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Before going to Nicaragua, we spent over 4 

months on intensive preparation that consisted of 

attending meetings, organizing fundraisers, 

participating in Spanish workshops, and 

communicating with everyone involved in this trip 

with daily mass emails. We all had a specific goal in 

mind; to learn about social justice issues in 

Nicaragua. We concentrated on various themes such as education, health, security, 

environment, indigenous people, homosexuality and gender issues.  

I chose to focus on women’s reproductive health issues, specifically abortion. It was 

important to me to further investigate this situation because I believe in freedom and the ban 

on abortion deprives a woman from freedom of choice. In 2007, while running for presidential 

elections, Daniel Ortega (current president) imposed a ban upon therapeutic abortion in order 

to retain support from the Church. Daniel made this law draconian, which means that no one is 

allowed to practice a therapeutic abortion no matter what the circumstances are.  This is a very 

controversial issue in Nicaragua because some women agree with the law as other women 

strongly disagree with it.  

Upon our arrival at the community of Los 

Jobitos, there was a giant welcoming fiesta! 

Everyone from the community was there and it 

automatically made me fall in love with all of them. 

Throughout our stay in the village, we did a variety 

of chores with our parents, such as washing our 



clothes on a rock, learning how to make tortillas, getting water from the well, sweeping the 

floors in the mornings, and feeding the chickens. We had several meetings with feminist 

groups, environmentalists, mayor’s, deputies, police officers and people who had lived through 

and experienced the Sandinista revolution of 1979. Half the group lived about a 30 minute walk 

away from my house, and because of the 

distance, our group spent a lot of time hiking 

and walking from one house to the next, so 

there was a lot of physical activity involved. We 

also visited different communities in the 

municipality. We were fortunate to have girls in 

our group with amazing vocals and a guitar in 

the village, so therefore we played a lot of 

music. We learned different types of traditional Spanish dancing. Almost every night, the 

villagers and the group would meet at someone’s house and dance for hours. Most importantly, 

we learned to have fun without the use of materialism, the simple pleasure of connecting with 

people of all ages. 

The most meaningful and educational part of the trip was definitely the stay in Los 

Jobitos.  My host mom was the highlight of my trip. She treated 

me as her real daughter and I started calling her “mama” almost 

immediately. Words can’t explain the bond and relationship I 

had built with this woman in a course of two weeks. She 

opened up to me about her life and the struggles she faces 

every day. My host mother has 5 children, she has separated 

from her husband and works at home in order to earn money 

for her family and raise her children. She sows clothes for a 

living, in which she doesn’t earn much money. She is incredibly 



independent; she played both the role of mother and father. My two brothers, Carlo age 9 and 

Walter age 11, were always by my side, wherever I went. They took care of me day and night, 

always making sure I was safe. They were not obliged to stay with me at all times, but they 

wanted to. And I surely wanted them to stay with me all day; it was as if they were my 

bodyguards. About three days before our departure, we took our families shopping at a market 

nearby. I brought my mom and little sister along, and bought them school supplies and toys for 

the children.  

Later on that night, before going to bed, my host mother 

was in my room investigating for spiders, this had been our nightly 

routine during my whole visit. When my mom was done, she left 

my room without saying good night and without giving me our 

usual hug and kiss. I followed her into the kitchen and said 

“¿Mama, dónde está mi beso?” (Where is my kiss?) She looked at 

me, and started crying.  I was shocked, I thought I did something 

wrong. She came over and hugged me and thanked me for 

everything I had done for her and the family. The small amount of money that I had spent of 

the family meant the world to her. And in return, I cried and thanked her for allowing me to 

stay in her house, I thanked her for opening up and sharing her experiences with me, for being 

patient and dealing with the language barrier, for treating me like her own daughter and not a 

random tourist and of course, for loving me. All of this was expressed in my broken Spanish.  

Before leaving to go on this trip, a lot of people kept asking me questions. Was I was 

worried about it being awkward with the host family once I get there? What was I going to do if 

I got homesick? Truth is, I was really nervous about leaving Canada and I even second guessed 

my decision to travel.  It was surreal to leave my comfort zone with just a backpack and move 

into these strangers house. But the second I stepped into Los Jobitos, into the welcome fiesta, 



all my worries were gone and I knew that it was going to be an amazing journey. They made us 

all feel at home, and not once did I get home sick for 

Montreal. The day we had to leave the village was very 

emotional; we all cried, cried and cried both the Vanier 

group and the Villagers. The next few days were sad, 

many of us cried and all we wanted was to go back to 

the community and spend at least one last day with 

them. We couldn’t stop thinking about them and all the 

love and respect they shared with us, their stories and knowledge and how they allowed us into 

their lives. 

Nicaragua is a country filled with love and hope. Its people have been through an 

incredible historical revolution in 1979 and many fought long and hard to get to where they are 

today. Unfortunately, the country is still one of our world’s poorest and has a long way to go 

before its citizens have access to everything we take for granted in our own countries. I would 

encourage other students to get involved in similar 

experiences because they CAN make a difference. You 

will come back with a whole different perspective on 

life. Participating in such a trip gives you that extra kick 

of motivation that makes you want to go out there and 

do something. Get informed and see what you can do to 

help. There are millions of people out there struggling to 

get an education, have access to healthcare and support their families but they don’t have 

access to as many resources as we do in Canada. Thank you to all the students who supported 

and helped us out during our fundraisers.  Thank you to the Vanier Foundation, your 

contribution made this trip happen for us. It changed the lives of 7 girls forever, and now it’s 

our turn to change other people’s lives for better by spreading awareness and taking action.  


