CHAPTER X

Health & Babies

- by Marvin Rockwell


Soon after arriving in Monteverde the local community found out that I had been in the Army Medical Corps in the Second World War and had received some medical training.  The nearest doctor was 6 or more hours away in Puntarenas.  As a result our neighbors started having me treat their health problems.  I sutured many cuts, treated infection, gave injections, put casts on broken arms etc.  We had met a good doctor in San José and he gave me prescriptions for drugs, which I needed to treat people.  A pharmacist signed the necessary papers for me to get permission to sell pharmaceutical supplies.  I was living with my parents and they let me use a small room in their house as a "Botica" (small drug store).  My mother tended the “Botica” when I was away treating people or on trips to San Jose.  She became familiar with some of the more common treatments and I taught her how to give intramuscular injections.  She was very helpful on occasions when I was away.


The first serious cut which I had to suture occurred when a man came and asked me to accompany him to his home in La Cruz, which is a settlement about 5 miles from Monteverde.  He told me that his son had cut his foot very badly.  I took sutures, alcohol, cotton, bandages etc. and went with him.  I found that his son was a boy of about 8 years of age who had cut his foot with an ax.  I did not have an anesthetic and the boy had to bear the pain while I was putting in the stitches.  As I always did when treating people, I asked God for his help.  I was sweating profusely by the time I finished.  The boy endured the pain without making a sound.  I returned every day for some days to dress the wound and thanks to God's help it healed rapidly.


One day Don Benjamín González, a man who had a farm a few miles down the road from Monteverde, brought one of his sons of about 10 years of age.  The boy had fallen and the wheel of the oxcart had run over his arm and broken both bones in two places.  I had two persons hold his arm while I did the best I could to align the bones and I put a cast on the arm and told Don Benjamín to take him to a doctor.  Time passed and then they brought the boy to have the cast taken off.  They had not taken him to a doctor but with God's help the bones had healed straight with no infection.


On one of my trips to San José I drove a short distance from the road to the house of Don Pablo Loría in Guacimal.  When I returned to the road to continue the trip to San José Patricio Sancho stopped me.  His daughter had fallen from the porch of his house and fractured her arm during the short time I had been at Don Pablo's house.  Using materials available I put a splint on the arm.  Many years later I stopped at the gasoline station and restaurant at La Irma de Abangares to put gasoline in my car and drink a carbonated beverage.  The young man who waited on me for a drink kept looking at me for a while then asked if I was "Don Marvin".  I said that I was and then he told me that his mother had told him many times about the time when I had put a splint on her arm.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

HEALTH

By Elva Mendenhall Rockwell

Monteverde 1951 to 1970.

When Marvin began to be away from Monteverde more of the time he sold his "Botica" to Cecil and it became a part of our Pulpería.  Along with supplying simple remedies to our customers we also were often asked to advise about how to treat various ailments and injuries.  We soon learned, with the help of Don Juven Hidalgo who had a small Botica in his home in Santa Elena, about some of the favored medicines our Costa Rican customers wanted.  Much sickness was often malnutrition or other ills aggravated by malnutrition.  The most common problems were diarrhea and intestinal parasites.  Both of these left children, especially, in poor condition to cope with Measles, Whooping Cough etc.  There were epidemics of each of these.  Our family had the measles although we had had them at Fairhope years before.  The kind here seemed to be an especially virulent strain and some children died of them.  When Whooping Cough began to be around Cecil obtained and gave a great many injections which helped bring the epidemic under control.  When a neighbor came down with Typhoid Fever we hoped to prevent the spread of it.  It had not been known in our area before.  With assistance of doctor and nurses at the San Ramon Hospital, Cecil brought up inoculations along with several nurses to administer them.  Word went out from the Pulpería that Typhoid Inoculation Centers would be at the Pulpería and the Cerro Plano School.  A great many people took advantage of the opportunity and we were relieved and pleased that no one else came down with it.  The nurses had also brought with them an effective pill for getting rid of intestinal parasites.  They gave one of these along with each inoculation.  Our altitude was high enough that there was no Malaria or Yellow Fever.  Another low-land problem was a serious kind of Leishmaniasis.  It was caused by the bite of a small fly that carried a protozoa from one infected person to another and entered the blood stream, breaking out in any part of the body, causing sores or ulcers that were difficult to heal.  We soon had patients who lived in a lower altitude coming for treatment.  With the aid of a doctor Cecil was able to get the needed medicine for a series of injections to cure it.

At another time he was provided with shots to give to a neighbor who had been bitten by a rabid cow.  The doctor told Cecil how to give the shots and the man did not have to make the many trips out to receive them from a doctor.  One time a doctor came from San Jose for some reason.   While he was there Cecil asked him to look over the medicines we had in stock in the Botica and give any advise he felt like giving.  In several ways we were helped by doctors who gave instructions for the best ways to manage the most common problems.  All seemed glad there was a place so far from the cities that people could receive help.

Our motto from the beginning was to "Do no harm".  Beyond that there were many ways to be of assistance.

Cecil had no idea how far this reputation had traveled.  One day our family drove to Tilarán for a picnic near the Rural Clinic where Ellen was doing her rural practice in nursing.  She joined us for lunch.  Then she said there was a woman who worked at the Clinic who had an ailment the doctor couldn't help.  She wanted Ellen to ask Don Sizo (Cecil) if he would talk with her as  she thought he would know how to cure her!  (There was no road to Tilarán then except to go down to the highway, then up the mountain to the village).

Some time after we had moved to  Monteverde the Dos Pinos Coop. Milk plant in San Jose began producing their excellent dried milk "Pinito" which was sold in cans.  When we had the Pinito to sell it was a wonderful help in improving the nutrition - especially for babies and small children.  Elva worked out formulas using it and Floyd translated them into Spanish.  One of these could be given to the mother of a sick baby along with advice to use boiled water and a scalded bottle.

A good friend of Elva's told her that if she could keep her baby alive until he was two - (when he could begin to eat rice and beans) that she could expect him to live and grow.  The first time Elva was at her home her 18 months old boy lay in a little home-made hammock.  He was very thin and weak.  The mother had no more milk and their one cow had dried up.  All she had for the baby was "agua dulce" for him.  He pulled through and by the time another baby came the Pinito was available.  The mother couldn't have been happier at how well this baby did.  Many of the women were afraid to give their babies cows milk as it would make them sick.  We soon realized that the milk soon spoiled without refrigeration and of course made the babies sick.  Pinito was surely the answer since that could be shaken up in the bottle and immediately given to the baby.

Another aid to better nutrition was the very good bulk oatmeal we sold in the pulpería - it was good, and inexpensive.  Women often came to our house bringing sick babies & children.  Likely they felt more comfortable talking to another woman.

Much dreaded by all was the danger of severe bleeding from cuts.  Since machetes were used for everything, from pealing potatoes, to chopping wood, to cleaning brush from the pastures, there were bound to be some accidents.  The usual way of stopping the blood flow for the Ticos was placing a mixture of cobwebs and coffee grounds in the wound.  With the blood absorbed in this combination it would "set up" almost like cement.

