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It’s nearly Christmas and everywhere I look I see Christmas trees, decorations, lights and all the regalia and I 

am remembering that this time last year we had just finished the first week of Radio Christmas. This year I 

am still hoping, if all the technology works, to be able to run LIVE shows from Guatemala City from on the 

21st, 22nd and 23rd December. More information to follow when I know it will all work. 

The last week and a bit have been rather hectic. 

However, the last 3 days have been a respite from 

the meetings and from rushing around the streets as 

I have had to stay in to respond to queries about 

The Big Give. It certainly looks like people have responded well and at the time of writing this the fund is 

just over £12,000 which will then be doubled to £24,000 by the Pledge Fund and the Champion Fund. 

The first two days of The Big Give were rather frustrating as people tried to donate but funds ran out in the 

first few minutes as the bigger charities raised their targets in minutes. Even though the matched funding 

was available from 10am, it was all over at 10:03am! I was up at 3:50am Guatemala time in order to be 

here ready should people phone or email, which they did. At least today there are matching funds still 

available so it’s not too late to join in the fun and see what happens when you click to donate. 

Since I last updated the blog, I have been trying to meet up 

with Josué. Many will remember Josué from previous blogs, he 

is 13 and making good choices about not hanging out on the 

streets and enjoying studying at school. Well, school has now 

broken up for the Christmas holidays and Josué is earning some 

money running errands for people. I eventually met up with 

him this week and treated him to a milkshake at a local burger 

restaurant. We had a good time to talk about his future and 

how his education is the foundation on which he will then build 

his life. His big dream has always to be a pilot and he knew that 

this dream would never be realised until I spoke to one of the 

local flight schools at the airport and they have offered to show 

him around and even take him up in a plane over the city. 

When he is 17 he can start the school in the evenings and 

slowly realise his dream. 

My visits to the streets have been somewhat frustrating and when I visited one of the workers from a 

project that we work with called Mojoca, he told me that many in the street team were coming to the end 

of their employment in December and this will impact the street population massively. I also know that 

another project with street youth has already closed down their street team for the moment and so we are 

going to be quite bereft of street workers in the New Year. 

Another frustrating thing about the visits to the streets was the situation I see so many young people in and 

wish I could force them to leave the streets and make positive life choices. Brandon is one of those I am 

very concerned about as he continues to be a walking skeleton and refuses offers of help and advice. He 

can always be found hunching over a small rag soaked in thinner and inhaling it through a breathing tube 

protruding from his neck. We need to pray for these lost young people as they have no hope, no direction 

and don’t seem to care if they live or die. 



My visit to La Terminal was 

encouraging though and this last week 

I was accompanied by Sarah Dickson, 

the British Ambassador to Guatemala 

and Honduras. The Ambassador was 

keen to see Sarah’s bus in action as 

she had raised money to buy most of 

the equipment in the bus. Frank and I 

picked her up from a nearby hotel and 

then headed for the terminal with her 

armed bodyguard. She loved it and 

enjoyed meeting the children and 

seeing the need. 

  

We had a special activity planned that 

day as we wanted to show the new 

DVD we had been given by the 

Christian TV network CBN. The DVD 

was a really helpful tool in teaching 

the children what abuse is and how to 

deal with it when it happens. So many 

of the kids we work with here are 

abused in all forms and in La Terminal 

there are so many horror stories that, 

at times, I prefer not to know about. 

The Ambassador was very touched by 

the visit and went home and bagged 

up some toys and clothes from her 

own children and donated them to 

the kids we work with in La Terminal. 

They will be given out this coming 

week as we have a Christmas party planned for them all. 

 When in La Terminal I met up with Ingrid and her daughter 

and her sister’s little girl who is the same age as Ingrid’s 

daughter. We are trying to get Ingrid and her sister and 

their children into a new home we came across this week 

(more about that in a minute). 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



This little girl often wanders around on her own and when I found her she 

was without shoes, very hungry and was clutching a bottle of Coca-Cola. 

She always smiles when she sees me now and asks to be picked up and 

then just buried herself in my neck. Lots of prayer for these two sisters and 

their girls this week please. 

Finally, Frank and I managed to find our way up into a place called 

Canalitos on the outskirts of Guatemala City last week to look at a home 

that offers a rehabilitation programme for street youth and adults. The 

Tesoros de Gracia home had also taken in a couple of young children who 

were abandoned at their doorstep by their mum. Dear little kids and they 

seem so happy there. 

