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Sunday 23rd March, 2019 - A Little Shack 

Mario (name changed to protect him) is 16-years of age and has recently returned to living on the streets of 

Guatemala City.  I wanted to tell his story here because I believe it is important and that his experiences are 

saved somewhere.  I am afraid that we will lose him to violence or that he will take his own life and pray 

that he will make it through to tell his own story one day. 

I remember meeting Mario´s father when he was just 14.  He had grown up on the streets from the age of 9 

and was now very much part of the street scene and had 5 years of drug abuse, sexual abuse and many 

days of constant physical abuse to contend with.  We tried to keep him safe as much as we could but it was 

a constant struggle. 

At the age of 14 Mario´s father (photo) was living with a much 

older lady in a little shack in La Terminal and started to provide 

her with children.  Both of them were often drunk or high on 

drugs and so it would be expected that their children will probably 

be taken away from them at some point. They both went through 

times of real depression and short moments of feeling good, 

particularly when another child was born. Mario´s father suffered 

greatly on the streets and was once stabbed several times in the 

stomach and almost died. 

Mario grew up into a very confusing and harrowing family life 

filled with drugs, early sexual experiences, abuse, neglect and 

violence.  I remember the many evenings we spent together 

playing simple games in La Terminal and trying to convince him 

that going to school would help get him out of the cycle of life he 

hated so much. 

He grew strong and learned the techniques any child growing up there needed to in order to survive. What 

he didn´t count on was being violently attacked one day by a man who took sexual advantage of him when 

he was only 10.  He became withdrawn and tearful and it was hard to engage him in conversations and any 

attempt at showing genuine love for him were, understandably, rejected quite firmly. 

Thanks to the help of another partner organisation we got Mario plenty of help and support and in the 

meanwhile the investigation into his assault came to nothing until his father said he knew the person who 

had abused his son.  He confronted him one day and made it clear he was going to inform the authorities, 

maybe in the hope he would confess.  Sadly, confessing was not on the guy´s mind and a few days later 

Mario´s father was found shot dead in the alleyway near their little shack in the middle of La Terminal. 

Everyone knew, but no one said anything and so his 

murder was attributed to “the angels”, the contract killers 

who patrol La Terminal and receive payments for keeping 

business interests safe.  For Mario it was another blow 

and this one hit him hard and led to a real fear for leaving 

his shack and venturing out for school, the toilet or to the 

shops.  Our support of him and the family was difficult, 

but we gave it our very best. 

The last few years have been ones of massive ups and 

downs for Mario (photo - child in red polo shirt) and then 

when he entered the mentoring programme we could see 



real change in him.  It was like watching a flower bud and this beautiful young boy, full of potential, love 

and talent came to life.  Mario enjoyed so much his mentoring sessions and committed himself once again 

to going back to school and making positive life choices. 

The onset of his teenage years brought Mario into 

another difficult phase as his sisters were now regularly 

selling their bodies to local strangers and coping with it 

by sniffing solvents and experimenting with other 

drugs.  His young brother and sister, both under 10 

years, were now coming to an age where they also 

wanted to try out sniffing solvents and found in them a 

comforting release from the daily stress of life in this 

little shack.  Visiting the children would leave you numb 

and confused and coming home afterwards was a 

struggle as you had witnessed some of the worst 

conditions and abuse you would ever see here. 

Our tears and frustrations were so mixed together and sometimes we even made knee-jerk reactions in the 

hope that this or that decision would keep them all safe.  The desire to gather them all up and take them 

home with me was so strong that I almost did one night. 

I saw Mario recently as he often calls me every day or two to tell me how he is and ask how I am and tells 

me that he cares about me and to thank me for all I do for him and his family.  Instead of making me feel 

good the calls just make me feel rubbish and hopeless, as I keep having these dreams where I am burying 

him and it is rather too much at times. I told him today I was concerned about his welfare and safety and all 

he could do was to rest his head on my shoulder and hold one of my hands. 

What upset me most recently was when he phoned late one night to tell me that he didn´t want to live 

anymore and was considering ways to end his life.  I went to meet him and took him out for a drink of 

coffee and he just sat opposite me and cried.  The next part of the story unfolded and it left me very weak 

indeed. 

His mum has found a new boyfriend, a much younger man and 

one just a few years older than Mario. The little shack has one 

bunk bed and so there is little room as it is for Mario, his sisters 

and their mum.  This meant that Mario was relegated to the dirt 

floor where rats would run amuck all night long.  Then last week 

Mario got upset with his mum as she was getting very drink with 

her new boyfriend.  It was not the fact that the little money they 

had for food was being wasted by the consumption of alcohol, but 

that his mum and new boyfriend would belittle Mario. 

The argument that followed led to Mario´s mum saying that he 

had to leave the little shack and that she never loved him and that 

his mum died many years ago and so never to come back home 

again.  She picked up a knife when he refused to leave and tried to 

stab him.  Fortunately, he managed to flee in time only to be met 

by four men who set upon him and stole his phone.   

Mario called me, still shaking and with a massive amount of blood covering his face.  He had no idea what 

to do apart from calling me and so I went to his aid and found him in the most vulnerable of states.  He was 

just 16 and young at that, but had lived the life of a 50-year-old. 



The story does not yet a happy ending yet.  I spent time with him today and once again convinced him that 

street life and drugs are not the answer and once again he promised me that he would leave it all 

tomorrow and start a new life.  Rehab centres for young people are sparse here in Guatemala and the 

many we know of are violent and lead many back to the streets at their first opportunity of escape. 

Maybe you could pray for Mario and hope with me that this story, one day soon, will have a happy ending 

where he indeed lives happily ever after. 

  



No. 152 

Saturday 6thApril 

I often wonder how to answer people when they ask me to tell them of our success.  How do you measure 

that?  We could look at numbers and see some good results in the mentoring programme, school results, 

attendance at the mentoring centre and those who have left the streets.  But the greatest success is mainly 

ongoing through the lives of children who have survived and continue to fight to enter into adult life and 

actually realise their dreams. 