A neighbor girl came to Elva with a badly infected toe.  There was no way to clean the wound, caused by a machete cut, because of the hard protection.  When Elva tried to remove this it only started the flow of blood again.  Finally she applied a thick layer of disinfectant salve and put on a bandage.  The girl was told to return the next morning.  When the bandage was removed the hard substance came with it, leaving a clean partially healed wound.  With the application of Sulfathiazol powder and a fresh bandage the toe was well on the way to being healed.

Floyd got a long cut on the back of one hand in the cane chopper.  We hardly knew what to do with it so we brought Edith, a retired nurse, to assist us.  She made  "butterfly" bandages of adhesive tape to hold the sides together, then applied the gauze bandage over that.  In that way the bandage could be changed as needed without disturbing the injury.  One day a young man came to ask Cecil to treat a deep cut in his upper arm.  Cecil told him he should get to a doctor who could sew it up for him.  He said he was sure Cecil could take care of it.  And with the help of butterfly bandages and sulfa powder, he did.  It healed well.  Edith would have liked to have helped more people, but language was a barrier for her.

We were fortunate to live at the beginning edge of Monteverde.  We had near Costa Rican neighbors and of course before long became acquainted with the customers whom we often saw.  Young Costa Ricans were our helpers in the store too.  Our children learned Spanish from the beginning of the school in Monteverde so with much help from our Costa Rican friends we were able to gradually learn pretty fair Spanish.  An important consequence of  being able to visit  with our Tico neighbors was that we learned from them how to use the vegetables and fruits that grew on the mountain that were new to us.  Of course this helped us have nutritious meals too.  We often learned new recipes, and sometimes ate meals in their homes - as they did in ours.  Another very big help to us was learning how to make garden.  With this loose soil and many weeks of heavy rain it was important to know how to hold the good soil and not have it eroded away.

We were very impressed with how typical it was of most all Costa Ricans to be helpful people - from the Ministers in Government through every degree of attainment, in any situation.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

BOMBA

Ricky awoke very hoarse.  When he coughed he said, “I sound like a howler monkey.”

The Ambulance

by Marvin E. Rockwell

From:  Family Album, 1957

The quiet of the evening had set in,

Or at least it should have been,


Cuando dos muchachos llego.


To San Jose they wish me to go.

It seems that a little brother is sick,

And papa says that he must go quick,


A un doctor para que le lo ver,


And in the hospital have proper care.

So I set about to prepare in advance

Dear old Rover again is to be an ambulance.


Hecho gasolina, aceite, agua y frijoles.


The last to make a softer ride, no less.

I go around tightening bolts here and there

And making sure all the tires have enough air.


Ya termino el trabajo; y la hora, que es?


Twelve thirty.  Oh well, I didn’t want any sleep 

I guess.

So I drink two cups of coffee and eat a little too.

To his house I drive and arrive at the appointed hour of 

two.


“Buenas noches amigos.  Están todos listos?”


No not quite ready, but almost.

After another cup of coffee we’re soon all aboard.

Of our road down the mountain I won’t say a word.


“San Jose es muy lejos, pero cuando 

llegamos?”


In the wee hours of the morn, is the question 

asked most.

When over the hills we see the first rays of sun,

The Inter-American Highway we have just won.


“Ahora es mas bueno, no golpéa tanto.”


It may be better for them, but for me, Oh, Oh.

Between pinching and singing and coffee each chance

I keep on the road and somewhat awake though more 

like a trance.


Cuando llegamos en Esparta, paramos para 

gasolina y desayuno.


So we tank up, Rover with gasoline, me with 

coffee, you know.

At last in San Jose we arrive

And thankful to all be alive.


Ahora buscamos la oficina del doctor.


The office we find and stop at the door.

We hurry around and carry the boy in.

I hurry back out before a cop sees my bad parkin’.


El doctor dice: “Internarlo en el hospital.”


So to the hospital we go and wait in the hall,

For an hour or two, while the papers they make out.

Poor little Marcos doesn’t know what it is all about.


“Adios Marcos, no llora mas.”  Con eso sali.


Mission completed and so to the pension tired 

as could be.




38 hours without sleep.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

- by Lucky Guindon

We were plagued with strange maladies—fevers, an epidemic of infectious hepatitis, ulcers that wouldn't heal, and others.  But strangely free of the contagious child-hood diseases.  Until several years later with the introduction of Gov't inoculations, or more trips outside.  Then you came together with many children from various places and suddenly we were getting measles, chicken pox, mumps, whooping cough, etc.  All of which had the habit of erupting at the beginning and the end of school, which also coincided with the beginning and ending of rainy season.  But it was the hepatitis which laid a lot of people low that first year, and had some even hospitalized.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Jaundice

- from old letters by Lucky Guindon

7-26-52:

Jaundice epidemic in Monteverde.  Many down and 1 hospitalized.  Marvin’s medical experience helps.

Went visiting this afternoon—to see Lawrence and stopped on my way back to see Dorothy.  Lawrence and Betty have been down or dragging around, for the past week.  Jaundice.   But they luckily don’t have it as bad as some have had.  Dorothy is really sick only it’s not jaundice, and Marvin is sick today (in his stomach) – hope it’s not jaundice.  Hubert’s having a very bad cold and John likewise.  So it goes – around and around.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

FAMILIES

- by Margaret Montien

(April 23, 1965)  Monteverde Day April 19,

In nineteen hundred and fifty-one,

When Monteverde was just begun,

Thirteen children came with the group;

Now who are left of this merry troop?

There were Howard's Kathryn and Celia and John--

Here for a while, but now all gone;

Ellen, Jeanette and Paul and Floyd--

Three have departed, leaving a void,

But Paul's still here, as you see in truth;

And so are Carol and Phillip and Ruth.

There was Harkey's Ted, whose departure we rue,

And George and Ruthie Campbell too—

Ruthie the youngest of all who came—

Just look at her now-does she look the same?

Before that selfsame year was through,

Berto and Emily made their debut.

Doris arrived in 'fifty-two,

And Donny, Bruce, and Juanita were new.

In nineteen hundred and fifty-three

Came young Tomas and his pal Berni.

Nineteen hundred and fifty-four

Saw the arrival of children galore.

Rene, Toni, and Vance came from country foreign,

And three baby girls were also boren:

Martha was first, Roseanna second,

Helena the third and last, 1 reckoned.

Nineteen hundred and fifty-five

Saw Jerry, Bobby, and Mike arrive.

In nineteen hundred and fifty-six

The stork was up to his usual tricks.

He brought Carlos, Arturo,  and Wendy quite raw,

While Margarita became a Walmsley by law.

Then Leonard came, if you'll remember,

And Vitalis too, about December.

In nineteen hundred and fifty-seven

Eric and Billy dropped from heaven.