 

The home was struggling, as so many homes of this type are. I took a 

photo of their kitchen and from the picture you can see this was all the 

food they had to feed 

20 people for a week! 

How they run like this I 

don’t know but they 

say God keeps 

providing for them all. 

I hope this will be the home where Ingrid and her sister 

and their girls will come. The home have also offered a 

room to Maria and Cesar but they seem less keen to 

move from La Terminal. If they do move to the home 

then we will have to find the funds to support them 

each month as the home cannot afford to feed any 

more mouths. Another step of faith! 

 

Well, tomorrow Herbert and I drive down to 

Honduras where we will be visiting the 

Manuelito Children’s home for a couple of 

days and the AFE School before heading 

back on Thursday to Guatemala. I really 

want to get back in time for the Christmas 

party in La Terminal so it will be a 4am start 

on Thursday! 

Finally, I had an email from Chris Pittam this 

week from the Novak Djokovic 

Foundation.  You might enjoy reading his 

blog but it does contain some quite explicit 

and harrowing video material.  Good to 

know people around the world are working for a better place for these kids to live.  Thanks 

Chris.   http://ndfblog.org/street-children-deserve-a-chance-to-dream/#more-1338 

I wish you all a very happy week ahead. Dunc 

  

http://ndfblog.org/street-children-deserve-a-chance-to-dream/#more-1338
http://ndfblog.org/street-children-deserve-a-chance-to-dream/#more-1338
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I often feel very torn living in Guatemala City. 

Last week I was in Honduras and this week I am back in Guatemala City and coming across so much need 

that it often overwhelms me and makes me feel guilty for having somewhere comfortable to live, a car, a 

bed and a ton of things that most people here don't have. 

I had to do some Christmas shopping on my return to Guatemala this past weekend and then had a call 

from someone in need that made me think of all I have while the majority have so little. Much of the 

weekend was then spent helping out this person and a couple of families in crisis. 

Sitting at the weekend with a mum 

and her boys in their little house in an 

area of very high crime and gang 

activity was a humbling experience. 

The family have very little but they 

seem so happy and are always 

smiling. The dad left home a long time 

ago after years of violence and the 

mum has tried to bring up the boys on 

her own. Slowly she got behind on 

payments of the electric and then the 

gas. The electric company cut them 

off a while ago and they now have no 

gas for cooking. A few weeks ago 

someone stole their water meter and 

so they have also been without water 

and have to replace the meter before the water company re-connects them. 

For families like this the multiple deprivations continue to impede recovery and so the spiral into poverty is 

often very quick and comes at a great cost in the long term and then has social, health, emotional as well as 

financial implications. 

Seeing how the boys are trying to help 

their mum was just so challenging. The 

oldest, 13-year-old Alex, sells bread on the 

street corner every day and his younger 

brother collects plastic bottles and cans to 

recycle. Their mum is quite an 

entrepreneur and has potential to grow 

her small sweet and cake-making business. 

They just needed an opportunity to start 

with a clean financial slate and thanks to 

the support of Christchurch, Tunbridge 

Wells, funds were made available to make 

an instant impact and cancel debts and 

provide a small seed fund for the sweet 

and cake business to flourish. 

I recorded some audio while I was at the house to play this coming weekend on Radio Christmas so please 

do tune-in here and hear more of the story. 

http://radiochristmas.co.uk/
http://www.internet-radio.com/station/radioxmasautodj/


Herbert and I drove down to Honduras last week and enjoyed our visit to the Manuelito Children’s Home 

and the AFE School for the children from the city’s rubbish dump. 

On arrival at Manuelito we were greeted by 

all the children and staff and a small group 

of children clung on to my side while we 

went to see what the visiting “gringos” 

were up to. A small team from HOPE 

TEAMS, USA, had come to decorate the 

home for Christmas and then the following 

day gave out Christmas presents to all the 

children and staff. They had obviously put a 

huge amount of work into this and no 

expense was spared. The kids were wide-

eyed with excitement and so pleased with 

their gifts. 

Three boys who were not able to join in the 

fun were Alex, Antonio and German. The 3 boys have grown up in very difficult and dysfunctional 

conditions but are now living with their mum and her boyfriend. They attend the Manuelito School now 

and have to walk for 2 hours to get to school and are always there before everyone else at 6:45am each 

day. They then walk home, another 2 hours, and often have to then work in the hillside bringing home 

wood for the cooking fire or to sell. 

