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So I am heading back to the UK this week and was desperate to see all my friends on the streets before I 

left and hand out the photos I took last week.  I promised Herbert that we would be no longer than 2 hours 

but I can´t believe how much pain you can come across in just a few hours. 

We started in 'La Casona', a street corner near the 

terminal where many street youths live.  We are 

greeted by Jerson whose smile is infectious and 

whose story leaves you feeling rather helpless and 

overwhelmed.  Jerson is one of the young adults I 

have known since he was about 7 years of age and 

for some reason, he mentions it almost every time I 

see him.  Probably because he knows very few 

people who have known him since he was a child. 

Jerson invites Herbert and I to show him the photos 

we took last week as a few of them are of him, his 

girlfriend and their baby daughter (photo 

right).  Jerson is the dealer for the group and hates 

what he does but for the moment it gives him 

enough money to support his family.  He wants to 

leave this all behind and find a better life for him, his 

girlfriend and daughter and I have promised to help him get his legal papers when I get back and then help 

find him an alternative source of income. 

We then meet our friendly dog, Camila, and a group of street youth who are also keen to see the photos.  I 

distribute the photos to all those who posed last week and quickly our discussion turns to Oscar. 

Pointing to the place where Oscar died last week the young people begin to tell me how he died and asking 

when the funeral is.  Oscar was just 17-20 years of age when he died and was known as El Payaso, which 

means the clown.  I saw him 2 weeks ago and he asked to play Uno with us, which was his favourite 

game.  For some reason someone took a disliking to him and kicked him to death.  His funeral will be later 

this week. 

After a while Herbert and I moved on to La Terminal and as we crossed the main road and headed up the 

Main Street for La Terminal, we came across 2 young boys who I knew from a previous street visit.  One of 

the boys is about 8 and the other about 11 and both looked like they had nothing to live for.  The 11-year-

old has some serious bruising and damage to his face and when Herbert asks him about it he backs off and 

says he fell off his bike! 

We walk on and find ourselves in 'La Quinta', the street before La Terminal, which is just the most 

depressing but at the same time exciting place I know.  It is the centre for prostitution in the area as well as 

being the place where many children, young people and adults live on the streets.  It is also home to my 

favourite place El Hoyo, the hole, and where I am constantly reminded of the desperate need to be here 

and to do more. 



A group of young people and adults 

greet us and ask about the photos, 

which I quickly hand out.  The group 

have found a tin and made 

themselves a little fire in the middle 

part of the street and are gathering up 

whatever vegetables they can find to 

make a soup.  Mama Conni is the 

mum of the group and she asks if we 

are staying long enough to join them 

for soup sadly not this time. 

I notice Carmen sitting down on the 

pavement and as I approach her she 

looks up and tries to smile.  Her face 

then looks down at the road and it is 

obvious she is quite down.  I try and say hi in a cheerful way and she reciprocates again with half a 

smile.  "Hi Duncan", she says in a low voice and then looks like she is about to burst into tears.  "Hi 

Carmen", I reply and then we begin to talk a little.  Carmen produces a page out of today's newspaper and 

shows me a photo of a man shot dead yesterday.  The newspaper is full of bloody murders every day but 

this one meant something to Carmen.  "He was my boyfriend", she tells me "we had been together for 2 

years". 

It is hard to know how to respond in situations like this as Carmen has nothing.  She lives in La Qunita and 

when people are kind to her she shares a tatty old flea-ridden mattress and if not just curls up on a piece of 

cardboard and trys to forget her life for a few hours.  She now feels very alone and I promise to go back in a 

couple of weeks and take her to see her family.  This brings a smile to her face and we then have to move 

on to encourage Maria Jose to remain strong till we find her a place to live.  Maria is now homeless again 

and is 8 months pregnant.  How she exists on the streets in her state I will never fully understand but I do 

pray that God keeps her and her baby safe till we find her a place to live.  So much to do! 

Our last port of call is the actual bus terminal itself.  We wander through a narrow alleyway where 

countless families seek to eke out a life for themselves among the smell, the danger, the rats and the fact 

that there is no water and no toilets.  Eventually we come out into sunlight and to the cheers of a few small 

children, all of whom are wearing clothes that should have been trashed a long time ago.  So many more 

join the group of children and they wander with us to the far end of the terminal where we hand out more 

photos to a family who enjoyed our company last week when we fixed their roof. 

One of the young guys who tried to help us last week on the roof of this tin shack comes over to say 

hello.  Last week he had two eyes and this week he has one eye and one large hole where his other eye 

was!  I can't believe what I am seeing and want to ask him what happened but think this should wait till the 

next visit. 

The family are keen to see the photos and the little girl who took a liking to me last week comes up and 

holds out her arms for a hug.  As I pick her up in my arms Johanna, aged about 4, comes over and says 

hi.  She tells me her dad is over there by the busses and keeps pointing to him until I recognise which man 

she is talking about.  The grandmother, sitting next to where I am standing, tells me that the Johanna's 

father is dead but she sees this man as her dad.  Johanna waits until he comes over and tries her best to get 

'her dad' to notice her and give her a hug also.  Sadly Johanna has to go without a hug today but she is soon 

smiling again are runs off to play. 



The grandmother talks with Herbert 

and I for a while and she grabs hold of 

my leg and wishes me well in the UK 

and tells me to come back otherwise 

she will be on the plane to come and 

get me - a terrifying thought!  She 

then hands my a bag of bananas and 

tells me to take them with me to keep 

me well-fed.  I begin to imagine trying 

to get these through customs but she 

does not need to know that and so I 

thank her, we exchange hugs and we 

then say our farewells to all the 

children and head for home.  At least I 

have a home to go to! 
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Two weeks in the UK took its toll on me and once again I must remember not to say yes to every invitation 

to help, to counsel, to support young people, to go to meetings and a host of other things without giving 

myself any time to rest up.  OK moan and lecture to me over and now back in Guatemala where life is lived 

at a better pace.  It does make me think about the fast pace of life we live in the UK and how we could all 

learn from a more relaxed lifestyle as it really does make a difference to every area of your life. 

After a couple of days of being ill when I returned I met up with El Foro, which is the consortium of 

organisations that work together with street and high-risk kids.  Plans for our city-wide strategy are moving 

forwards together with the work we need to do on the actual structure of El Foro.  It seems to me quite 

time consuming going over every rule and regulation but I suppose that when all this is completed we can 

then focus all our time on the actual work rather than on meetings.  One of the plans we have is for the 

mapping out of all the activity in Guatemala City that relates to helping street and high-risk children. 

The mapping process has been greatly helped by 

Mazepoint, in London, who have helped develop 

an app and back-end website where all the data 

is stored, sorted and displayed.  Together with 

the information of where all the agencies are 

working we are slowly adding information of 

where the street children and youth are, where 

the high-risk kids are and where other services 

are available. 

So this past week we have been continuing the 

head-count of how many street children and 

youth there are, where they are, what they do 

and other useful information that is helpful to 

those of us who help provide services to them.  We decided that since our new street outreach bus left the 

workshop the day before, it would be good to take this to the streets with all the volunteers and see how it 

would be received. 