In nineteen hundred and fifty-eight

Lesli and Beni crashed the gate.

ln nineteen hundred and fifty-nine

Andy and Olivia joined the line.

Nineteen-sixty brought only one:

A little girl they call Yvonn.

In nineteen hundred and sixty-one

Juanita's and Ricky's careers were begun.

In nineteen hundred and sixty-two

Leyn was born, and Meg joined the crew.

Nineteen hundred and sixty-three

Brought Liddy and Marcos and Anthony

In nineteen hundred and sixty-four

Paquito and Astrid took the floor,

And that's the total, up to this-here day

Of children who've lived in Monteverde

With their families—a goodly count,

For fifty-two's the exact amount!

Of all these, thirty-five are here,

With more to come ere the end of the year

With two more young fellas new in school

Who don't come under the general rule;

But they belong here too, today—

So Susie and Joe, please step this way !

Now here's to our children. May their days be sunny
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In the land that flows with milk, if not honey!

++++++++++++++++++++++++++

NEW BABIES

-from “Monteverde” book by Mildred Mendenhall

     
A natural progression of events wherever young married people reside is the arrival of new babies, and we had our share.  During the first ten years nineteen babies were born to Monteverde families. Six young mothers wisely opted for doctor- assisted hospital deliveries. It was the first baby for four of them.  The remainder were home births, and it is possible I may have set a precedent when I decided to stay home for the birth of our third daughter in 1952.

     
I felt comfortable with this decision, knowing that Hubert's sister Elva as well as his mother were willing to give a hand at the time of birth. What a relief to be spared the jouncy, gruelling hot journey to San Jose at least two weeks in advance of when the baby was expected. Juanita's birth was a wonderful experience for the whole family, and our daughter loves to tell how she was born on a windy wet November night, just past midnight, in her parents' lantern lit tent home, warmed by a wood fire in the cook stove.

      
Thereafter, Elva was on call from time to time, proving herself to be an apt midwife and on several occasions I went with her to serve as "the second pair of hands."  We shall forever remember another blustery, misty night when the call came at three in the morning. The prospective father had ridden to the closest neighbor's home where he left his saddled horse Sam, before hurrying back home to his wife.

     
Mary Rockwell, on old Sam, was soon on the road covering the distance across the neighborhood in record time, first  alerting Elva, then calling out my name as she arrived at our door.

     
Hubert saddled our Mo (Gerónimo), and Mary and I were off and running, my horse seeming to sense the urgency, though it could have been the scales (to weigh the baby), jangling and flopping against his side that had something to do with the speed with which we covered the ground. Sam gave it all he had to keep up, and soon we caught up to Elva.  Our horses' pounding hooves inspired her horse, Duke, and we all three raced on through the night to our destination.

      
As was often the case, we had in the end a comfortable amount of time for birthing preparation, and even for a bite of breakfast before baby sister put in her appearance to the delight of two small brothers.  For several days we went back, taking turns providing follow-up care for mother and babe.  The women of the community arranged a schedule, whereby each in turn provided a meal a day for the family.

     
Over the years there were more home births, including our granddaughter who arrived ahead of schedule, following a plan of her own design as opposed to that of her parents.  I missed that birth but was present when our daughter (she of the tent birth) and her husband chose to have their second baby in our home in British Columbia. It was another wonderful event in my life. What a privilege to experience, along with the parents, the unparalleled degree of loving, harmonious teamwork involved, and to feel, at the same time, vitally aware of God's presence and guidance.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

BABIES

By Elva Mendenhall Rockwell –

Monteverde 1951 to 1970.

The arrival of a new baby was a minor Jubilee to be met with happiness and thankfulness.  This was an instance, as were so many others in Monteverde, where we learned "in the doing".  It was a real privilege to me to participate, usually with Mildred Mendenhall, with her "second pair of hands", in these joyful occasions.

The first directions we followed were from a Childbirth Manual published by the "U.S. Dept. Of Labor (!).  It gave simple, but very clear directions.  Mildred Stetzel had sent a copy to her daughter, Janice Harkey, when she became pregnant.  I wished to have another copy and wrote to the Dept. for a copy.  They replied that the manuals were no longer in print and the supply was exhausted.  Soon after I had this reply, I received a post card from some one who worked in that Dept.  He said he had a used copy of the manual, but no longer needed it and would I like to have it.  Of course I said "yes please".  In those years "Childbirth Without Fear" by an English doctor, Grantly Dick Read was what we were reading and liking the methods Read explained so well. (This was long before the La Maze methods - though the purpose of each had many similarities.)  For folks like us living 50 or 100 miles from Doctor & Hospital, it was an invaluable methods.  Another most valuable book was an Obstetrics Text book written by a Doctor in Dublin, Ireland.  This book along with an excellent Medical book on Tropical Diseases had been sent to us by Dr. George Perrera of New York State.  Studying the Text Book was like taking postgraduate course compared to the Manual - each held an important place in our "doing and learning".  We had other teachers as well.  While we were living at the Challe Finca near San Jose we had a visitor.  She was Franzesca Glienke.  She had come to the States as a refugee from war-time Germany.  She became a midwife and at one time was one of the midwives in the Kentucky Mountains and rode horse-back to be with her patients.  She was, by this time, working with UNACEF teaching Midwifery.  She had come to the language school in San Jose to learn Spanish, expecting to teach in Spanish speaking countries.  She became a good friend to all of us and later on made us a visit in Monteverde.  By this time three babies had been born in Monteverde.  I had kept careful records of each birth and went over them with her.  She was so helpful and supportive and she gave us all courage.  In fact she said "Always remember the three Cs, Calm, Confidence and Courage".  She thought we were wise not to try to care for first births.  If all went well with the first baby, and the pregnancy had gone normally with the next it would indicate a home birth.  But she said to be sure the mother felt completely comfortable doing it this way.  If she should feel apprehensive at all there should be careful consideration and it might be better to get her to a hospital.  We just hoped this would not be necessary during Sept. & Oct. when in the early years the road was impassable.  Fortunately this didn't happen.  Another midwife who visited Monteverde some later was Nancy Burley.  She was a member of the AFSC group in El Salvador and came for vacation time in Monteverde.  Her interest, suggestions and encouragement were also most helpful.  I subscribed to "Maternity Briefs", a small monthly magazine published by the New York Maternity Association.  It contained articles of interest and good advice.  It kept me up to date on new ideas in Maternity Management.  So we learned in many ways.

Having a baby in Monteverde was a family affair.  The father saw to it that there was a good supply of DRY wood on hand - the best burning kind.

Before there were telephones he ran for the helpers.  During labor he was the mother's best support.  With the miracle of the new birth there came a closeness of all of us as a team; and feelings that we were all being guided to do what was best.  Then came the thankfulness that all was well.  I admired more than words can tell, the mothers with their faith and courage.  The Community was always there to give aid too - care of other children for one thing.  I always appreciated a tradition first suggested by Doris Campbell.  It was for the women in the neighborhood to sign up to bring a good meal to the family each day, which meant the family knew what to count on.  The meal came with a friendly call.  All a help and pleasure to the mother.