My plan is to buy the boys a bike each with 

funds we hope we will raise over the 

weekend with Radio Christmas. Talking of 

which, while I was at the home I was able to 

record a one-hour radio show which will go 

out this weekend (the Spanish broadcast). 

For those of you who don’t speak Spanish 

then you might like to try the English 

schedule from 6:00pm-10:00pm (UK time) 

on Saturday, Sunday and Monday. 

The AFE School was closed for the winter 

holiday but were running special activities 

for the children who would rather be at school than work on the rubbish dump. A large Christmas party was 

arrange for the Friday and every child and parent would be able to enjoy a great meal and have a present. It 

was great to spend a few hours planning the new school year, which starts mid-January. 

This week is now filled with preparations for Radio Christmas, visits to the streets to see everyone before 

the Christmas break and time to begin to think of all the exciting plans for the New Year. 

Thanks to the generous support of an amazing couple I am able to actually go away on holiday after 

Christmas and this will be my first real 2-week holiday in 10 years and so looking forward to it. 

May I take this opportunity of wishing you all a very happy Christmas and hope you will tune in to Radio 

Christmas over the weekend as you sit with your family or prepare for Christmas. 

  

http://radiochristmas.co.uk/
http://radiochristmas.co.uk/


No. 33 

Happy New Year to everyone and yes I realise my greeting is a little late. 

 

As you will notice it is now a month since my last blog 

and what a month it has been, punctuated by the 

Christmas break and then a holiday.  I know many 

people won’t believe that I actually went away on 

holiday, but thanks to the generosity of a couple in 

Amersham I was able to have my first proper break 

away for over 10 years!  It was amazing and I drove to 

Belize where I spent a good deal of time on a small 

island.  It made me realise how much fun holidays can 

be and how close these amazing places are to 

Guatemala City.  Maybe more holidays to come! 

On the run up to Christmas I was busy visiting the 

young people on the streets and trying to offer little 

Christmas incentives.  I was also focussed on the 3-

day Radio Christmas experiment, 3 days of live 

broadcasts in English and Spanish.  There was a lot of 

interest in Guatemala to run Radio Christmas more 

this coming year and so we are going to consider 

how that could happen. 

Knowing that I had done all I could do to help a ton 

of people have a happy Christmas I sat down in my 

apartment and, on Christmas Day, cooked my 

Christmas lunch, watched the Queen on the BBC and 

enjoyed some UK TV for the first time since I moved out here. 

On my return from Belize I could not bring myself to say I was back “at work” as I have never thought of the 

work I do here as actual “work” per se.  It is a calling and every day I wake with gratitude in my heart to God 

for allowing me the chance to serve here in Guatemala and see so many amazing things and make a 

difference to so many people’s lives.  Without your support this would not be possible. 

This last week was a tough return to the streets as Cesar and Maria Jose had a massive falling-out and 

Maria returned to the streets for a few days.  Little baby Duncan, who is now 7 months old, seems oblivious 

to all the clamour around him but I know that the 

instability will impact on his development. 

Just up the road from where Cesar and Maria 

Jose live is a group of mainly adults who live on 

the streets.  Boy was I in for a roasting when they 

saw me!  It seemed ages to them since I had 

visited last and taking into account my trip to 

Honduras, then Radio Christmas and then 2 

week’s holiday, they felt very abandoned by me 

and were not shy in hiding how they felt.  Trying 

to explain why is not the answer and so all I can 



do is show that I care about them by seeing them a bit more during this week ahead. 

Visiting the group at “La Casona”, which is near La Terminal in Guatemala City, was a lot of fun as I had 

been to see them just before Christmas.  Little Gerson was not in good shape and I wonder how he 

manages to keep going despite all that happens to him on a daily basis.  I wondered how I would cope 

being him at 13 and living as he does.  A hug from another 13-year-old was well received as the first time I 

met this boy he made it clear he was willing to offer himself to me for sex.  This was a sad and difficult 

moment as he had never met me and just joined the group.  The rest of the group quickly explained that 

was not the reason I was there! 