Two children were chosen to represent the charity 

recently at the Queen´s Birthday Party here in Guatemala 

City, hosted by the British Ambassador.  I chose one of the 

girls and Frank, who coordinates the mentoring 

programme, chose one of the boys.  I did not need to think 

long before I decided on Damaris, a 14-year-old girl who I 

consider to be one of the greatest examples of change I 

have ever met.  Frank chose 12-year-old Rony and they 

both accompanied me to the prestigious event. 

Both children felt very special and had already spent hours 

at our centre getting themselves ready to walk down the 

red carpet and meet the British Ambassador (photo) and then mingle with the other ambassadors, 

members of Guatemala´s elite, members of congress and various local celebrities and dignitaries.  It was 

rather overwhelming to begin with, but with various free cakes and chocolates and copious amounts of 

roast beef on offer the couple soon began to relax and enjoy themselves. 

They were a great example of how lives can really be changed and who would have known the depths of 

their stories and who indeed would need to?  This, for me, was a measure of success and one that I know 

will continue to flourish in the years to come. 

A few days later we had another invite.  This time it was to take some of our younger boys to play a football 

match with a rather well-to-do school in the city.  You could see the faces turn as we walked in and the 

children looked at our boys who tried their best to find a uniform of sorts.  Some borrowed trainers and 

others borrowed shorts and t-shirts and each boy held his head high as we walked through the school to 

the pitch at the back of the various playgrounds. 

The match was already off to a good start when our 

boys became confident of an early goal, which was soon 

disallowed.  The opposing team were much older and 

taller and had obviously spent most days on an actual 

pitch with a trainer and so were going to enjoy scoring 

goal after goal as other teens from the school watched 

on and laughed.  It was a hard lesson for the boys but 

they just had fun together and returned feeling very 

good about themselves.  I was very proud of them, 

mainly for how they reacted to the events that 

afternoon. 

While I was enjoying watching the football match, Ben Soden and the street team had been working hard 

at getting Pablo off the streets.  Only a few weeks ago Ben and I found Pablo in a desperate state on the 

streets.  He had lost so much weight over the last two months and was now almost unable to stand up. He 

was a bag of bones and could not keep food down and was very sore through constant diarrhea. Pablo told 



us that he knew he had AIDS and was going to die soon and so wanted to say goodbye. Ben got him 

checked out a few days later and he was not HIV positive and so took the advice to leave the streets and 

join a rehab programme. 

Pablo, at the time of writing, is still in the rehab and doing rather well.  He has put on weight and is 

enjoying the fresh air and healthy diet. We are hopeful he will come through and follow the plan to return 

to his family home, find work and start part-time study. 

To finish with I just wanted to let you know how the practice walk went over the last few days.  The walk 

had been planned many months ago to fit in with Steve Poulson´s visit to Guatemala and in a week all of us 

could plan to be fit and ready to walk non-stop for four days. 

The starting point of the 600km walk was the border with 

Honduras, where we met Steve.  It was just after lunch and 

the temperature was over 30 degrees and was not showing 

signs of decreasing over the next few days. Our finish point 

was the road from Flores, in the northern jungle area of the 

country, to Coban. 

We knew that we would need to test out various methods of 

us all walking day and night to see which one was most 

effective and how the rotation would work with resting, 

walking, supporting the walker and driving the support 

vehicle.  I had devised an elaborate plan with little drawings and everything!  But the plan did not go that 

well as we realised that having to support the walker, cook, find a place to sleep the night, buy food, 

navigate and drive as well as walk 40km every 24 hours would test the most determined person. 

Thanks to the team´s input and new ideas we eventually stumbled on a routine that turned out to be a 

winner and meant that sufficient rest was had every 10km, which we hoped would pave the way for this 

summer´s Guinness World Record attempt.   

Now the hard work continues with daily training so that Steve Poulson, Ben Soden, Joseph Soden and 

myself are ready for the walk from Land´s End to John O´Groats and back again in 15 days this June.  We are 

not at all complacent with regards to the enormity of the challenge and hope that, with your help, 

encouragement, and support, we can get the record and raise a ton of cash along the way.   

  

http://skd.org.uk/index.php/get-involved/fundraising-events/camino-por-amor-2019
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Monday 15thApril 

It was quite an experience bringing together the many young people who live on the streets and celebrate 

the International Day of the Street Child last week. 

The International Day began in 2012 when many 

organisations, like Street Kids Direct, met with the 

Consortium for Street Children in London to put 

pressure on the United Nations to recognise this 

unique but forgotten population. 

One of the things that have come out of this 

dialogue with the UN has been the establishment of 

the International Day, which we hope will continue 

to focus attention on those children and young 

people who have chosen to or have been forced to 

count the streets as their home. 

We organised two events to celebrate the day this 

year and the first one was the walk of witness through Guatemala City with some of the children in our 

mentoring programme and representatives of four other organisations we work closely with and who 

support those at risk of the streets and those living on the streets.  We are grateful to Mojoca, Sigo Vivo, 

Puerta de Esperanza and Aaron Musch for working with us to help keep vulnerable children and youths 

safe. 

The walk started at our mentoring centre in zona 9 of Guatemala City and then we met up with the various 

organisations and many homeless youths to march into the centre of the city (zona 1) with our banners and 

Municipal Police escort. 

We stopped at an important junction in zona 1 to 

pause and remember the boy whose death sparked 

off a huge international outcry and a BBC 

documentary that later led to my moving to 

Guatemala in 1992 to work on the streets with the 

hundreds of homeless children. Nahamán Carmona 

López was doing nothing more than sitting on a 

street corner in Guatemala City when he and a 

small group of other homeless children were 

approached by four police officers. The police 

began to harass the children and one officer poured 

a bottle of glue they were sniffing over his head 

before pushing 13-year-old Nahamán down some 

steps.  This followed by him been literally kicked to death by the officers. A plaque still remains at the spot 

where he fell and the words on it still haunt me today: “They called me a street child, because that is where 

I grew up and lived – but no one asked me why”. 