It was interesting that the young people we worked 

with that night enjoyed the bus, appreciated the food, 

where very open to answering the questions in our 

census but were all giving us feedback about how they 

enjoyed all the different organisations that help them 

all coming together and working together.  I must say it 

was a great night despite the problems we had with 

the technology.  The next census is in 2 weeks' time 

and we plan to keep going out together every 2 weeks 

until we have covered every area in Guatemala 

City.  The data will then give us insight into where we 

need to focus our efforts and I am sure highlight where 

there is duplication.  Working together is my dream and certainly we will see more achieved in 

collaboration than in lone working. 

It was interesting to visit the British Embassy as so many things are changing due to UK funding 

cuts.  Despite the cuts the Ambassador was able to find £5000 to go towards the outreach bus and the 

embassy was very pleased to see the photos of the bus in action.  The Ambassador is now considering how 

she can help us with our plans to introduce Child Protection Practices and Polices within the Guatemalan 



legal framework and then to begin to train all staff and volunteers and encourage the adoption of safe 

screening processes for all those who work with children. 

On the Saturday I spent the day, as always, 

with Go Guatemala.  This project works with 

children from high-risk areas and supports 

them with homework clubs during the week 

and then on Saturday they can enjoy lots of 

sports and games, Christian teaching that is 

so focussed on helping them get through the 

week, offer more homework help and give 

them two good meals.  It is sad to hear the 

stories of what the children have to confront 

each week.  One boy explained how he had 

been asked to give a mobile phone to a 

lady.  This is very dangerous as the children 

are then beaten or even killed if they don't 

comply.  The phone is given to someone who then answers it and discovers that a family member has been 

kidnapped or they are being threatened in some way.  It puts the child in a no-win situation.  Others talk 

about people dead in the streets, gun battles, hunger, threats to their family or other distressing 

situations.  The teaching helps give the children practical ways to just get through the week and make 

positive choices. 

I took along some of my team building games.  The children really do struggle to think of others and so 

working as a team is a particular challenge.  But I will be doing more in the coming week with them and 

hope that slowly they will get the idea that working with others can be fun and you can achieve much more 

when your work with others as opposed to working on your own. 

 

 

  

  

  

  

  

Next week I will host some visitors from the UK and then later 

this month a team of 11 from Amersham arrive.  July is the 

most busy of months for every project here but also a month of 

great support and encouragement - especially if my Amersham 

friends bring me out some chocolate! 
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A lot has happened since my last rant, hence the gap between blogs! 

I have had visitors from the UK and another team has just arrived so my time on the computer will be 

limited now for a few weeks. 

I was very excited last week when Brandon 

wandered up to me in the street and lifted his 

head to say hi.  Brandon is 14 years of age and 

lives on the streets of Guatemala City.  The last 

time I saw Brandon he was fighting for his life on a 

hospital bed after being stabbed 10 times.  Seeing 

him lying there after the operation was so sad, he 

looked like he would never pull through but, as I 

saw last week, he had pulled through and was 

back now on the streets. 

Brandon has not had the easiest of lives and now 

his life back on the streets is even harder than 

before.  In order to talk he has to press a little 

button on his throat, through which he also now 

inhales solvents.  This boy does not seem to have 

a care in the world whether he makes it through another day or if he will be stabbed again tonight as he 

sleeps.  His desperation haunts me and makes me wonder where boys like this can go as there are very few 

options open to him. 

We are still waiting to hear news of the release of Oscar's body. Oscar was a friend of Brandon's and they 

lived on the same street corner.  But Oscar was kicked to death a couple of months ago and the authorities 

still have not released his body from the morgue. The street youth keep asking when we are going to bury 

him but sometimes even the simplest of things can take a painfully long time here. 

Another baby Duncan has been born!  Cesar and 

Maria Jose celebrated the birth of their first child 

last month and decided to name their baby boy 

"Duncan".  Sadly another boy has to grow up 

with people calling him "Dooncan"! 

Cesar and Maria struggle to live in a small room 

with room only for a double bed and an area 

where they pile their clothes and other items.  It 

is not the most ideal place to bring up a baby but 

they are committed to each other, to their baby 

and to making it work. 

As I have already said, a team from the UK have 

been with me.  Mark and Rosalie Balfour are from Maidenhead and together with their son Dylan and 

friend Harry spent 2 weeks with me working on the streets and in the various projects we support here in 

Guatemala. They were kept busy running activities, games and crafts for the children and I am grateful for 

thier willingness to come all this way and serve. 



It was a fun day at Los Patitos, the centre 

run by the wife of Guatemala City's 

Mayor, for high-risk children aged 2-7 

years.  Both staff and children enjoyed 

the parachute games which helped to 

open up other opportunities to work with 

the staff there later in the year. 

More fun on the way now that the larger 

team from Amersham, UK, has arrived 

and a full schedule is planned for them.  I 

dislike the idea they will be bored! 
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The phrase 'a level playing field' is said to mean 'a situation that is fair to all; a situation where everyone has 

the same opportunity'.  I think what I have witnessed over the last 3 days is therefore the opposite end of 

the level playing field, probably the scrub-land that no one cares about and where few venture.  But more 

about that later.   

The last 3 weeks have been somewhat 

busy with teams visiting. There was a 

small group from St.Peter's Church in 

Maidenhead and then a team of 11 

from Amersham.  Both groups were 

able to experience a little of the work 

I am doing in Guatemala and came up 

with a superb array of crafts, sports 

and activities that keep the children 

happy and occupied both on the 

streets and in the projects we work 

with.   

If you would  the like to read the team 

blogs I would encourage you to head 

over to those pages and enjoy the 

stories and pictures. 

So back to the level playing field. When you spend time listening to the children and young people on the 

streets it is very obvious that they have not had the best start in life.  The odds seem stacked against them 

from day one and so it comes as no surprise when they end up making really bad choices or suffering a 

whole series of reinforcing deprivations.   

As I come back home tonight after one busy day on the streets I am feeling rather down.  So what's new 

you ask!  Well today I was privileged to be joined on the streets by my 2 friends who work for Social 

Services and head up their street work.  Juan Carlos and Mirna accompanied me to collect Brandon and 

Gerson from the streets and take them to a refuge.  Only Brandon was keen to go as our work with him 

yesterday seemed to be bearing fruit.   Yesterday, by the way, I helped 2 other friends, Hector and Emma, 

with an appointment Brandon had at the hospital 

to remove a tube from his neck.  Brandon is still 

recovering from being stabbed 11 times and his 

health has deteriorated greatly and on top of this 

inhales solvent through his breathing tube in his 

neck.    

To cut a long story short Brandon and Gerson 

(photo left) came with us but decided not to take 

up the opportunity and returned to the streets 

later in the day.  So sad and so frustrating.   

Juan Carlos and Mirna then invited me to visit a 

centre for children that is run by Social Services.  So 

I accepted and followed them for about 30 mins in 

the car until we arrived at what looked like a 

prison. Getting through the police check was easy 

and then after parking up the cars we headed for 

http://www.streetkidsdirect.org.uk/index.php/blogs/team-blogs
http://www.streetkidsdirect.org.uk/index.php/blogs/team-blogs


the Director's office.  The Director was very keen for me to be shown around the facility and I really wished 

I hadn't said yes as now I have another inner battle to face as I now want to help here also!   

