
No. 131 

Saturday 28thApril 2018 

I only have one memory from my childhood of going to the beach.  It seemed to take such a long time to 

drive there in a car my parents had just acquired. In those days you had to take all sorts of precautions 

before travelling more than an hour in a car and we must have stopped at least 3-4 times to check the tires, 

oil and water.  But eventually we arrived at the beach and my eyes were opened to the big wide 

world. Before this moment I had only seen the beach in photos and heard about it in stories and now I was 

jumping around with joy and splashing about in the salty sea water. 

Last week I imagined what it would be like for the four boys Joseph and I had planned to take to the 

beach.  This would be their first experience of travelling to the sea and I wondered if their excitement, 

which was evident now in the car as we drove the two and a half hours to Monterrico, would surpass that 

childhood joy I felt when I saw and ran down the beach somewhere on the south coast of England. 

On our arrival the boys could not contain their joy and squealed 

as they got into their shorts and headed for the sea.  I needed 

to explain to them that the red flag flying in the sea breeze 

meant a warning as the current was strong and that we could 

not go far into the water.  Without being shown how to behave 

on the beach the boys started to build sandcastles with passion 

and dig holes in which they sat while others covered them in 

sand. 

Needless to say, they absolutely loved it and slept well on the 

way back.  The comments the following day about it being the 

happiest day of their lives confirmed to Joseph and me that we had made the right decision to take them 

there and open their eyes to the much wider world they had only heard about up to this point. Mentoring 

can be hugely rewarding and tons of fun but the reality of returning to La Terminal, as we approached in 

the car that day, was palpable.  The silence in the back of the car spoke to me of how they were now trying 

to adjust to their real life which has led, since then, to discussions about how they want to study in order to 

get a great job, in order to leave the Terminal and offer their families something better. 

The joy of that special day faded too quickly as the next day as I was called to help a family in distress.  I 

took Joseph with me and we headed for one of the rooms in La Terminal where a family of 7 live huddled 

into a space a little larger than the size of my car.  As we walked in the dimly-lit corridor we could hear the 

shouting.  The youngest child, a girl aged 4, comes running down the corridor towards me with her arms 

open wide.  I scoop her up in my arms and give her a little cuddle as she points towards the curtain that 

separates the corridor from their room. 

Despite the years of dealing with family conflict it never gets any easier and always leaves you somewhat 

spent afterwards and, as you play back the events later in your mind, you can´t help but consider how you 

could have acted better or been more loving and accepting.  This altercation, however, ends very 

differently from the ending I had now started to play out in my mind. 



You can´t knock on a curtain and so I just called out 

and, as I did so, noticed that the base of their double 

bed is perched up against the wall.  The mum and dad 

are shouting at each other and slowly the children 

come out to greet us and the mum is crying and asks 

me to help her as she has had enough with the cycles 

of a drunk husband, no money and the inevitable 

violence.  Sadly, we have been here many times before 

and each time she takes her husband back after 

complaining about his drinking and violent 

behaviour.  But not all is as it seems!  It quickly 

becomes clear that the mum started hitting her 

husband after he came home drunk. The argument 

becomes inclusive of me as I am invited into their room 

and both ask me to understand their point of view and 

take sides. 

I have learned to never take one side or the other, but 

to try and help each party to understand the other and 

look for common ways forwards.  I step back out of the 

room and talk with Joseph who is standing by the 

shared washing sink that is next to their room and 

used by about 6 families.  People are coming and going and then the 11-year-old boy comes out and grabs 

hold of my waist while his older sister is crying uncontrollably back in their room.  The 11-year old boy 

pleads with me to take him and his brother and sisters to the Protection Home.  The thought had occurred 

to me earlier and so had phoned Lorena and asked her, in the midst of a major reconstruction project, to 

try and prepare some beds for the children.  Once finished the home will be able to offer a safe place for 

children in situations like this.  All I can do at this moment is invite Joseph to pray with me and trust in a 

miracle to change this horrible situation around. 

My focus returns to the mum and dad who have now moved into a dangerous stage of their conflict.  The 

mum is now threatening to end her life in the streets and the dad is saying he will leave and sleep in the 

streets.  It all seems desperate and I need to now take a little control and speak quite strongly with both 

parents about putting aside their difficulties for the moment and focus on the needs of their children.  The 

prayer we have just prayed is instantly answered as both look at each other and ask for forgiveness and 

within a few minutes we are standing together and praying. 

Joseph and I leave after helping provide a little food for the family to enjoy together and return home tired 

but happy.  If only all family conflicts could end like this we would be able to prevent even more young 

children taking to the streets. 

  



No. 132 

Tuesday 15th May 2018 

If I told you I was invited to dinner by an Ambassador, a 

Bishop and a police officer then you would think a joke 

was on its way! Well, I suppose that now and again my 

odd life here in Guatemala goes from one extreme to 

the other. 

We had been welcoming various visitors to Guatemala 

over the last few weeks including Bishop Mike Hill and Dt 

Sgt Sarah Elliott from Suffolk Police.  Mike was in the US 

and so managed to get a flight down to see the work and 

was particularly interested in the progress being made 

on the massive rebuilding of a derelict home in 

Guatemala City for the next stage of our work – the provision of a short-term Protection Home for 

vulnerable children. 

 The work on the home stopped briefly two weeks ago due to lack of funds and so we continue to pray for 

the money needed to get this exciting project towards 

the grand opening day for late July or early 

August. A special giving page has been created for this 

and more information is now available on our 

website including the plans for stages 1 and 2 or the 

development. 

Our other visitor was Dt Sgt Sarah Elliott (photo) who 

had come to Guatemala representing both the Forge 

Church and Suffolk Police. Sarah was invited to give a 

morning´s training to the various agencies in the 

Guatemalan Government responsible for the safety and 

protection of children.  The training was a great success 

and those who attended benefitted from Sarah´s vast experience in child protection and shared with 

everyone the processes and procedures that Suffolk Police have in place and showed how the police deal 

with allegations of abuse including photos of the interview and investigative process.  THANK YOU, Sarah, 

for coming and also for your work in our mentoring centre in Guatemala City and many thanks to Suffolk 

Police for their support also. 

We have been busy with training days for the staff 

and volunteers in Guatemala and have been 

working hard on refining our processes for working 

with children and handling volunteers.  Our big 

review of our child protection policy and its 

implementation has led us to start work on 

developing a special module to help children 

understand child abuse.  We are coming across 

more and more cases where children are sexually 

abusing other children and how social media has 

started to play a part in this.  It is deeply sad to have 

to work on this and face the realities of our modern 

world, but we are committed to providing a safe 

https://mydonate.bt.com/events/protection-home
https://www.streetkidsdirect.org.uk/index.php/news/latest-news/375-protection-home-to-open-in-guatemala-city
https://www.streetkidsdirect.org.uk/index.php/news/latest-news/375-protection-home-to-open-in-guatemala-city
https://www.suffolk.police.uk/news/latest-news/15-05-2018/officer-given-diploma-guatemalan-government-during-emotional-12-day-trip


and secure framework for children to grow and develop and provide those same children with tools that 

will help keep them safe. 