His tragic death has led to many things and so as I told his story to the children gathered there we paused 

in silence to remember him and the hundreds of children who have been killed by the police, the death 

squads and by other street children or youths. It has been a life changing 27 years since I first moved to 

Guatemala and we can now celebrate the fact that very few children now live on the streets of the city.  A 



few months ago, we would say that no child lived on the streets, but this changes as one or two have 

arrived on the streets and we focus our attention at their rescue and rehabilitation. 

The following day we invited all the street youths and homeless adults we know to join us for a night of 

celebration together.  It was our “Big Sleep”, as we spent time together with them from 6pm to 6am and 

enjoyed games, a football tournament, food, music, rap, storytelling, worship and just time to hang out and 

chat. 

This year´s events have helped remind us of the urgency of the work, as we always look back and 

remember those who have lost their lives over the past year.  Bringing them all together in one space was 

rather moving in that you could see the work ahead and hope that if we could just get each one off the 

streets then their lives, as well as Guatemala, would change forever. 

As the days passed and we headed into the 

weekend before Easter I had a few more 

mentoring sessions to complete before the 

Easter holidays could begin.  Easter is an 

important time for this religious country and the 

many street processions and the intricately 

designed carpets of flowers that adorn the city 

streets tell you that something special is about to 

happen.  This is also the highlight of the summer 

season as families head to the beach and other 

tourist locations in Guatemala, which leaves the 

city is eerily quiet. 

I always remain at home to work in my study, to 

visit those in the mentoring programme and be around for any emergency.  Mentoring is one of the 

highlights of my week and this past weekend was no exception. I had the opportunity of spending personal 

time with each of the 9 boys I mentor and this included a day of self defence classes for some of them. 

The class was provided by friends of mine who own a security company here and came with a host of 

“toys” that the boys were keen to get their hands on.  Before any actual bodily contact happened, 

something the boys were desperate for, we spent time discussing the reason why self defence was 

important.  It was sad to hear how the “kidnap express” was now one of the most popular ways gangs 

made money.  Our instructor explained what to do if they were kidnapped, offered a phone for free 

(something kidnappers do to involve children in their ransom demand) and what to when they hear gunfire. 

Our instructor asked the boys if any had seen a shooting or anything dangerous happen on the streets. All 

the boys had and they began to tell of all the things they had witnessed in the last week including a bus 

driver and his mate who were shot at point-blank range right outside where one of the boys 

live.  Witnessing such events can be traumatic for any child, but these boys have grown up seeing these 

types of things as normal and so the training was just what they needed. 

The long weekend of mentoring finished with a visit to Santa Fas.  Santa Fas is a slum community on the 

outskirts of Guatemala City and where two boys I am mentoring live.  Jhony is 14, but you would think he 

was 9 as he is so underdeveloped due to living in poverty and Jonathan is 9 and the same size as 

Jhony.  Both boys need to be brought into the programme as they need support and help to stay away from 

the streets and to not get involved in the local gangs. 



This trip, which is usually on a Sunday 

(due to the reduction in traffic), was 

special as Julian joined me to help 

support both boys.  Julian is one of 

our young people and the son of one 

of our workers – Lorena 

Guzman.  Julian (photo - on the far 

left) was quite overwhelmed by what 

he saw, despite having seen many 

children living in poverty in both 

Guatemala and Honduras. The two 

boys live in very simple tin structures, 

with dirt floors and their homes are 

precariously clinging onto the 

mountainside where land is 

cheap.  The pungent smell emanating 

from the river below hangs in the air day and night and today it was particularly strong.  Julian wondered 

how anyone could spend more than an hour here let alone live here. 

Both boys are now in regular school and doing well.  Their recent school results showed great progress 

despite their lack of resources to get access to information they need for their daily homework.  It still 

makes me angry when I think of how the teachers set these kids homework knowing that almost all of them 

have no access to the internet.  In order to do so they have to pay Q5 (50p) for each piece of internet 

investigation. Some parents only earn between Q10 and Q60 a day and so this is a luxury item.  Without the 

homework the children are marked down, further compounding their struggle to just keep their head 

above the water and pass the school year.  It seems a very unjust system as those who have can get more 

and those who don´t will be pushed down and never helped to enjoy what the rest do. 

For those in the mentoring programme homework help is a vital component of the programme and one 

that ensures better results and greater expectation that they will go on to achieve their dreams.  Your 

support for this work is never taken for granted and we hope that each year we can put more children into 

private schooling and see them thrive and together change the outcomes for both them and their 

families.  Thank you for your regular support of this work, it really does impact lives. 
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Saturday 27thApril 2019 

Many of our regular readers will know that the pain of leaving Honduras last year was very hard for me and 

since then I have not been able to face going back.  The work, however, continues to grow and I am very 

pleased to see how introducing the SKD mentoring programme to Honduras has gone so well. 

Steve Poluson, who volunteers for us full-time in 

Honduras, sent me some photos this week of how the 

mentoring centre in a town called Talanga, about an 

hour drive from the capital, is coming on.  The building 

is owned by a community group and they were thrilled 

that the mentoring project we helped found and now 

support could make use of the building. 

The new centre offers a safe place for all the children 

in the mentoring programme and the children 

themselves have been actively involved in the 

refurbishment of the building.  I am so happy to see 

how this project has developed and is helping more 

high-risk children stay off the streets. 

Another thing that encouraged me this week was a drive with our street team to visit one of the boys we 

had rescued off the streets last year.  Danny is now 10 and doing really well in a children´s home many 

hours’ drive from the Guatemalan capital.  We had managed, amazingly, to get permission to take his 

younger sister, Lydia, (photo below) out of a children´s home and take her with us, so she could spend 

some special time with her brother. 

On our arrival at the home and after going through 

some basic protocols, which was good to see, we 

waited for Danny to come out and see us.  The home´s 

social worker insisted on sitting with us, not that that 

made any difference to the excitement of the moment 

when Danny came out of one of the classrooms and 

sheepishly made his way over to the wooden table and 

greeted us.  Danny had been very patiently waiting for 

my visit since I returned in January.  Visiting a 

government children´s home is sometimes fraught with 

difficulties and red tape, but finally approval was given 

and I could visit him and take him is Christmas present. 