It was explained to me that with resources at a minimum it is almost impossible for the staff to offer the 

type of support the children at this centre need.  The staff seemed very caring but with nearly 750 children 

here it was impossible to help every child. All the children are discarded by families as they are 

handicapped or are children rescued from abusive situations.  They are looked after in small units for boys 

and girls but I lost count the number of children I saw huddled in a corner or in some random place rocking 

forwards and backwards.  Some in tears and others just so spaced out that I was left wondering if they got 

any stimulation at all.   

When I was taken into the unit that cares for disabled children I realised the gravity of the situation.  Just 

because a child is handicapped it does not mean they are then to be disposed of and left in the hands of the 

state.  It does not mean that they are not able to lead a fairly normal life but all the children in this 

particular unit were all in cots, aged about 4-9 years.  As soon as I walked in a little boy smiled at me, held 

out his hands and said: "Daddy, Daddy is here to see me".  You can't imagine how hard this is and I was 

then encouraged to pick him up for a cuddle and then he showed me all the other cots and told me all the 

names of the children.  He was certainly not lagging behind mentally but spends his day in a cot along with 

all the other children.  When I put him back in his cot you would not believe how his little face changed and 

cried out: "you are not leaving are you". How do you just turn away and move on with 'the tour' and leave 

all these rocking children in their cots?   

The more I wandered around the more I could see how desperate things are and so many children locked 

up in what I can only describe as a large grey prison with armed police wandering around, guarding the 

gates and guards sitting in watch-towers.  What a place to end up simply because you are handicapped, 

your parents don't want you or have abused you!  There is certainly no level playing field for these children 

and we must do something to help as their chances of enjoying life in all its fullness is so very beyond their 

reach. 

Soon after leaving the centre I am 

visiting Cesar and Maria Jose to see 

how baby Duncan (2) is doing. When I 

visited a couple of days ago all he was 

being fed was water and sugar and he 

is only 2 months old.  Encouraging 

breast feeding and buying a few 

supplies for them has helped in the 

short-term but now we need to help 

them explore other options.  Cesar 

and Maria Jose were helped to come 

off the streets just under 2 years ago 

when we rented a room for them near 

to where they were living on the 

streets and ever since then they have 

kept up with the rent and tried to 

make the best of things despite many personal set-backs and self-confessed 'falls' back into drinking and 

drugs.  If baby Duncan does not get the support, feeding, protection and stimulation he needs then he will 

certainly not have the chances a child his age would normally and statistics show he will suffer throughout 

his life.   

On leaving their room and climbing down the stairs I am met by a lady bringing a man to her room for a 

sexual service accompanied by her 2 small children.  Further down the stairs I am met by 4 small children 



playing with a newspaper.  The when I eventually leave the building I am mobbed by a small group of 

children asking if I have copies of the photos I took of them a few weeks ago when the teams visited 

them.  One 5-year-old girl is holding a baby of about 4 months while holding the hand of a little boy aged 

about 1 and a half and around her leg a boy aged about 3 follows behind.  I stare in wonder at how young 

she is and trying to be mum to 3 children when she should be out playing with her peers and enjoying her 

childhood.   

"What chance do they all have?" I ask myself, and I think about the level playing field once again.  So 

arriving home exhausted and somewhat scarred by the experiences of the day makes me wonder where 

this will all lead as we certainly can't leave these children in this state.  We (I) need help. We need more 

people, we need funds, we need mums, we need a social worker, we need families who will take these 

children in and most of all we need God to work a miracle. 
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Well that was one busy month!  Now to try and remember it all and keep you updated as things move on 

so quickly, so grab a cuppa and enjoy the read. 

I was woken this morning at 4am by a phone call from Maria telling me that Cesar is really ill and can't 

move off his bed.  I am still trying to get a whole night's sleep as the night before I was woken around 2am 

by shooting outside in the street.  It was clear the person was shooting at someone as they were running 

and shooting.  Anyway, back to Cesar.  I drive over and get there about 4:30am and after climbing over the 

pile of people sleeping in the entrance to the apartment I climb the unlit stairs to the room Cesar and Maria 

are renting. 

Cesar is lying in a ball on the bed with baby Duncan fast asleep and with Maria walking up and down 

outside with a look of deep concern on her face.  Cesar is obviously in a huge amount of pain and refuses to 

go to hospital but this is the obvious course of action for someone so gravely ill.  The rest of the morning is 

spent looking for options as to what can be done when no doctor wants to visit people in their homes due 

to the security risk and less willing to go to the notorious "Terminal".  Will keep you posted. 

Life in La Terminal has been eventful to say the least 

but that is the usual state of affairs there!  Tanya, one 

of the girls on the streets, was arrested in La Terminal 

for selling drugs and her picture ended up on the front 

page of the news as various other young people were 

arrested at the same time.  She was taken to the 

female prison, which is situated next door to the prison 

for men.  I was informed of her arrest and so first 

headed to Santa Fas where her children live with their 

grandmother to see if I could encourage them at 

all.  Joselyn (photo left), Tanya's eldest daughter is 12 

and is not reacting well to her mum living between the 

home and the streets and now to hear that she is in 

prison is just another confirmation to her that her 

mum does not love her or care for her.  Trying to help 

her see the light was not an easy conversation but she 

always manages a smile and tells me she wants to work hard at school so she does not end up like her 

mum!  Tough lessons to learn. 

A couple of days later I decided to go and visit Tanya in 

prison and being told that Sunday was visiting day I 

drove over to the prison late morning to experience 

what so many have to experience every week when 

visiting relatives.  On arrival at the prison I was 

informed that no cars are allowed within half a mile of 

the prison and that visitors are only allowed to pass 

security without belts, shoe laces, wallets, phones and 

keys.  Apparently a little old lady makes a living from 

"looking after your personal objects" and so car keys, 

belt, shoe laces and wallet are left with her and I head 

up the hill to the prison. 



After about an hour in a queue to get 

through the first level of security I 

then wait in line and told where to 

stand and wait to be allowed in the 

prison.  Eventually the queue moves 

and I get to be searched again and 

gain my prison stamp on my 

arm.  When I do get inside the prison I 

am informed that the female prison is 

down the road and this is the male 

prison!  It was not like I asked all along 

the route but let's leave that there. 

So I wander down the road to the 

female prison and after another long 

wait in the queue I am told that 

visiting hours for male visitors is now closed and to come back on Tuesday. 

The whole experience has taken me over 4 hours and so those who know me would realise a slight bit of 

frustration with the system but am determined to return on Tuesday after double checking the times and if 

men could visit on Tuesdays and that there are no restrictions the second Tuesday of the month for male 

visitors from the UK.  The guards don't get sarcasm and so I return to collect my belongings, all of which are 

intact, much to my surprise. 