 This has led us to start a series of meetings with 

parents of the children we work with.  Thanks to 

Lorena, who moved here with her two children 

from Honduras last year, we have managed to 

bring together parents who seem really committed 

to the welfare of their children and will work with 

others to help them move in this direction.  We do 

know that working with children in isolation will 

always lead to a very weak network for the safety 

of the children. Our plan is to encourage all the 

parents to get involved in family support networks 

in order to develop a more robust and caring 

environment for children to develop and thrive. 

The street work continues to inspire and motivate me massively but it is an area of my work that has been 

affected by the actual running of the organisation.  My heart has always been on the streets and having 

done this for the last 25 years I know it is very much a part of who I am.  But with the growth of the work in 

Guatemala and the need to care for and direct the various teams of staff and volunteers this has meant my 

time on the streets has been limited over the last few months. 

On one recent trip we came across Carolina 

who was celebrating her 16thbirthday on the 

sreets.  Her story broke our hearts and we 

always wonder how much is actually true as 

her story of abandonment, trafficking and 

sexual abuse is far too shocking to be repeated 

here in this blog.  This is where you feel most 

helpless and vulnerable as there always seems 

so little you can actually do to make a real 

difference to her life.  I know that having a 

street team who head to the streets every day 

will mean she can access our support and 

maybe benefit from it in some way until she 

makes the decision to leave the streets and 

either return to her father, who she tells us is a caring man, or goes into a rehabilitation programme. 

  

I return now to one long but special day yesterday as we 

continued to celebrate Mother´s Day with a dinner and film 

for some of the mums we work with and an afternoon of fun 

at our Centre for the children in the mentoring 

programme.  Thanks to our newest volunteer, Laura Evans 

from Amersham, we have been treated to a full programme 

of special activities for the children every day.  Yesterday the 

children enjoyed a science experiment and were captivated 

to watch their balloons self-inflate and then explode. We so 

love seeing them so happy and learning new things and many 



thanks to Laura for the amount of work she has put into preparing these activities and for her commitment 

to being here for the next few months. 

 One of the things I have always wanted to have is to find volunteers who could help introduce the children 

to the technical world around them and see the potential 

that computers can offer rather than just games and 

printing out homework.  Yesterday I had the privilege of 

visiting a project in an area of Guatemala City that is well 

known for its gang violence.   

The project is called Cada Niño and I had taken David, a 

15-year-old volunteer, to see how a computer lab works 

and what software was being used to teach the 

children.  One boy, who was only 12-years-old (blue t-

shirt), was showing us how he had designed websites 

from writing in computer code and then explained how 

he teaches the children robotics.  Just one inspiring boy 

indeed and I hope the visit will motivate David in his volunteering role and may lead us to develop such a 

programme at our Centre one day. 

 

  



No. 133 

Monday 28th May 2018 

It was all going really well!  Joseph and I had taken four of the boys in our mentoring programme, the four 

that are usually with me on a Saturday and who are known as “Los Aventureros”, which means the 

Adventurers, out to celebrate one of the boy´s birthdays. They had all enjoyed a great time and were 

singing along to two of the songs that they always play in the car when we go out places.  I had to make a 

phone call to Lorena, our Director of Programmes, and ask where Brayan – the youngest boy in the group - 

had to be dropped off. 

Brayan was sitting in the front seat and was swaying along to the music and tapping on the dashboard in 

time with the beat of the song and overheard my phone conversation.  A few nights ago, he called me to 

ask for help.  Brayan is 10 and very small for his age and called me because he and his mum were out on 

the streets due to the actions of his violent dad. He felt unsafe and called to ask if I could go and help him. 

On my arrival I found Brayan (photo) and his mum outside their 

room and standing in the dimly lit street.  The market was now 

over in La Terminal but the evidence of it was all around.  The 

piles of rubbish, rotting fruit, rats clambering over the days left-

overs and dogs fighting over scraps discarded by the roadside 

was a powerful welcome as I approached the place I knew both 

Brayan and his mum would be waiting.  The lights of the car 

highlighted the silhouettes of Brayan and his mum and as I got 

out of the car Brayan gave me a hug and said thanks for 

coming. The situation was complicated and a decision needed to 

be taken to protect Brayan and his mum and so both were 

offered a room in our new Protection Home – more about this in 

a bit. It was comforting to be able to offer them a room even 

though it was a building site and everywhere you looked there 

are mounds of cement, sand and rubble.  But it was safer than 

the street and they settled down and enjoyed a night in safety. 

Due to the situation we ended up offering them a place for two nights and Brayan was hopeful that he 

could stay longer as he told me he felt safe there and enjoyed the love and attention from Lorena and her 

family, who are also living in the mess of the home while building work continued. 

Back to the car and Lorena was telling me that things had changed in Brayan´s situation and his mum was 

now back in their room and the violent dad had left and was asked by the owner of the room to never 

come back. On hearing this Brayan´s whole demeaner changed and he leaned his head on his arm, which is 

now resting on the car window, and just disappeared into another world. 

I have noticed that when we take kids out of the city for the day and bring them back they are full of joy 

and excitement but the minute we enter La Terminal they change and retreat into a space in their heads 

that must help them cope with their very dysfunctional world.  

It was so hard dropping this boy off as it was obvious that his whole world had caved in but he did his best 

to manage a smile and thank me for a fun day out.  I tried my best to comfort him but no amount of words 

could help assure him he would be safe.  It is just so hard for these kids and I can totally understand why so 

many end up on the streets.  Brayan will need daily phone calls and visits to ensure he is safe and help him 

become more resilient. 



The desire of the caregiver is to rescue 

the child. But given the limitations and 

the fact that our Protection Home is 

not yet open, we can only do our best 

to provide a caring framework for 

each child and help them be aware of 

the many things they can do to stay 

safe and thrive in some of the 

toughest conditions.  I take some 

comfort from a message that comes in 

later from the architect telling me that 

the home renovations are going well 

and we should be ready to open the 

first week of August.   

Now would be a good time to say 

thank you again to those individuals and organisations that have helped provide so amazingly for the 

Protection Home.  The dream will soon become a reality and will provide respite for kids like Brayan and 

offer him and many other boys and girls the opportunity to experience love and a place of belonging.  Read 

more about the exciting project here. 

 

  

http://skd.org.uk/index.php/news/latest-news/375-protection-home-to-open-in-guatemala-city
http://skd.org.uk/index.php/news/latest-news/375-protection-home-to-open-in-guatemala-city


No. 134 

Tuesday 5th June 2018 

I am sitting on a plane right now heading back to the 

UK.  My plan was to return to the UK in November, not 

June.  As I was driving back from Honduras last weekend I 

received a message telling me that my father, soon to 

celebrate his 88thbirthday, was seriously ill in hospital and 

doctors did not think he would live much longer.  So, I am 

heading back in the hope to see him before he dies. 

Life throws up all sorts of unexpected events and earlier in 

the week I was saddened by the news of a very good friend 

of mine had slipped on some steps and hit his head 

badly.  He was rushed into hospital and later died. He was 

an inspiration to me, a great man of God, loving husband 

and devoted father and grandfather.   