When my turn was done I knew there were capable women who would be on hand when needed.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

MIRACLE AT CHRISTMAS

By Lucille Guindon

Monteverde, Puntarenas, Costa Rica

“Deck the hall with boughs of holly—“ and I heartily agreed as I climbed into the hospital bed with the song echoing in my thoughts.  No, I wasn’t sick;   I was just going to celebrate Christmas in my own special way--- by having a baby!  Just a few hours earlier I was singing lustily along with the others at our Community Christmas celebration, unaware of what was getting ready to happen.


“Ah, this is great.  Now I can relax.”  I sighed aloud as I leaned back on the pillows.  My mind drifted back over the day’s events.  


That morning, Christmas day, had dawned bright and sunny, here in the mountains of Costa Rica.  It was really “windy, misty season” but somehow Christmas day always seemed to emerge warm and lovely.  “Wolf”, my husband, finished breakfast, we had our gift exchange.  The children all seemed sincerely pleased with their gifts, even though they were mostly clothes they were needing anyway.  For we live in a remote area, and topographically, (to put it mildly) very far from the cities purchasable treasures.  So pre-Christmas gift-making was a big item, though I enjoyed it.  Now I was receiving more in return, by seeing their pleased faces.


“Here’s another contraction.”  I informed the midwife, as I breathed deeply to relax during it.


“Well, that’s seven minutes again.  Guess things are about the same.” She commented.


How nice it was, I thought to have someone with you keeping tab on your progress and helping you to feel so relaxed.


“You’re doing just fine.” Praised by husband, giving my hand a squeeze.  Wonder if I hadn't better get the cows milked though.  Is this as good a time as any?"

      
I hated to see him go, but I knew the cows couldn't wait, even though babies were being born, so I assured him it would be alright.  Thoughtful neighbors offered assistance, so I knew things would go faster.

      
"We'll call you if things liven up."   called EIva,  the midwife,  as he was leaving.  "Husbands are too important to miss this."

      
I was glad l didn't have to be in the hospital.  This was so much more informal and relaxing----just having my neighbors in for a nice visit.  They (Elva, and her assistant, Mildred) knew just what to do and when to do it, being such pleasant companions all the while.  Up here, except for primaturas or ones with complications in pregnancy, it is just as well not to venture down the rough terrain to get to a hospital.  It takes three or four hours at best, just to go down twenty miles on the rough trail, bump by bump, until you reach the highway, and that's only the beginning of the journey.  Several years ago, due to there being no Doctor in this area, Elva took on the responsible job as mid-wife, using a capable assistant, and through midwife manuals and experience, they have become very efficient, devoting a lot of their time even though they both have large families of their own to care for.  

The excitement of the first, had begun to wear off, and I commenced to feel a little impatient.   But I knew that the only way to hurry nature was to relax, so I returned to my reverie.

      
How the children had looked forward to this event,  partly for the sake of having a baby in the house, and partly because -they would stay at the neighbors' houses.  Frequently for weeks ahead of time, my seven-year-old would query. "How do you feel, mama?  Do you feel kind of sick?"

       
"Why, no."  1 answered.  "Why do you ask?"

       
"Just wondered."

       
Thinking our son was becoming unusually thoughtful, it suddenly dawned on me--,--it wasn't my welfare he was concerned about, but hopefully wishing they could soon go visiting:

     
I was startled to awareness by Elva's asking,  "Has anyone seen my dress?"  No,  we hadn't.   "I can't seem to find it,  and I'm sure  I put it in.   Yes,  I know I did,  I remember washing and ironing it, and putting it in a bag with my  other  things."    She'd  sent  the  box  of  her  equipment  up  early  so  it  would be here,  but I hadn't taken anything out except things for the bed.   She continued her frantic search for it amongst the labeled sterilized packages but to no avail.  "Here's my apron and my scarf at least, but I can't understand whatever happened to that dress.  Guess this one will have to do."

     
I relaxed on another contraction, then drifted back to my thoughts.  Time was fleeting, and I could imagine everyone wondering and waiting for the "general ring" which would proclaim the birth of a new baby.

      
The half-mile walk that morning to our school-house for the meeting for worship, was exhilarating.   I wondered at the time if today could be the day,  Oh,  no,  I  thought,  not  on Christmas.    I've  come  this  far,  I  don't want  to miss out on any of it now.

     
Singing carols was fun while we waited for the "community dinner" to be prepared.   Everyone brought assigned dishes in advance, so it didn't take long.   During dinner l began to feel a little uneasy as lower pressure increased.

      
Before the gift exchange started I warned Elva,  "Things might happen soon."

      "Oh?" she responded, waiting for more.

      
"Nothing's happened yet, but just thought I'd warn you."   I finished lamely, feeling a little foolish now I'd made the prediction.

      
But sure enough, as soon as gifts were being handed out, I felt a tightening in my lower back which I recognized as the first contraction.  Excitement welled up in me as I whispered to Wolf,  "I just had one."

   
"You're sure?"  he questioned.

      
I proudly nodded.  But I was interested in the gifts too, as each person in turn held up theirs for everyone to see and exclaim over.  All were hand-made and beautiful, showing talent and a lot of time.  I frequently eyed the clock behind me, and after fifteen minutes another contraction came and went.

    
One of our kind neighbors, seated back of us,  caught on  to  the  situation.   "Why, Lucky,"  she cried, trying to keep her voice to a whisper,  "How can you sit there so calmly?"  And she wrung her hands for fear I wouldn't get home in time.  I chuckled now, just remembering.  l could almost hear her heave a sigh of relief, when after the third contraction I concluded we'd waited long enough.  Elva was sitting right in front of us, making it easy to communicate inconspicuously.

     
"We'd better go."   I whispered.

    
Her eyebrows raised questioningly, then she turned to her husband, and said quietly, "Better get the Jeep ready.  We've got a trip to make."  As we rose to file out, alert people jumped up to follow, and to send hearty best wishes.

     
"Where's everybody going?" inquired one alarmed bystander, whereby someone quickly enlightened her.

     
Outside, Elva ordered,  "Now the Jeep's ready, better just go climb in while I get things  together."

     
"I might at least get my dishes." I replied, then with a great show of calmness,  began to gather things up.   But I found myself looking for things that had already been put in the basket, or else just looking, not knowing for what.

     
"Guess that's all.  I might as well go.  Oh, the children."  I dashed back in, in front of Santa,   (John C.), who was still trying to hand out gifts to the disassembled crowd.  "The baby's coming, and you'd better go home with the folks you're to stay with.", I quickly informed them, adding to their jubilation.

     
"Oh goodie, we knew it was going to come today.", was their only smug comment, then they resumed their concentration .on Santa.