Tuesday is an early start, 5am to be precise, as I need to be at the other end of the city before 7am to be in 

the queue at the prison before 8am.  The thought of getting to the prison and being in the queue early was 

making me smile.  Today I had invited Pastor Alex to accompany me as he wanted to visit one of the female 

inmates, a mother to one of the children at his Saturday outreach club.  Alex and I make our way up the hill 

and our hearts drop as we see the size of the queue to get through the first security point.  To cut a long 

story short, we eventually get through and make our way through the second queue at the female 

prison.  It is then we are told that the 

section where Tanya is locked up is 

under "disciplina" and that for the 

foreseeable future no visitors are 

allowed.  Alex has no joy with the 

person he has come to see and so we 

return to his centre to help with the 

construction of the roof as "more 

hands are needed". So frustrating and 

I have not had had the chance to go 

back but did manage to get a message 

through to Tanya so she knows I have 

tried to visit her. 

One of the things that struck me as we 

were queuing through the first 

security point is not just the number 

of people in the queue but what they 

have with them.  Almost all are 

carrying huge bags of vegetables, 

fruit, packets of food, toilet paper and 

the like.  It made me wonder what life 



is like inside if family members have to bring food and other essentials in such quantities.  Thank God for 

freedom! 

The work I have been doing with Go Guatemala is encouraging and every Saturday I drive over to zone 18, 

which now takes longer to get to because of the increased number of police and army road blocks and 

checkpoints. I am pleased that I have started to form a small team of young people who are interested in 

helping me with the games and sports each week.  I have been on the lookout for servants, those young 

people who stay behind or turn up early to help and don't mind what job they are given as long as they can 

help.  The initial 2 and now 4 young people enjoyed the opportunity to help and when I told them why I had 

chosen them you could see the smiles on their faces grow.  We are now making a list of all the sports and 

games we do (thanks to my years running Mad About Fridays in Amersham) and then I will buy them some 

equipment and a t-shirt with SPORT TEAM on.  They will be so happy. 

A couple of weeks ago it rained so hard on the Saturday that the place we meet for Go Guatemala started 

to fill with water.  It was a shame as the day was going so well but this is the height of the rainy season so I 

shouldn't be surprised.  This particular Saturday was the day when the children could exchange their Go 

Guatemala talent "money" for donated shoes, clothes and toys.  It was a popular day as you can imagine! 

The children were desperate to spend 

their money and the toys went first, 

then the shoes and then the 

clothes.  What was encouraging to see 

was the number of children who 

spent their money on clothes for 

siblings and parents.  The mayhem 

was great as the excitement on the 

children's faces was just so uplifting 

and seeing them with their piles of 

goodies at the end was like watching 

kids at Christmas. 

The rain kept pouring down and it was 

clear that those who lived quite a way 

away were going to struggle with their 

bags and boxes of goodies let alone carrying them home in the rain.  So I was asked to step in and help 

drive a group of children home to a place that was not 

the most safest of places but this was where I am grateful 

for the loan I was given to buy such a great car. 

It was a sight and only now I wished I had taken a photo 

as trying to fit a bicycle, sports equipment and 7, or 

maybe there were 8, children in the car.  The boot would 

not close and so 2 children volunteered to sit in the boot 

and hold it as closed as possible.  And please do not ask 

me about the risk assessment for this activity!  Arriving at 

the entrance to the little "barrio" I was told that 5 people 

had been shot dead there during the week, an event 

which seemed, from the kids point of view, just an 

everyday occurrence. 

Walking with the boxes and bags to the kids homes I 

could see why the Saturday activities are just so 

important.  Two of the children live in a tiny house which seemed filled with other children and the mother 



tried her best to make me feel welcome.  While I sat down on a plastic chair as the honoured guest the 

children brought out all the clothes and toys they had gained.   Dilan (photo right) was pleased to show his 

mum the 10 shirts he had found for the man he says is dad for the moment.  He went through the bag and 

kept pulling out shirts and clothes for the other children and then eventually showed us a t-shirt he had got 

for himself. 

On leaving the house and walking back to the car, still grateful it was there, I saw another army patrol pass 

by and imagined what the day-to-day life is like for these kids living with such violence, poverty and 

insecurity. Thank God they can at least have one day a week away from it all and enjoy lots of fun. 

Due to the lack of volunteers I have struggled to get out on the streets but the few times I have over the 

last few weeks I have been trying really hard to focus on one or two that I feel could be helped and where I 

feel I can make a difference.  Josue, who is 12 years of age, tells me he now wishes he studied when he was 

in school.  He only got to second grade (year 2 in UK terms) and now wanted to learn again as he can't see 

anything good coming from spending all day on the streets.  So now I have an offer of a place in a school 

that can offer him a specialist education based on where he is right now.  Another little job in the coming 

week to follow this up and see him in school. Gloria, aged about 17, is in need of some sanitary towels and 

so that was easy to remedy as the shop across the road sold them.  It makes me realise how tough life can 

be without the simple things in life we all take for granted so often.  With so many others in desperate need 

I wish we could do more, or that they would allow us to do more and take the bold step of leaving the 

streets. 

Well lots more to tell you about El Foro and the training course I have managed to develop for the projects 

here and in Honduras but this will have to wait till next week and promise to try and keep up-to-date with 

news. Thanks everyone for your prayers, interest and support.  We are running low on funds and so any 

efforts to help would be much appreciated. 

Cheers, Dunc 
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This has been a particularly tough week! 

It all began with the news of the killing of one of the young people we work with on the streets.  Josué 

Cabrera, 18 years-of-age, had been living in Zone 7 of Guatemala City with a group we work with and who 

feature heavily in the up-and-coming film "Becoming Fools". We have no idea who shot him but Josué died 

almost instantly and the word spread really quickly as his body was taken to the city morgue.  All of us who 

knew him were shocked at yet another violent death and his street friends were angry.  I will come back to 

the process we went through in order to get his body released for burial a bit later in the blog. 

There were two events during the week that were positive, and I think it is helpful to write about them now 

before talking about how the week ended. 

I had invited various "key players" to a 

meeting at the British Embassy to discuss 

child protection.  The British Ambassador is 

very keen on the issue and I know how the UK 

Government are supportive of such initiatives 

and so holding the meeting at the embassy 

meant that many people were keen to 

attend.  I am very grateful for the support of 

the British Ambassador, Sarah Dickson, who 

offered us the use of the conference facilities 

and sat in at the beginning of the meeting to 

understand what we were trying to achieve. 

So what were we trying to achieve?  Well, to 

start with a simple understanding of the 

document produced after the Global Conference in India last year on Child Protection Systems around the 

world and how Guatemala could be defined by the agreed elements of child protection and what we 

needed to work on.  We then worked slowly through the "route" for all future child protection concerns, 

which includes the steps we all would want to take when we come across a situation of abuse or alleged 

abuse. 