The fragility of life is often brought into sharp focus in our lives when tragedy strikes and can make us 

wonder again about our time here on earth and what the point of it all is. No sooner had my mind begun to 

adjust to my personal grief when one of Guatemala´s most active volcanoes exploded, spewing out tons of 

lava onto neighbouring villages and spewing gas, rock and volcanic ash into the air.  The “Fuego” volcano is 

only 25 miles from Guatemala City and the severity of the explosion only dawned on those of us who lived 

in the city when volcanic rock and ash started to cascade down on us late on Sunday afternoon. (More on 

our Facebook page) 

The eerily dark clouds made it feel like early evening, even 

though it was only 1:30pm.  My little white jeep was soon 

covered in ash and I drove home to check the news and 

discovered the magnitude of the tragedy.  Even now, as I 

write this blog, the numbers of dead are rising as rescue 

crews discover more human remains. It is one of 

Guatemala´s worst volcanic eruptions and three days of 

national mourning have begun. 

It does seem that Guatemala suffers more than its fair share of pain and tragedy.  I know we work in the 

micro, helping children and families at risk of living on the streets, but the macro picture can often be 

overlooked as TV crews pack up and head to the next major news story.  For those of us left behind we feel 

the pain of Guatemala as it sighs deeply and seeks to pick itself up and try again. 

The local response has been inspiring.  Some of the 

rescuers have lost their lives or have been badly 

burned.  Schools, churches and other organisations 

have started to collect food and clothes for those 

affected while soldiers, police and the always 

servant-hearted bomberos (fire and rescue brigade) 

continue to help survivors and hold out some hope 

of finding people still alive.  Some charities, who 

clearly don´t work with these families or in the 

affected area, quickly setup appeals and have asked 

for donations.  My response is to not donate just yet 

https://www.facebook.com/streetkidsdirect/
https://www.facebook.com/streetkidsdirect/


but to wait and see what local people actually need and what the local response is.  Money will be needed 

much later but those most affected are being cared for, fed, clothed and housed. 

We can never make sense of this event apart from knowing we live in a now fallen world, with all its flaws 

and desperate longings for a paradise restored.  The groans from our planet tell us that life is not as stable 

as we think.  The subsequent earth tremor in Guatemala yesterday does make you realise that what we 

think is stable really is not.  As a Christian all I can say is that my hope is not in this fallen world or in 

material things or even in those around me. I have to place my hope in my God who has changed my life 

and given me a peace that I never found in my previous life. It is rare I share these thoughts in a blog but 

thought, given the circumstances, I would do so today. Despite the mess, the pain, the loss and the 

uncertainty may we find peace in Him who is always with us and beckons us to see that all we know and 

have around us will soon be gone and that a much better place is already prepared for us. 

SEE ALSO BBC REPORT 

  

http://www.bbc.com/news/world-latin-america-44350974


No. 135 

Sunday 8th July 2018 

My preparations for the Camino por Amor walk, 

which starts today (Sunday) at 4am local time in 

Honduras, has meant my time sharing with you has 

been limited to put it mildly.  The walk will start for 

me in the capital of Honduras, Tegucigalpa, and will 

take 7 days to walk to Guatemala City with an 

estimated 90km per day on the road.  Steve 

Poulson, who works for Street Kids Direct as a full-

time volunteer, will start in Guatemala City and end 

up in Tegucigalpa.  And yes, it´s a race!   

If you would like to know more then please check out the information page on our website and do keep 

updated on our Facebook page.  Our aim is not only to finish alive, but also to raise £10,000 for our partner 

projects in Guatemala City.  There are also two giving sites for donors from the U.S. and the U.K.  If you are 

anywhere else in the world then please do use the UK giving site. 

There have been some amazing things happening 

recently in our partner projects in Nicaragua, 

Honduras and Guatemala.  Firstly, the feeding 

centre for high-risk children in San Jorge, 

Nicaragua, has seen its fair share of challenges.   

The country has been thrown into political chaos 

and violence, which has left many dead and many 

more seriously injured.  We are impressed that 

the feeding centre has continued to offer 

something to the children each day despite the 

lack of basic foods now available in the shops. 

In Honduras we have seen a steady increase of 

interest in the Street Kids Direct mentoring 

programme.  In one town there the programme 

has ignited local interest and has resulted in the 

opening up of an after-school club for high-risk 

children. Steve Poulson and his team and local 

coordinator, Julio, have bold plans to grow the 

programme and open a small business in the 

town to raise funds to support the mentoring 

programme. 

The work in Guatemala flourishes and I have 

been so encouraged by the way the two local 

leaders of the SKD Guatemala project (formally 

Mi Arca) have led the way to help more kids at 

risk.  This has meant more children now coming 

to the mentoring centre each day and getting the support they need.  We are pleased to announce that 

thanks to your support we have been able to offer employment to a wonderful and very committed 

teacher to help run the centre.  This has had a great impact on the children and brought a sense of stability 

to the children. 

https://www.streetkidsdirect.org.uk/index.php/get-involved/fundraising-events/walking-central-america-2016
https://www.facebook.com/streetkidsdirect/
https://www.wgm.org/campaign/1940/caminoporamor2018
https://mydonate.bt.com/events/caminoporamor2018/463583


I would like to thank two volunteers who have been with us recently and have helped in the centre to 

provide a superb array of activities for the children.  Thank you to Laura Evans and Beth Alan-Jones and I 

know the children and the team miss your energy and input and look forward to having you back with us 

anytime. 

My mentoring is always rewarding but, at the same 

time, a challenge each week as I have 6 boys to look 

after.  Each one has their own unique set of 

challenges and they come from fairly similar 

situations. In La Terminal  Moses, the 10-year-old 

who has been with me since he was 5 years of age, 

was asking for help with his signature.  When I has 10 

I had no idea what a signature was but Moses had 

seen me sign many forms and letters and so became 

curious.  Being his mentor, I thought I would take the 

opportunity afforded to me by his question to discuss 

the uniqueness of his signature and tried to lead this 

to a discussion about how unique he is as a person. We had fun together talking about what type of 

signature he wanted and the style it could be.  He had fun trying out various options before settling on a 

version that included a large curl over his name. 

On another occasion I managed to take four of the boys to an outdoor activity centre a few miles out of 

Guatemala City.  We took along an air rifle and a bag of drinks and fruit and headed for the woods.  There 

was a small target shooting range setup and the boys enjoyed seeing who the best marksman was before 

we packed up our things and headed for the best bit.  This was the exploration of the forest and included us 

discovering a small waterfall. 

On arrival at the waterfall the boys started to just 

play. Not that they have never played before but I 

watched with interest as they just became children 

and squatted down by the small stream and made 

dams and created little worlds where river folk 

could live.  Their creativity seemed to have no 

limits and further explorations led to a forbidden 

forest and to monsters and pursuit adventures.  I 

loved seeing them so happy as this was a special 

time to enjoy free play. A world indeed away from 

their everyday lives, but for the moment all that 

could be forgotten and another world could be 

explored and imagined to their hearts content. 

