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I returned last weekend from Honduras and was totally exhausted.  The exhaustion was not due to the long 

12-hour drive from capital to capital, but the mental exhaustion that I felt after leaving behind two projects 

we have been supporting for the last 14 years.  My heavy and very broken heart was not helped by the 

amount of work I found on my return, but somehow, and with God´s grace, I made it through to realise that 

we can only do what is placed in our hands, any more would rob others of the chance to help, serve and be 

part of something quite amazing. 

It was back in 2004 that we first started to support the Manuelito Children’s Home and subsequently the 

AFE School for the kids on the rubbish dump.  Those early days with both projects were exhilarating as we 

saw amazing things happen and giant steps in faith led to the building of an incredible school for vulnerable 

children and a fabulous home for children rescued from the city streets. 

It was 11 years ago that I found a little baby abandoned on 

the streets of Tegucigalpa, the capital of Honduras.  Pastor 

Pinto and his family had invited me to join them on their 

street work run late one evening.  As we began to wander 

through the streets meeting countless young boys and girls, 

all of whom had either runaway from desperate situations or 

who had been abandoned by abusive parents, we came 

across a cardboard box.  The box was been guarded by two 

young boys who told us that there was a baby inside and that 

the mum had left it there on the streets earlier that day. 

We had to act immediately and rushed the baby to hospital.  The 15-day-old boy pulled through and was 

named Duncan (not my idea!) and has grown up with the idea that I am his dad and his connection to me is 

very strong. This photo was taken when he was 7-years-old and still struggling, as any young child would, 

with the fact that his “dad” did not live with him and came to visit now and again.  The parting was 

unbearable at times and I can only imagine how hard that was for him, but he was desperate to make a 

connection between his idea of a dad and me. 

Duncan is now 11 and turns 12 in December and is doing really well in the home and I am very grateful for 

their loving support for him, and so many more like him, over the years.  I have grown to love them all and 

have seen them develop into amazing young men and women and some have even gone on to get their 

degrees and have returned to work full-time there.  It is a place of miracles. 

So, it makes it even more difficult to take the decision to not continue 

our partnership with both AFE and Manuelito. The decision was not 

taken lightly, but we decided, together with Global Care, to not support 

the leadership of the projects for many and varied reasons.  I know 

some will want to ask me questions and want to know more, but we 

must stand firm to honour the partnerships we have formed and speak 

well of all involved. Just know that we had to act and I am sure if you 

knew what we now know you would make the same decision. 

Saying goodbye in my heart and head was harder than physically saying 

goodbye to the children and staff, all of whom I adore so much and 

admire the incredible work the staff do under difficult circumstances 

and at great personal cost.  All we can do now is pray for them and be ready to return one day if the door 



opens wide, or even wide enough to squeeze back in.  As part of my visit to the home I took along a gift for 

Duncan and his brother Cristofer, which went down very well indeed.  

Thank you for the many years of support you have given to both projects and for the way so many of you 

have poured your time and efforts into fundraising events for them.  This is not in vain as we know that 

hundreds of vulnerable children have benefitted from this support and those who have grown old enough 

to now study at university will join me in saying “it was worth every penny”.  THANK YOU.  I have no plans 

to return to Honduras in the near future! 

Despite the sadness of the situation there I did manage 

to see how two other projects we have partnered with 

are doing and explored a potential new project, which 

excited me greatly. 

Steve Poulson, who works as a volunteer for Street Kids 

Direct in Honduras, has helped setup the mentoring 

programme in various locations in Honduras.  I was 

invited to see the first group and spent the afternoon 

watching the kids enjoying time with caring adults rather 

than possibly being involved in things that are not that 

helpful to them.   

Being a high-risk child means that you live with the uncertainty of food and security every day.  Together 

with the many risk factors in their lives, the children need a constant, caring adult alongside them to help 

them navigate from childhood to adulthood. This is where mentoring makes an impact and we are very 

excited to see increasing numbers of vulnerable children having this opportunity. 

I also managed to visit one other programme that works with high-risk children in a town that is run very 

closely by a gang. When I say run, I mean that every aspect of town life is affected by the gang and this 

often leads to violence, intimidation, extorsions and death.  The day before we were visiting the project we 

have partnered with it was raided by the police and army in the middle of the night.  The programme´s 

director, an American volunteer, was violently attacked and the young people threatened and one had 

been pushed into a tank of water.  

Living there is not easy and every visit is watched by the 

gang who could act or react in a way that further 

complicates the work or has a direct bearing on our 

personal safety.  But the work continues and the 

mentoring programme is producing results with school 

grades improving for those in the programme as well as 

a greater sense of purpose and feeling of being cared 

for.  Mentoring really does change lives and we would 

love to see more local people taking up the challenge 

and offering to help change a life. 

Thank you for listening and for your support that makes 

all this work possible.  I don´t know where we would be without you and hope that, despite the setback out 

of our control, you can see that lives are changing and many kids are alive today that might not have been if 

you hadn´t been there to support the front-line work. THANK YOU. 
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Monday 24thSeptember 2018 

I knew it was going to be a long day, Saturdays usually are as they are the day I do a lot of mentoring and 

visiting families of the boys who are in the programme with me.  Saturday was no exception, but it was a 

rather special day and one that made me reflect a lot on a few other things that have happened this past 

week. I hope you enjoy the journey! 

The day begins around 4am but soon I have caught up with all my emails and am heading out to collect the 

boys early, as two have football trials and two other boys have regular Saturday morning football. I 

remember the days of a youth worker in Amersham and taking kids to early morning football training and 

matches. The summer months, when there is not a lot of football on offer, was great.  However,  the cold 

winter months were a test of my personal commitment to a child.  My next job is to collect one more boy, 

who turns up with his brother, and take him to his very first art class. 

With all loaded in the car we head to the football training 

ground and the two who normally train here on a 

Saturday know the drill and crack on with running around 

the pitch after they have greeted every single boy and 

their football coach.  One of the many things I love about 

the Guatemalan culture is that you can´t just turn up to 

any event or meeting and just say hi, you have to go 

around and greet everyone my name with a handshake or 

a youthful form of it. 

The two boys I have brought along today for their trials 

are Brandon, 11, and Kenedy who is 13.  Both quickly 

change into their shorts and it is clear their football gear is nowhere near the standard of the other boys 

who have professional boots, the club uniform with proper socks and everything!  But Brandon and Kenedy 

are not phased and just join in like they have been there for months.  Growing up in poverty gives you a 

certain level of resilience that some children just don´t have and these boys don´t mind what anyone thinks 

of them, they are here to play football and have fun, and fun they will have. 

After an hour I have to take Fredy, 14, to his very first art class nearby.  It is only a 2-minute walk from the 

training ground and his younger brother accompanies us both as it is far more exciting than staying at 

home in La Terminal.  I noticed a while back that Fredy was keen on drawing but seemed ashamed to ask 

for help or say he was interested.  It just came up in one of the mentoring sessions and so I asked him if he 

would like me to take him to a professional art class.  He agreed and so this was going to be his special day. 

We walk into the workshop and find lots of kids arranging their pencils, brushes and paints.  It is obvious 

that they are all coming from a very different social background to Fredy and his comment tells me he is 

uncomfortable when he says: “and they are all girls”.  Each one had walked in proudly holding an oil 

painting that looked like they had just bought it from the local art gallery.  It was intimidating for Fredy but I 

went in with him and settled him in. The teacher tells me the art class is £20 and the materials are 

extra.  How much extra I had no idea of until he took me downstairs to the art shop and piled up a few 

things by the till and said: “this should be enough for today”.  I am looking at the materials and wondering 

how much of my apartment I could paint with them!  Glad I have my credit card on me and I smile at Fredy 

like it´s no big deal and then he scuttles upstairs and I wonder how he will cope. 