We ran out of time to look into how we could implement new international standards for child protection 

in Guatemala and so another meeting will need to be planned with the cooperation of UNICEF as they 

could not be present at this meeting.  At least we have made a good start and the ambassador is keen to 

support the process. 

http://www.streetkidsdirect.org.uk/index.php/news/latest-news/128-becoming-fools


Later in the week I was involved in helping to 

plan our annual EL FORO CONSULTATION.  El 

Foro is the Guatemalan Consortium of 

organisations working with street and high-

risk children and youth. The day started with 

a 30 minute presentation by me on our 

website and the mapping programme we 

have developed with the help of MAZEPOINT 

in London. The bi-weekly census with street-

living children and youth is producing some 

very interesting data which will help us 

better focus our work.  The rest of the 

consultation was well received and included 

two extremely interesting talks by Ron 

Ruthruff who has written the book "The least of these - lessons learned from kids on the street". 

We changed our plans for the consultation as most of us wanted to go to the funeral of Josué, which was at 

3:30pm that same afternoon. It seemed to those of us who had planned the event that holding a 

consultation where we discussed the issues around street youth and not to go the funeral of one of those 

young people would have been unforgivable.  Despite what others thought we all wanted to go and so the 

consultation was concluded soon after lunch. 

The death of anyone is hard to deal with but when it is so violent and involves one of the street youth you 

have worked with it becomes even harder.   

The news of Josué's death hit us all and when I heard about it I was asked to go with my friend, Juan Carlos 

from Social Services, to the morgue to try and get his body released.  Getting a body released is particularly 

complicated and it seems all the more incongruous  to me given the fact that no one cares about the young 

person when they are on the streets and then the minute they are dead all forms of red tape come into 

play and work against you actually helping give the young person a swift and decent burial. 

As Juan Carlos and I arrived at the city morgue we met with Glenda, one of the workers from another 

organisation working with street youth.  Josué's mum and sister were also there and waiting for us to 

arrive.  As the story unfolded it was clear that little progress was to be made that night but not without us 

all trying as much as we could to convince the morgue to allow us to take the body away.  Apparently you 

need a family member, or anyone with the same family name with all the official papers to claim the body 

and arrange for a funeral company to hep you collect the body.  We had the mum but no papers, we also 

had a willing "really cheap" funeral company, which seemed to be permanently parked outside the morgue, 

ready to go but with no body there was little we could do. 

http://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/1596692723/ref=rdr_ext_tmb


So driving around at 10pm to various 

government buildings, some open 24 

hours, to try and get copies of the 

mum's official papers was frustrating 

and ended up with us all getting very 

tired and very frustrated.  As we got 

nearer midnight we headed back to a 

centre for street youth which seemed 

full of Josué's friends all grieving and 

wanting revenge.  It was not an easy 

environment but after more 

discussion the young people were 

asked to leave as the building was 

locked up for the night.  As they left in 

one large group there were tears and 

shouts of anger.  Bottles and any 

other items that was left lying around was hurled in the street outside by angry youth. Fortunately my car 

was not a target and I was asked to help take the mum and daughter home as no buses were running this 

time of night and no taxis would be prepared to go to the place where they lived.  I then offered to take 

two of the workers home as they had no other option as, I am told, "no taxis would take us to zone 18 this 

time at night as they feared being shot"!  Brilliant, I thought, so it was Ok for me to drive over there! 

Anyway, it took an hour to drive the mum and sister home and then another hour to drive to the other side 

of the city to drop the two workers home.  As I dropped the second one off she told me: "now whatever 

you do, when you get to the bottom of the road and turn left to get back to the main road, DON'T STOP".  I 

had no intention of stopping in that notorious zone in the middle of the night.  She continued: "if anyone 

comes out into the road, don't stop, just run them over but KEEP GOING".  Just another one of those 

situations you look back on and thank God you managed to get home safe and well. 

Eventually the papers were sorted out the next day and the funeral company collected the body.  The 

funeral company asked for an up-front payment and so unless I stepped in to help I have no idea how they 

would have dealt with this one.  The previous boy who died on the streets after being kicked repeatedly in 

the head ,dear Oscar, was in the paper process for such a long period of time that the morgue just decided 

to bury him as XXX in the common well where all unclaimed bodies are dropped.  For Josué a decent burial 

could now be planned. 

The day of the funeral, just an hour 

after the consultation had finished, 

was a sombre affair.  We all gathered 

at the entrance to the cemetery and 

waited for the funeral car to arrive 

with Josue's coffin. We all took turns 

in carrying the coffin to the place 

where the poorest of the poor are 

buried, right on the edge of the city 

dump.  Just a horrible place and so far 

from what most of us would imagine 

to be a decent burial.  The 40 or so 

young people gather around the 

coffin for the final farewells and the 

small lid that opens so you can see the 



face of the person who has died is opened and closed and more and more young people begin screaming, 

thumping the coffin in sorrow and anger and then comes the bit where me and a friend have to pull 

grieving young people off the coffin before carrying the coffin to its resting place for the next 5 years - a 

small tomb in a wall of tombs. We slide the coffin in and the wailing reaches fever pitch and quickly a team 

of workers at the cemetery brick the entrance closed. 

In the middle of the gathering a man 

shouts out: "anyone want to buy any 

photos I took of the coffin 

arriving".  This brings some to a silent 

recognition of the business that is 

going on around them.  The man calls 

out again: "and for Q150 I can offer 

you this small plaque which also holds 

flowers".  Thinking the deals were 

over I then hear: "and if you would 

like some music then we (a mariachi 

band) will keep playing".  I was so 

focused that I didn't even notice there 

was a mariachi band there and they 

were clearly just wandering from one 

funeral to another.  Just the most 

terrible of afternoons. 

The following morning we are informed that Henry passed away in the hospital.  I have known Henry for 20 

years and he was only 7 years-of-age when I found him playing football in "El Hoyo", in Guatemala City with 

a whole gang of other street boys.  In those days El 

Hoyo was populated by around 60 young children, all 

trying to make the best of life together with their bag 

of glue as their constant companion. 

Recently Henry (photo right) had become ill with a 

urinary infection which meant he carried a urinary 

bag the whole time and this added to his health 

problems as he lived on the streets.  One thing led to 

another and Henry was rushed into hospital and died 

of "complications". 

Rest in peace Henry and Josué, the world will miss 

you. 
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So often I do feel frustrated when it takes so long to get things done.  Life in Guatemala can often be 

frustrating as it can take a very long time to achieve things but this week has flown by and each day has 

seen great progress made in many areas.  And then of course there is the story that many of you are 

desperate to read about! 

Yesterday was my usual Saturday at 

Go Guatemala.  One Saturday is never 

the same as another and yesterday 

was rather special.  Herbert, my dear 

friend and colleague, came with 3 of 

our farm workers to help with the 

games and to see how the project is 

progressing. It was a super day, 

exhausting but very rewarding and 

made all the more fun with the arrival 

of a team from my church. 

During the week I was invited to speak 

at a men’s group at church.  I had only 

been along one week and they asked 

me to speak the following week about 

my work here.  At the end of the talk all the men wanted to get involved and help and immediately offered 

to come on Saturday and provide food for all the children at Go Guatemala.  So, true to their word, they 

arrived at Go Guatemala just before lunch with a great spread of food and the children must have thought 

they were at a banquet. 

Despite the amount of food available the children still squirreled away portions of food in little bags for 

family members. 