Meanwhile back in the city another group of children were enjoying feeling safe again as they had been 

offered temporary accommodation in the protection home.  The home is not yet open but while the 

building work continues upstairs we can make use of the very basic accommodation downstairs.  The 

children came to us because their grandmother, who works watching parked cars on the streets all day, 

was recently hit by a car and left in the road with a broken arm and many other injuries.  Since both their 

parents are in prison and all three are deemed to be at high-risk and also are part of our mentoring 

programme, they were offered safe refuge until the grandmother comes out of hospital. 



The construction work upstairs is really changing the feel 

and shape of the place and, if all goes to plan, it should be 

completed by the end of the first week of August.  Once 

completed we will then be able to offer a more fitting 

place for vulnerable children in the mentoring 

programme for short-term respite care or for emergency 

situations.  There is still much to do to find the funds for 

the running costs and the fitting out of a kitchen as well 

as protocols, manuals and all sorts of forms and 

procedures to be developed.  Keep an eye on the website 

for updates over the next couple of weeks. 

Until then I have a walk to complete from today and if I make it back to Guatemala actually walking I will 

then update you more on the projects.  In the meantime, please do support the walk and share it with your 

friends.  If you enjoy walking and would like to “Walk the Walk” with us, then more information is on the 

website.  Thank you for being there and for your consistent and loving support of our work.  See you on the 

other side of the walk! 

  



No. 136 

Saturday 21st July 2018 

I can´t say I ever get tired of walking.  There is something quite freeing about being alone on a road or 

footpath and enjoying God´s amazing creation and the ingenuity of man.  Ever since the first Camino por 

Amor walk in 2016 I have enjoyed walking throughout Central America, exploring new areas, meeting 

hundreds of new people, shared some quite unforgettable memories and seen how my stress levels and 

general health improves dramatically by just walking. 

The Camino por Amor walk last week was another 

opportunity to enjoy all of the above as well as generate 

interest in our work and funds for the various projects 

we partner with in Central America.  It was my third 

walk and this one was yet another challenge with Steve 

Poulson for the first to finish and the team that got the 

most votes in our music video challenge contest.  I will 

explain what happened in a bit and I am hoping that, 

when I get time, to make a short video of the walk and 

give you details of the more challenging walk coming for 2019! 

The plan WAS… for me to walk from Tegucigalpa, Honduras, to Guatemala City and for Steve Poulson to 

walk from Guatemala City to Tegucigalpa.  The plan WAS… to walk 90km per day for six days and then walk 

about 65km on the last day to our final destination.  The journey would take us through the Valle Seco (Dry 

Valley), which spans from the capital of Honduras to the outskirts of Guatemala City.  It would be a mainly 

uphill walk for me, with some days having to walk up more than 2,800m on hot roads and with little shade, 

while Steve would be walking downhill, which challenges on the body in many ways. 

At the point where both Team Guatemala and Team 

Honduras crossed over in order to get to our starting 

points, we met for lunch to discuss plans, tactics and to 

reveal the half-way challenge, which we would have to 

complete before we met again on our return.  We also 

took advantage of the meeting to show off each other´s 

support vehicles and decided to make our own Camino 

por Amor Top Gear Special.  Our half-way challenge 

was to make a music video, which we would upload 

when we met together again and then allow people to 

vote w hich one they liked the best. Needless to say 

Team Guatemala won that vote with a superb music 

video based on the song “Más que Nada”. 

From day one both myself and Steve realised that walking 90km in one day is going to take its toll on your 

body.  Getting up at 3am on day two and trying to walk another 90km was going to be a challenge but we 

were committed to it despite the way our bodies were saying “hang on a minute, you need to rest”. 

Steve posted photos of the state of his feet followed by more photos of the state of his walking mate Julio´s 

feet.  It was not a pretty sight and we realised that from day two Team Honduras were not going to make 

up on lost ground due to injury and so we could either press forwards to a massive victory to be humble 

and work as one team.  We decided on the later and so discussed with Steve the way we could 

accommodate his bad feet and try and walk as much as possible each day and then walk the 65km on the 

last day but agreed there and then on a draw.  It was now set! 

https://www.facebook.com/caminoporamor/videos/1977342775929873/
https://www.facebook.com/caminoporamor/videos/1977342775929873/
https://www.facebook.com/caminoporamor/videos/1981862112144606/


Despite the changes to the challenge of 

walking this distance and team Honduras´ health problems, we struck difficulties on day two when my back 

just froze up and cried out “take me to hospital”.  (My back was still not right after a fracture last year.) My 

support vehicle had gone off to buy fuel and ice and so I sent out my distress message and location and 

waited for their rescue.  It didn´t take long before the magnificent Ford Escape climbed the hill and within 

seconds the team, consisting of Ben and Joseph Soden, had the exercise mat out and started to apply all 

sorts of creams to my back while trying their best to cool my body temperature.  I thought I was heading to 

hospital, but with a short rest and some medication and massaging I was ready to walk up the never-ending 

hill. 

As the walk progressed we started to settle into a pattern of walking the first 25km, then breakfast, then 

walking 10km before a short rest, stretch, re-fuel the body with water and then repeat.  Each 10km was 

very different and I had planned about 10 hours of music to listen to each day that fitted in roughly with 

each 10km. Little treats were planned for 65km, like a Coke or a chocolate bar but by then it was already 

dark and we were thinking of finding somewhere to stay the night and desperate to get into a cold shower 

and then hit the bed. 

Each day started with “Video killed the radio star” a track that was just the perfect beat for walking about 

4.7 miles an hour. The track fitted in with the movement of my walking poles and that set me up for the 

rest of the day but by day 7 it was becoming rather annoying. 

The fun came when Team Honduras came up the hill I was 

walking down and our half-way point was reached and 

celebrated with lunch and a quick look at the England 

match.  We then showed each other our music videos and 

laughed at Steve´s Barbie girl section of their video and knew 

this would be a tough competition indeed. Later that evening 

as Joseph and Ben were unloading the support car when it 

decided to die on us.  This was met with the obvious rejoicing 

by Team Honduras and, after we discovered they were not to 

blame for our dead car, we knew we had a much bigger 

problem on our hands. 

The Team Guatemala car, together with its neat flashing light and mobile communications centre that 

would rival anything NASA could come up with had died.  There was nothing happening at all, not even a 

spark or glimmer of hope from our look under the bonnet (hood).  I was not sure what I was looking for but 

there was no life and since the brakes and transmission are electronic it really was a dead duck in the 

https://www.facebook.com/caminoporamor/videos/1981913068806177/


water. Thanks to my car insurance a recovery vehicle was on its way to take it back to Guatemala and our 

friend and team worker, Sony, hired a car in Guatemala and headed over to us right away. It would mean 

that we would miss a few hours of walking time but would have another vehicle to support us walking all 

the way back to Guatemala City. 

The following day was different without our usual car by 

the side of us but we had a new team member and 

renewed energy after a longer than planned rest the 

previous night.  We pressed on and saw that Steve had 

been taken to a clinic as he was suffering from more pain in 

his knees and feet.  We were not without our challenges 

this day as I got to just over our half-way point and the 

pounding heat on my head and back started to drain me of 

all energy.  Ben and Joseph told me how they saw me 

walking “rather strangely” as I lunged from one side to the 

other and started to feel very light-headed and was unable 

to feel my legs or the pain in my back.  I was very dehydrated and needed to be cooled down as the 

temperatures were now nearly 30 degrees plus the reflection off the road increased the actual 

temperature to unbearable limits.  I almost collapsed but was able to find a tiny try that gave me some 

shade and bend over and wait for help to come.  Once again, my team were able to get me going again and 

I then started to think more about the reason I was walking and the faces of the children together with the 

little book they had made me to read on the journey that consisted of short messages and 

photos.  Furthermore, I had either Ben or Joseph walking with me now to encourage me and be there to 

support for when my body started to fail. 