Brandon (photo) was feeling rather low as he had 

been to the hospital in order for them to remove 

the breathing tube from his throat.  It is 

depressing to watch him inhale solvents through 

it and then cough and heave in pain but then 

returns to his solvent fix.  The doctor told him 

that he was not healing and therefore he would 

probably have to have the tube in his neck for 

the rest of his life.  It seems such a final decision 

and it made Brandon think about his life and he 

asked me to make contact with his mum to see if 

he could go home.  I don’t think this would work 

but will try and see what his mum says. 

I would love to tell you about another one of the street youths but if I do then I put him at risk as I never 

know who reads this blog and talking about him here could put him in a very dangerous situation.  Needless 

to say we are trying to help support these young people and young adults even though most have taken the 

decision or come to the realisation that they don’t want to leave the streets.  What can we do, just walk 

away?  I know that the mentoring project I am working on could have a real impact in their lives so more 

about this in another blog. 

Before I head off to the streets I thought I would 

update you about the project I volunteer with on 

a Saturday.  It is called Go Guatemala and we 

work with children who come from a very tough 

area of Guatemala City where the incidents of 

gang activity, crime, extortion and violence are 

very high.  The club we run on a Saturday helps 

the children gain the confidence they need to 

cope with some really tough situations.  Two girls 

were in tears as they had been attacked on their 

way home the week before and needed some 

comfort. 

I was pleased that the leadership had taken on 

board the ideas Herbert, myself and the men’s group from our church had made about the structure of the 

organisation.  Alex, who runs Go Guatemala, had designed a ton of forms for leaders, parents and children 

and had developed a weekly schedule.  We are now working on the budget and cash-flow and then I will be 

offering a day of training in child protection.  All very exciting and going in the right direction. 

Thank you all for your love and support and for your prayers.  Another great week ahead! 
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I passed milestone this week as I finished writing the new mentoring programme for high-risk and street-

living children and youth.  The document, now just 24,000 words, has taken me nearly 2 years to write as I 

have had to pour a surmountable time into reading and research before getting the various components 

straight and logical in my mind before putting it all on paper. 

The dream is to launch this programme in the next couple of months when I 

have completed the writing of the modules and the training programme, 

oh, and the website, app and the Spanish version!  We hope to start with 

recruiting and training 250 mentors over the next year and then the 

pyramid scheme of growth I have developed has the potential of reaching 

1.4 million children and young people in the next 10 years.  A big dream but 

there is a lot of excitement here for it.  I just need to find the funding now 

to make it all happen. 

There has been a lot of talk this past week about parenting.  I have found 

myself in many situations where children have done that “will you be my 

dad” thing and give you that look to which anyone would find it hard to say 

no.  The most recent was on Friday when I took Brandon to his mum’s 

house. 

Brandon grew up in zone 6 of Guatemala City and 

left home when he was 12 in order to sniff 

solvents and hang out on the streets.  His mum 

seems a very genuine lady and very worried 

about her son.  It seems she has tried many times 

to bring him home but the pull of street life wins 

every time. 

On arriving at her home Brandon decides to stay 

in my car, which is parked at a distance away 

from her home, as she does not know I am 

coming and the last thing I want to do is to tell 

her I have her son with me in the car.  Brandon’s 

mum greets me with a smile and we discuss 

Brandon with a sense of concern as he is still very unwell and continues to live with the pipe sticking out of 

his neck through which he inhales solvents. 

Brandon’s mum is excited that he has found a “type of” job and is attending a centre during the week and 

seems fairly committed to wanting to change.  We part with a handshake and with her saying she is happy 

to hear about him and that she will try and visit him at the centre next week. 

Back in the car now and news of our conversation makes Brandon smile in a way I don’t think I have seen 

him smile before.  He tells me is “very” happy and then comes out with the “I want you to be my dad” 

bit.  We talk about this and how I can be like a dad to him and that I care about him and that is why I feel 

sad to see him sniffing solvents but at the same time encouraging him to think about the little successes he 

has seen in the week with his attendance at the centre. 

I drop him off at his street corner where I discover that little Gerson has been rushed into hospital.  I have 

been concerned for his health for many months and have seen an agonisingly slow decline in his physical 



and mental health.  Apparently he started vomiting 

really bad and since he had not eaten for what seems 

a few weeks it was not pleasant.  He fainted, hit his 

head on the pavement and passed out.  The others in 

the group called the “Bomberos”, the volunteer fire 

and rescue service, who attended him.  I am then 

told then when he came around he was calling out 

for daddy Duncan.  I didn’t really need to hear that 

bit as I was already filled with sadness. 