I walk back with his brother Jonathan 

to the football training only to find 

Moises sitting by the side of the pitch 

crying and holding his wrist.  The 

coach tells me that he fell over and 

was waiting for me to return.  Their 

“ring a parent if there is a problem” 

policy was obviously not working and I 

could see he was in a lot of 

pain.  Thankfully nearby there is a 

private medical clinic and it´s my only 

option as taking him to the main 

hospital would mean there was no 

hope of him being seem within 4-5 

hours and then many hours of x-rays 

and all the rest would result in the day 

ending very late and with Moises not getting the care he needs. 

Therefore, a quick decision to take him to the private clinic resulted in discovering he has a fractured wrist, 

but this is taken care of within an hour and he happily comes away with his very first cast.  His main 

concern is that he might not be able to go on a camp with me in three weeks’ time with the men´s group 

from my church to celebrate his 11thbirthday.  But I assure him that there will be many activities he could 

still do with one arm! 

We make it back in time to collect Fredy from his art class.  To be honest I had high hopes for him but was 

not expecting too much from his first time at painting.  After all, he had only drawn a few things for me on a 

small drawing pad I bought him recently.  The older kids came down carrying more masterpieces and so I 

am prepared for whatever Fredy comes out with and will make sure we all encourage him and say we love 

his painting. 

I was not expecting to see him with the painting he was 

proudly carrying and his art teacher tells me he was a good 

student and learned a bit about painting reflections and it 

would be good for him to come more regularly.  I was lost for 

words and kept asking him if this really was his very first 

painting and did he really do it all himself.  His brother had 

nothing to say and the other boys could not comprehend the 

significance of this painting.  How can a boy pick up a brush 

for the first time and paint something like this?  I am still in 

shock really and will see if we can find a way to get him more 

classes and discover what else he can do.  He and his family 

live in poverty and so maybe this could be a way he could help them by painting and selling his 

paintings. Just an idea. 

Later that day, and after a very healthy lunch at the mentoring centre on the edge of La Terminal, I head 

out with Julio and five boys to my Saturday afternoon mentoring session.  We go to Cayalá, a rather 

exclusive shopping experience for the middle to upper classes.  Despite the opulence of the place, it is a 

great place to take the kids as it is only 10 minutes away, it is safe and you can rent bikes for £1.50.  There 

is also a cool coffee shop that allows us to sit for hours playing board games for the price of a bottle of 

water. 



On the way there, little Jesus calls me to ask what I am doing. This is now becoming a daily occurrence and 

my question to him has the same reply every time: “and what are you doing Jesus?” I say, “nothing”, he 

replies.  Those of you who have been around Radio Christmas long enough would know that Jesus was 

loaned a camera a few years ago and asked to take pictures of his world on the rubbish dump.  The pictures 

were turned into a calendar by Willie Reid and sold on Radio Christmas to help support him and his family, 

which it did for just over two years. 

Jesus was excited because the previous Sunday I had 

taken him, Cristian and Daniel to a kid’s park where 

they could enjoy skating, climbing walls and doing all 

manner of “extreme” activities.  I could tell they were 

excited when I picked them up as 9-year-old Christian 

could not stand still.  He just jumped up and down and 

clenched his fists and shook all over.  He could not 

contain himself.  On the drive to the park both Jesus 

and Christian told me of shootings outside where they 

lived like it was just part of their normal lives. 

The park was everything I had hoped it would be and 

very cheap at 50p a game and since skating lasted 

nearly an hour it was a good deal. Not a bad use of 50p I thought and settled in to my role of photographer 

and encourager every time they came around to the place I had been told to stand. 

Anyway, back to the previous story of my time with Julio and the five boys.  Julio, by the way, is Honduran 

and lives in Talanga, Honduras and is here for two weeks to be trained in the Street Kids Direct mentoring 

programme.  On his return he will be coordinating the mentoring programme in Honduras and so today 

would be a good chance for him to see some mentoring in action. 

Julio takes the boys out on the hired bikes and then we head to our favourite coffee shop to play a board 

game and then review the last five weeks of mentoring.  Our theme was poverty and the boys had 

discovered that the secret to getting out of poverty is giving!  It sounds like an odd thing to say but each 

was given the equivalent of £2.00 and had to find someone they felt needed the money and give it 

away.  We discussed how they felt and what happened and then finished with a time of silence.  The silence 

was not planned, it just came out of my one-line explanation of what would be the next theme for our 

mentoring sessions – sex! 

Dropping the boys off home later made me realise how important the mentoring programme is to 

them.  One silly thing, as we made our way home, led to another and boys being boys one ended up doing 

something that led to another thing and then to me having to have a “chat” with them.  This resulted in a 

few firm, but loving, words.  Making mistakes is OK, but when you choose to do wrong and then try and pin 

the blame on someone else then the issue needs to be addressed.  It´s one of the oldest tricks in history 

when a person can´t accept responsibility for what they have done.  The difference, I tell the boys, between 

a boy and a man is not what they think.  It is, in all honesty, the ability to take responsibility for one’s 

actions.  A good lesson to learn as they head home and ponder on what happened. 

There is only one more thing to do before my evening meeting with Julio and that is visit a home of one of 

the boys as his mum called me earlier during the day in tears and asking for help.  We make our way to the 

home and find her still in tears over a water bill she just can´t afford to pay and if she doesn´t pay she and 

her son will have to find another place to live.  She seems devastated as the money she owes is just so far 

beyond her means. Julio and I are both moved by her story and her need to find £10 to pay for the shared 

tap in the middle of about 12 tin shacks.  It is humbling, but we are able to help and the gift of £10 brings 

her to tears again. 



We discover that her son, who is still thinking through his 

actions from the afternoon´s events, is not eating 

enough.  There is not an ounce of fat on his 13-year-old 

body and he tells me that he and his mum often have to 

go without food.  On further investigation I found out that 

he and his mum only eat 5 days out of 7.  It is heart-

breaking and so some action will need to be taken in the 

coming week to provide a small parcel of groceries that 

will help a little. 

As we leave the sun is already casting long shadows in the 

street and about 10 small kids are outside waiting for 

us.  Their outstretched arms and pleas to be swung around was my cue to tell them that Julio was an expert 

in this and so an orderly queue is instantly formed and Julio begins his swinging.  At one point I feel guilty 

and so help out with a few swings and then head to the car leaving Julio with 6 kids hanging around his 

neck and the others running around him.  He is a star and the kids are excited about his promise to return 

on Wednesday evening and swing some more when the team return for the usual kids’ club for high-risk 

children. 

Now onto our serious meeting about the development of the mentoring programme for Honduras.  It´s a 

great time to be serving here. 
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Monday 22ndOctober, 2018 

We have had a very special time recently with the visit of Julio from Honduras.  Julio works for Proyecto 

Alas, a project that Street Kids Direct have got behind and which is the main project we are using in 

Honduras to grow the mentoring programme. Steve Poulson also volunteers with the project and so Julio 

came to Guatemala in order to receive training and support in the mentoring programme for children and 

young people who are at high-risk of taking to the streets in Honduras. 

Despite the limited time I could personally give Julio, he was able to accompany me during a few mentoring 

sessions and see how spending time with a child and supporting them through some pretty difficult 

situations is vital to keeping them away from danger and helping them make positive life choices. 

On one of the trips Julio helped Manuel, a 13-year-old boy who has been with me in mentoring for the last 

2 years, make it safely back home.  I always try and walk each boy back home after mentoring and see if I 

can spend time with the family and in Manuel´s case it was with his mum. 