The day ended with a time of worship and a talk from 

Pastor Alex about how the inheritance from our parents 

can affect us and this brought many children to tears as 

they called out to God for help with coping at home, 

coping with abuse, coping with bullying and for healing 

for family members.  Not one asked for toys, a bike, a 

computer and things like this that they know are too far 

beyond their reach.  They simply asked for help to get 

through what is for most a pretty tough life. 

Let’s go back to the beginning of the week as it began 

with Francisco joining me as a worker for Mi Arca.  Mi 

Arca is the charity we have formed here to give us a 

legal status from which to operate and also to 

coordinate all the efforts of helping support the many 

charities here we work with.  Francisco will help take 

some work off me and help provide the support I need 

when I visit the streets and go to meetings.  I know he has only been here one week but already I can see 

how much of a difference he will make. 

We had planned to visit the homes of many of the children who attend Go Guatemala but as we got closer 

to collecting Pastor Alex and head off to zone 18 a taxi decided not to stop at a road junction and pile into 



the side of my car.  Much to my surprise he admitted it was his fault and the insurance company took the 

car away for 3 weeks to make it all better.  So that was frustrating and left me without 

transport.  Fortunately good old Herbert came through again and provided me with a car I can borrow until 

mine is back from hospital. 

Later in the week we had planned to go to La Terminal.  For those who are regular readers you will know La 

Terminal is quite a notorious place and if anything is going to happen it will happen in La Terminal.  It is a 

place of total chaos and meyhem and I just love the mess, the noise, the smells and the nature of life that 

demonstrates how people can exist in the most challenging of situations. 

An afternoon of activities had been planned with El Foro.  El Foro is the name we use for our local 

consortium of organisations that work together in Guatemala City.  I invited Social Services, and 

organisation called AMG and the Local Government (La Muni) to join Francisco and I as we tried to do a 

little census of one group of children we are seeking to help. 

The rain poured and so we were invited into a place 

that I visit regularly called “La Felicidad” – a hostel for 

the poorest of the poor and a base for any of the local 

prostitutes.  On the 3rd floor live Maria Jose and Cesar 

and baby Duncan as well as many other families I have 

got to know.  There are also a couple of spare rooms 

here that we were allowed to use for our event. 

The children loved the games and when we asked 

them to help with a craft activity it was like saying 

Christmas Day had arrived.  Colouring pens, scissors, 

coloured paper AND EVERYTHING!  (just for you 

Kathryn!)  We asked the children to draw around their 

hands and then we cut out the shapes and the children then had to write on one hand five things that are 

good about their live and on the other five things that are not so good or they would like to change.  The 

answers ranged from being thankful they had food, that they could play, some could go to school and for 

strawberry cake.  The things they would like to change were to not have to keep crying, the mud, better 

place to live, not being abused, not being hit and for us not to leave them.  It was quite a session. 

As we were leaving and heading downstairs to say our goodbyes and hand out a drink and a small bag of 

crisps I saw a man standing nearby and was hanging over the railings that stop you plumeting down the 

middle of the building and into the patio below.  He called over to men in broken English and said: “hey 

man, come over here”.  The team heading down the stairs with the children and I went over to see him and 

introduce myself. 

He was not willing to shake my hand and seemed 

rather annoyed so I withdrew my hand and asked 

him what he wanted.  He came closer to me and 

looked in my eyes for a long time before saying: (and 

I have removed all the profamity from the 

conversation to save you all the blushes and ensure 

this is not x-rated).  “What are you doing here 

man?” followed by more staring into my eyes.  As I 

began to explain what we had been doing he 

responded: “no, I mean what are YOU doing 

here”.  Again I only got to begin my explanation 

when he said: “I have been watching you and I know 



you take away children to your country and I wanna know what you are doing with those children.  Maybe I 

can get you the children you like.” 

Slightly taken aback I could see where he was going and so was then keen to make my point when he then 

came even closer and said “I am going to kill you right now”.  This lead to another conversation about killing 

and him explaining to me how many children he had killed and how many adults he had killed and that he 

feels nothing when he kills people.  A charming man indeed! 

The most chilling part of the conversation was yet to come after I had tried to explain the work we do and 

how God had changed my life and maybe he would allow me to pray for him.  He continued to stare into 

my eyes like he wanted to penetrate deep into my soul and then explained how he had followed me 2 

weeks ago from La Terminal with a plan to kill me.  With a very matter of fact way of speaking he even told 

me how he had planned to kill me but “for some reason” was not able to.  And this led to him wanting to 

talk with me. 

Well, as you can imagine I am a little shaken and try to ask his name so I can pray for him but he said he 

would tell me his name and forbid me to pray for him, he shook my hand and we parted. 

Downstairs the team and all the children were waiting and asking where I had been.  “I will tell you later”, I 

said as we said our goodbyes and headed home.  

Later that evening the reality of what had happened hit home and I can honestly say that it experiences like 

this keep your faith strong.  I do appreciate the prayers of all those who know me and follow the work and 

would encourage you to continue your prayers for 

the work and for me. 

One of the boys we have been trying to help is 

Josué. He has just turned 13 years-of-age and 

spends most of his time on the streets. We have 

tried all sorts of things to engage with him and last 

week he expressed a desire to go to school as he 

had only managed to get to second grade (year 2). 

So with great joy we managed to find a specialist 

school that has offered him a place and can help 

him gain 2-3 years of education in one year. When 

we took Josué to see the school he was thrilled 

and it will only cost us £3.50 a week to place him 

there.  The school year is almost over so he might have to wait until January but we are hoping that he 

could go each day and sit in on lessons and gain some education.  Josué is a clever boy but living in difficult 

circumtances.  One of the things he asked us to pray for was to cope with being beaten. May God keep him 

safe and help us to help him more. 

Next week is a busy week with our two-day training event for street workers and the funeral and memorial 

service of dear Oscar and Henry and the following week I head back to the UK for 3 weeks. 

Thank you all for your interest and prayers. 
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Tomorrow I am heading to Atlanta, USA, for a conference about networking in Honduras and then on 

Saturday I continue to the UK and know I will be in tears on the plane again as we take off.  Taking off from 

Guatemala airport is just like any other airport but when I look down at the streets below I become quite 

overwhelmed by what I know I am leaving behind.  It will be another challenging return to the UK and this 

time everyone has promised to allow me some “me” time. 

The last week has been one of the 

longest weeks for a long time.  I know 

all weeks are the same length but 

when your days average 18-20 hours 

of actual work each day it just seems 

that the week is longer! 

The week began with Jacinta and Kate 

arriving from the UK.  Jacinta is 

Director of Training at Street Invest, a 

charity that offers training around the 

world for street workers.  Street 

Invest delivered training to our youth 

work project in Amersham, UK, during 

the summer.  Kate is the Director at 

the Consortium for Street Children in 

London. 

The reason for the visit was to deliver the first training module to street workers in Guatemala City as part 

of our strategy for developing capacity in the organisations we support and work with. 