Danny is very dear to me as I have worked with his family many years before he was born.  I have seen him 

grow up into violence and poverty and have tried to protect him, get him into school and be there when 

things have got really bad. His drug addiction and drug dealing led him to being warned by the contract 

killers in La Terminal that if he continued he would be killed. 

Danny´s nine-year-old sister is genuinely excited to see her brother and they take off to play while I talk 

with the social worker, who is keen to hear a little more about his past and how we continue to support the 

family. 



When the children return Danny is presented with his 

belated Christmas present and quickly starts playing 

with it – a small remote-controlled car.  It is 

comforting to see him being a little boy for the first 

time in his life, rather than the tough 9-year-old I 

remember the last time he was on the streets. 

Finally, one of the churches that support the charity is 

called The Forge, in Suffolk.  Each year a team or one 

of the leaders of the church come out to visit us and 

help work with the children.  This past week Sarah 

Elliott, from The Forge, was visiting and worked with 

our team on the streets and in our mentoring 

centre.  Sarah is a specialist in child protection and works full-time as a police officer in Suffolk and each 

year helps review our child protection training and policies.  I wanted to say a special thank you to Sarah for 

her visit and for the church´s support of our work here in Guatemala, particularly for having so much fun 

with the children. 
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Monday 13th May 2019 

One of the issues we face here in Guatemala is the correct sexual education of the children.  With a high 

percentage of those we care for having to witness as well as suffer huge amounts of abuse and neglect, it is 

vital to try and model something rather different to them.  This is always difficult as often we come across 

situations we would rather not be in, but have to in order to keep them safe and help explain God´s plan for 

loving, supportive and caring relationships. 

I had just finished a series on relationships with the boys I 

mentor when a 12-year-old boy and a 13-year-old boy had 

been asked to talk with me about their feelings for each 

other. It was a much easier situation to discuss than I had 

thought, but it did make me reflect on how sexual 

behaviour is something that the children we work with are 

all too familiar with. Trying to teach them (photo) the most 

loving way to deal with their feelings and how to protect 

themselves from those who would try and take advantage 

of them, even if it is other children, is both a privilege and 

a very demanding experience. 

I know our team are often very sad on a regular basis with all we have to see and hear.  The moments we 

can create for the children where they can just enjoy being children and having fun in itself is a type of 

transformative therapy.  It´s this everyday “therapy” that makes the difference and I am grateful for your 

support that makes this possible. 

One of the most at-risk groups we are trying to target at the moment is the pre-school 

children.  When the street team come back to the office you can see in their faces the impact of watching 

these young children suffering on a daily basis and living at such high-risk.  They are just so vulnerable to 

daily life and it is heart-breaking to find 2 or 3-year-old children wandering around La Terminal on their 

own.  

I remember in one of my previous blogs I had talked about a 3-year-old boy we found wandering around 

alone in his pyjamas late one night.  The mum eventually surfaced, but he was alone the whole time we 

were with him.  He showed me something he had learned that day and then, as he walked away, he said to 

himself: “I teach myself everything”.  It broke my heart. 

We are starting a campaign to find sponsors for around 15 young children under 5 to start a private nursery 

school.  The cost is about £16 per month and if this interests you then you can SPONSOR A CHILD here. 

I began this blog with a heaviness around the issue of children and sexuality and so it was of real comfort to 

spend time with two boys who live at high-risk in an area called Santa Fas, on the outskirts of Guatemala 

City.  This previous slum town has been slowly developing and many of the shacks I once used to visit there 

20 years ago are now block and concrete buildings and much more habitable and secure. 

There are some families we work with where the homes are just tin, plastic and cardboard.  Climbing down 

the mountainside where illegal settlements have become accepted slum dwellings really does make you 

feel very grateful for all you have. 

http://skd.org.uk/index.php/blogs/directors-blog/33-child-sponsorship/430-nursery-for-high-risk-kids


One of the teenage boys who accompanied me sees for 

the first time how some of the children we work with 

live.  His mother tells me later how he returned home 

and was in tears and said he was sorry for always 

asking for things and how he felt when he saw how the 

two boys we had been visiting were living. 

The Santa Fas area of the city has been fraught with 

conflict between two waring gangs.  The grafitti on the 

walls of the slum houses defines the territory and 

conditions those living there to the gang´s control and 

oversight.  It can feel rather oppressive and you do get 

a sense that there are many eyes on you the moment 

you step out of the car. I am always surprised that the car is there each time I return to it and pray always 

for protection. 

Jonny and Jonathan (photo above) are just adorable as their lives are quite simple.  Yes, they live in great 

poverty and at high-risk and have family members who have taken to the streets, and yes one of them has 

spent many hours away from home trying to earn a living on the streets.  However, there is something 

rather special about these two boys and you can´t help but cave into their delightful gratitude for 

everything you do for them.  Buying them an ice cream is like giving them an all-paid trip to Disney! 

I collected them both early one Saturday and they 

accompanied me to collect Brandon and Kenedy for 

their weekly hip-hop dance sessions. As soon as that 

was finished we headed to collect little Cristian who 

was desperate to spend time with me. Today, 

however, I had great news for Cristian.  We had found 

a mentor who was interested to see if he could be 

matched to Cristian and so I decided to invite him to 

join us for an activity where they could get to know 

each other. 

Our day out together was a great success and little 

Cristian was very pleased that someone was willing to 

spend time with him every week. This was good news for me as well in that I will lose one of the boys I am 

mentoring, knowing he will be in good hands, and concentrate on the other seven I have in my care for the 

moment. 

The special moment came when we had to drop Cristian home, who was on a high at being out with us and 

with the news that he now had a mentor in his life.  Jonny and Jonathan accompanied me as we dropped 

him home and the most natural thing for them to do was wrap their arms around each other as they 

walked along the road. This was one very genuine expression of friendship love and I stood back and was 

grateful that I could play a small part in their lives. 
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Sunday 2nd June 2019 

We had gathered in our Centre, as we always do early on a Friday morning, to meet as a team and to pray. 