I had received a call late the other night from Manuel because he was afraid his mum would take her own 

life and so asked me to go over and be with him.  I rushed to the little shack he lives in with his mum and 

found him inside sitting precariously on the end of the bed as his mum lay huddled up on the top half of the 

bed. About half of the bed was full of clothes as there is no wardrobe or shelves and leaving them on the 

dirt floor would mean they would get damp.  Not that they had many clothes to worry about anyway. 

The house is eerily quiet and both are looking at me as I walk in and find something suitable to sit on, whilst 

leaning forwards to greet Manuel´s mum.  She is silent and has obviously been crying.  Manuel receives a 

hug from me and I sit and hold his hands as he begins to tell me how they are in debt for their rent and his 

mum had the money in the morning but, for some reason, it was either taken or she lost it from her pocket 

and now had to pay the following morning or they would have to leave their room.  The amount they owed 

was the equivalent of £40. 

Over the next hour I talk with both of them, read the 

Bible and prayed with them, listened as both began to 

talk more about how they felt and then left with a 

commitment to join with them in finding a solution the 

following day.  Manuel´s mum had been talking about 

taking her life as she saw no way out for her and her 

son.  It was £40 I thought, is this what her life was 

worth?  It was profoundly moving to see how her 

desperation had turned to hope in that one hour. 

Returning back the next day with Julio was a touching 

moment as Manuel´s mum was in tears again, but this 

time tears of joy.  The SKD team had managed to get 

money together and drop it into her as well as a food parcel and she could not contain her joy and 

thankfulness.  Julio was very moved by her story and wanted himself to help in any way he could. Manuel 

was, in typical teenage fashion, made to smile and gave us both a hug and said thank you. 

As we walked back out into the early evening light we were greeted by around 15 small children who all 

wanted us to play “What´s the time Mr Wolf” and various other games and so we entertained them for a 

while before having to say our goodbyes and try and head to the next visit.  The kids were very keen on 

Julio, as his fun and caring nature means anyone warms to him instantly.  The photo sums up both Julio and 

the work and so share it with you here above. 



Two other things I would like to tell you about before I have to crack on with another visit to the streets are 

my visits to Totonicapan and Panajachel. 

Guatemala is one incredible country and being located in Central America means the climate is perfect for 

all-year-round sunshine, interrupted only by the rainy season.  But that is mostly comprised of short 

afternoon showers.  Sadly, I have not had the opportunity to see much of the Guatemalan countryside and 

so when one of the boys I mentor talked about how he and his family would love to visit their ancestral 

home I saw this as a great opportunity for mentoring and getting to know his family more. 

Brandon is 11 and I took him on as one of my mentees last Christmas when I found him sitting on the stairs 

in our mentoring centre on Christmas Eve looking forlorn and with his head in his hands.  It turned out that 

his mentor had not showed up and when I asked him when he last saw his mentor, he told me it was three 

months ago. I was annoyed and wondered how someone could start a relationship with a needy child and 

then just not turn up. Brandon was clearly upset but I said to him that from now on I would be his 

mentor.  The thought of this brought a much-needed smile to his face and so began our friendship. 

I have the car cleaned and filled with fuel and 

ready outside the room where Brandon and his 

family live at 6am.  It is a Sunday but the road is 

noisy and it was difficult to find a space to park as 

it is prime time for the market stall traders. The 

family live in the heart of La Terminal, a bustling 

market area in Guatemala City.  The younger 

children are hanging on the main doorway that 

leads to the street and I hear them shouting: “he´s 

here”, as they run back into the room to tell the 

family.  We load up the car and head off for our 5-

hour journey to Totonicapan. 

The story of this family is typical of so many we 

work with and, as the mum explains to me later in the car, it is almost impossible for people to live in the 

countryside without having family members living in the city or the USA and sending back money each 

month.  “When we lived here”, she tells me as she points to the little village where her and her husband 

grew up, “I could earn no more than £1 a day”. Her husband could earn maybe double that with some hard 

labour, but with a growing family it became impossible to find enough to eat and not once could they ever 

by a new piece of clothing.  Their children would wander to school without shoes and they were constantly 

hungry. 

We arrive at her mother´s home and there is much joy and I am received like some King that has come to 

visit.  The grandmother has been up since the early hours preparing our lunch and so at 11am we sat down 

and ate the most delicious plate of chicken with vegetable soup I have ever tasted.  The family are excited 

to be together again as it has been nearly 3 years since they have been able to meet up, due to the fact that 

it costs so much to come by bus and both families work such long hours in order to survive. 

It was a very special time and Brandon and his family were so pleased I had taken the day out to be with 

them and understand their world and enjoy together one unforgettable family event. 



My second outing was to one of Guatemala´s 

top visitor sites – Panajachel.  The lure of this 

idyllic beauty spot is the lake that is sounded by 

volcanoes and verdant mountains.  Lake Atitlan 

is ringed by 12 Mayan towns, named after the 

disciples of Jesus, and each famous for a local 

craft, chocolate, coffee and the like.  The 

indigenous people know it as the “belly button 

of the world” as the lake is a mysterious body 

of water that still has not been fully explored, 

according to the National Geographic team 

that produced a programme from there last 

year. 

So, it was a natural place for us to consider when we had been offered money to take the girls away on a 

camping weekend.  17 girls aged from 11-14 boarded the large minibus and headed for Panajachel, one of 

the main towns that access the lake, while Joseph and me got there early to setup the tents and cooking 

area.  Camping by the lake is quite an experience, but for the majority of girls on the trip who had never left 

the city before this would be a truly memorable adventure. 

Our three days of swimming in the lake, exploring the 

huge waterfalls and lush rain forest, walking through 

the eco-park with its monkeys and other animals, 

playing on the swings and zip lines and then taking our 

4-hour boat trip on the lake meant that this would be 

not just an incredible break for the girls from their lives 

in La Terminal, in the city, but also a chance for them to 

see life from a new perspective. 

Turning the short videos we had taken during each 

activity into a movie was fun but time consuming, as 

anyone who has had to edit a video knows.  It was a 

funny time sitting with them a few days later to watch the movie.  It will always be an important reference 

point for 17 high-risk girls who needed to know they are loved, they are special and that they can make 

choices for their own lives and future and not be constrained by the norm to get pregnant by 14, drop out 

of school and spend the rest of their life bringing up small children whilst their boyfriends or partners come 

and go as quick as the seasons.   

On our return we found such a girl on the streets one 

evening with her new baby.  The excitement of having a 

baby I am pretty sure will soon fade into the reality of 

how to care for it, protect it and bring it up in such a 

demanding environment. Her life is now so very 

different and another reason to remind me of why I am 

here and why our work is so vital.  

Thanks to your support we can be here for her and help 

when she comes to the point where she can´t cope or 

where more babies come and they in turn will need to 

be cared for.  Thank you for being here to support this 

work, without you we just could not do this. 
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Friday 2ndNovember, 2018 

Resilience is a word that describes the experiences of so many of the children I work with.  I understand the 

word to mean the amount of personal challenges a child can endure and still be able to function, develop 

and overcome. 

Our street team found a young boy 

wandering in the city streets the other day 

and brought him to our Centre.  It was clear 

he needed some medical treatment, a good 

shower, food and some tender loving care.  It 

seems he was abandoned in La Terminal by 

his father and the team discovered that there 

was an alert out for him due to the special 

needs the boy has. 

Being abandoned must be one of the most 

difficult things to deal with as it must make 

one feel completely valueless and alone. I 

remember my early days on the streets of 

Guatemala back in 1993 and talking to a boy 

who had been on the streets for a few weeks at this point.  He told me his dad had taken him on a 16-hour 

bus ride from the countryside to the city and when they arrived in the early hours his dad took him to a 

supermarket.  “Wait here”, the dad told the boy.  He stared for a while and then said: “I waited there for 

three days and then realised that my dad was not coming back”. 