      
Almost getting to the jeep several times, I beheld even the driver beginning to wonder if I were going to make it on time or not.

      
"Okay, dearie, I guess I'm finally ready."   I said to my nervously impatient husband, wondering what I had or didn't have.  At least I was in!

      
As we bumped and jounced homeward, I thought how most people were speeding away from home to have their babies, and here we were heading towards home.

      
Frequent contractions brought me back to the present in a hurry.  I secretly wished that "Wolf" would soon return for it might not be long now.  But, though more frequent,  they didn't have the strength that they usually do when nearing second stage,  I knew from experience.

      
When we got home,  and after I'd put  scissors and clamps  on  to boil, hastily packed the children's bags, and then helped Elva make the bed, the contractions became two minutes apart so we really rushed, thinking this was going to be a short one.  But seven minute intervals had been the usual thing since, so I wasn't getting very worried now.

       
Several times since reaching home, one of the four of us would remark, everything is just working out perfect!  I don't see how it could have been any better,"

     
Before Christmas people liked to calculate just when my time would be.

  
I hoped I wouldn't cause my helpers to miss anything special of the many activities.  Most people thought it would surely come before the program on the Sunday previous to Christmas.  At least, if not before, then during it:  "While you're up in front, singing."  my husband loved to say.  But as each special occasion ticked off the list, I breathed a sigh of relief, yet fearing the day would never come.  When we were preparing, to leave that afternoon, this time for the real thing, one gentleman approached me, protesting,  "Of all the lucky people!  It's not many that can have their cake and eat it too!  You haven't missed a thing, and here you are, going to have a Christmas baby besides!"

     
The door opened and Wolf entered.  "Ah, here you are," said Elva, scrubbing her hands diligently in the basin.  "Looks like things are going a little faster.  Surely glad you're back."

     
He hurried over and squeezed my hand, giving me a smile of encouragement.  As if this were the sign I'd been waiting for, the contractions immediately took  on  earnestness,  being  longer and more  business-like.    I'd been  comfortable the whole time so far, but now felt a little sore across my lower back.

     
"I feel like turning over a bit to ease my back.", to which Elva agreed.  Immediately another contraction came on, so I breathed deeply to ease it.  Suddenly I felt like pushing.  "Second stage." I gasped, trying hard to keep from bearing down, and at the same time move again onto my back.  "Can't have this baby while on my side."  I thought.   I could hardly move,  although I had managed to get partially on my back, but a little twisted.  I was still panting away for the contraction continued unabated.

      
"Why, I've never seen such a long contraction!" marveled Elva.  "My oh, the head's  coming  right down;  I can  see the hair!"   I kept puffing,  not wanting to push any for I could tell things were moving fast enough, and I certainly didn't want to tear.

      
"It's coming.  It's coming!  Now pant!  Pant!"

      
Those were orders.   I thought to myself,  "My land, what have I been doing then."  But I took great gasping breaths as the phrase in the midwife manual turned over in my mind, "pant like a dog".  The head was born.  What a splendid relief.  All in one contraction, with no pushing.  Elva tentatively asked if I could push now and see if the shoulders would come while there was no contraction.  We'd found this was usually very good and also helped to keep from tearing.   But this time I just couldn't.   Soon another contraction came, and. with just a little effort,  the baby was born.   Now what is so wonderful as the sudden lusty cry of a new-born babe, filling his lungs with air for the first time?

     
"A beautiful baby boy!"

     
I lay there a second savoring the peaceful surge or joy, relief, and fulfillment which over came me, and listening to that healthy cry, then raised my head and beheld our handsome new off-spring.

     
"Why, he's not even red."   I exclaimed.   "And what a wide face!"

     
I continued to admire him, and watch, fascinated while Elva tied and cut the cord, severing his last attachment with the sheltered home he'd just left.  Yes, this was our boy, our own beautiful baby boy, given unto us to nourish and raise----a separate individual.   What a wondrous thing is creation.

     
Elva spoke for us all when she said,  "I can't help but marvel every time, what a Wonderful miracle is child-birth.   Everything worked together just like it should.  It is really a miracle, and all the reward I need is to be privileged to be in on it."


Truly we rejoiced and gave thanks.

     
Mildred then whisked the boy off to clean him up and dress him, while Elva stayed with me.  Proud papa enjoyed helping as much as he could with the little fellow.   Then to weigh him.   They tied him up in a blanket and hung him on the dairy scales, as good a way as any to start a young dairyman off.   Eight pounds on  the dot,  and look at those large hands and feet!  He's a dandy.

      
I was soon through third stage, then Elva started clearing things up to restore order.

      
"What do you know? Here's my dress!" she cried, while we looked up in surprise.  "Right here in this bag.  On the outside it read, LARGE STERILE CLOTHS,  very  appropriate  but  a  little  obscure.  "Now  I  know!   This  bag was  left over from a former delivery, and I used it again, not realizing it was marked!"  The mystery was solved, but a little late.

      
"Guess I'd. better give the general ring before everyone's in bed.  People will be anxious." decided the man of the house.  So he cranked and cranked the phone until his arm was tired, then lifted the receiver up,

      
"Merry Christmas,  everybody!   A present just arrived at our house.   A baby boy.  Weighs eight pounds.  Name is Benito Ramon.  Yes.  Everyone's doing fine.  You got that?  The name?  Benito Ramon.  Thank you.  Okay,  good night,"

     
Yes, it was a wonderful Christmas present.  It couldn't have worked out better.  We could honestly say we went to sleep that night with peace in our hearts and good will toward all men.

      
A few weeks later when the children were back home, our daughter, Helena, asked me,   "Are you going to have a baby again next Christmas?"

    
"Why, no, I don't think so."  I replied, quite startled.

      
"But we can go visiting again, can't we?"

      
It was all very wonderful, thought I, but there must be a simpler way to get to visit the neighbors.  One Christmas miracle would last me for quite awhile.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

A STORK’S VIEW OF  MONTEVERDE

by Sir Andrew Stork—(Elva Mendenhall Rockwell)

(taken from FAMILY ALBUM, Vol. 4, 1958)

I suppose no bird flying above the earth sees more hurrying and scurrying down below than I do.  There are some spots on the face of the globe where there are no doctors or hospitals.  Of these inaccessible spots Monteverde is one of my favorites—you know that place in the mountains of Costa Rica. where a bunch of pacifists settled.  Without specialists and fancy obstetrical rooms and equipment all they have to depend on is common sense, brave women, and lots of faith that God will help them thru all the emergencies. 

     
I could write a book about all the things I've seen as I flew above that settlement!!  I had a pretty bad fright the first trip I made it there.   I had delivered the baby ok and was just resting in a tall tree above the peoples tent, when the man came dashing out with a gun in his hand!  I wondered what mistake I had made, and was on the point of making a fast take-off when the man shot off his gun—and picked up a dead possum.  —Was I ever relieved!  (Juanita M)

     
Those first trips were pretty eventful times.   The second time I had a baby to deliver there I didn’t realize how close I was getting—those mountains all look alike—and before I knew it, I was there.  Guess that was a surprise for those parents, for without my customary warning, the father didn’t have time to run for help so I just gave the baby to him!  He seemed to know what to do with it.  (Bruce H.)