Anyway, I had planned to visit him the following day 

but am informed that visiting is not till Sunday so 

would have to wait till then to see how he is 

doing.  But then yesterday, on my way to Go Guatemala, Brandon phoned me to inform me that Gerson 

had ran away from hospital and is now back on the streets sniffing solvents.  The irony of his words of 

wisdom about how bad the solvent is for Gerson in his physical state seemed lost on him.  I will look for him 

in the coming week. 

Talking of Gerson, I was sitting with the other Gerson a couple of days ago.  Gerson, number 2, is older and 

has a wife and daughter but spends his time dealing drugs on the streets.  I am looking at other options for 

him as he does not want to keep dealing and does not want his little baby daughter growing up on the 

streets and watching people take drugs. 

As we sat and talked I decided to show Gerson the 

photos I had taken on my recent trip to Belize.  He 

was very impressed and it gave me an opportunity 

to talk about the future and signs of hope.  When I 

came to the photo of the old jail in Belize with the 

trap door and wooden frame they used to hang 

inmates he walked off and seemed very upset.  A 

little later he came back and had obviously been 

crying.  I asked him if he was OK and he said he 

was sorry for walking off but that the photo had 

sparked something in his mind. 

Gerson has been on the streets for nearly 20 

years.  I have known him since he was a little boy 

and when he first arrived on the streets and that is why we have such a good relationship.  When he was 

about 12 years of age some people, who he identified as the “death squad” took him one day to a nearby 

park where they put a rope around his neck and hung him from a tree.  As they pulled him up he thought 

he was going to die but managed to keep wriggling despite being beaten.  Soon the gang of men left and 

someone came and cut him down.  “So”, he goes on to tell me “that is why I have these scars on my neck”. 

Those were tough times for all of us in the early 1990s but for Gerson it was a terrifying time.  He has 

suffered so much but now seems so happy with his wife and baby daughter and so desperate to leave the 

drug dealing and look for a new start.  He will be offered a new start as soon as I return from Honduras next 

week and can spend some time with them as a family working on a plan. 

This is already quite a long blog and I am wondering if anyone reads them but will plough on to tell you 

about how the 3 boys are doing in school. 



Many of you will remember that towards the end of last 

year I had managed to get Josue into school.  Well, as the 

school year begun this month Josue and his brother Sergio 

started the new school year with excitement and 

energy.  Then their little brother, Jonathan, started the 

school much to my surprise. 

I suppose I was surprised because out of the three of them 

Joni is the most challenging boy and it is very clear to 

anyone who meets him that he has some very serious 

behavioural issues stemming from the years of neglect and 

abuse he has suffered. 

However all three are doing well and the AMG School is one amazing place to be and a very trusted and 

supportive partner for us.  The school runs a special accelerated learning programme for boys like this and 

class size is 7.  The teacher informs me that they have had to create a class, at times, just for Joni but that 

they love the boys and they are all responding well to the school environment and have been successful in 

keeping up with homework. 

The living conditions of these boys, all in different “homes”, are challenging to say the least.  I so wish we 

had a home they could all live in and a family who would love and care for them.  It is a need that is so 

evident here as there are so few places available for street kids or high-risk kids apart from the secure 

prison for young people who have committed a crime or have been abused and needing to be removed 

from their family.  Certainly not an option for these boys.  So if anyone feels a calling to move here and 

setup a home you would be MOST WELCOME! 

Success often comes in small victories and I am certainly seeing that in these boys and in others also. 

  



No. 35 

I feel like someone should have shouted out “He’s not the ambassador, he’s a very naughty boy” as you 

would if you were in a Monty Python film! 

Yes, this week I was mistaken for the British Ambassador and what a funny experience that was! 

But first, let me take you back a couple of weeks as I am rather behind my blog due mainly to lots of 

deadlines for training events and presentations.  Therefore the blog had to take the back seat but I have 

found an hour “free” before I head of to one of Guatemala’s big tourist attractions (Panajachel) to 

represent El Foro at a conference. 