Thankfully the boy we found this week was taken to the appropriate authorities that are now increasingly 

taking on the mantle of child protectors and are seeking to keep children safe.  I saw this for myself the 

other day when we discovered one of the boys we had helped leave the streets had run away from the 

children´s home and was now back into his old ways. 

Carlos is a bright boy, and despite being 16-years-of-age he is still a young boy.  His level of resilience is one 

of the highest I have ever seen.  One day, when he makes it through this very challenging stage in his life, 

he will have one incredible story to tell.  It has been a real privilege being alongside him over the last 8 

years and, when I sit down next to him, he tells me the exact day and year he met me.  It must have been 

one day to remember and I am honoured to think he feels I have played that special part in his life so far. 

When a child goes missing in Guatemala, and there are many hundreds who do each month, a special alert 

goes out called an Alba-Keneth, named after the two children who were abducted and murdered in 

Guatemala nearly 10 years ago. 

There was an Alba-Keneth for Carlos as he had escaped from a children´s home because some older boys 

had been placed there who were from a gang and started to intimidate the other boys and cause problems 

with the neighbouring homes.  I can understand why he ran away but glad he contacted us and asked for 

our help. Thankfully I have a very easy phone number for the kids to remember and so they call me at all 

hours when they need help. 

 

 

 



I went, with Ben, to see him last week, now happy to be 

back off the streets and in another home.  Despite the 

very basic setup, the home seems a good first stop for 

Carlos and as we sat and chatted he kept looking into my 

eyes and reminding me of the first day he met 

me.  Another survivor and another child kept safe. 

Whilst on the topic of resilience I want to share some 

more good news with you.  You will remember that the 

group of boys I mentor has slowly grown to nine!  It does 

seem an impossible task as each boy requires personal 

time every week, but with very few men coming forward 

to mentor boys I feel I have to help those who feel alone and need the support and attention I can give. 

All nine boys will pass their school year this month and move on to the next one, and some have been given 

special awards and have achieved things that has surprised us and their families.  I think of one 11-year-old 

boy who works on the rubbish dump and was keen to get through his school year in order to move closer to 

his dream of getting a well-paid job one day in order to support his mum so she doesn´t have to work 14-16 

hours a day on the rubbish. Another has done so well that he can now go to a private school and benefit 

from a quality education and all the opportunities that will bring.  Another is struggling with school and 

finds it difficult but is determined to try and leave his abusive past behind and get to secondary school next 

year. 

It has been a week of many proud moments, a week 

of invitations to school events and “clausuras” (end of 

term celebrations) and seeing nine boys standing 

proud and with hope that next year will take them a 

little step closer to their dream. 

I invite them all to join me, my sister – who was 

visiting Guatemala last week, and Joseph Soden to a 

party at our Centre and to watch a video that included 

all the photos I have taken over the year of the 

various mentoring sessions.  I think they saw just how 

special this year has been and, thanks to your 

support, next year will one amazing adventure. 

Thank you for sticking with us and for all you have done that has meant I could meet with them each week, 

take them on trips, visit their families and support in times of crisis, rush them to hospital when needed, 

look for creative ways to keep them busy rather than taking to the streets, signing them up for activities 

and courses that will develop their skills and personalities, sitting with them when they just want to give up 

on life and seeing them through to a new day, and exploring ways they can resist all the tough stuff the 

world throws at them.  Without your support we could not do this.  THANK YOU. 

 

  



No 145 

Wednesday 7thNovember 

I know my memory is not that good at the moment.  I am over-tired and have been working too many 

hours each day for far too long now.  Retaining things in my head or recalling things is more of a challenge 

right now!  So, when a message came through on my phone saying “I had an accident and now I am in 

hospital” from an unknown number, I was trying to remember if someone had told me about a child who 

had been taken to hospital.  I guessed it was not a child and presumed it was one of the older guys off the 

streets who had remembered my number. 

I have to now ask each caller who it is as many children just 

assume I will know their voice and remember the number of the 

phone box they are calling from.  I was then told “yer, I have 

been here three days now”, which didn´t help me to identify the 

person on the other end of the messages.  I asked the name of 

the person and was told “It´s Jhony”.  Well that was a good start 

and since I know many boys called Jhony and each with a 

different spelling I needed further clarification as the 

conversation got into details of how he had fractured his leg in 

an accident and could I go and visit him. 

In order to discover which Jhony was messaging me I asked him if 

he could use the phone to send me a picture.  What came back 

made me laugh so much.  I had assumed he would take a picture 

of his face so I could recognise him.  Instead he took a picture of 

his leg!  There was no way I could identify a boy just from a leg 

and so asked him to take a photo of his face.  Another picture 

came through of the top part of his eyes and forehead.  It was 

enough to locate him and remember the boy who Ben and I had 

visited a few months ago in the market. 

Jhony has grown up in real poverty in a settlement called Santa 

Fas, on the outskirts of Guatemala City.  I have been working there for 25 years and have seen the 

community of displaced street dwellers from the city centre grab land that most people would not consider 

any value and build a basic structure and call it home.  In one of those structures, a tin shack with dirt floor 

and sewage running alongside the outdoor sink that is used for washing and drinking water, Jhony and his 

family live. 

His story is one of survival in the face of overwhelming odds.  The gang that control the area are heavily 

recruiting young boys into the gang and intimidate and threaten those that don´t join. Sometimes this leads 

to their torture and murder or the murder of family members until the boy gives in and joins the gang.  This 

was the main reason Jhony stopped going to school and tried to stay at home.  But, with the hot sun 

beating down on the tin shack it becomes unbearable to spend time there during the day and so the streets 

are a cooler alternative and this leads to greater risk of gang involvement. 



Having located Jhony and his family in 

my head I asked if I could visit him on 

the next open visit and he said I could 

but didn´t know if he was going to 

have his operation and how he was 

going to cope.  Thankfully his mum 

took the two-hour bus journey to be 

with him each day and so he had her 

phone and could contact me and also 

enjoy her company and care. 

My sister has been visiting Guatemala 

and so was invited to join me as I 

headed to the main city hospital that 

is struggling to cope with very few 

resources, out-dated or no 

equipment, limited staff and unsanitary conditions.  We find little Jhony in one of the men´s wards and a 

huge smile comes across his face when he sees us.  He managed to have his operation due to family 

members joining the long early morning queues outside the hospital in order to give blood.  If your family 

and friends don´t donate blood, and often medical supplies, then you can´t be operated on.  Jhony, 

however, had made it through and was now, in his doctor´s opinion, ready to go home. 

Picking him up from the hospital is an ordeal in itself.  His mum had managed to borrow a wheelchair which 

got him to the entrance. He was in a huge amount of pain and as soon as I picked him up he was in 

tears.  Keeping his leg straight whilst not touching it and lifting him at the same time was quite a challenge 

but eventually I get him in the car and we set off for Santa Fas.  As we arrived in Santa Fas I knew that 

carrying him down the steep hillside to his shack was going to be hard work and I could see in his face he 

knew the pain that was coming. 

Eventually, and after many tears, we 

got him onto a small metal bed that is 

precariously held up on blocks of 

concrete and wood on a dirt floor.  His 

main concern, as I struggled down the 

hillside, was for my back rather than 

the pain he was in.  The dimly-lit shack 

was going to be a tough place to 

recuperate and how I wished all had 

gone to plan with the refurbishment 

work at the new Protection 

Home. The home (photo right) would 

have been the ideal place for Jhony, 

but it was just too dangerous and we 

were still unable to use the toilets due 

to the construction of a whole new 

drainage system being put in. It will be great when finished but I would love it all done now so we can take 

care of kids like Jhony. 