      
I got well acquainted with the route before long though, and there was only one other time that I got confused,  that time I got lost, I thought I was almost there, and had warned the folks I was coming; then I realized that it wasn't their mountain I was above at all.  I hunted, and hunted, and hunted—and it was three or four days before 1 suddenly came upon that little house on the edge of the cliff.  I sent frantic warning that I was almost there, and you should have seen that Grandpa on his white horse ride for the midwife!  Even more exciting was the ride back over the muddy, and in spots, steep and slippery road.  The midwife was a little behind as it took a few minutes to catch her horse.  But her horse was used to these races and I could see he was gaining on the white horse.  By the time Grandpa reached the old house (with a start I recognized it as the very one where I’d given the baby to his father), the midwife had caught up.  She practically fell from her horse and RAN to the house.  She and 1 flew in through the open door at the same time!  The usual assistant didn’t come that time as she was waiting for a visit from me any day herself. (Wendy R.)

 
That midwife and her assistant really run like a house afire when they hear I’m about to arrive—then like enough they sit around half the night waiting for me to put in my appearance.  One night, (funny thing, but 1 usually fly at night—wonder why that is—guess everybody likes it though—nice and quiet and unhindered).  As I was saying,  one  night  those women got the word—and the assistant decided she could get there faster without her horse, so she ran, (I saw her doing it) right up that long hill-~as steep as a stairway  Believe me, she was so out of breath it was sure a good thing she had from then till morning to catch her breath! (Bobbie O)

You know, they have a notion there in Monteverde, that if the mother has something refreshing to eat or drink pretty often, that the baby might get there sooner.  I sure can't imagine why they think feeding the mother will make ME fly any faster!  After all who is it does all the work anyway carrying those heavy babies so far!  But I guess eating is as good an occupation as anything while they are waiting,....
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I remember one night—guess it wasn’t Friday the 13th but it might as well have been.  The daddy’s sister ran for the midwife that time,  I saw her going back up the hill and I began to watch the road for the bay horse galloping down below.  But it didn't come, and it didn’t come.  So I looked clear back to the house, and there in the pasture near it I saw the midwife’s husband just catching the contrary beast.  I began to relax as I saw the daughter had the saddle and bridle ready as usual, and it was only a few minutes until the horse started up the road and went off up to her brothers house.  I realized there was one more difficulty when I heard her tell him to find out why there was no electricity! and be quick about it.  I heaved a sigh of relief when I saw she was really about to get going once more- but down she got again.  This time a piece of the saddle had broken.  I practically bit off my toenails before she and her brother got that fixed.  Once again she was in the saddle and her brother was running to the generator.  They made it in plenty of time, after all, but I was so nervous and flustered I got mixed up and handed them the baby wrong end to!  (Billy O)

One thing I like about delivering orders in Monteverde is that you never know who will be on hand to take the baby.  One time there was a grandmother waiting to lovingly receive her grandson. (Bernie R)  
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There's one set of parents I called on three times in Monteverde.  I first made their acquaintance in a hospital in Ohio, USA.   I could find their place any dark night and who knows, maybe I'll be doing just that.  I had a queer experience the first time I brought a bundle to them in the settlement.  I got to their house with a fine little boy but there was no one at home!  The house was empty.  The baby was wanting his mother,  so I decided I'd better go hunting for her. After peeking in the windows of several houses I discovered those parents in a house down the mountain, over on the other side of the river!  They were mighty glad to see their little boy.  I was so slow in getting there.  (Tomas)

There has already been a write up about, the wild  ride of the Ladies Brigade at the time I brought a little girl to these parents; you can look that up in the first volume of the Family Album if you want any details on that. (Helena G.)

     
On my next trip to that home everything seemed to he going along quite calmly.  The midwife had just gotten through the last barbed wire gate—when all of a sudden bells started ringing, the horse started bucking and jumping, the midwife was frantically hanging on to the horse, and at the same time trying to find something clear down in the bottom of the shopping bag that was tied to the saddle!  At last she shut it off and the horse soon calmed down.  The next time people ask her to bring along a clock so they will  know when the baby was born,  I guess she won't carry it wound up right next to the horse's ribs!  (Carlos G)

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

- from old letters by Lucky Guindon

11th Mo, 7, 1954
       (Waiting for Helena's birth)

I've been feeling fine—still seem to be putting on about a pound a week in spite of my starch-free diet.(Dr. Teran tho't it might be toxemia so was trying precautions;  Thank goodness I'm through with my intravenous shots.  By the last my veins were so dried up that Marvin had a terrible time trying to give them to me.  He did well to not have to puncture me more than twice at a sitting.  One time he must have taken about a dozen tries all up and down my arms… but, thank goodness, he got it.  Boy, that was trial.  It bothered him about as much as it did me - if not more!   I might go ahead and assure everyone that I have had no further signs of toxemia so that it is really out of the question in case you are still wondering   .I'm just telling you all this so that you won't be quite so worried.  I believe that a person has to have a certain amount of faith that things will work out as they're supposed to, and we are certainly doing all in our power to help.   You don't realize to what extent we go to having everything perfectly sterilized—I have boxes of supplies that I've made and sterilized according to specific directions, and all of us have done the same.  Elva has studied up on midwifery extensively, and of course has gained  a lot from experience.   She is a very capable person and enjoys the job.   Mildred will be her assistant again.  Between them, they are going to take turns during the day, following the birth.  We don't have telephones, but Wolf expects to have either Eston or John relay the message to Elva, Mildred, and Marvin (he is to be ready to gives shots in case they are needed—for hemorrhage or a slow labor,  which I doubt there will be any need of), so that Wolf himself won't have to go all the way down.  We have borrowed Oscar's single folding bed that has a wonderful mattress and the head part is adjustable so it really will be the ticket.  It will be blocked up high like a hospital bed.  It is all made up and ready for the great day.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

BOMBA

The telephone rang at midnight and Irma answered the phone.  There were several clicks!  Next morning they had to make a general ring to inform all of the people who had listened in on the midnight call.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

-from Gleanings by Phyllis Rockwell

The 19th (April 1958) Lesli Andres – Eston and Mary R’s 3rd – made his debut at 2:20 p.m.  He weighed 8#, has a cute turned-up nose and dark hair.  Elva R., Mildred M. and Edith P. were attendants.  One thing about our phone system is that everyone  knows what’s going on, especially if they’re anticipating something.  When Elva’s ring was made at 3 a.m. apparently a large percentage of Monteverde heard it, got suspicious and listened in long enough to know what was up!  So then we all had to sit tight and wait impatiently for the news; again the phone came in handy when Eston made a general ring for the announcement, relieving people’s minds except those who weren’t familiar with this type of communication and so didn’t listen.