The event was already up to capacity 

of 25 people but when we started we 

realised we had a problem, albeit a 

good one, when 40 people turned up 

and tried to take their 

seats.  Fortunately we had hired a 

room that was big enough and with 

some juggling around and the quick 

ordering of more food the two-day 

course began.  What was exciting, was 

seeing the range of people on the 

course.  NGOs, churches, Social 

Services, artists, street youth and the 

Police.  It really was a great mix and 

when the break-out sessions got going 

the discussions were lively and productive. 

This is the first stage in the official recognition of the new team of street workers and we hope that when 

the process is completed each worker will have their official badge and be approved by Social Services and 

El Foro to work on the streets.  All rather exciting and another vision that is becoming a reality! 

Jacinta and Kate were also invited to visit the Go Guatemala project we support, come out on the streets 

with me to La Terminal and join me and many others as we said our goodbyes to our dear friends Oscar and 



Henry.  So let’s start with our farewell to Oscar and Henry who died recently and are missed so much by all 

those who knew them as they were both very kind and also caring young people. 

We managed to get the bus started (too long a story to 

explain here!) and drove to zone 4 where we collected all 

the street children and youth, searched them for drugs 

and weapons and then drove them to the 

cemetery.  Brandon was looking even thinner and not in 

good health at all but was keen to sit up front with me 

and “help” me drive! 

On arrival at the cemetery we are met by Pastor Alex 

from Go Guatemala and then later by another bus load of 

street youth and some of our friends from 2 other 

organisations we work with.  The children and young 

people poured out of our bus and ran off in all 

directions.  Kate seemed concerned and I said that it 

would not be long before they would be back and that it 

would be interesting to see what they came back 

with.  Sure enough, a few minutes later Brandon came 

back and down the front of his trousers he pulled out a 

large candle in a glass container. It was still warm!  He 

said he had “acquired” it for Henry and that he would like 

it.  As we walked down to the site where Henry was 

buried 13-year-old Gerson was lying on a grave like he 

had just died and been placed there.  A lighter moment indeed. 

On arrival at the burial site of Henry 

we held our own service and Pastor 

Alex spoke followed by a time when 

the young people talked about Oscar 

and Henry and how much they will be 

missed.  We were unable to visit the 

site of Oscar’s grave as the cemetery 

did not know exactly where he was 

buried! 

A very moving and meaningful time 

which we can only help will make 

some think a little more seriously 

about their lives on the streets. 

The visit to La Terminal was just like 

most weeks but I was on the lookout for the guy who had threatened to kill me.  La Terminal was lively and 

the kids were pleased to see us and play up to Kate and her camera.  All of the photos in this blog were 

taken by Kate and she wanted to make sure that she had all the credit for the photos and so THANKS KATE, 

stay humble! 



Working in La Terminal is a rush of 

excitement and disappointment and 

we only had one person who became 

violent and so I felt it was a successful 

night.  Lots of happy kids (high-risk 

kids) and the street youth treated my 

guests with the utmost care and 

courtesy. 

Our visit to Go Guatemala and then 

my day with the project this Saturday 

was just brilliant.  This past Saturday 

over 100 children and young people 

attended, the largest group yet.  It 

certainly made the circus skills activity 

I had planned go so quick that when I 

looked at the clock it was lunch and I thought it was about 11am.  The kids were thrilled to celebrate the 

Day of the Child with pizza, crisps, prizes, games, piñatas and tons of balloons. 

One personal highlight for me this past week was seeing 

Josué (photo) start school.  Josué is 13 and spends most of his 

time on the streets in La Terminal.  A couple of weeks ago he 

talked to me about his desire to start school and so I 

managed to find him just the place with our friends from 

AMG.  The school has a special programme of accelerated 

learning and with only 4 in the class Josué felt comfortable on 

his initial visit. 

Seeing him in the school so happy and keen was a personal 

high and then yesterday we picked him up from school and 

took him to buy his uniform and new shoes.  As I was paying 

he just looked up at me and smiled and said “thank you so 

much”.  He is a clever boy and I believe he will go far.  His 

dream is to be a pilot and so if he is still in school when I get 

back I would like to take him to visit the aviation school near 

to the house I am renting.  I think seeing what could be possible and will be an encouragement to keep at 

his studies and work hard and go for his personal goals.  Please do pray for him. 

As we dropped Josué off at his home, a little room in a “house” near La Terminal, I heard my name being 

called out.  As I turned around 17-year-old Carlos came over to greet me.  He knew I was heading back to 

the UK for 3 weeks and so wanted to say goodbye.  Carlos lives on the streets and is a rather caring and 

gentle lad.  He looked sad and so I asked him why and then he just cried, held on to me and said “it’s 

because you are going”.  Leaving him was not easy but I said I would be back soon and would be around for 

Christmas this year.  The thought of Christmas was enough to lift the mood and we parted. 

Well, must pack and get ready for the conference as I am leading a session on street kids and gangs.  I 

expect my experiences will be somewhat removed from where most people are coming from and I am sure 

I will learn lots from everyone there. 

Thanks for all your messages and prayers after the experience the previous week.  Looking forward to 

seeing many of you soon and sleeping through the night without gun shots. 

  



No. 29 

It seems like ages since I last updated the bog so here goes a rather longer blog than usual. 

It was mid-October when I left Guatemala City and headed to Atlanta for 3 days to speak at a conference 

called Networking Honduras and to meet the many organisations that work in Honduras.  The time was 

valuable and many good connections were made. 

While at the conference I bumped into a guy who is a non-

profit distributor for the most amazing little gadget I have seen 

in a long time.  It is a small filter that screws onto the neck of a 

plastic water bottle.  You fill the bottle with water from any 

source, drains, ditches or wherever, and then attach the filter 

and you then drink pure clean water.  It is quite amazing and 

costs just $25.  My hope is to organise a shipment of these 

filters to Guatemala so that we can distribute them to the 

many high-risk families we work with, offering them pure clean 

water for free for the next 10 years!  More about this coming 

soon on the website. 

The 3 weeks in the UK were hectic, as ever, but really good to 

see so many friends and spend some time with my 

family.  Thanks to all those who made me welcome, fed me, 

encouraged me, prayed with me and helped give me 

opportunities to talk about the work here.  I look forward to 

catching up again in March 2014. 

My return to Guatemala was filled with emotion as I was keen to hear how everyone was doing and what 

progress had been made in my absence.  I was also having to pack up all my belongings and move from the 

large house I had the luxury of renting for the last year and into a flat not too far away.  The subsequent 

move has been fraught with problems and still (at the time of writing) am without internet and so paying a 

small fortune to use my phone as an internet source.  At least the water has stopped pouring through the 

ceiling from the flat above! 

The work on the streets has continued while I 

have been away and the El Foro group I help 

lead has organised a series of activities for the 

kids in La Terminal.  One of the things we had 

planned to do in La Terminal is start our street 

mapping and begin to build relationships with 

the children and their parents.  Some of these 

kids are just one year old and spend most of 

their day on the streets and in dangerous 

conditions. 

I discovered that the kind lady who always said 

hello to us and ran a small canteen in the main street we work in La Terminal was shot dead last week for 

not paying her protection money.  Another lady was also killed in La Terminal and the kids stand and watch 

over the dead body and wonder when there time will come. 