  

  



Returning to Guatemala City, I did 

manage to honour my promise of 

celebrating Damaris´ 

14thbirthday.  Damaris is a quiet and 

caring girl who has come through 

some really tough stuff in her life.  She 

was so excited when I turned up with 

my sister and a few presents, followed 

by a few members of the SKD 

team.  Damaris and her mum had 

worked hard to get the room, which is 

their house, ready for the party.  The 

bed was stood up against the wall and 

the floor decorated with pine foliage 

and a line of borrowed tables and 

chairs had been placed in the centre 

of the room. 

We thoroughly enjoyed celebrating Damaris´ birthday and her brothers and sisters, all of whom are in the 

mentoring programme, seemed amazed that we were prepared to eat food they had so lovingly prepared 

for us. 

A few days later I am sat with the 

children at the Centre who are all 

excited to say their goodbyes to me 

and pray for me as I return back to the 

UK.  The highlight of the afternoon 

with the children was the showing of 

the two videos of the boys and girls 

camps a few weeks ago.  The kids 

were glued to the screen and laughed 

throughout and remembered some 

very special times indeed.   

It will be hard to leave them and get 

on the plane and head back to the UK, 

but head back I must as I focus on the 

10thanniversary of Radio Christmas 

and the many presentations and school assemblies to speak at over the next few weeks. 

Please do follow the station, tune in and get involved as we celebrate all the incredible things that have 

happened over the last 10 years.  We will be based at Café Africa in Amersham this year and will have live 

broadcasts coming from the USA, Guatemala and Honduras.  It will be a special time and we hope to break 

10 Guinness World Records at the same time!  Stay tuned. 

  

https://www.radiochristmas.co.uk/
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The pilot announced that “we will shortly be landing in Guatemala” and immediately my heart skipped a 

beat as I had been waiting to hear those words for a very long time. 

I had left Guatemala in late October and headed back to the UK to help set up and run Radio Christmas, as 

well as travel many miles around the UK to speak to supporters, churches and schools.   

Now I was coming home and I can truly say this is home for me 

and I love living in Guatemala.  It is not the climate that attracts 

me, albeit a very pleasant one, but the people, the work and the 

sensation that I am part of something very special that is 

happening at this moment in the history of the world. 

I manage to talk my way through customs, when they ask me why 

one small carryon case is full of chocolate and why I have two 

large bags full of rucksacks.  “It´s because I have 46 children” I tell 

them and continue standing there smiling.  The customs officer 

must have heard it all over the years, but never this! 

I get a taxi and make it home in time to get the water turned on, connect everything including the internet 

and then unpack before falling into bed and into a deep sleep. 

The next morning, I wake early, mainly due to my body clock still 

being in UK time.  They say that if you shine a torch behind your 

knees then you can reset your body clock and climatize quicker to 

the local hour.  However, I am keen to keep waking up at 3am for 

the moment as there is lots to do and today is no exception. 

My goal today and tomorrow is to visit all the boys I am mentoring 

and their families and spend quality time with them and enjoy 

watching their faces as they open up the little presents I brought 

back with me from the UK.  I knew that each present would bring 

a huge amount of happiness to each boy as every present was chosen specially for them.  I am not 

disappointed, and so begins the walk from one place to another, with lots of hugs and screams of joy. 

 As I was leaving the little shack where Juan Carlos 

(photo above) and his mum live I am greeted by a gang 

of little children who had been waiting patiently in the 

streets to see me.  For them, playtime had begun!  They 

had missed me and I had missed them and so we chatted 

for a while about what they did for Christmas.  Most 

said, all at the same time, that they had done nothing, 

just played in the streets and let off a few bangers on the 

24th.  Not one could tell me they had received a present, 

but they all told me how much they had enjoyed the big 

party the team had thrown for them in our Centre.  It 

was a momentous moment for them as they chuckled 

telling me who ate what and what games were played and who laughed when they saw Frank dressed as a 

pirate, and the stories went on. 



Creating happy memories is what I love doing and it was amazing, during Radio Christmas, how many 

people came to the station, or found me in the streets rushing from one thing to another, to tell me how 

much they remembered the kids club we did years ago, or the camp they went on or the fun day out into 

London when they were small. 

I have to move on as the next drop-in takes me to 

Santa Fas, a dangerous area on the outskirts of 

Guatemala City that had grown significantly in the mid 

90s when the Municipal Government removed 

hundreds of families from little tin shacks on the now 

disused railway line near the centre of the city, and 

“re-housed” them in Santa Fas.  Santa Fas has a major 

problem with gangs and I have met so many kids on 

the streets over the years who started their life here 

in this area of the city. 

Climbing down the side of the mountain was much 

easier now the rainy season has finished and the sun-

baked land was hard and firm underfoot.  I had to check that I was not being followed and eventually made 

it safely to the tin shack where little Jhony and his family live.  Some might remember that Jhony is the boy 

who had been hit by a car and had broken his leg and needed our help to get him out of hospital and in 

recovery.   

Jhony was now walking, albeit with a very hefty limp, and tried to run to see me and give me a huge 

hug.  The rest of his family came out to say hi and invited me in for a drink and to hear how I had spent my 

Christmas.  I knew I could not tell them everything but did manage to show them some photos and talk 

about what it would be like to play in snow.  They were very kind and accepting and introduced me to an 

11-year-old boy called Jordi.  Jordi, lives a short distance away from Jhony´s shack and so I am invited to go 

with the boys to visit his home. 

We clamber along the mountainside and come to 

three places where the ground has given way to 

landslides and those who live here have put up make-

shift bridges so they can cross.  They are not at all safe 

and give in quite considerably when I cross – probably 

due to the number of mince pies I have eaten in the 

last month!  We arrive at Jordi´s little shack and are 

greeted by his step-mum.  The greeting is friendly, but 

I can see she is wondering why I am here and when I 

explain that I have come to get a copy of the list of 

things he needs in order to start school, she relaxes 

and thanks me. 

The boys run back to Jhony´s shack where we go over the list and discuss what is going on in Jordi´s life and 

how hard things are for him right now.  The boys seem very concerned for each other and go to the same 

school and understand just how tough life is in this part of the city.  None of the shacks has any legal claim 

on the land, but the longer they stay there the longer they have a legal claim on it.  

Evidence of the gang is all around you and the boys are desperate to leave the area one day and get their 

families to a safer environment and have dreams of getting good jobs and never giving in to the daily 

temptations from the gang to be part of something exciting with easy access to cash and power. It is not 

hard to see how vulnerable boys like these succumb to the gang.  What they have seen is many of their 



friends join, get shot or die.  So many end up in prison and then their seal in the gang is complete and their 

prospects are few, and so life is tied to the gang with its short life expectancy. 

I am hopeful that if we can keep these boys in school, off the streets and involved in sports and other 

activities they might actually make it.  I, for one, am determined to help make a difference in their lives and 

will be on the hunt for mentors for them in the coming weeks. 

And now for some good news.  Over the past few days I have spent a good deal of time with the 9 boys I 

am mentoring and all have started school again and have been excited with their backpacks and starter 

kits.  Thanks to those who donated on Radio Christmas for the backpack appeal, we have been able to help 

46 children in Guatemala start school and many more in Honduras.  The final number will be around 80 I 

believe. 

The Guatemalan government state that 73% of all children 

who start primary school pass their grade and progress to the 

next. If a child fails, and 27% obviously do, then then stay in 

that school grade for another year and try again. Many drop 

out if they fail the second time and despite the pass rate 

increasing over the last 10 years, it is still far from where we 

want it to be.  I am pleased to say, however, that of all the 

children in our mentoring programme in Guatemala, 98% of 

the children passed their school grade.  It is a massive 

achievement when you take into consideration all the risk 

factors that are in their lives and all they have to cope with.   