Praying helps us all recognise that it does not rely on us and that we can´t take the glory or seek to think 

that change can come through merely human effort. 

There is a knock on the door of our Mentoring Centre and when 

we see who is happy to join us today we find three children 

outside. Everyone is welcome, but they have not come to pray, 

but rather come to seek refuge.  They are made to feel 

comfortable and our cleaner/cook begins to search through the 

fridge and cupboards to find something for them to eat.  We 

only have 6 eggs, 4 tortillas and a small bowl of beans and so 

this is cooked and prepared in order to give the three something 

for breakfast. 

I leave them to eat and then return to our lounge to pray.  Not long after the children come upstairs and we 

make a bit of fuss of them and the youngest one, a four-year-old girl, comes and sits on my knee.  The two 

boys grab a quick hug and then begin to tell us that they were afraid and hungry and that they feel safe in 

the centre. 

The little girl then begins to say that she was afraid of her dad who came in drunk again last night and hit 

her mum.  Sony, our Administrator, comes closer to hold her hand and begins to shed a tear as she goes on 

to say: “mum says we should get another dad, one who does not hit us”.  The two boys sit in silence and 

then go on to tell me what they had to endure last night and the fight that ensued and how they got little 

sleep and wondered if they would end up on the streets again. 

It´s a tough start to the day, but then so many are. We later visit the family and help the healing process by 

encouraging them all to talk about how they feel and encouraging the father to commit to the AA meetings 

and make a change in his life. Despite having said the same thing over and over again, the children know 

that when things get tough or they end up homeless they can come to us and we will help. 

I tell this story so that you will firstly get to know that not one day is the same for us in Guatemala and is so 

often filled with stories of children who have to go through some tough situations.  Being there means we 

can help prevent them taking to the streets, as there are always other options.  Secondly, I tell you this 

story so that you know how your support touches the lives of real children.  When you donate please know 

that every penny of your gift will impact the life of a vulnerable child.  Thank you! 

Friday to Sunday are the busiest days for me with 

mentoring and this weekend is no exception as I 

have 8 boys to visit, take out and support.  It all 

begins when I collect 11-year-old Moses from school 

at lunchtime.  He has been struggling of late but has 

managed to make a series of good decisions and so 

they are rewarded with a trip to the cinema. It is not 

a film I enjoy, but do manage to stay awake till the 

end and smile and nod at the right moments.  The 

main thing is that he looks at me now and again to 

make sure I am awake and that I am by his side.  He 

is very happy and returns home skipping, which is 

always a good sign. 



The following day we are celebrating Fredy´s 15thbirthday and the fact he and his brother Jonatan has been 

with me in mentoring for just over two years.  We are joined by Brandon and Kenedy whom I have picked 

up from their hip-hop dance classes. Fredy and Jonatan have changed so much and I am pleased with their 

progress and that they are not spending time on the streets, but rather focussed on their studies and doing 

things teenage boys should be doing together. 

We start with some shopping as Fredy wanted to choose his own present and help buy the things for the 

BBQ.  Shopping with four boys is immense fun and it is not that often we are followed by a security detail 

who are always worried when four boys are in a supermarket together. 

Most of the children we work with don´t really celebrate 

their birthdays much and some don´t even know when their 

birthdays are.  It is only when we get a copy of their legal 

papers for our files that we discover their correct ages and 

dates of birth. Today, I wanted to make sure Fredy felt 

special, loved and that we all cared for him.  That he did as 

we played games, cooked, ate and enjoyed his fake 

expressions of surprise when he opens the presents we 

bought just that morning with his help! 

The long weekend and more mentoring with the rest of the 

boys leads into Monday and the goodbyes to all the children at the Centre.  I am prayed over, hugged, 

kissed and told to take care and make sure I come back.  12-year-old Jonatan, still very grateful for what we 

did for his brother on Saturday, comes and tells me he will miss me as he cuddles into me and says: “I will 

carry you around in my heart”.  Bless him.  Goodbyes are never easy. 

However, I need to leave, pack and prepare for my flight to the UK the following day.  This trip looks like it 

will be a challenge. The original plan was a to walk from Land´s End to John O´Groats and back again in 14 

days - a World Record.  However, the four us who make up the ´Camino por Amor´ team for 2019 are not in 

the best of shapes.   

I have a knee injury due, in the words of the doctor, “to 

excessive exercise”.  Joseph has a similar diagnosis, but 

with the warning that he should not be walking without 

two weeks of daily treatment.  Benjamin has been suffering 

greatly from an invasion of nasty street parasites that took 

up residence in his gut and would leave despite whatever 

was thrown at them. He returned to the UK last week and 

had to visit the infectious diseases unit in Oxford.  Steve is 

the only one who is able to walk and for the first time in 

history does not have blisters on his feet! 

So, I return to the UK with hope in my heart for what is 

going to happen, and with a deep sense of gratitude to God for allowing me to serve some amazing 

children in Guatemala.  When I return on the 2ndof July there will be some much bigger decisions to take 

and these will have to wait for another blog.  For now, I want to thank you again for your faithfulness in 

supporting this work and hope to see many of you over the next few weeks as we travel and walk around 

the UK. 

Keep updated on Facebook and via the Camino por Amor page on this site. 

  

http://skd.org.uk/index.php/get-involved/fundraising-events/camino-por-amor-2019
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Tuesday 2nd July 2019 

The plan was to walk from one end of the UK 

and back again in 15 days and achieve a 

Guinness World Record. This year´s Camino por 

Amor walk would involve myself, Steve Poulson, 

Benjamin and Joseph Soden in a non-stop relay 

that would help raise funds for the work here in 

Central America.  But not one thing worked out 

to plan, apart from sleeping in a comfortable 

campervan! 