Willie and Janet Reid popped over to visit a couple of 

weeks ago and caught a glimpse of how life is here and 

what we are trying to do to help.  Willie and Janet are 

from Holmer Green, near Amersham in the UK and are 

part of the core team for Radio Christmas.  I know they 

have promised to write up a report on their trip which 

will then be posted on the website and I am sure you 

will enjoy reading that. 

I suppose for any first-time visitor to Guatemala the 

street work is something which is both the most 

rewarding and the most challenging of experiences and 

boy have we been busy on the streets these last couple of weeks. 

We have been very concerned for 13-year-old Gerson who has been quite ill 

and street life has taken its toll on his little body but much to our surprise he 

has pulled through and is looking a lot better compared to the walking 

skeleton we saw 2 weeks ago.  He is still not in the best place and refuses 

offers of help to leave the streets and so all we can do is support as he allows 

and try to help him see there could be other options if he wanted to explore 

them.  

One of the boys I talked to on the streets the other week was 

Mauricio.  Mauricio is 14 and spends a lot of his time with all those who live 

on the streets probably because his room is right in front of where a group of 

them live.  He was keen on going to school, he is very bright and has obviously 

done well in school and rushed off to find his certificates.  

He was certainly proud of what he had achieved but was now not able to keep 

studying at school as his parents could not afford the 

registration fee and uniform for the senior school.  To cut a 

long story short we have been able to help register him in 

school and buy the basic uniform he needed and now he is 

studying again. 

Talking of studying, we must have paid for about 25 

children to be put into either nursery or school so far in 

Guatemala City this year.  It is quite exciting and for some 

of the smallest children this will be the chance to have the 

most amazing start in life.  



For those who follow our work on Facebook you 

will remember this photo of a little boy who 

spends his days in a cardboard box in the market 

place while his mum works selling fruit.  The 

little boy is one year old and he is called 

Jesus.  Thanks to the generosity of  a donor from 

the UK we have been able to put him and his 

older sister, who is 3, into a nursery.  I am 

hoping to go and visit them next week and see 

how they are doing.  It will be a total 

transformation to spending every day on the 

streets in a box to being in a nursery. 

  

  

  

 Two other girls I would like to get into the 

nursery at Genesis and Yusleny who live in the 

market with their mums.  I posted a photo of 

them on Facebook last week as I still get 

shocked by the living conditions of these 

children and, as you can see from the photo, the 

girls sleep on the shelf in this picture!  Life is 

hard for them and I love making them smile and 

hearing them laugh as I know it is not something 

that happens very often. 

Back to the ambassador story.  I had been 

invited by the British Ambassador to meet the 

minister in charge of the Procurator’s office and 

it is this office who deal with child abuse 

allegations and so key to our child protection system.  On arrival I informed the guard that I had come to 

see the minister and was with the ambassador.  After parking I was met by someone who took me through 

to the minister’s office but it was funny how people came out of their offices and stood to attention at the 

entrance of each office and welcomed me.  Feeling like the ambassador for a minute was fun but soon we 

got down to business and this will be a meeting I will have to now follow up as soon as I return from the UK 

as there is real interest in creating a much more robust and transparent system.  All very exciting! 

When Janet and Willie were here I took them down to a 

new project we have linked up with called Maná de Vida 

(Mana of Life) which is located in Escuintla, Guatemala, 

about 2 hour’s drive from the capital.  The impressive 

project started to help high-risk kids many years ago and 

now runs a full-time school for about 150 children and a 

high-school for about 80 young people. 

The children who attend the school all come from very 

challenging backgrounds and live in dire poverty but are 

committed to school and to working hard at their 



studies.  We have been asked to return and deliver a day of child protection training to the staff in the 

coming week. 

 Just a quick update on the two projects we visited in Honduras and a new project we visited a couple of 

weeks ago. 

The AFE Project is up and running 

again after the summer break and the 

new school has started and new 

children have come down from the 

dump to enjoy a great 

education.  Every time I visit AFE I 

always leave feeling so grateful for the 

most simple things in life and also 

wishing we could do much more as a 

charity to support them.  In previous 

years we have been able to fund the 

nursery so that the babies and 

smallest children don’t have to be on 

the dump while their parents work 

among the rubbish.  Sadly funds are 

low at the moment and so we are 

unable to help as we would like. 

The Manuelito Children’s Home were excited by our visit and all the kids who call me “dad” were pleased 

to see me and a special few days were had.  The timing worked out well as the morning I left the school 

that is on the site of the home started back from the summer break and opened its doors to not only the 40 

children in the home but also another 80 children from the community. 