Mentoring really does change lives and can transform this 

nation.  If every high-risk child had a mentor in their life then 

we could expect their school grades to increase and for them 

to all pass their school year and enjoy a better chance in life. 

Thanks to your support all this is possible.  The photo above is 

of 13-year-old Kenedy, who I walked to school last week.  We 

have managed to get him into private school this year and he is enjoying the challenge.  We chatted a lot as 

we walked from his house at 6:15am to his new school and he could see that his chances of making it in life 

had increased dramatically.  He is not one for smothering you with hugs, but he reached out his hand and 

grasped mine and together we walked to school.  Kenedy with a smile on his face and me feeling very 

proud.  Thank you all again for your amazing support during December.  Now the fun bit starts as we use 

the funds to change lives. 
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I remember the many times, as a young child, I had learned to hold in what I was feeling rather than letting 

it out.  In those days the phrase “boys don´t cry” was all too real and spoken over me so much that I 

believed it.  When I became a Christian in 1981, my life changed and I began to unpack those harmful 

feelings in a loving and caring environment and learned that being emotional was OK. 

So often, in my work with boys here in Guatemala, I still come across the phrase and try and teach boys 

that talking about and demonstrating their feelings is OK and healthy.  If the only feelings we guys show is 

our anger or passion for football then we are poor indeed. 

The phrase came to mind again this past weekend when I came across Marcos.  Marcos is 14 and has 

always been rather withdrawn and despite my efforts to try and get to know him, he has always remained 

in his shell.  He has not had the easiest of lives and when I first met him on the rubbish dump in La 

Terminal, Guatemala City, it was clear to me that he was suffering from some form of emotional 

deprivation. 

Marcos’ mum works very hard indeed and usually starts 

work on the rubbish dump around 7am and finishes at 

6pm.  In those days, Marcos, his mum and little brother 

Jesus, were living in a mud-walled “house” about an hour 

and a half outside the city. It was small, but large enough 

for a bed, a table, a small bookshelf and a couple of plastic 

stools.  On entering the house, one would go from bright 

sunlight to almost darkness and then you could walk 

through to the little patio at the rear. 

As a family they had worked very hard over the years to 

keep the repayments on this plot of land and slowly 

started to save for various things in their home.  Marcos’ older brother was not around much, always 

preferring the streets and an easy life to studying and earning money to keep himself.  The two younger 

boys would get on the bus at 3:50am every day and arrive into La Terminal around 6:30-7:00am.  Their 

journey home was equally as long and prone to robberies. 

Last year Marcos, Jesus and their mum managed to get a room near La Terminal and both boys continued 

to study in school.  We have been helping them over the last 6 years, as it has been a tough journey for the 

mum to provide for them.  One thing we have offered is the mentoring programme to both boys but only 

Jesus has taken up the opportunity and has done well at school despite frequent bullying and 

discrimination. Marcos has always put on his brave face and tried to maintain his tough posture until I 

spoke with him the other day. 

I had popped in to see their new home and see how the boys 

were doing with their new schools.  I walk up four large steps to a 

partly-open door and with an indigenous lady sitting on the 

doorstep looking vaguely into the street below.  I greeted her and 

was dragged inside by Jesus, who had seen me coming and 

smothered me with hugs and was now pulling me into the 

darkness of the little house.  We walk into the room that doubles 

as both bedroom and lounge for a family of about 6 people.  It 

feels awkward as we have to pass right through the middle of 

their home in order to get to the tiny patio where all the cooking 



is done.  A small shower and toilet shares the same space.  Jesus pulls back a curtain to reveal another 

room at the rear of the property.  This is their new home and inside is a double bed, a large gas canister and 

a shelf unit. In the corner is a sack, which I am guessing contains their clothes.  A tiny window is there only 

option for both light and ventilation, but it is home and they invite me to sit on what looks like an old 

school chair, which is rather too small for me but better than the floor. 

The family tell me that they have left most of their things in a 

previous room they rented last year and are planning on bringing it 

over little by little as they could afford.  It is only a 20-minute bus 

journey, but at the moment there is no money for the bus and so 

their belongings stay where they are.  I am told that their little home 

in the country is no longer available to them.  Apparently, the older 

brother was staying there and was getting high on drugs and turned 

into a zombie figure.  Neighbours became concerned when he started 

walking around naked and was vomiting a lot in the streets.  One 

evening he set fire to the house and they lost everything.  It was a sad 

and disappointing moment for them and they resigned themselves to 

starting all over again. 

We have worked hard over the last few years to keep both boys off 

the street and in school and with caring people around them to help 

them make some positive decisions in their lives.  It has not been 

easy, but we are committed to helping them not take the same road as many other boys in their family. 

I am shown by Marcos his new school book, which he has covered with plastic material to keep it in good 

condition.  I check over some of his work and comment on what a neat writer he is.  He tells me that he is 

saving to buy the other three books he needs for this school year.  “I think that you will look after them well 

and then pass them onto Jesus one day” I say. He looks to the floor and says nothing. I go on to say that I 

expect he has kept his other school books and it was at this point he just could not hold it in anymore.  He 

burst into tears and I moved from my little chair to sit next to him on the bed. Marcos grabbed hold of me 

and just let out years of suppressed tears and said that all his books had been destroyed in the 

fire.  Everything they had saved, all his clothes, toys and many other things were now gone. 

Many minutes passed by as he held onto me and 

me to him as we shared a special moment watched 

on by his mum and little brother, who said nothing 

as they entered into his pain and then his mum 

began to cry also.  It was important for Marcos to 

let this out and know he was in a safe place and that 

things could actually get better from here.  I asked if 

they had eaten and Marcos began to tell me how 

they had struggled to find food on the rubbish 

dump this past week.  It was not easy, he told me, 

to find something edible and something that would 

not make him ill again.  The competition on the 

dump was higher and so they came home with less 

each week, and with two growing boys, the mum then went on to tell me, it was tough. 

When the tears had been exhausted I asked Marcos if he would like to go with me now to collect the 

remainder of their possessions. He perked up and gave me another hug and said thank you.  We left and 

drove only 10 minutes before arriving at the little room they used to rent.  A kind lady welcomed us in and 

knew we had come for the belongings.  I was wondering if I needed to fold the back seats down and make a 



few journeys but Marcos came out smiling and carrying a small wooden stool and two sacks of 

clothes.  “That is all”, he tells me and thanks the lady for looking after their things and climbed back in the 

car. 

We head back to their room, but call past a supermarket and I ask him to help me shop for some things 

they most urgently needed. Marcos was very careful about what he chose and only selected things they 

actually needed right now.  With my encouragement we filled up the little basket and then headed back to 

his home. 

He was so happy and I gave him some money to 

buy his books and said I would like to help him 

whenever he needed me.  This time I knew that his 

heart was more open and since then I have 

received a few messages from him to say thank 

you.  As I left I asked him what his dream was, 

what he would love to be one day when he had 

finished school.  “If I can finish school”, he said, “I 

would love to do what you do, go around and help 

people”.  We said our goodbyes and I have mused 

on his dream and so wonder how I can help him 

become a volunteer with us to help our work with 

younger children.  I am sure that in looking after 

others with similar needs, this will help him develop and open up to an even more caring individual. For the 

moment he is grateful and happy and has had the opportunity to cry and talk about his feelings like never 

before. It´s a small step forwards, but one that I know has meant a lot to him. 
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I have often wondered how people are trained before, during and after they go into some of the most 

difficult and challenging circumstances around the world.  I was watching the news the other day and saw 

the faces of some very tired reporters in Syria and I could see that, despite their robust façade, there were 

moments of real strain and tears when they had time to reflect on what they were experiencing each day. 

