
A COLD, WET, DESERT DAY OF MOURNING 
by Dan Abbott, FDC Liaison 

 

It was bitterly cold—I mean shivering, sock-cap-down-over-your-ears, scarf-around-your-neck 
cold. 
 
A handful of us had come to a spot just outside Douglas where a border crosser had drowned in 
a stock tank—a long pit filled with water for the Angus cattle that are raised on the grass of the 
Sulphur Springs Valley. It was just 4 or 5 miles north of the border and not half a mile from the 
main road between Douglas and Bisbee.  

 
It was a “cross planting”—a tradition begun by the School 
Sisters of Notre Dame. Crosses are “planted” at the 
locations where human remains are discovered: sites where 
people have perished as they crossed the mountains and 
deserts of Southern Arizona. A simple ritual is performed, 
prayers are offered up, and a cross is cemented into the 
ground to bear witness to the courage and drive of yet one 
more person seeking safety.  
 
This cross was for a “No Identificada,” a woman found with 
no ID, no indication of who she was or where she had come 
from. We had no idea if she had been someone’s mother, 
someone’s sister, or maybe even a grandmother. However, 
as people in this part of the world are often reminded, she 
was a child of God, and someone’s dear daughter. 
 

When I am confronted with this harsh reality as we spend time on the US-Mexico border, my 
thoughts go to this woman’s family somewhere in Mexico or Central America. My wife, 
Catherine, and I have daughters and granddaughters and my heart aches at the thought of 
losing one to the desert. I can only imagine the deep grief and sadness that permeates the souls 
of families whose children are found dead in the desert. For some there is no ability to mourn 
around a casket because all they have is the chilling awareness of their child’s disappearance.  
 
Since that cold morning out on the desert, I offer this prayer, “Dear God, I know that your loving 
heart is torn asunder by the pain experienced by so many whose loved ones have been 
consumed by the killing fields of the borderlands. Wrap your loving arms around them as hope 
for their return gradually drains away and they are overtaken by grief. May they know that you 
too are deeply, deeply saddened and that you weep with them.” 
 
God, in your mercy, hear our prayers! 