On our arrival in the UK for the annual Coin 

Race, Benjamin was still recovering from a 

serious stomach infection that had left him in 

hospital.  Steve was in high spirits and had just 

made it out of Honduras after riots closed the airport where he was waiting to board his plane.  He was hit 

with tear gas as police rushed into the airport to carry away the protesters.  Joseph was having treatment 

with me for a serious injury to our knees when we were out on our last long training walk in 

Guatemala.  So, the fabulous team of four were basically down to one and two halves! 

As we met to plan the new walk we decided that we could attempt the walk as we had planned, but in two 

teams with Steve walking only from Land´s End to Kendal - the midway point in the UK - and Joseph and me 

walking from Kendal to John O´Groats and back again. It was all going really well. 

Benjamin was unable to walk and so he and 

Steve drove from Kendal to Land´s End where 

Steve would walk on his own back to Kendal, 

supported greatly by Benjamin in their newly-

acquired support vehicle. Joseph and I took off 

from Kendal with high hopes we would get to 

the end of the UK in 7 days.  It would mean we 

would each have to walk 40-50km per day. 

Day one saw us reach the border with Scotland 

and achieve our target while many people 

followed our live GPS locations on the website 

and via Facebook.  On day three I had walked 

my first 20km and it was now Joseph´s turn and 

so I drove behind him for quite a way before having to stop much further on in a layby and waited.  I was 

not expecting Joseph to dropped off by the police and could see that he was not doing well and was 

rescued by the police who were very happy to give him a short lift to our luxury support vehicle. 

I now needed to find a hospital as Joseph´s ankle and foot were swelling up rather fast.  One stop at a 

nearby hospital led to having to take him to a much larger one.  The outcome was not good and while I was 

there they checked out my ballooning knee and recommended a couple of weeks of rest with hot and cold 

compresses.  We decided to rest for one day and then continue. 



The next morning was not that easy as Joseph was still in 

agony and really unable to drive while I walked.  Hence, the boomerang plan came into place (plan D) 

whereby I would walk 10km up the road and then 10km back to the vehicle.  Then drive the vehicle to 

20km and do that all over again.  It was going to prove to be a long day, but Joseph filled himself with pills 

and struggled on with the driving later that morning. 

This new plan would mean I would now have to walk for both of us, but knew that just getting to John 

O´Groats would be a challenge as our team was now down to one walker, like Steve. On one of the days my 

knee was so swollen that I decided to go with plan E and use a scooter to try and catch up with lost ground 

and rest the knee.  It must be 55 years ago that I last got on a scooter and so had no real idea of how 

difficult a task this would be.  On the first day I managed to get to 60km on the scooter, a massive challenge 

for anyone of any age.  At one point a police patrol car pulled me over as I was heading up the A9 dual-

carriageway and pleading with me to look for small and less busy roads to get to John O´Groats. 

Plan E returned after two days to plan D as the 

scooter was causing me more issues than the walking 

and so we limped our way slowly across the Scottish 

borderlands.  The narrow roads were at times rather 

terrifying as lorries and cars sped by at 60 miles an 

hour.  There were many moments I had to jump into 

a ditch or a hedgerow in order to avoid being mown 

down. The views were incredible and despite the 

wind and rain I enjoyed the walk, but went many 

miles without seeing a single person. 

At one point a campervan almost knocked me over as 

it came around the corner rather fast.  Four cyclists 

had just slowed down to say hi and wish me well and were a little further up the road.  Then I heard a 

screech of brakes and saw a cyclist lying in the road. The campervan that had missed me had now hit one of 

the cyclists and left him with serious head injuries. Fortunately coming the other way at exactly the same 

time was a fully crewed fire and rescue vehicle and they quickly sought to his injuries and arranged for his 

medical evac. 

It was a timely reminder to me of the dangers we faced on the roads and Steve was not faring well as he 

had been admitted to hospital with weak knees and had to rest for 24 hours before continuing his journey. 

Our arrival in John O´Groats was not what I wanted really as I had been saying to Joseph that amazing we 

had been kept safe all this way and was thankful.  No sooner had I crossed the road and walked a little 

further when I was hit by a campervan leaving the town.  The vehicle carried on its journey and I took its 

number plate, but it could have been worse as I had just been hit by the large wingmirror and this had left 

just a small pain on my left shoulder for a while, but all good in the end. 



I can´t say that John O´Groats is worth 

the visit, as the tea shop in town 

closed just as we arrived in the rain 

and the rest of the place seemed 

abandoned.  Joseph and I took the 

decision to leave as soon as possible 

and drive, after having the official 

photos taken, to a much more 

welcoming town a little further 

South.  I thought I would feel a sense 

of excitement at getting to our goal 

two days before Steve, but we took 

the decision to drive South to get a 

final medical check by our very good 

friend Doctor Alex Rollings, and then 

surprise Steve on his final two days 

and offer to walk with him and his growing team of walkers had to support him during the final days of the 

walk as he was suffering from weak knees and general tiredness. 

The last moments of the walk were captured and placed on Facebook and can be seen here as we arrive 

together in Kendal and complete this year´s Camino por Amor walk while outlining our plans for next year´s 

challenge. 

Thank you to everyone who got behind the walk and supported to help us raise a total of £7,500.  Now for 

some recovery time and preparation for 2020! 

  

https://www.facebook.com/dunc.streetkidsdirect/videos/10158501404843154/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=c3IfUyKrUXs&t=4s
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Saturday 27th July 2019 

Returning to Guatemala was something I had been looking 

forward to during every mile walked during this year´s 

Camino por Amor walk in Scotland.  On arrival I could see 

that some of the team and children were outside ready to 

welcome me and it felt good to be home. 

There was lots to do as, over the coming days, I was 

having to move house.  One of the decisions I had taken 

during my time away was to rent my apartment in the city 

and move to the Protection Home after Lorena and her 

family had returned to Honduras due to not being able to 

get her and her children’s residency.  Someone needed to 

be at the home and finish off the last few little jobs that were needed and since we had no budget, no staff 

or volunteers for the home, I knew this was something I could do.  Furthermore, if we could find someone 

to rent my apartment then I could use that money to help with the running costs of the home. 