The question came to mind when I sat 

back last week in the comfortable 

chair next to my bed and wondered 

how what we see and hear on a daily 

basis here in Guatemala affects 

us.  Often, I am caught in the same 

conversation with Ben Soden, who 

coordinates the street work here, 

about how what we see each day 

would shock most people or that the 

reality of our world is so far removed 

from comfortable Amersham, in leafy 

Buckinghamshire in the United 

Kingdom. 

Please forgive me sharing this with you all as I know it has become part of my way of coping with what 

happens here and hope that it will not traumatise you in any way, but help you understand that the cost of 

being here and doing this work is well worth it, and that without your support we could not do all we 

do.  So, thanks for sticking with us and helping to fund the daily work with vulnerable children and youth. 

I had two visitors from the UK last week, Chris Dobson and Mike Hill.  Chris is an Anglican minister but also 

a very gifted photographer (all photos, apart from one, in this blog were taken by Chris).  Mike is a retired 

Bishop, but is invited to speak at many conferences and events around the world and was my first boss 

when I became a youth worker in 1987.  I had been taking them around the city and sowing them the huge 

contrasts in wealth and poverty and how we are trying to reach some of the most vulnerable kids and 

prevent them from taking to the streets. 

Despite the sadness of arriving at the 

grave of a child who has died on the 

streets, there is something rather 

comforting in the ritual of showing 

visitors a grave, talking about what 

that person meant to me and how 

their life was one of extremes, tinged 

with sadness but always with 

moments of hope, of joy, of fun visits 

and trips, and of many hours sitting in 

silence on the streets in the dark just 

looking at the stars. 

It came to the day when I had invited 

them to join me for a visit to the city 

rubbish dump and central cemetery. It is never the most exciting of visits and leaves one always feeling 

rather numb and helpless at the sight of so much poverty, need and exclusion.  I wanted to show them the 



grave of Gerson, a boy we buried last year, as I often went there to put flowers on his grave and remember 

the very good times we shared together on the streets over the last 6 years.  Gerson was like a son to me 

and would call me most days and say “Papa, what are you doing today?”.  It was always good to hear from 

him and when his coin ran out in the phone box it was a sad moment indeed. 

We drove to the spot where Gerson was buried and I got out the flowers we had bought on our way into 

the cemetery and thanked a man who had cycled from the entrance with a bucket of water to place in the 

flower pots either side of the plaque over his resting place.  In Guatemala, most people are buried in 

tombs, not so much in the ground. The tombs are then rented out to the family for a 7-year period and 

then they have to be renewed or the remains are removed and the tomb becomes available for the next 

occupant. 

My heart stopped as I knew exactly where Gerson´s 

grave was but it became clear to me that his body was 

no longer there.  His tomb had been occupied by 

another and when I asked the man with the water, 

who worked at the cemetery, what had happened, he 

told me that he suspected that it was in order to make 

more money.  I was numb and didn´t know if I should 

cry and get angry and tried to remain calm as our 

visitors had come to see Gerson´s grave, but I had to 

explain he was no longer there. 

In the end it turned out that the cemetery had assumed that since he had no family registered to his grave, 

he was an easy occupant to remove.  We drove slowly back up the hill to the cemetery entrance and part of 

me had to deal with being the tour guide, while the other part of me was still in shock. The way Gerson was 

treated in his life was just the same as he was treated after his death.  It was not fair and despite my phone 

calls and pleas for help in knowing what happened, I knew it would not make any difference.  I had to 

remind myself that Gerson was now with God and that his body was no longer of any use to him.  But the 

sadness of losing him last year came back and slapped me again hard in the face. 

It was another one of those times when I knew I would have to deal with this tragedy at a later stage, as 

there were too many other things to be dealt with right now.  I later had a few minutes at home to think 

about the day and wanted to just curl up and cry, but my phone rang. I could hear a young child crying and 

then an adult says: “please come and help us Duncan”.  I was asked to come to the aid of a young boy who 

was in great pain and apparently had been for the whole day.  He was clearly in need of help as I could hear 

him screaming and so took off to the Terminal and found him laying on a small bed in his mother´s arms 

and whimpering softly.   

On first inspection of him I could see no obvious reason 

why he was in pain and so we carried him into my little 

jeep and rushed him to a private hospital for immediate 

evaluation.  Just before we left the family asked me to 

pray for him and so I did that as quickly as I could 

because I wanted to get him to the 

hospital.  Miraculously he already looked better and had 

stopped crying, but I was still taking him to hospital to 

get him checked out. 

As the hours went by we knew he was in good hands 

and was examined, x-rayed and blood tested in order to find the reason for his acute pain.  There seemed 

nothing wrong with him now and I did feel rather awkward bringing in a young boy in the middle of the 



night who was now looking fine.  We returned to their little room and spent ages trying to get back in as 

the other children had securely locked the door and were now fast asleep. 

When I woke the next day I was feeling tired, but had to wake early to get Mike and Chris to the airport and 

then get on with another long day.  At least I was now going to start the day with our amazing team and 

spend some time praying for and discussing the various urgent situations.  Quite often there seem so many, 

but at least we can share out the load a little. 

It is now lunchtime and I head up the road to collect little Moses and three other children from school and 

bring them back to our mentoring centre.  Moses needs some personal time and space and so our 

mentoring session does not last as long as it usually does.  When we finish I leave the door open in our 

small counselling room and then have a steady stream of young children coming in asking for my help, 

advice and prayers. I will just give you a quick overview of some of the stories I was told.  They are all very 

real and compound the pain I am already feeling and I desperately try and find strength to keep going and 

keep listening and supporting. 

• One boy tells me that he has had thoughts of 

ending his life this week and found a busy road 

where he knew cars passed quickly and where he 

could best throw himself under the passing traffic. 

• A girl comes in and is struggling as there is not 

enough food to eat each day and asks me for advice 

to give to another girl who was ridiculed in school 

when she had her first period. 

• A boy tells me of a fight with his mum and how it 

got to the point where he picked up a knife to 

defend himself and nearly stabbed her in anger. 

• Another boy comes in to just cry and tell me that he does not know where he will live if his mum 

dies in hospital in the coming days from a minor operation. He feels alone and needs to know 

someone will care for him. 

• The last boy comes in and is struggling with the fact that his dad now has a court order for capture 

on him for robbery.  But he tells me his is pleased that he, his younger siblings and his mum have 

found a little room to rent and so they don´t need to live on the streets.  But there is a daily 

struggle for his mum to work and maintain the family as her ex-husband will shortly be arrested 

and put into prison. 

I will stop there and remember that we can only do what we can do with the resources and time we have 

available.  I wish I could do more, but for now being available, listening, praying and giving the occasional 

cuddle is all I can do.  One day we will have more people working with us to help make a difference in the 

lives of these vulnerable children. 

The drive home is long now as it is busy Friday evening traffic, and, as always, you are very aware of the 

risks of driving through a city like Guatemala City, as yet another ambulance forces its way through 

oncoming traffic to reach a person at the end of the road where our centre is, who has either been hit by a 

car or shot.  The light changes to green and we are off and I leave yet another tragedy behind and head to 

my little home and am glad to make it through another day. 
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It was a fairly short walk to collect Brandon and I knew that at 5:45am La Terminal would be already 

heaving with traffic and commerce and a lively place to walk through.  The sun was just about to peak 

through the tallest buildings on the far side of the Terminal and illuminate my path a little better, but for 

now the dimly-lit street lamps and passing traffic will guide me. However, the flashing lights ahead and the 

crowd of people blocking the road could only mean one thing, and as I approached I could see the dead 

body of another person who had been assassinated by, we can only presume, the angels. 