The school started a couple of years 

ago when we realised that the 

children from the home were at great 

disadvantage in the local school who 

not only struggled with the class 

numbers (50-60) but were also 

making the children from the home 

feel second-class in their treatment of 

them.  So the school was founded and 

has been able to offer places to local 

children who would not be able to 

attend the school in town due to not 

being able to afford the uniform, 

inscription and the list of school 

supplies you have to buy in order to 

start school. 

In both the AFE School and the Manuelito home we have been able to supply a special water filter system 

that will now provide free, clean water for many years to come and remove the need to buy bottled water 

for the school, the home and for visiting teams.  Thanks to those in Amersham who helped to provide the 

funds for these filters to be purchased and fitted. 



To finish this blog I want to tell you 

about a couple of other projects I 

visited in Honduras before I headed 

home to Guatemala.  The first one is a 

project that works with women and 

girls by teaching them skills and giving 

them opportunities of 

employment.  Any visitor to Honduras 

MUST visit this project run by Mark & 

Lori Connell an inspirational couple 

from the USA who have given up 

everything to help run this project and 

to invest in community development 

and house building.  It really needs 

another blog just to tell you all about 

their work but will probably tell you 

more after my next visit there. 

And to complete this blog I wanted to tell you about Teresa who I met at a conference in the USA last year 

and who invited me to visit the maximum security prison with her on my next visit.  We agreed to meet at a 

shopping mall and I was then taken by Teresa to the prison to meet “her boys” who she has worked with 

over the last 16 years. 

On arrival at the prison the main door was flung open and a man, who had obviously had his throat cut, 

was being taken to hospital.  The guy was covered in blood and the guards showed no compassion or mercy 

as they made him climb up into the back of a police pickup and then, with 6 armed guards seated around 

him, they drove him off to hospital.  What was inside like I wondered! 

When we eventually passed through all the security we were allowed in a section of the prison that is run 

by one of the gangs and so when the security guard locked the door behind us we were in the hands of the 

notorious gang. 

It was an incredible time and 3 and a half hours passed by so quickly as we chatted with them and heard 

their stories and desire to change.  There is lots to do in looking for long-term solutions to the gang violence 

in Honduras, Guatemala and El Salvador but thankfully there are people like Teresa who are committed to 

making peace and demonstrating love that we hope will lead to something great. 

A busy two weeks lay ahead and then I return to the UK for 3 weeks and so look forward to seeing many of 

you real soon.  Thank you all for your love, encouragement, support and prayers. 
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REST IN PEACE: It has been a tough few 

months as we have had to say goodbye for 

now to some special people who grew up and 

lived on the streets of Guatemala City. 

We remember David and Luis who died on the 

streets and Wendy who died in a small tin hut 

of AIDS.  The funerals were a reminder to their 

friends of the fragile nature of life on the 

streets and we always hope that seeing their 

friends die around them will be a powerful 

factor that pushes them to consider other 

options for their lives.  In the moments of self-

reflection great progress can be made, so this 

is our hope for the coming weeks. 

May I take this opportunity of wishing you all a very HAPPY EASTER and to thank you all for your ongoing 

support that helps me, Herbert, Frank and those we work with have the privilege of caring for those for 

whom life is just so tough and bring hope and a hug. 
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I have just looked at my last posting and realised it was February!  My goodness, what has happened?  I am 

sorry to those who follow the blog and have been wondering if I am still alive.  The answer is YES I AM and 

will now try and remember all that has happened since the last blog. 

To be fair I have had some visitors to Guatemala, made a couple of trips down to Honduras, travelled to 

Nicaragua to speak at a conference and returned to the UK to speak in schools and hold a special 

supporters meeting.  So let’s crack on with all that has occurred over the last 2 months and will try and 

keep the updates more frequent in future.  Remember, I did say I would try! 

I was made to think again the other day about just how tough life is here in Guatemala for many 

people.  My life is very different to those I work with and, at times, I do wonder how long I can keep 

going.  Thanks to the generous support of friends, family and my church in Tunbridge Wells I have a car, a 

regular income and a comfortable place to live.  I LOVE MY LIFE here in Guatemala and love what I do but 

this does not mean it is all plain sailing. 