So, now I am living in a much-reduced space in a home 

that seems to be plagued by cockroaches and 

mosquitoes.  It has not been the easiest of times, but I 

knew that this was the right thing to do in order to have 

the home fully operational. 

It did not take long to get the place sorted and ready for 

taking in children again and we have had a few kids with 

us over the last few weeks, which has been great.  One 

memorable event for us and the home was when Tim and 

Marcia Hines came to visit us for a week with a team of 

volunteers from the USA.  It was like having a breath of 

fresh air in the place as they cleaned, tidied and did the most incredible job of sorting out the garden area 

and the building mess downstairs.  A HUGE THANK YOU to Tim, Marcia and the team for serving so 

faithfully and for all you bought when here. 

A few other bits of news to bring you up-to-date and hope that you are encouraged to know that your 

support really does affect the lives of vulnerable people and does make a difference. 

A phone call late one night made me rush into the 

Terminal in Guatemala City to come to the rescue of a 

man and his baby daughter.  The man had found his wife 

leaving the family home and their baby one day and 

discovered that rats had been eating away at the baby 

girl when she slept and his wife had not said 

anything.  He took her to a hospital in the city, 6 hours 

bus ride from his home, and spent all he had on 

medicines and medical treatment and then ran out of 

money to get home.  We were able to help put them 

both on an overnight bus and know they arrived safely 

the following morning. 



Thanks to two generous donors we have been able to make many donations of food to the children who 

come to the mentoring centre in the city.  One of our donors is a mentor but also quite high up in the 

Guatemalan government and her company comes by every couple of weeks with donations of milk powder, 

cereal, biscuits and snacks, washing powder and detergent. 

Thanks to Joe Rose, 16 years, who came from Kings 

Church Football Club in Amersham to spend time with us 

recently.  Joe made an instant impact on the kids and was 

able to teach football skills and just hang out with the 

kids and gain their love and respect.  One of the boys was 

asked last week to say a pray in school and so he prayed 

for Joe and then burst into tears as he will miss him.  

The kids do get attached and we do try and help them 

understand the nature of visitors and volunteers and 

despite their comings and goings we are able to provide a 

framework of consistent support that makes the 

difference.  Thanks Joe for being so brave and coming here all on your own and coping with getting dengue 

fever and having me care for you. 

  

I was very pleased to be receive a photo of Damaris in 

her school band uniform and feel, once again, very proud 

of her.  Damaris is 13 and is doing well in school now and 

I am so happy she is deciding to do things that she likes at 

last, instead of just wanting what is best for her younger 

brothers and sisters.   

Damaris is such an inspiration to me and thanks to Frank 

who found her and her siblings on the streets one day 

and offered a helping hand.  How her life has changed 

and now she wants to be able to help others and now has 

dreams of what she would like to do in the future. All this 

joy came at a cost of £10 and made her feel like a million pounds. 

Please know how much we appreciate your donations that help so many vulnerable children and young 

people.  We often wonder where they would be if it was not for you supporting what we love doing so 

much.  THANK YOU. 
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Monday 12th August 2019 

My visits to Santa Fas are always ones I look forward to as the work we do here in this deprived area of 

Guatemala City is rewarding, but it always comes with its challenges as well as excitements.  Yesterday was 

no exception! 

Because I had to stay home last Sunday, due to man flu (very serious as we all know!), I was unable to visit 

Johnny and Jonatan last week, two boys who live in vulnerable situations and who are in our mentoring 

programme. So, yesterday I head off to Santa Fas, a flourishing area of Guatemala City that is still prone of 

gang battles and all manner of crime. 

I find a “safe” place for the car and walk down the 

two dark alleyways and then down the steep steps 

and along the path that precariously clings to side 

of the mountain.  One slip and you would certainly 

be carried off to hospital or worse. 

Eventually I arrive at Jonatan´s house, a large tin 

shack with dirt floor while mosquitoes try and get 

their pound of flesh and chickens and a duck run 

around, and a big welcome and hug from Jonatan 

and his mum.  His 4-year-old younger brother has 

now got to know me and so doesn´t hide under a 

piece of cardboard like he did when I first 

arrived.  Johnny is also there and the two boys 

show me the swing they have made. 

The smell is pungent and the rotting rubbish that accumulates with every downpour creates a dangerous 

and very unhealthy environment for any child to play.  But these boys are just so used to living in this 

environment that having a swing over the sewerage and rubbish is just normal. 

Today Jonatan´s mum invites me into their shack and Jonatan shows me his bed and the few possessions he 

has. I bring out a small gift I have brought them from the UK and they are overjoyed.  The little tins of mints 

are not that exciting for kids I know, but the tin with the Queen´s guard on is and so I know these will be 

treasured for many years to come. 

Just as we are talking about the boy´s school 

results I hear an increase in volume from the man 

I saw standing outside their shack.  He is a visiting 

uncle and is drunk and shouting at Jordie, a slim 

11-year-old boy who does not seem to have done 

anything wrong apart from being in the wrong 

place at the wrong time.  The uncle takes off his 

belt and marches into the next-door shack, 

swaying from the effects of alcohol.  I come out 

and see Jordie´s little face hiding in the corner 

and he is crying. His uncle is becoming more 

abusive and so I decide to intervene, first by 

inviting Jordie to join us for a trip into town while 

explaining to the uncle and the rest of the family that is it illegal to hit a child.  The uncle tries to tell me 



that the boy must respect him and I wonder, as he talks, how much respect he will actually develop by 

being drunk and trying to hit a small boy with a leather belt. 

The altercation ends with everyone calm and the uncle being reminded that I will not hesitate to prosecute 

anyone I find abusing a child and remind Jordie of his rights and to contact me if there are any problems. 

Jonatan and Johnny then accompany me for our mentoring session entitled “Making a Difference´, a study 

of a child King in the Bible who made a massive impact in his community and of a 12-year-old boy from 

Canada who founded a huge child movement to help children suffering from being sold into slavery in 

Pakistan and India.  At the end of the session and with the challenge for them both to think about how they 

could make a difference they both said they wanted to help a family they knew who lived in poverty.  Both 

boys live in extreme poverty and yet they could still think of people who were poorer than them.  A plan 

will be hatched over the next week! 