La Terminal is a noisy and over crowded market area that turns 

over $4 million, mainly in cash, per day.  With just over 40,000 

traders jostling for trade in an area the size of a large village and 

with 500 lorries loading and unloading at any one time it 

certainly is a place that demands some form of control.  Traders 

pay into a scheme whereby they are kept safe from thieves and 

extortion by the contracted services of “The Angels”, who are a 

group of contract killers and they diligently patrol the Terminal 

day and night.   

In one of our recent visits to La Terminal we met two of The Angels. One was keen to show of his full 

magazine for his semi-automatic, while angel number two discussed the shift patterns they work and what 

challenges they face. Quite a surreal moment in a busy day, but on the whole, we know they are not 

planning to harm us as they have many years seeing the work we are doing to help children here. 

I walk on past the dead body and turn the corner into a road that leads to Brandon´s house. Brandon is 12 

and today I have arranged the personal trainer from the gym to spend time with him before I take him to 

his dance class.  I squeeze my way through the market traders, mothers dragging children along while 

carrying huge baskets of fruit and vegetables on their heads, and numerous people looking for the day´s 

bargains.  The entrance to the room that Brandon and his family live in is always dark and if you didn´t 

know about the step halfway along the pitch-black alleyway then you would certainly end up on the floor. 

Brandon hears me coming and pops his head around the corner where the “pila” is and smiles.  The pila is a 

large outdoor sink and Brandon tells me he has to wash all the pots, plates and cups from the previous day 

before he is allowed to go out. This provides me a good opportunity for helping him wash the pots whilst 

chatting about his week.  It is amazing just how meticulous he is with the washing and how carefully he 

uses water.  Here water is costly for these families and so it all has to be used sparingly.  We chat as we 

wash together and I help stack the washed items neatly in a large bowl that Brandon then lifts into their 

small room where his brother and sisters are asleep.  He grabs his shorts on the way out and we head back 

to where my car is parked outside our Centre. 

Despite it being 6:15am we arrive at the gym, change and arrive 

in plenty of time for his one-on-one session with Vincent, the 

trainer. Our trainer has given up his Saturday morning rest to 

setup the dance room with cones, steps, mats and balls. It looks 

alluring for Brandon and he begins to run around and shows 

Vincent some of the dance moves he has been learning. Having 

huge mirrors along one wall makes this the most ideal place for 

the boy and he revels in the attention he is getting. 

When the training session is over, and I am exhausted as he is, we 

head for breakfast and then to the dance studio.  I watch him like an anxious but very proud parent. This is 



now his 4thdance class, funded by Mike and Chris who visited Guatemala recently.  They left enough money 

for me to pay for his classes for the next two months.  After that I am not sure where the money will come 

from but I am keen to encourage his desire to dance. 

Mentoring, as we say rather a lot, changes lives. Seeing how Brandon´s life has changed since joining the 

programme is so rewarding.  I remember his first days with us and can only imagine what his life would be 

like if we had not come across him, his little brother and three sisters in the streets one day.  They are all 

now in school apart from the youngest, Jackie, who is only four. Jackie told me back in December how she 

was now working in a kitchen for 10p a day, and yes I did say she was only four! We know she has been 

spending more and more time in the streets and so this week we are getting her legal papers in order so 

that we can put her into nursery and keep her off the streets. 

Brandon is loving the dance class and it seems that this is most favourite time of his week.  He loves the 

attention and support and it makes me so happy to see him enjoying his dream and growing in confidence 

and ability. 

A good day ahead as I have been invited to take the 5 boys I mentor on a Saturday, which includes Brandon, 

to a pool in the afternoon with Russell and Joanna Soden who are visiting Guatemala for the next two 

weeks.  

Good news and good times at last and this weekend I will be heading to Honduras to meet with Steve 

Poulson to introduce the SKD mentoring programme to a community living in poverty on an idyllic island on 

the Caribbean coast that was once infamous for pirates and slaves.  My next blog should be interesting! 
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I grew up enjoying movies about pirates and always had a romantic view of them until my adult life told me 

a very different truth. Modern-day pirates are ruthless killers and devastate lives and communities and this 

is no different from the piracy of the late 1600s. 

Why, you ask, am I talking about pirates in a blog 

on street kids?  Well, I have just spent 5 days in 

Roatan, a small island of the coast of 

Honduras. When I say small, it is in fact 36 miles 

long and 5 miles wide, with a population of 

109,000 and 48% is under the age of 18. Roatan 

is an idyllic Caribbean island that most would 

expect to see featured on the front of any travel 

magazine. 

The outstanding natural beauty and golden sandy 

beaches can easily hide the communities of black 

indigenous people living in poverty. The history 

of Roatan is one of pirates, the slave trade and 

then much later the British and Spanish conquistadors who settled on the island and began to develop it 

into a retreat for those with the money to enjoy such an island of paradise.  In 1920 Archaeologist Mitchell-

Hedges moved to the island and began to explore.  He found several pirate chests gold and silver and snuck 

them off the island and sold them in England.  Many still believe there is treasure to find on the island, but 

few would consider that the greatest treasure there today are the children. 

Steve Poulson and I had been invited to visit 

the island to help advise a young family - Justin 

& Ashley Guest and their two boys - who have 

moved there as missionaries and were keen to 

explore how the Street Kids Direct mentoring 

programme could help vulnerable children on 

the island. 

Our Sunday arrival meant that the roads were 

quieter and we are driven to the east end of 

the island where very few tourists venture. On 

arrival in the area of Punta Gorda we came 

across a group of people cleaning the 

beach.  Justin explained how these were the 

new community leadership group they had 

helped bring together to look at the various issues the local people felt were their major concerns.  With an 

extremely high level of diabetes, 85% unemployment, youth and children at high social risk, pollution and 

lack of drinking water, there was certainly a great work to be done. 



Walking around the less-developed areas of Punta Gorda, 

which is almost all of it, you start to meet people living in the most basic conditions.  Many come out of 

their little shacks and wooden-built homes that perch on top of large supports driven into the sandy ground 

to greet us or just to see what we are doing.  The interesting mix of three languages, English, Spanish and 

Garifuna, means communication is fun and often takes you by surprise when young children blurt out an 

hilarious mix of all three. 

It becomes increasingly clear that there are many needs in this community and helping the most vulnerable 

children is what Justin and Ashley are keen to do.  Together with the stories of many male abandoned 

homes and statistics of children living with numerous risk factors (abuse, neglect, violence) in their lives it 

leads to discussions about whether the mentoring programme will be able to change the outcomes for 

these children. 

We are invited to meet a small group of leaders in the 

community and explain the mentoring programme and 

what is needed to put it into effect.  Then we are invited 

to a much larger meeting of around 35 people, all of 

whom are keen community leaders and with a passion 

to make a difference in the lives of the most vulnerable 

children in their community.  When Steve and I stood up 

in front of the group to explain the 10 adverse childhood 

experiences we use to help define a vulnerable child and 

asked each person to think of one child in their 

community they know to be at risk. All those present 

said that every child they thought of had at least 5 of 

those factors in their lives, which suggests that their future health outcomes are not that good. 

We would like to begin a series of studies to help identify the demographic and understand the social needs 

of the population and how many vulnerable children there that would benefit from the mentoring 

programme. This will mean Steve will have to return there at some point for more formal evaluations and 

training, but for now the ball has started rolling and we are excited that more children will soon benefit 

from having a caring, consistent adult in their lives. 

Your support makes this possible and it exciting to see how the programme is beginning to grow to other 

places. 

 