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

- from letters by Wolf Guindon

2nd  Mo.  6,   1956 - Dear Folks,  I hardly know where to begin—we,  (Lucky & I)  came in to San Jose  following our "Retreat" at Eston's on Nicoya.   After getting dental work done we went Fri. PM to our Dr only to find he was in Panama.  So, Sat. morn we dropped in to see another Dr. (who we'd gone to before Berto's birth).  In less than 15 min. he had us on the books for an operation Monday morning.  He found that Lucille had a big cyst on her left ovary.  Well, we came here to the hospital last eve and Lucille had her  operation  this  morn  and  I  am pleased, and thankful to report that so far all's going fine.   Talked to the Drs afterwards and learned that the cyst was much larger than the baby ever would be at full term (20#) and had over 3 liters of fluid in it!  So I guess that explains why everyone thinks we're due for twins each time Lucille is pregnant!   Prior to the operation the Dr. said that we could return and have the baby at home as planned but haven't had a chance to visit about it since.

5th Mo. 18, 1956

 
Yes, our 3rd son, Carlos, was born at 4:20 this morn.  This is now 6:30 P.M.  It was quite an event and all worked like clockwork.  Had time and was able to prepare in all ways like the book said which is the first time anyone up here's been able to do such!  To begin with, we went to Ladies' Club at Elva's where we did quilting.  Somehow, I got a siege of gas cramps that got steadily worse in spite of lying down.  I KNEW they weren't labor contractions 'cause they were all in front.  Walking seemed to only make matters worse but we finally got home and  immediately when I sat down  on the bed, all pain vanished!  But about 12; 30 AM I woke up with a feeling of gas again.  But after about a half hour I concluded it was the real thing this time.  Of course Wolf & Aunt Mary were both awake and on edge.  So Wolf left to get Elva, and we got the fire and lantern going and baths taken.  I swept the floor while Aunt Mary made the bed, then I sat down and worked on my rug.  I stayed up until I thought it seemed the 1st stage was getting about over and then went to bed.    'Bout right away I felt my first 2nd stage contraction so Elva started hustling to get her hands scrubbed.  As it turned out I really kept them hopping and the baby was born before we knew it.  Had only four 2nd stage contractions and the first two I hardly bore down at all as I wanted to be sure to give Elva time to get things prepared—But I couldn't hold back for long. The membranes had to be cut like with Tomas. And then here he came—barely getting the receiving blanket under him!  First baby born with the cord around his neck but it wasn't real tight and Elva soon slipped it over his head and the shoulders were born soon after, which helped a lot.  The adhesions from the operation didn't bother one bit.  Never have had any trouble from them.  Had the birth without losing more than a  tablespoon of blood at the most —the beauties of natural  childbirth I guess.

Aug. 29, 1970  

We've had some excitement here last week.  On Monday after I'd started my washing, there came a    man  on horseback   telling  me I was needed at Carlos and Ruth's quickly for she was "sick" and they'd tried and tried to get me by phone and couldn't.   They were due to leave the following Sat. to await the arrival of their 2nd child.   So I hastily changed     clothes, grabbed up a few needed items and raced as fast as I could to their house—opposite end of the community from us.   I must have made record  time!   Every time I'd slow down I'd think of poor Carlos there by himself with Ruth  so  hurry  on.    And he was VERY glad to see me.  Ruth  was  just  commencing 2nd stage labor by the time I arrived so no time to do all the things I'd ticked off in my mind while racing down.   I  sent  Carlos hurriedly  to the pulpería for some supplies.  They'd put water on to boil and scissors so I dropped my cord ties in also and hurried around getting ready. Ruth was in good shape and moving right along, tried to get Mary R.  but the line was busy so figured I'd have to do it alone but as things slowed down a little bit I called her again never dreaming she'd make it on time, but she did and was I glad for  she  had actually helped with deliveries and I hadn't been on this side of it.  She scrubbed up and came in more sterile than I was by that time.  The baby was born fine and Ruth had no tears  by practicing panting instead of  pushing like we've always practiced.  A full sized baby girl, 7 lb. 12 oz with good lung power and color.  She was three weeks early but  you wouldn't know it.  Her name is Lucia Raquel.  Labor was only 3 hr 15 min and I was there for only 1 hr. 15 min of that time!        So you can see why we were rushed with no  time to sterilize  things so used  plenty of newspapers and new diapers in unopened packages.  The shower for her was to be the next day so we went ahead since she could use the things right now.  It was a double shower-—for Doris Ardon too-—so both honorees were absent.  Brought gifts unwrapped so all could see then put in boxes.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

THE HOSPITAL EXPERIENCE

-- Lucky Guindon

from “Monteverde Exchange”, No. 8   May, 1984

When you are caught in an emergency, a hospital isn't such a bad place to be in, as people sometimes think.    Especially when you can lie there and gaze at the ocean, hear the surf breaking, and feel the ocean breeze fanning you and moving the palm fronds in front of the window.   Until the nurse comes with her needles, you can imagine yourself  on  vacation  at  a swanky beach front hotel.  But yes, there are the  needles  and lines for shower and the charming pink gowns (with or without buttons, or fit), I.V.s to change, bedpans, alcohol,  flavored  thermometers,   Drs making their morning rounds with squeaky carts, and attentive nurses, the no meal signs, followed by bland diets, the disturbed sleep  at night by routine checkups.  But the people, ah yes, the people who make up the wards and  staff--they bring it alive, add color and caring to the changing scene.

   
I saw and experienced nurses' infinite patience  during over-long days (such as when moving in bed, you kick the loaded syringe lying on the bed to the floor with a sickening crash), fellow-patients alert and ready to help others needs (a bedpan or bed cranked up or  down),  the visiting from room to room to cheer each other up and ask after the progress of others when they can hardly walk themselves.  The humor in the bandying of words (when you get on the cart bound for the operation room) or stories of life.  The pathos in the heart-aches of unhappy marriages with practical advice.  It was all there-- 1ife, and what you do with it.

   
As a new patient admitted thru “Emergency”, I was visited by many doctors, (A new specimen) who all asked the same questions, did their own checkups and came to their own conc1usion--"Tsk tsk, the uterus has to go-—too bad but it's simple.   Understand?"  Finally one morning when about the fifth doctor said this again, repeating "you DO understand what this means don't you?  (Slowly) You.. won't.. be..  able.. to have.. more.. children?"  And I nodded sweetly and  said, "Yes, I understand, but since I happen to be almost 52 years old, and have had 8 children already, I hardly think it's necessary to keep it when it's misbehaving..." The doctor's mouth opened, but he could  think  of  no  reply,  and  all was quiet as he left.  Then the withheld laughter burst forth as the other women in the ward appreciated the full humor in the situation.  Later as I was turned to go to sleep, one said to another, "Is she really 52?—why, she looks younger than me and I'm 35." (Ha Ha) "Of course I work like a man—-chop wood and work in the fields..."  and others comment in  agreement until another comes up with "It's the race, they all look younger.  Just the race."