We return back via a shoe shop where I need to buy 

both of them trainers for school.  I know I have 

moaned enough in my blogs about the Guatemalan 

education system, but maybe just one more moan 

and then I will leave it there. Both boys are 

expecting good schools results this week and on 

Monday they have a PE exam and if they don´t 

come with trainers then they will be marked 

down.  It is a miracle enough that both boys are still 

in school and doing well and coping with the daily 

requests of homework based on their time on the 

internet, something that is almost impossible for 

them.  I am waiting to get their school results and if 

they are good then they will choose a special activity we can do together next week. 

Mentoring is a special relationship built on trust that is developed over time and one that must involve the 

mentor and the whole family in order to understand the child´s school, community and home 

environment.  I always return home feeling very blessed indeed and today I have just one more boy to visit 

on my way home, 12-year-old Danny. 

Danny is expecting me and I can hear his feet running down the alleyway as he hears that I am in the street 

outside.  Today I find Danny a little down as his “mum” is unwell and is lying on the bed and in need of 

medical help.  Danny´s mum is an inspiration as she was studying English and had just received her visa to 

go to the US to live out her dream when a neighbour knocked on the door late one night and said she was 

leaving.  She left not only a few clothes and an old bed but also three young children who she decided to 

take as her own and care for. 

A few years down the line and with all the legal forms in place Danny´s new mum cares for three young 

children on a very low income.  She walks the city streets everyday selling nuts and does so coping with the 

heat, the pollution and with a walking stick.  She just about earns enough to provide two basic meals per 

day.  Danny never complains and is always happy to have time with me and hear stories of many things he 

will never hear of in school. 

It is getting dark and so I need to head home as today has been a long day, but one of great blessing and 

opportunity to serve.  Thanks to your support all this is possible, thank you. 
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Saturday 24th August 2019 

I had to laugh this week with Damaris who told me that she was getting annoyed with her little sister Jackie 

for waking her up early in the morning.  Damaris is 14 and lives with her mum and dad, two young sisters 

and two younger brothers in a room that her parents rent at the rear of an alcoholic bar.  It is not a great 

place to be honest, but it is home and is safer than being on the streets. 

I discovered, as I have already written about this in a 

previous blog, that the youngest child, 4-year-old 

Jackie, was working in a restaurant for 10p a 

day.  Thanks to the support of a person in Amersham, 

we were able to get Jackie into a private nursery and 

this has obviously changed her life quite dramatically. 

The only issue is that Jackie has to get the school bus 

before 6:45am every morning and Damaris has to 

drop her off and then rush to school herself.  Jackie, all 

very excited about being in nursery, has been waking 

up before 5am, getting dressed and then waits by the 

door to be taken to the bus.  Damaris complained that 

she wanted to sleep a bit longer and was annoyed with her sister for waking her up. 

It was all quite funny, but I could see she was annoyed and so sat down with her and held her hand and 

said: “remember the day we found you all on the streets?”.  She had been wandering around with her four 

younger siblings all day in La Terminal in order to stay safe and find food.  She worked hard as an 11-year-

old girl looking after her siblings and began to cry when she remembered how hard she fought to keep 

them all alive.  Surely taking Jackie to the bus was a big step forward and she agreed that it was a trivial 

complaint given the desperate conditions they used to live in and was crying and newly committed to 

helping her little sister have the chance she wished she had at that age. 

My weekends usually start at lunchtime on Friday when I pick Moses up from school and from then on it is 

full-time mentoring till Sunday evening.  It is one of the three things I enjoy most about my work here and 

one day I hope to dedicate more time to this area of work when Alex Denton moves out here for a year in 

January to help me with the admin load. 

The Saturday gang, self-named “The Adventurers” 

have been mainly hanging out in the Protection 

Home on Saturdays and resting as their school 

weeks have been much more demanding as the 

school term comes to an end in October and many 

are involved in the school marching bands (more 

about this in the next blog).  The boys enjoy getting 

out of the city and so a climb up the Pacaya 

volcano, an active volcano an hour drive from the 

capital, resulted in their energies renewed and 

because it rained and they all got wet it was “the 

best time ever”. 

Sundays are usually spent visiting individual boys and every other Sunday a visit to Santa Fas, a slum area 

on the outskirts of Guatemala City.  My trip this past Sunday was a challenge as the two boys I visited there 

were desperate for us to accept two other boys in the mentoring programme.  So, I had to visit their 



families and begin the evaluation process as well as a social study we do of each of the families we work 

with.  It is hard to say no to new children, but when I met them and heard their stories I could not say no 

and so the group has now grown to four!   

The first boy I visit is called Ludvin (photo right with his 

mum) and he is 9 and lives with his mum, dad and 

younger sister in a shack that is so close to the edge of 

the mountain I found it hard to look down at the 

ground below.  If this side of the mountain ever gave 

way… well, I don´t even want to begin to think about 

what could happen.  Ludvin is a vulnerable boy to be 

sure and his living conditions are not that great.  The 

most urgent thing is to see how we could help repair 

his roof, as he and his sister get wet when it rains in 

the night. 

The other boy is called Jonatan, which is easy to 

remember as the second boy in the group is also called Jonatan and the first is called Jonny.  It would be 

cool if Ludvin could change his name to Jonatan, but since I have told him about Ludwig van Beethoven, he 

prefers to keep his name and enjoy me calling him Beethoven.  Jonatan is more on the margins of the risk 

scale and his connection to the streets is not as great as the others, but we begin the evaluation and see if 

we can help him also. 

The first Jonatan, and I understand this might cause problems now with the number of boys with similar 

names, has done so well in school this year and has really focused on getting exceptional grades and 

making positive choices in his life.  However, his living conditions are not that conducive to study or to a 

stable life, but he does have a caring and supportive mum.  We just need to deal with the abusive uncle 

living next door! 

 