As we approached the border of Honduras and Guatemala 

on day 5 we were celebrating my birthday and Steve had 

left a present with me with instructions to open it on my 

birthday but film it at the same time. I had no idea what it 

was and when I opened the black rubbish bag I found a 

huge pink hat with a large flower at the front that I had to 

wear for the day.  It was hilarious and caused no end of 

laughter and comments from police and members of the 

public as we walked along the road and crossed the 

border.  A fun interlude that got us to day 6 and that 

would lead to day 7, which was our last day and final push 

up into the mountains to Guatemala City. 

We were joined on the last day from friends from my men´s group in church and then later by two busses 

of children from La Terminal in Guatemala City, all of which would be benefitting from funds raised on the 

walk.   

The triumphal entry into Guatemala City was one of high emotion 

and to walk up the last bit of the hill and see all the children with 

their banners and screaming out my name and Camino por Amor 

was almost overwhelming.  The city had sent some police 

motorcycle outriders to accompany us to our final destination and 

near to the finish we were joined by more friends from Guatemala 

City and the British Ambassador to Honduras and British 

Ambassador to Guatemala. 



Walking around the corner into the street where our mentoring centre is situated was an adrenaline rush 

as we saw all the children, who had been bussed to the finish to save their feet, screaming and waving 

while firecrackers were lit that made a statement that no amount of words could. It was the end, it was 

time to stop walking and lie down on the floor, enjoy a cold drink and the applause and hugs from everyone 

there.  It was mission accomplished and now, the thing we had talked about every day on the walk, was 

about to happen.  Ben, Joseph and I headed for a comfortable hotel swimming pool, hot tub and then a 

large steak and cold drinks. 

We are so grateful to the thousands of people who watched our videos, all those who donated, for those 

who followed every step of the gruelling journey and for the hundreds of comments each day on 

our Facebook and Twitter pages.  Job done! 

 

  

https://www.facebook.com/caminoporamor/videos/1981862112144606/


No. 137 

Thursday 24th July 2018 

I had hoped that after three days of rest, which included washing two weeks’ worth of clothes and running 

around shopping and clearing up everything from the sponsored walk from Honduras, I would be ready to 

take on the challenges of the day-to-day work.  The opposite seemed to be the case as I met with our team 

and then headed out on the streets with Ben and had to deal with a few situations that will, I am sure, 

probably depress you while making you aware of the challenges we all have to face in the work here each 

day. 

My day starts by collecting Juan Carlos, one of the boys in the 

mentoring programme with me.  Today I will be walking him to 

school and using the opportunity to talk about his schoolwork, 

commitment to studies and the obvious benefits for those who 

have completed their primary and secondary studies and then go 

on to university. Meeting his teacher and talking through his 

educational needs, whilst being swamped by other children 

wanting to come and say good morning, was helpful for us all and 

a new commitment seems to have been made. 

On return to our mentoring Centre, situated in the boundary road of La Terminal, there was lots to do 

including the shaping of the manual and protocols for the new Protection Home.  Once completed the 

home will be able to offer short-term protection to children and their families in crisis as well as offer 

support to the most vulnerable children in the mentoring programme while they are going through a 

challenging time.  Our hope is that the home will be completed by mid-August and ready to take in children 

from September this year. 

Its days like this that, when I eventually get home, I wonder how it is possible for children to cope with all 

that is happening in their lives and still manage to function, let alone smile.  The building of resilience due 

to childhood crisis, neglect and abuse is something that I know all too well and also know how these early 

adverse childhood experiences can build that same resilience and lead to either great hope or great 

sadness. 

I first hear about one of the boys in the mentoring programme 

that has just returned from a neurological scan and the first 

results have showed that his brain development has been altered 

due to abuse and neglect and how this could easily lead to him 

becoming more violent or taking his own life. Luis is a ruddy 11-

year-old boy who wears the same clothes every day.  He looks 

like he has the word “abandoned” written all over him and the 

whole team would love to see him take a long shower where he 

can be scrubbed clean, given new clothes, a big hug and a good 

meal. 

Luis has grown up in the care of grandparents after his parents were killed and he and his younger sister 

have tried to cope with the way life throws you one challenge after another.  Luis is becoming more violent 

and fuelled by, we believe, his abusive childhood, possible brain damage and a frustration that no one 

really understands him and his needs.  He told the neurologist, after he had studied his first scans, how his 

grandfather would beat him and then hang him up from their little shack perched on top of a small shop 

below that sells alcohol all hours of the day and night.  Once, he said, he was left hanging there all night 

long.  His view of life is rather different from ours and he sees everyone as a threat and so becomes 

aggressive or runs away to the streets. 



Spending a few moments with some of the children helping them build lego structures is cut short when I 

am asked to come into a meeting with one of the younger boys in the mentoring programme whose 

mother works on the rubbish dump.  He is unable, as usual, to sit down and wanders around the office 

moving chairs and touching computer screens till I walk into the room and greet him. His mother and 

brother are all now sitting down around the team meeting table and have obviously been talking for a 

while. 

The mum thanks me for coming and the little boy comes over and places his head on my side, takes my arm 

and places it on his chest and then snuggles in for the rest of the time we talk together.  The story unfolds 

of how the three of them received death threats and the explanation of what happened is followed by the 

mum bursting into tears and the little boy holding me even tighter while his 14-year-old brother buries his 

head in his arms and disassociates himself from the conversation.  It is hard to listen to the reasons why a 

person would want to kill this seemingly loving, hard-working mother and her two boys, but listen we must 

in order to take this further and offer whatever protection and support we can. 

When the meeting is over and the older boy heads home on the bus and his mum returns to her work on 

the rubbish dump while the little boy tells me how worried he is and starts to cry when other children come 

up and say hi to me – usually with a huge hug and sometimes a kiss on the cheek. He is struggling to make 

sense of his life and wonders how long it will continue.  It is hard to say goodbye at the end of the 

afternoon but goodbye leads to the next part of the day – street work. 

Ben and I head with heavy hearts to a place called La Casona, a corner 

of a busy intersection that has become home to around 80 street 

children and youths over the last 8 years, but now the population is no 

larger than 10 young adults with a few hang-around-the-edges 

children.  We meet Vicky who is back on the streets after her 

boyfriend is released from prison and has become violent again, 

Manuel who is clearly not happy on the streets and is always talking of 

another chance to leave it all behind and start a new life, Mauricio 

who is still homeless and still looking for work, Jenny who has been 

beaten again and needs first aid on her infected leg and swollen face, 

Marcos who has lost his job and been thrown out of home by his wife 

due to his behaviour and lastly Selvin who tells me about how he 

stabbed his brother with a broken bottle and was now waiting for the 

consequences. 

