
H 
ere in Nicaragua, red and purple bougain-
villea vie with the bright hibiscus as hum-
mingbirds flit from one to another. In the 

north, we know that the crocus, daffodils and tulips 
are pushing up from their dark winter home as red-
buds and dogwood, rhododendron and azaleas 
prepare to make their splashy entrance on the 
scene.  And then there is that gradual, delicate leaf-
ing out of all the trees.  All of creation seems to be 
celebrating the transitions of winter into spring.  Itôs 
no wonder that we choose this season for also cele-
brating the mothers who brought us to birth.  Here at 
the Casa, we celebrate and give thanks for the safe 
birthing of over 12,550 mothers since October of 

1991. 

Reflecting on springtime and mothers and birthing, 
our thoughts this year turn to various forms of tran-
sition and turning points.  All who have given birth 
or accompanied others are deeply aware of those 
critical times of transition occurring during labor as 
the child travels down the birth canal. As mothers 
and midwives testify, the transitions in giving birth 
mark times of change, of letting go, of that feeling of 
not having it all together or of wishing it could just all 

be over with...now! 

Some of you are in transition after a recent death of 
a loved one. Others have known the loss of new life 
in your womb. Still others have experienced the 
sudden death of loved ones through acts of violence 
and, tragically, all of us have witnessed daily so 
many deaths brought about by war.  At the same 
time, many of you are anticipating the more joyful 
transitions of marriage and 50th anniversaries, births 
of your children/grandchildren or an anticipated 
retirement. All of these ñturning pointsò shift us from 
one place to another, sometimes harshly as with 
death and at other times with great gentleness and 

a sense of celebration. 

Over the next 2 years, I will be gently moving toward 
my own retirement or ñjubilationò as it is called in 
Nicaragua. The Friends of the Casa board are work-
ing with Casa staff to assume many of my responsi-
bilities as volunteer fund raiser and liaison with 
FOCM in Michigan.  Am sure you have noted the 
initial transition in the skillful work of Lauren 

Schramp as editor of the newsletter. And now our 
new website has been brought to birth through the 
attentive ñlaborò of Carlos Castro and Lauren.  On p. 
4 they share their stories and suggest ways you 

might use the website. 

Our long time friend Sheyla Hirshon vividly shares 
what life is like for the mothers of Nicaragua she has 
come to know since her arrival here in 1979 and her 

deep admiration is evident. pp. 2-3.  

We hope that you will continue to share with us the 
transitions through which you are moving.  With 
deepest gratitude for your support, the Casa staff 
and the FOCM Board ask the blessings of spring-

time and renewed energy for all,   warmly,   

Kitty Madden ï newmoon@ibw.com.ni 
My address in late April-May:  
Cedars of Peace    
515 Nerinx Rd. Nerinx, KY 40049-9999 
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Our Mission: 

The Casa Materna Mary Ann 

Jackman seeks to reduce 

maternal and infant death 

by providing education, 

shelter, food and medical 

attention for rural mothers 

with high-risk pregnancies 

before and after birthing. 

 

Friends of the Casa Materna 

is a non-profit association 

that channels support to the 

mothers, newborns and staff 

of the Casa Materna Mary 

Ann Jackman in Matagalpa, 

Nicaragua  

Again this year, we  

invite you to consider a gift to the 

Casa mothers in honor or in  

memory of your own mother or grandmother. 

Additional cards are available from Pat Doyle at 

patptdyl@aol.com or  

(586) 772-6157  



P 
urísima at the Casa Materna... A woman is 
waiting outside the door as we come in. Shy, 
very pregnant, with her compañero beside 

her, both uncertain how to proceed.  She approaches 
us as we go in the door. Kitty ushers her in and she 
sinks into one of the rocking chairs in the spacious 
lobby.  
 
I havenôt been here for several years, and am sur-
prised at how much the Casa has grown.  The dining 
room has been expanded with seemingly endless ta-
bles and chairs; thereôs a new painting covering one 
wall; and the staff is having a hard time finding 
chairs for all the women who would be at the cele-
bration. There is now an average of 20 women every 
day, Kitty informs me, and sometimes as many as 40.  
 
Many other things havenôt changed though.  Inside is 
the same cheery buzz I have grown to expect.  
Thereôs the same shock of suddenly being in a flat-
stomach minority, as woman after pregnant woman 
comes out of her room to see if the celebration is 
happening.  As usual in Nicaragua, we have rushed 
to be there on time, only to find that the event will 
begin later.  I greet Norma, Miriam, Jeronima, Rosa 
and other familiar faces, and settle into a rocking 
chair to remember...  

 

Sixteen years ago, my daughter, then just a year old, 
inaugurated the Casa in the only really appropriate 
way: she had an attack of diarrhea on one of the 
new mattresses. Her very concrete gesture was all 
too symbolic; diarrhea is a killer of undernourished 

babies in the Nicaraguan countryside.  I think of this, 
as I watch the faces of the women: hopeful, smiling, 
looking like children themselves with their clean faces 
and colorful smocks.  There is a touch of pride in 
their bearing - 
their babies will 
be born in hospi-
tals, maybe a first 
in the family.  
The attention of 
doctors and the 
availability of 
equipment for 
difficult births will 
save the lives of 
some.  The next 
five years may 
still be a struggle. 
 
You have to visit 
the Nicaraguan 
countryside, ñel 
campoò, ñla monta¶a,ò to understand the Casa and 
its function.  You have to walk through the market to 
the crowded, noisy and perennially chaotic ñCotran 
del Norteò and board a bus for one of the villages.  
You have to sit for a hour or two while the bus bangs 
its way over a road pitted with holes and the dust 
filters through the closed windows, and you wonder if 
you will survive the trip at all.  You have to watch the 
eyes of the children ï delighted, fascinated to be on 
the bus and, if they are lucky, nursing an ear of corn 
or a plastic bag of fruit drink that someone has 
bought for them.  Then you have to get off, not at 
the town, but at an unmarked point by the roadside 
and hike for an hour or two - or three -  along a path 
that winds with no clear landmarks past scattered 
farms and streams that become impassible rivers in 
the rainy season.  Finally, you have to begin to ask 
where the house of ñdo¶a Vanesaò or ñla familia Her-
nandezò is, and have the neighbor send an older 
child with you to guide you.  And once you have 
reached the house, and are offered a seat in the 
shade, you will look out past the patio to the fields, 
and begin to understand....  
In this part of Nicaragua, many births are attended 
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In Honor of Nicaraguan Mothers by Sheyla Hirshon  

Sheyla and her daughter, Chrystal, just a baby, at the Casa Materna. 


