
I have been going through old 

photos and letters recently and 

found this one of the early staff...

Chila, Miryam, Maura, Gladis, 

Jeronima, Sonia, and me, Kitty. 

We will be sharing more photos 

and stories in the summer issue of 

the newsletter and look forward to 

sharing your stories too.

met Kitty's eyes and began to introduce myself, I started to cry. 
Kitty was very loving and patient and waited until I could get the 
words out!  I made my donation at that point but never stopped 
thinking about going to Nicaragua and seeing the Casa for 
myself, which I was able to do in February.

Arriving at the Casa one morning, 
we learned a 17-year-old mother 
had delivered a baby boy during the 
night.  Back with her baby she looked 
overwhelmed as the other mothers and 
las gringas gathered to coo over her 
newborn. I thought of the moment six 
months earlier when my older son, Sam, 
announced his girlfriend was pregnant. 
I was stunned and speechless!  Had this 
sweet 17-year-old had a similar reaction?  

Yet the circumstances could not be 
more different.  

 This made me wonder... why do I get to 
return to my life in northern California and not return to a home 
with a dirt floor as an unmarried 17-year-old with her first baby 
boy?  And, how is my own first-born baby boy having his first baby 
in a few short weeks?

I had the trip of a life time and I learned so much about this 
important work and this amazing country... and I learned about 
myself!  I hope I never forget the faces of the women of the Casa.

My name is Jana Powell. My dear friend and pastor, 
Debbie Weatherspoon, had spoken often of her 
experiences in Nicaragua, of meeting Kitty Madden 

and visiting the home for pregnant mothers. Then Kitty came 
to Los Altos United Methodist Church to talk during a service.

It was Mother's Day and I had lost my 
90-year-old mother, Marie, the summer 
before, so it was a very painful day.  My 
24-year-old son, Philip, told me he had 
donated to Casa Materna in my honor.  
I was so shocked and moved.  He was 
just starting out in his first real job as a 
teacher in a local high school. 

I had been a high-risk mother while carrying 
him at age 35, and had a complication 
in my twelfth week from a failed 
amniocentesis. I spent two weeks flat on my 
back on bed rest while my mother waited 
on me hand and foot and cared for my 
2-year-old son at the same time. One reason I had the amnio was 
because my mother had had a daughter with spina bifida who 
died at eight months old. 

At the conclusion of the service, my open check book in hand, 
I walked to the back of the church where Kitty was greeting 
the congregation.  If my son could donate in my honor, the 
least I could do was to donate in MY mother's memory.  As I 
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On Memories, Memorials and Motherhood                   by Kitty Madden

L ast issue, we inaugurated our 25th Anniversary Year and invited 
all to share memories of the Casa. This issue we are pleased to 
offer memories both old and new. Lauren Schramp Castro shares 

a letter she wrote home in 2005 while a nursing student interning at 
the Casa. For those who have been reading our newsletters for the 
past few years, you know Lauren has been a big part of FCM since 
that time, and both she and her husband, Carlos, are indispensible 
members of the board. We also have a new team member, Dawn Dones, 
who gives her impressions of the Casa on her recent third visit. 

On this page, Jana Powell, of Los Altos, California shares her touching 
reflection on how it feels to have a high-risk pregnancy, and the 
blessing of good mothering when you do. She reminds us that the Casa is like a 
loving mother providing vital care when it is most needed.  Many of our friends 
become donors after making a trip to Nicaragua. Jana shares how she was inspired 
to become a donor through our Alternative Mothers' Day campaign. It wasn't until 
this year that she was able to actually visit the Casa. 

We hope that you consider making a donation in honor or memory of a “mother” in 
your life, and we’ll send an acknowledgement. Your gift will be most welcome as we 
have committed to raising $12,000 more this year to offset money that Switzerland is no 
longer sending. We also plan to give “Anniversary Bonuses” to the Nicaraguan staff, 
some of whom have been with the Casa for the entire 25 years.  As I turn 75 on May 
30th  (Mothers’ Day in Nicaragua)  I am stunned to imagine that I have been with the 
Casa that long too...a full third of my life! Thanks for being part of the journey. 

We cannot live without stories. Our need for stories of our lives is so huge, so intense, so fundamental 
that we would lose our humanity if we stopped trying to tell stories of who we think we are. And even 
more important, if we stopped wanting to listen to each other’s stories....Ruth Behar,  Translated Woman

Clockwise: Jana’s mother, 

Marie;  Jana with a 

mother at the Casa;  Jana 

and her son, Philip, who 

first made a donation to 

the Casa in her honor.
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July 21, 2005 from the Casa Materna, Nicaragua

By this time I´m pretty used to the day-to-day life 
here...cold showers and the electricity going out are 
normal.  I´ve learned to wash my clothes on the pila 
and now I know where the saying "washboard abs" 
came from...haha.  It sure makes doing laundry at 
home seem like nothing at all!  I can eat gallo pinto 
with the best of them.  It is white rice 
and red beans cooked together and fried a 
bit so it gets a little crunchy.  They seem 
to eat it morning, noon, and night!  No fear 
though, I´ve found other favorites, like the 
ice cream shop.