Our attention, if this was not enough, was caught a little later by what was transpiring across the road.  Ben 

noticed that the family we have been helping over the last few weeks with accommodation in the builders’ 

mess of a Protection Home, was sitting on the steps that lead to their home.  They had needed help due to 

their carer/grandmother being hit by a car, which had left her with fractures, bruises and in a great amount 

of pain.  She is nearly 70 and spends her days on the streets looking after parked cars in the hope the 

owners might give her a few pennies at the end of the day.  The three children she is looking after don´t 

know she was rushed into hospital and the news is broken to them by our team when they come out of 

school.  They have nowhere else to live and so we take them into the downstairs part of the new Protection 

Home while the builders continue their hard work of getting the first floor ready for the grand opening in 

August. 

Sitting on the steps and looking around means one thing - the pickup that has been booked to take their 

treasured possessions to a new apartment in the centre of the city has not materialised.  The team had 

spent a long time finding them alternative accommodation as part of a new plan to look after them after 

the grandmother´s accident and release from hospital because they were unable to continue living in the 

home they had camped out in for the last few years. 



Ben tells me he is worried and so we walk over to see 

what is happening and are told that the transport has not 

come and that it might come tomorrow now.  This is 

frustrating for us and for the family who have packed up 

their meagre possessions into various rubbish sacks and 

have them piled up by the communal door that leads to 

the main street.  Their trusted dog, Rex, stands guard over 

it all and wags his tail at us as we enter into the door and 

climb up the rickety wooden steps that lead to the room 

they have lived in over the past 10 or more years. 

The building is crumbling all around them and the room 

they all live in is now fairly bare and a few wires hang down from the ceiling.  At least the light works, but 

the water has been cut off a long time ago due to non-payment. The children don´t want to leave despite 

the awful conditions as they don´t know the new place at all as it had only come up the previous day and 

we had to say yes right away.  We have no idea where the money is going to come from to pay for the rent 

or how we will now get the children to school each day and help support them while the grandmother 

recovers, but we can´t just do nothing and so decide to move forwards in faith that it will work out 

somehow. 

As the minutes pass we have to decide what to do as the family need to move, but we have no 

transport.  So, a quick walk around the terminal at 7pm at night leads us eventually to a man with a pickup 

who, for £15, will transport the family and their possessions to zone 1.  We help as much as we can and at 

least our little jeep can accommodate the children and their grandmother while Ben clings onto the back of 

the pickup till we get to their new home. 

The two girls and teenage boy carry in their bags of 

clothes, pots and other various household goods while 

the two beds, which look like they have been rescued 

from a rubbish dump, are taken into their new two-

room house.  There is a mix of sadness and excitement 

and I wonder how awake the children will be for school 

tomorrow, as it is now late and they still haven´t 

eaten.  I drive with Ben to buy an easy meal solution of 

pizza while they try and accommodate themselves. 

The good news is that one of our team is living just 

down the corridor and so is on hand should the family 

need help.  This also will put pressure on our team member who used to go home to relax and be with his 

wife but is happy, as always, to put other people´s needs first and comes out to see all is well.  I am 

surprised to see him as he had spoken to me in the early hours of the morning, which now seem like a week 

away, to tell me his wife has just miscarried and they have lost their first child. 

Going home tonight will be tough for both Ben and me. It is not easy to accept that we have a bed to sleep 

in and food, albeit some fruit and bread, in the fridge. Whatever we thought our problems were at the 

beginning of the day have been dismissed and we are grateful again to God for allowing us to serve those 

whose lives teeter on the knife-edge vulnerability.  Thanks to your support we can do this work, because 

without it I can´t begin to imagine what it would be like for those we love to serve.  THANK YOU. 

  



No. 138 

Monday 20thAugust, 2018 

There are days when emotions are very close to the surface and the smallest thing can bring me to 

tears.  And it was one of those days on Monday when I spent the evening visiting many of the families of 

the boys I mentor to see how they are doing. 

My first stop is to visit two brothers who were deemed at high-risk and so entered the mentoring 

programme two years ago.  They came into my care as no male mentors could be found for them at the 

time and they are still with me now.  My visit to their home, a small room measuring 3m x 4m, was 

unexpected as the family of 8 were sitting on the double bed that is also their table, sofa and play area, and 

eating a huge cream birthday cake.  It was one of the youngest children´s birthdays and I am invited in to 

enjoy a large slice of cream cake and sing happy birthday. 

The main reason for my visit is to check on the health of the mother, who, according to the two boys, is 

causing them concern. We discuss the pains in her shoulders and back and how long she has been suffering 

and the various cheap clinics she has been to with no progress or medical diagnosis.  I offer to pay for a 

private clinic and the boys look relived and the mum is very grateful.  Wasting no time, I make the 

appointment on line with my phone and confirm her appointment for later this week. 

I pop into to see a couple of other families and then 

end up visiting one the families I know is of great 

concern to me and the team at the moment.  It is now 

dark and the market (La Terminal) is starting to slow 

down and many of the stalls have now closed, leaving 

piles of rotting vegetables and fruit in the street. I climb 

through the mess in the street and push open a large 

black metal door that takes me into a dark corridor 

where various rooms are located.  In each room is a 

family and some have just a curtain up as their front 

door, due to the heat, while small children sit and play 

with marbles and mums are either washing clothes in 

the only sink that is shared with the various families 

there or cooking on make-shift stoves in the corridor. 

Doña Luisa is leaning over a small charcoal fire that has 

been made out of an old car wheel, but it seems rather 

effective and is warming up a cooking pot – it´s today´s main meal for the family.  The younger children 

hear my voice and come running out to greet me and the smallest two hold up their arms, inviting me to 

pick them up as they snuggle into my neck and just hang there as I talk with the mother. 

Things seem more settled now for Doña Luisa since her husband decided to leave.  He calls me now and 

again to tell me he misses his family and is sorry for the violence and abuse and hopes one day to sort out 

his life and come back and see his family.  For the moment they are all safe, but struggling without his 

income.  Doña Luisa starts work at 5am every day making tortillas and returns home at lunchtime in order 

for two of her children to go to school.  The two oldest girls’ study in the morning and the two boys in the 

afternoon, leaving just the 4-year-old at home under the supervision of whichever siblings are not studying. 

I am now invited into their room and the children sit on the bed and ask about the belt I am wearing 

around my waist.  It is a utility belt and holds two first aid kits, a dog repellent spray and a pouch for a 

couple of games, a torch, a notepad and a pen.  We take out a game and begin to play.  The oldest girl, who 

is clearly loving this new game of tossing two small rubber pigs on the ground which determines their 



score, gets out her school bag and hands me her school results card.  I pause the game and we all look at 

her card and I am just bowled over by her results. 

Lucia is 13-years-old and is loving school.  She is in grade two, due to the fact that she never had the chance 

of going to school before she started the mentoring programme.  Her results are incredible and as I look 

down the list of 100% marks and then look at her, she smiles and turns her head to one side, unsure of how 

to accept praise. She is clearly doing really well and my emotions are stirred and my mind skips back three 

years ago when Frank, one of our team here in Guatemala, turned up at our newly opened mentoring 

centre with Lucia and her four younger siblings.  She had been wandering around the streets and tells Frank 

that she spends every day now on the streets as it is not safe to stay in their room when the mum and dad 

go off to work. 