The activities in La Terminal are starting to produce some great results.  One of which is the coordination 

that is now happening between  6 different organisations and number keeps growing.  This is the key to the 



future success of the work, however the efforts to bring them all together has not been easy but is now 

producing fruit. 

One of the activities we organised last week was to take 

the kids to a park and then to the Municipal Plant 

Nursery.  The kids enjoyed the tour and learned a lot 

about how their Municipal Government plans green 

spaces, the importance of having plants and trees and 

how vital it is to recycle products and use organic 

materials for plants.  The day ended with one go on the 

large slide at the park before returning to La 

Terminal.  More activities, like a trip to the zoo, are 

planned now twice a week alongside the mapping of the 

area so that coordinated efforts can be continued. 

I have settled into a great church here and if anyone wishes to check out the services online every Sunday 

at 2:00pm and 4:00pm GMT then please follow the link to Vida Real Church, Guatemala or download 

the Vida Real app and watch us live each week.  

I am part of a small group that meets every Wednesday morning at 6:30pm at Chillis Restaurant near to 

where I now live.  I was asked to speak at this group after my first meeting with them and told them of the 

work I do and was then asked if they could help.  Right away I suggested they help with Go Guatemala and 

so now the team of business men visit Go Guatemala every 2 weeks with a lunch for 110 children and 

volunteers. 

The group have also invited me to help them look at business opportunities that will help sustain the 

various projects we are now supporting.  It is very exciting and so encouraging to see the response to my 

plea for help. 

There is lots of information about THE BIG GIVE and Radio Christmas I would like to upload as soon as I get 

internet installed.  It is at times like this you realise how much we now depend on internet! 

The sad news from this week has been the splitting-up of Maria Jose and Cesar.  Many of you who follow 

the blog will know how much I care for this couple and their little baby they named Duncan.  Maria called 

me this week to inform me that she had to leave Cesar as he had been drinking heavily and so left to a safe 

place for the moment.  I only saw them all on Monday and so all this has happened so quickly.  Please do 

pray for them and for our support of them at this sad time.  

To finish off with, today I went to pick up Josue from school and take him out for a treat and to hear how 

his studies are going.  Josue is 12 and used to spend every day 

on the streets and then asked me if I could help him learn.  This 

led to me finding the most perfect school for him at AMG where 

they offer a specialist educational programme for boys like 

Josué.  He is so happy there and doing really well.  Now I need 

to find an aviation school for him as he wants to be a pilot and I 

said I would take him to the airport and see if someone in a 

school there could encourage him to keep studying and what 

possibilities there would be for him if he did. 

Thanks again for your prayers and encouragement.  I will upload 

this blog as soon as I get internet in the flat.  Your support is 

much appreciated.  Dunc  

  

http://vidareal.tv/envivo
https://itunes.apple.com/us/app/vida-real-app/id546686985?mt=8


No. 30 

This week there has been one memory that has stuck with me and made me wonder how someone can 

keep going when they chose such a destructive pattern of life but let me first start with some really exciting 

news. 

The Big Give is 

coming up next 

week and it will give 

us the opportunity of 

trying to raise a huge 

sum of money for the 

building of a centre for street youth.  The idea behind the Big Give is that on the 5th, 6th and 7th of December 

anyone wishing to make a donation to Street Kids Direct has the possibility of having their donation 

doubled!  

Please do check out the Big Give link for Street Kids Direct and please do tell your family, friends, work 

colleagues and as many people as you can about this initiative. 

A week last Saturday I headed, as I always do on a Saturday, to zone 18 of Guatemala City to help with a 

project called Go Guatemala.  When we first started to help this project it was about to close and our 

support has meant that this project not only kept going but has been slowly growing. 

We are now seeing at least 140 children coming every week, a huge rise from the 45 kids that were there 

when I first arrived.  Despite having very few adults to help I have been working hard at trying to build a 

small team of young people who now run games and sports each week. 

The five young people (only 4 in the 

picture) are aged from 12-15 years of age 

and I chose them because they were 

servants – they always came early to 

help, always got involved in anything that 

needed to be done and always staying till 

the end to clean up.  I knew they would 

make ideal leaders and it has been great 

to see how the training sessions each 

week and subsequent meetings and team 

building events have helped build a 

committed team.  The team were very 

excited when I presented them with 

special t-shirts with “SPORTS TEAM” on 

the back.  

Thanks to your generous support I was able to buy some new sports equipment during my recent visit to 

the UK and have now donated this to Go Guatemala for the team to use each week.  I am greatly 

encouraged by the way this small group work with large groups of kids each week and have now motivated 

other older young people to volunteer to help with new teams we want to setup.  

It is all part of our commitment to build capacity in the organisations we partner with. 

https://secure.thebiggive.org.uk/
https://secure.thebiggive.org.uk/projects/view/20412/training-centre-for-street-children


But this last Saturday we took all the kids 

to the zoo thanks to the men’s group I 

now go to from my church in Guatemala 

City.  The men wanted to do something 

but didn’t know what until I was asked to 

talk about the work I do here.  Right 

away they offered to help and so on 

Saturday the men organised 4 busses to 

arrive at Go Guatemala and take the 145 

kids and volunteers to the city zoo where 

they also paid for the entrance and 

lunch. 

  

 It was a joy to see the kids enjoying 

themselves so much and many 

wandering around in wonder at what 

they saw.  The fun came when one of the 

leaders who was leading the group of 

kids I was walking with tried to steer the 

kids away from an area that had water 

jets gushing water up out of the floor 

tiles.  This was too good an opportunity 

to miss and so apparently then “led the 

kids astray” and encouraged them to play 

in the water,  Lots of happy and very wet 

kids afterwards but you just have to do 

these things when you are a kid right? 

Sadder times came this past week when I 

went to the streets to visit Gerson and Brandon with Frank – our new worker.  Both boys were not in good 

shape and the rest of the street youth were appealing to me to take Gerson home with me or put him in a 

children’s home as they were worried about his mental and physical state. 

Gerson came wandering over to see us 

and then noticed someone had been 

eating chips and a few had fallen to the 

ground.  Most had already been trodden 

into the pavement and so Gerson bent 

down and tried to pick out bits of chips 

with his fingernails.  This is the memory 

from the week that will stick with me for 

a very long time. It was so sad to see 

how desperate he was and then he sat 

down and tried to cover up his rib gage 

showing through his body by wrapping a 

jacket around his chest.  He looked so 

thin and could not concentrate for long 

before he dropped off to sleep for a few 

minutes.  And he is only 13 years-of-age!  



Brandon was not much better and I showed him how much weight he had lost by putting my thumb and 

finger around his upper arm and would guess his legs would be just as thin.  We will be going to see them 

again soon and can only keep trying to convince them to make the move from the streets. 

As Frank and I walked down the road after saying our goodbyes to the group we came across a lady who 

lives in the street who was obviously desperate to relieve herself and so just squatted down near a drain by 

the side of the road.  I looked at Frank and said “we should be thankful every day we have a toilet to 

use”.  There are so many things each day that make me feel a very rich person in Guatemala and I am 

grateful for all I do have and can share with others. 

 