   
The routine of the hospital life can get pretty monotonous.   But sometimes things liven up.   My last day of my first stay there I was awakened in the early hours by the nurse appearing at the foot of my bed with an armload of bottles and pans (for early morn urine sample.) and instructions rattled off ending with "do you understand?"   Yes, I understood.  She left.  I was a little mystified why I needed it, but shrugged it off as another one of the hospital routines.  After awhile, I heard wild shrieks of laughter in the hallway and in marches the nurse still laughing.  "Forget it."   she says, and  snatches up all the paraphernalia.  It's #46— not 36". Wrong room, wrong bed, wrong patient.. Glad that wasn't preparation for surgery.

   
Want to really attract attention during visiting hours?  Just try shaking a Boggle game box with its 25 cubes of letters in it.  I had a visitor who brought a game.  All chatter  stopped with the shaking of that box and time stood still as about 59 eyes were turned to  these  2 crazy gringas staring at these 25  letters  with  pencils  poised, papers ready, and sand sifting thru the glass—staring,  staring,  then scribbling furiously, then staring again.  What would you think?

    
I stayed long enough to learn to rise at 5:30  to  beat  the shower line, and watch the sun rise.  To see the last  I.V.  withdrawn brusquely from my reddened  and  bruised veins.  To see the doctor's cart pass me by as  past history.  To see the pill nurse no  more  call out, "Sra Emma." And no need to cringe inside when  I see a hypodermic coming and go to another bed.  As one leaves, it’s like farewell to family—the  patients and nurses, but with a difference—they are happy to see you go and you are happy to say goodbye. 

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

BOMBAS

Lucky was in the hospital in Puntarenas following surgery and was in a room on one of the upper floors.  Nan Buzard was in Costa Rica for just a few days and wanted to visit Lucky so she stopped at the hospital on the way back to Monteverde from the beach. When she arrived in the hospital lobby in her beach clothes (shorts) she was told that it was against the rules to go to patient's rooms dressed in shorts.

I went up to give Lucky the sad news. When the nurse on the floor heard the problem, she gave me a white doctor's coat for Nan to wear and all was solved. Nan and Lucky had their visit. When I returned the coat, the nurse told me of a "dicho" in Costa Rica. "Para cada problema, hay siete remedios"

This saying still reminds me not to give up too easily - look for those 7 solutions.  - Martha Moss

Of  First-Aid  and  Angels

- by Lucky Guindon
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When it comes to health we have a lot for which to be thankful.  Besides the able assistance of home-trained midwives, there's been an assortment of Doctors, nurses, first-aid technicians, and God's angels on hand when needed.  Many cases Marvin treated, from setting bones to sewing cuts, not to mention all the shots administered.  When Marvin left, Cecil became the first-aid person.  John Campbell was another who helped with giving shots.  Edith Peckham was the first nurse who lived here and was called on in many emergencies.  She could tell stories of the cuts she'd cleaned which had been packed with all kinds of folk remedies!  Then came Silvia Smith who was not only called on to treat people, but also animals, from inoculating chickens to sewing up horses or dogs.  People in a wide area began depending on her to deliver their babies.  Her ability to diagnose problems correctly and treat them became widely known.  It was her concern to have a clinic that got one built, with the help of Canadian Friends and other contacts.  This project brought us Steve Abbott, a young Canadian Friend and volunteer to help with the electrical installations.  Soon thereafter came Dr. Ken Burch, the dentist, and his donation of time and equipment.  When Kay (Abbott) Starr arrived, she was another valuable nurse who was always willing to help when needed.  Dr. Benno, with his wife, Jeanette, gave a series of very thorough first-aid classes to the community and were of great help.  Bridget Mulloy first came here as a teacher, then many years later after getting her RN degree, came here for a year with her family,  Her knowledge and sensitivity proved invaluable to this writer and will always be appreciated.  John Travis on coming here to live, had left behind his conventional Dr's practice and had developed a holistic approach to wellness.  His positive way of life will always be remembered although his "calling" called him elsewhere.  Another nurse, Betty O'Berry came to teach at MFS, and her nurse's knowledge was used as well.  We've had not only one nurse named Andrea but two at one time, with one being a teacher at CEC. The other, Andrea Marx has given and continues to give unstintingly of her time, advice and expertise.  Then there are the traveling angels, in the form of doctors, nurses, or helpers, seeming to be there at the right time and place for whatever comes up.  Never doubt that we are being looked out for more often than we realize.

One instance was when our son Tomas was bicycling his son, LeRoy to school and LeRoy's boot caught in the wheel as they were speeding down-hill, causing them to wreck.  Tomas took the fall on his head, which knocked him out.  Little LeRoy was sitting there crying when along came two men who immediately came to their aid.  In the crash Tomas' ear had been torn almost off.  But what "luck", as one of the men was a Doctor—plastic surgeon no less, and after taking him home and then to the clinic, was able to sew his ear back on. After administering the right medications, which he carried with him in his emergency supplies, and seeing he was recovered sufficiently, they went on up to the Reserve as planned, then returned the next day to see that his patient was doing alright.  One can't be thankful enough for the guardian angels who suddenly appear.

Another story was when Becky Day got her tooth knocked out from a horse she was training.   At our house we'd had an occasion before to replace a tooth knocked out so she came here for help.  Eduardo, the vet, happened to be on hand so we called on him to do the honors, which he nervously did. (Sometimes nurses are vets and vets are doctors!)  Then we decided to use a thin piece of leather for Becky to clamp down on, holding the tooth in place as she felt it wouldn't stay in otherwise.  That meant food had to be ingested through a straw, (with many jokes and giggles).  The following morning, Becky was restless, not being used to sitting idle with a piece of leather clamped in her mouth limiting clear conversation.  But our horses got out and appeared in the front yard—something that had never happened before.  So Becky took this as a sign we should go horse-back riding.  Okay, I'd go with her.  So, off we went—to the Divide where there'd be less people to meet.  She wondered how long the leather was needed and what the next step should be.  When we got to the Divide, who should be there but Dr. Benno who hadn't been here for years.  He remembered Becky, and immediately noticed her lack of communication.  I explained the problem, then he said, "Why, my friend here is an orthodontist——let him look in your mouth."  So, there at the Divide, upon her horse, she got the advice she was looking for—from a specialist.  The tooth was fine, the leather should be dispensed with, for longer would cause a misalignment as it set; and he listed the antibiotics she should take and how often, to prevent infection.  We rode home pondering the ways God gives us specific answers to our questions, in the strangest places!  There are many similar stories we could tell of being helped up here on the mountain, when there were no doctors or medical facilities available.  Yes, we owe a lot of gratitude to the many ministering angels who come in various forms and guises to help us along the way.  

Thank you.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
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