cost Sunday, 2000.  The date was June 11.  I’ve 
written this elsewhere, but it bears repeating.  We 
asked ourselves two questions: 1) What can we do 
to respond with compassion to the migrants who are 
risking their lives crossing the Mexico/US border?  
2) What can we do to protest/change/advocate for 
changes in US Border and INS policies?  We de-
cided the following things on that date. 

1) We would put water in the desert.  We didn’t 
know how to do that, but we would put water in the 
desert first and foremost.  I wrote down 2) 
“Challenge/change INS/BP US Migration policies.”  
3) Use the big dipper and the North Star with water 
as our symbol. 4) We would become an organization 
of organizations.  5) A steering committee was ap-
pointed that included Tracy Carroll of St. Francis in 
the Foothills, David Perkins of Pima Meeting, and 
myself.  6) We would become as bi-national in op-
erations as possible.  7) Our organization would be 
faith-based.  8) We would employ the media to tell 
the story of the plight of the migrants away from the 
border as much as possible. 

We’ve been very successful in many of those 
things.  And, one can argue, that the history of Hu-
mane Borders has basically been the implementa-
tion of that original vision.  The one major thing we 
really didn’t understand was the role of the land 
managers and how hard it would be to actually put 
out water in the desert in a coordinated, systematic 
way with documents, inspections, insurance, vehi-
cles, pumps, equipment, satellite telephones, medi-
cal supplies, on an on. 

In July of 2000, Sr. Elizabeth and I began our 
conversations with the Tohono O’odham executive 

Continued from Page 2 

and staff.  That conversation broke down, remains a 
source of great division, and continues under the 
beautiful commitment of Mike Wilson. 

I could speak of so many of you, and even more 
names are mentioned below.  Just look into our 
multi-thousand database and say, wow!  That’s what 
I do. 

From this point, though, I simply share some per-
sonal reflections.  This is not a history of Humane 
Borders.  You can read that online at our website.  I 
truly felt personally called to the work that was to 
grow out of that meeting.  The very next day, June 
12, I simply announced to my church board that I 
was going to give my personal time to this work, and 
I asked the board how much of my time that they 
wanted to give.  They affirmed my participation as a 
leader, and they have subsequently passed a resolu-
tion every June since then.  I expect another June 26 
at our next congregational meeting. 

Some pivotal moments I recall include these: 
Getting John Hunter over here from California to 

talk about water stations.  We had meeting after 
meeting, after meeting, but some key people did 
some very decisive things: Ross Flanagan wrote a 
check for $1,000 to get this thing going.  Tim Holt 
and I invented a flag pole, a flag, and researched 
barrels.  Sterling Vinson built our first set of flag 
poles and flags.  We hooked up with American Be-
ginnings in Yuma.  We had a “Come to Jesus Meet-
ing” with some of the other border activists who were 
basically putting the brakes on the idea of putting wa-
ter in the desert.  Dr. Ann Nichols got a non-
traditional MSW student to become an intern.  We 
did a pilot project near Rio Rico.  We met with land 
managers.  Sr. Elizabeth was always translating 
things and eager to go wherever and whenever we 
needed her.  Katie Hudak was passionately involved 
in the beginning.  We struggled with equipment, de-
tails, maps, permits, GPS devices, insurance, all the 
stuff that’s necessary to play in these so-called 
“public” lands.  For the record, with the first permit at 
Organ Pipe Cactus National Monument, Dale 
Thompson and Bill Wellman were angels of the de-
sert for their cooperation, their spirit, their vision, and 
their whole attitude to the migrants.  And for the re-
cord, following that time, we never got another permit 
by being, shall I say, “pleasant” people. 

I could mention other names and other incidents.  
I could mention many struggles.  Many are the peo-
ple who were with us in the beginning but who chose 
to go another way.  Blessings to all.  Humane Bor-
ders ultimately took a life of its own.  So be it. 

I don’t know where else to say this.  Many of you 
will recall that Sue Ann Goodman, my much beloved 
wife, was working at the College of Education at the 
UofA and volunteering a ton of hours at Humane 
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Borders.  She quit a very well-paying job with bene-
fits to work for Humane Borders which to this day 
only pays low wages for part time work.  Sue, many 
have made contributions, but you excel them all!  
She has been my advocate, my companion, my co-
conspirator, the one to sit with me and think and re-
flect sometimes over and over on the same points 
until we thought we got it right.  Your way of affirming 
others is wonderful.   I look often at the picture Dale 
Thompson took of the two of us with that first water 
station.  Sue Ann and I call it our baby.  It felt just like 
that.  For the record, it was delivered nine months 
after our founding! 