All is well at the Casa Materna.  More 
women come and go everyday. It is a 
continuous cycle.  It´s nice to get to 
know the women since some of them end 
up staying a little longer.  Their stories 
continue to amaze me.  Their strength as 
women is quite unbelievable and at all ages.  
We have one girl having her first baby at 13 
and others who are 35 having their 7th.  I´ve been 
spending most of my days with the nurses.  We do 
little check ups on every mom in the mornings to 
follow their progress.  Also, throughout the day 
new women filter in, often having been on horse, 
bus, and/or walking for quite some time.  We do an 
entrance interview to get a basic history (which I 
can offically do all in Spanish now..yeah!!) and get 
them all settled in.  

We also go to the hospital everyday to pick up women 
who have had their babies and drop off any who might be in 
labor.  It took me awhile to get the hang of the hospital 
scene but I think I´ve got it now. It is not a clean place 
and sometimes it´s hard to think that people actually go 
there to get better.  I´m always glad when we can take our 

moms back to the Casa.

Everytime I´m there, I say a little 
prayer of thanks for what we have 
back home.

On a different note, I had my first 
rainforest journey!  We went to 
Selva Negra (Black Forest), about 
30 mins from here, for the day two 
weekends ago.  It was lucious with 
trees and plants and beautiful to 
hike through.  We hiked for a good 
3 or 4 hours (being the extreme 

outdoors woman I am...haha) and 
it was all definitely worth the trip.  

Unfortunately, we missed seeing any monkeys but I could 
hear them in the distance!

I think that´s all for now from this end!  I hope all is 
well where you are...send me some holas and updates!

    Con paz,  
    Lauren

It was the happiest accident that I partnered up with Fani. 
As the group of women from Casa Materna and visitors 
from across the US headed outside for a morning walk in 

March, Kitty invited each of us to find a new friend and connect. 
Fani was on my left and everyone else was a little farther away. 
Proximity fostered our partnership. And this was perfect. 

While we walked together up the steep hill in the bright 
spring sunshine with flowers in bloom all around us, Fani and 
I attempted to communicate. She was incredibly patient with 
my very broken Spanish (which is strictly limited to present 
tense and a selection of verbs). Little by little, we discovered 
bits about each other, things we had in common, joy that we 
both shared. Fani and I are almost the same age. She was 
pregnant with her fourth child, a little boy, and very excited 
about the delivery. I was visiting Nicaragua and Casa Materna 
for the third time and very excited about it all. 

Words can only do the heart so much justice. And when 
language is limited, something as simple as laughter or a 
look has the potential to create more depth and deeper 
connection. I know this was true for Fani and me. Joy filled our 
hearts as we walked, talked, listened to birds, looked at the 
flowers, and appreciated time in one another’s presence. 

I know my experience is not unique. For nearly 25 years, visitors 
have made their way to Casa Materna imagining that they have 
some way to help, something to offer, only to discover the gift 
that is needed is simply a willingness to connect, motivation to 
make a friend.  During each of my visits, this has happened most 
naturally in the procession up the hill to the gorgeous garden for 
morning stretches with Kitty and a circle of potential friends-to-
be.  Kitty makes this easy, partnering people who do not know 
each other and making connection feel as natural as breathing. 

The More Things Change, The More They Stay the Same     by Lauren Schramp Castro

I wonder how many friendships Kitty has fostered. I wonder how 
many hearts have grown under her gentle guidance. I wonder how 
many visitor’s lives have been inextricably impressed upon by the 
mothers of Casa Materna. I wonder if you would gift us one of your 
stories of a woman or a walk that has stayed with you in honor of 
Casa Materna’s 25th Anniversary and Kitty Madden’s 75th Birthday! 
We are collecting these stories so that they can be shared through 
the Friends of Casa Materna e-newsletter, Facebook page (facebook.
com/lacasamaternamaryannjackman), and more.

After stretching and breathing deeply, we walked down the hill 
side by side back to Casa Materna. We mostly moved in silence, 
not needing to say much of anything because the happy accident 
of our partnership for this tiny slice of life allowed Fani and me 
to impress upon each other in such a way that we became a part 
of one another’s story that transcended language. We hugged, 
blessed each other in words neither could translate, but both of us 
understood perfectly. Heart connections happen this way and this 
happens all of the time at Casa Materna. 

FCM Board Secretary, Lauren, has a knack for capturing a sense of time and place as evidenced by this letter 
she wrote home when she was a volunteer nurse back in 2005. Her letter could have been written last week.

Dawn Dones (left) walks with Casa staff Gladys and Jeronima for 
International Women’s Day. Notice the banner is the same one 
on the cover page and is as old as the Casa!

Third Time is Still Charming                   by Dawn Dones

Donations can be made securely on line at www.casamaterna.org 

Lauren (center) in 2005 with University 
of Minnesota grad students, Shelley 

Sherman and Sue Dicker.