I remember Lucia sitting in the corner of a room in our mentoring 

centre with her head in her knees whilst keeping an occasional 

glance over her younger brothers and sisters.  Going to school was 

not an option for her and all she wanted was that we got her 

siblings into school as soon as possible, in order, according to her, 

to keep them safe and help them achieve something with their 

lives.  When we started to teach Lucia to read she just came alive 

and slowly we convinced her she also could start school.  That was 

three years ago and now she has been in school for two years. 

Looking over her school report made me think of the day she and 

her siblings stopped wandering the streets all day and started the 

mentoring programme.  She has come a long way and is obviously 

going to go far with her studies.  All we need to do is keep her safe, 

encourage her in school, help with her homework and I know she 

will do the rest. 

It´s time for me to go now as the mum wants to feed them all and so I leave them to their evening meal.  As 

I lift up the curtain that separates their room from the dingy corridor I look into the pot to see what is for 

dinner.  My heart breaks and I am overcome with sadness as I place the lid back on the pot and say 

goodnight and wander out into the street.  I lean against the wall outside and try and hold it all together.  In 

the cooking pot, the main meal for a family of six, are 8 tomatoes.  The world seems a very unjust and cruel 

place right now and my determination to make it all right, at least for this family, makes me walk at speed 

back to the centre to see what we have available to donate to them in the morning. 

I head home to eggs on toast and, once again, feel guilty for what I have and go to sleep with more than a 

tear in my eye. 

  



No. 139 

Saturday 25th August, 2018 

“I really love you Duncan”, little Cristopher said to me while giving me a hug and planting a kiss on my 

cheek.  He then continued with “and when you die I am coming to your funeral”.  It made me laugh and I 

would rather him have stopped at the first bit, but kids do say the funniest things.  I have no idea what he 

had in his mind but Cristopher was enjoying himself and having the best day of his life, his words not mine, 

during a mentoring session with me. 

Cristopher is an adorable 9-year-old boy living at very high risk and who has entered into the mentoring 

programme.  Since there are no male mentors to keep up with the new kids coming in I am having to look 

at 8 boys at the moment, which is beginning to take its impact on my life, but it is a joy to see the change 

that happens when you demonstrate love, care, concern and value. 

The other day I decided to take Cristopher to school. He has not been in a while and trying to get his mum 

to take him every day has been a challenge.  His 11-year-old sister is not going to school at the moment, 

something I am hopeful we can change over the coming days. 

I climb the steps to Cristopher´s room from the now-bustling 

street in the heart of La Terminal and the stench coming from the 

pile of rubbish that has accumulated in the stairwell is rather 

overpowering.  It is 6am and the noise of the busy market in the 

street blends in with the shouts and cries from those I meet and 

make their way to work as I make my way through the corridors to 

where Cristopher is living.  

School starts early here in Guatemala and for those children who 

have to walk a long way to school, like little Christopher, it is a 

challenge for any kid to be up and ready for 6am.  I approach the 

metal door of his home – which is just a small room with no 

ventilation or windows.  His mother is already up and showering in 

the corridor outside their home. She finishes quickly and invites 

me in to help get Cristopher ready for school.  He is half dressed 

and just needs to find a t-shirt, socks, shoes and then wash his 

face and comb his hair.  We are nearly there!  I help find his t-shirt 

and then help him put it on as he still seems half asleep.  The only bed in the 2m x 4m room is covered with 

clothes and his older brother is fast asleep on it while his sister and two other young children are asleep on 

the concrete floor. 

I walk with him to the corridor and help pour some cold water over his head while he washes his face and 

wets his hair.  The mum explains that they can´t afford water and so they collect rain water and try and use 

what they have sparingly.  The murky water in the bucket is last night´s offering from the heavens and 

Cristopher tells me they can use about two-three cupfulls of water for a shower.  He uses about half a 

cupful to wash his face and wet his hair.  His hair has to look good of course and in the style any 9-year-old 

boy would consider makes him look cool. 



Success, I now have a clean boy, 

dressed for school and with a small 

quantity of school books in his little 

rucksack.  His mum and I begin the 

long walk to school.  It takes us a few 

minutes to get out of the terminal and 

then we head down one of the main 

streets that has a cycle path and 

walkway for pedestrians.  Cristopher 

holds my hand and we chat as we 

walk along the path, being very 

careful not to tread on any of the 

cracks as we go.  He enjoys this game 

and it takes his attention off the long 

walk, but eventually we arrive at the 

school and Cristopher tells me he is 

hungry and has not had breakfast.  Fortunately, there is a lady outside the school selling sandwiches and so 

I buy one for him and one for his mum.   

The school is a government school and this is clear by the austere building that has been painted 

government blue and named City School number 64.  A lot of thought must have gone into that name!  The 

old lady at the gate opens it enough for us to squeeze through and wait for Cristopher´s teacher to 

arrive.  Meanwhile we sit down near the playground and his mum tells me why Cristopher´s sister stopped 

coming to school.  She points to a small boy, aged about 9, who threatened Cristopher´s 11-year-old sister 

in school one day, saying he would be waiting outside school to stab her to death.  True to his word he was 

there with knife in hand ready to stab the young girl. Thanks to some adult intervention she was saved from 

the attack and the boy was asked not to bring a knife into school. 

Eventually, the teacher arrives all flustered and 

apologetic for being late.  The two large padlocks on the 

classroom door come off and the door is flung open to 

welcome the five children waiting outside.  I introduce 

myself and tell the teacher I am looking after little 

Cristopher in mentoring until a mentor can be found for 

him.  Cristopher quickly settles into his seat and gets 

out his books while the teacher tells his mum and me 

that she is so pleased he is now back in school.  It is 

unlikely he will pass the school grade this year, which 

means he will have to repeat it next year.  I look at him 

sitting there with a huge smile on his little face and 

wonder if he will stick at school, given all he has to deal with each day.  I am sure he will not want to repeat 

the school year with younger children but all I can do is encourage him to do so while looking at options for 

a much better school for him. 

It has been an eventful morning and I arrive back at our mentoring Centre feeling like I have already 

completed a day´s work. However, there is much to do today as we have more school visits, street work 

and then mentoring in the afternoon and evening.  I love days like this and hope that, come Monday, 

Cristopher is back in school and focussed on his education.  He knows I am expecting great things from him 

and can see, from his parting smile, he loves the idea of having a male in his life who cares for him.  Hope 

has been sowed. 

  



No. 140 

Tuesday 28th August, 2018 

With a mix of excitement and anticipation I climbed 

out of the jeep, turned up the collar of my clean 

white shirt and carefully placed the tie around my 

neck, knotted it and turned down the collar.  I was 

now ready to enter and I could hear some of the kids 

playing inside and was then greeted by three of the 

girls who had obviously spent a very happy morning 

getting themselves ready for the event. 