May 2001.  The 14.  The Welton Walkers.  The 
Yuma 14.  Maybe we should have memorized their 
names.  Honestly my heart couldn’t stand it.  These 
were mis-named because most of them died in Pima 
County, in Tucson Sector.  No matter how we know 
them, they changed my life.  As a surgical intensive 
care and emergency room nurse, my record was 
treating eight gunshot wounds in one shift, so I’ve 
seen death more times than one should have to.  I 
never met any of the 26 in the group, but thanks to 
so many interviews, meetings, and fine writing, in-
cluding Luis Alberto Urrea’s great book, The Devil’s 
Highway, I feel like I know them. 

Their deaths is what catapulted Humane Borders 
into the world of international media.  That degree in 
journalism I picked up in ’74 has proved to be quite 
handy.  In one billing cycle of my cell phone, I used 
over 4,000 minutes.  Add to that an enormous, multi-
hundred dollar bill at the house and a similar one at 
the church, and you’ll know why we continue to ap-
pear in the media with such frequency.  We’re avail-
able.  We have opinions, passions, and analysis to 
share.  My questions to so many of you on trips to 
the desert and in weekly meetings have helped me 
hone my answers.  Thank you. 

In just the last ten days, we’ve been in six or 
seven different newspapers, including the New York 
Times, plus two Associated Press stories that went 
all around the world, on Fox News’ O’Reilly Factor, 
and on Irish BBC.  We were on the Friday Roundta-
ble at KUAT, and we’ve taken NBC Nightly News to 
Altar, Sonora.  I’m writing this Sunday, June 5, and 
this morning we had a pictures and a major opinion 
piece printed in the Arizona Daily Star.  We’ve gotten 
pretty good at this, and in many ways, I suppose it’s 
still fun, but it is still work.  Much of the fun is chas-
tened by the hate mail, the awful emails, the bomb 
threats, and threats to my personal security.  It’s not 
all pleasant. 

And having used that word, pleasant, several 
times, I ask your forgiveness. I believe I did come 
and give my best, but I’ve not been the most pleas-
ant person to be around.  Five years of this has been 

extremely stressful.  Two years ago, I damaged the 
T-7/T-8 part of my spine.  We’ve spent over $20,000 
trying to diagnose just exactly what’s involved, and 
still we don’t know.  “Here, eat this truck load of co-
deine, and maybe it will go away.”  Well it hasn’t, and 
it’s not likely to.  The pain is the same. 

Recently, we’ve secured the services of Paul 
Fuschini to direct daily operations.  That has been 
some relief.  The day is coming when there will have 
to be even more.  That day can’t come for me until 
we’ve developed and trained even more volunteers 
and developed more resources for funding that will 
lead to a larger staff. 

We’re all hopeful that legislation that is on the ta-
ble now or legislation that will come will change 
things and we can get out of the water station busi-
ness.  Even if we see those things, we’re not likely to 
see a truly “humane border” for a very long time.  It 
will take another couple of years after we see com-
prehensive immigration reform to get people out of 
the desert.  We all might as well dig in for the long 
haul. 

On this fifth anniversary, my vision for the future 
of Humane Borders is to create and sustain an or-
ganization that continues to advocate for a truly hu-
mane border, one that does not kill, one that does not 
abuse, one that does not oppress.  I suspect our 
commitments will generate just that, and I predict 
there will be a tenth anniversary before you know it. 

Finally, I want to say I’m very aware that I bring a 
different strategy for social change than others em-
ploy.  Hey, that’s the purpose of education.  We held 
up our arms and said, “Death in the desert is wrong.  
Who wants to talk about that?”  Many have talked: 
Border Patrol, INS, DHS, Federal, Tribal, State, 
County, Municipal, Corporate, Private.  The conver-
sation continues, and thanks to many people sharing 
the same vision, the groundwork for an even larger 
conversation has been laid.  Thanks to each of you 
who have helped hold the center of this vision to-
gether.  It has paid many dividends. 

Thanks for the permission to spill all of the ink I 
spilled here.  I figure better here than at the dinner.  
Thanks for all the kind words, cards, calls.  Probably 
100,000 volunteer hours have been donated over the 
years under the auspices of Humane Borders, Inc.  
Thanks to each of you.  Thanks to First Christian 
Church!  I can think of no other congregation where 
this could happen.  Blessings to all.  Every migrant 
you meet in heaven will thank you and bless you. 

Probably the greatest thanks we’ve gotten to-
gether comes from the deer antlers laid upon the wa-
ter stations.  We don’t know who, but we know what it 
means.  “Blessings to you and your whole blood line 
now and forever.”  If I could, I’d give each of you an 
antler.                                       --Robin 
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