It was our official opening of the new Protection 

Home in Guatemala City and the waiting guests had 

turned up to see the official ribbon being cut.  It was 

going to be an emotional afternoon, but first I 

needed to make the usual introductions of Darold and Pamela Opp, a couple who had flown in from the 

U.S. to look at the house they had helped buy for us over a year ago, the British Ambassador, the Pastor 

and his wife from my church and various other officials, children, staff, volunteers and supporters. 

After a brief introduction, all live on Facebook to hundreds of people, a small group of children stood up 

and talked about how the house (the bit downstairs that was still a building site) had become a refuge and 

home for them in times of crisis over the last year.  One girl, 13-year-old Damaris, started to explain how 

she, her mum and younger siblings had to be given refuge in the home after a situation with her mum and 

dad.  The real story behind her words would be enough material to fill a best-selling book, but for now she 

got to the part where they had to leave in the middle of the night and then burst into tears.  I came to her 

aid and hugged her and took her to a seat near me while little Moses took to the stage. 

Moses is 10 and has been with me in the mentoring 

programme for five years.  He was the first child to 

enter into the mentoring programme after I found 

him on the streets late one night.  I still think back to 

that night and remember the state he was in and 

still find it hard to think he is the same boy.  Moses 

started to talk about how his life had changed and 

then the emotion came.  He tried his best to express 

how lonely he had felt and how, being part of the 

mentoring programme and the weekends in the 

home, had changed his life.  It was a very moving 

time and most had tears in their eyes after listening 

to the stories. 

Forgive me for being proud of this boy but I would like to tell you that two weeks ago Moses asked me to 

accompany him to a school event where children were getting awards.  When I arrived, Moses was first in 

the queue and looking amazing all dressed up with a sash hanging from his shoulder and wearing a smile 

that spoke more than he could ever verbalise.  He was proud and when the event started I realised just 

how special this was.  This was not a quick hand out of a medal in the school assembly, this was an event 

that included 8 local schools with the local mayor, representatives from the educational department of the 

government and other local dignitaries.   

https://www.facebook.com/dunc.streetkidsdirect/videos/10157630519083154/


Every child at the event had been selected by their school to receive a special award and since Moses had 

done spectacularly well, he had been chosen to represent the school and was doing so with rightful pride 

and humility. 

Back to the official opening of the new home, which was now at the 

stage where Darold and Pamela Opp together with Carolyn Carter, the 

British Ambassador to Guatemala, are ready to cut the ribbon and 

officially open the home.  When I say open I think I should explain 

here that we are still a few weeks away before we are able to take in 

children to the home.  But it is ready enough and when the kitchen is 

finished and the basic home furnishing are in place then the first 

children or families will arrive. 

The home is a temporary protection home for children and their 

families at risk and who need immediate protection and 

support.  They will be able to stay in the home for up to two weeks while a viable alternative can be 

found.  We can also offer the home as a place of rest and support to the children in the mentoring 

programme who have gained their place because of their behaviour and school grades and can enjoy a fun 

weekend in the home to encourage them in their studies. 

It was a very successful day and Darold and Pam, who had already invested so much money in the home, 

offered their support to complete the home and start work on the ground floor, which will be the second 

mentoring and training centre.  We are living in very exciting times! 

To finish I would like to mention a few things that have also 

happened over the last week or so.  It has been a busy but rewarding 

time and we are so grateful to God and those who support us as we 

move closer to the vision we have on our hearts for the SKD 

Guatemala project here in Guatemala. 

In the mentoring centre we have been able to finish the counselling 

and prayer room.  The room offers a very comfortable and quiet 

space for children who would like to spend some time alone, in 

silence, or would like to talk with one of us about something important to them.  I had the joy of taking two 

of the girls shopping recently, with a limited budget, to buy a few games, toys and cushions for the 

room.  They squealed with excitement as we wandered around a large department store and discovered all 

manner of fun things that, according to the girls, would be essential for the room. 

Another room we have managed to start using more is the 

clinic.  We still need a few other items to complete the clinic but having the space and the medical 

equipment meant that volunteer doctors could come and offer regular check-ups for the children.  I am 

hopeful that when it is finished we can take care of the children more in-house and save us funds we are 



having to spend on private clinics, while offering them a much more familiar environment when they are ill 

or need first aid. 

 Two weeks ago, we had the honour of having Russell 

and Joanna Soden visiting the mentoring centre and 

Russell offered the team two days of excellent training 

and one-on-one coaching.  As part of our ongoing 

commitment to excellence in the projects we see this 

level of training as vital to improving all areas of our 

work as we strive to serve the children better and study 

the most cutting-edge interventions to help children at 

risk. 

While Darold and Pamela were with us we took the 

opportunity to visit a children’s home they had heard 

about on the outskirts of Guatemala City.  The home is a loving refuge to children who have been sent 

there by the courts or have ended up there due to a sad series of circumstances.  When I heard about the 

home I could not believe it as it was a home I had planned to visit the following week because one of the 

boys we had helped rescue from the streets was now living there. 

Danny is 9-years-old and was standing at the door 

with a huge smile on his face on our arrival.  It was 

great to see him again and see how well he looked 

after the last time I saw him.  A few months ago, he 

was on the streets and not doing well at all.  One day I 

would love to write out his life story as it would touch 

the heart strings and, at the same time, fill you with 

hope.  I was given a huge and very tight hug and then 

we were shown around and invited to share some 

time with the children.  It was a special time.  Danny is 

an amazing kid and we wish him well and hope he 

sticks at this new life and stays off the streets. 

 And finally, two short stories from the streets this past 

week.  The first is the evening I accompanied the team 

and helped with the outreach club to the kids in La 

Quinta, a main street in La Terminal in Guatemala 

City.  One little boy seemed glued to my side and was 

desperate for my attention and time.  I knelt down next 

to him as he started to colour-in a sheet all the children 

had been given.  He gave up after a few seconds when 

he realised it was too hard and his concentration lacked 

the discipline to stick at it.  However, with a little 

encouragement and some determination, when he saw 

me picking up a colouring pencil and help him, we 

managed to finish the picture.  When the time for games began little Alfredo stood and watched and was 

not keen to join in because he wanted to guard his picture and take it back home. He will be another child, I 

am convinced, that in the next few years will join the mentoring programme. 



The week finishes with an exciting time with the 

children in a local park, playing games and enjoying the 

fresh air, climbing trees, kicking a ball about and 

running around without a care in the world.  My time 

with the children is halted by a phone call from Frank 

who is in desperate need of our little Suzuki Jeep.  The 

jeep is a faithful tool and is always used for the streets 

and situations of emergency as it never fails us despite 

rolling off the production line in 1986. 

Frank takes the jeep and heads to one of the most 

conflict-ridden zones in Guatemala City to find a young 

girl who had run away from home and was now lost in 

zone 18.  Due to her age and vulnerability and given 

the fact she was in this zone we had to act quickly.  It 

was not time to ask why she was there but to get 

there, find her and bring her home to her family and 

then try to offer support in order to ensure she 

remains safe. Thanks to Frank´s determination the 

young girl is found, rescued and returned to her 

anxious family. 

It has been quite a week and I know that next week looks just as full, but this is why we are here.  Your 

support and messages do keep us going and make all you have managed to read possible.  Thank you and 

may we wish you a very happy week ahead. 

 