I say this because I was reflecting on 2 people I spent time with over the last few weeks.  I know I have met 

many more but these 2 ladies just made me wonder how people manage to keep going when faced with all 

they have to cope with. 

The first lady is called Rocio and lives in La Terminal in Guatemala City.  Rocio has 3 children and her and 

her husband sell sweets in order to keep the family alive.  What I love about Rocio is her resilience and her 

ability to rise above the challenging circumstances she faces every day. 

Rocio’s eldest son is called Aldo and he was born 

with a hearing impairment which means he 

struggles at school to hear instructions and to 

hear the teaching.  When I probed more I 

discovered that Aldo had been given a hearing 

aid but it was in for repair and Rocio just didn’t 

have the small amount of money needed to pay 

for the repair.  Fortunately I had money that 

could be used for this and so arranged for the 

repair to go ahead. 

At the time Mark and Rosalie Balfour were visit 

Guatemala and so joined me, Rocio and her 

children as we visited the clinic to arrange the 

repair of the hearing aid.  We were told it would be ready in 3 days.  True to their work and 3 days later the 

hearing aid was collected by Rocio and Aldo and then Aldo phoned me to say thank you.  His call brought 

me to tears as he said “Duncan, I can hear, I can hear everything”.  It was a lighter moment for me and one 

that encouraged Mark and Rosalie too. 

Back to Rocio now as I saw her last week at the top of the stairs in La Felicidad, a run-down hostel for those 

on the lowest income scale.  I was on my way to see baby Duncan when I noticed Rocio at the top of the 

stairs and from what I could see was ready to faint.  I grabbed hold of her and asked her what was 

happening and she informed me that she just felt faint, her heart was racing, she was sweating and could 

not see properly.  Then she told me that she was on her way to collect her children from the nursery school 

nearby. 

One thing I like about Rocio is her desire to get her children into school and keep them studying and to help 

them dream about a brighter future away from La Terminal and their tiny room in La Felicidad – which 



means the happy place!  Rocio had made it through secondary school and was ready to start university 

when she became pregnant with Aldo.  Her commitment to being a mum meant that she never went to 

university to study as a bi-lingual secretary and since then she says that life just got really tough.  She had 

two more children and her husband was not able to earn enough to keep them all and so she, whilst caring 

for 3 young children, sold sweets on the streets and on buses. 

I went with Rocio to collect her children and then took her to the clinic we always use and was greeted by 

the doctor who said “so who have you brought me today?”.  Having funds for situations like this makes so 

much difference, so thanks to those who have given me money for my personal fund for families at risk. 

After the doctor had examined Rocio I was told that Rocio was in shock and needed an injection and then 

further medicine to get her through the next few days.  She was also told to rest as she was exhausted and 

the desire to provide for her children meant she just worked all the time whilst trying to care for them. 

We walked back to her dingy room in La Felicidad 

and sat down outside in the corridor while her 

children and husband tucked in to a box of fried 

chicken I bought on the way back.  Rocio was a 

broken lady.  Exhaustion had led to her going into 

shock as they knew the sales of sweets would be 

non-existent during the Easter break as most people 

head out of the city for their summer holidays.  She 

was desperate and had no idea how they would pay 

the rent and eat. 

I then proposed a short-term solution to get them to 

Monday when the city returns to normal again.  I 

asked if she would like to work for me for 5 days and I would pay her what she would normally earn per day 

– about £10 – but she must do exactly what I asked of her for those 5 days.  She agreed and said she was so 

grateful as I handed her 5 days’ pay.  Rocio then asked me what the job was, where and when she needed 

to work.  I then looked at her face which was full of pain and anguish and said that her job was to rest and 

play with her children.  On hearing this she and I broke down in tears and she sobbed and tried to allow a 

smile to show.  An easy but short-term solution but how do people cope with life when life has the odds 

just so stacked against you? 

The second lady I would like to tell you about touched my heart and the hearts of my most recent visits, 

Jack Gocher, Martin Hughes and Laura Evans from Amersham (Martin is almost from Amersham!).  Her 

name is Doña Olivia and she lives a couple of hours bus ride from Guatemala City but has to travel in to the 

city each day to work.  She has no husband and is the main earner for the home and tried her best to earn 

enough to feed her 3 children and anything left is hers to eat. 



Jack Gocher and Martin Hughes recorded an 

interview with Doña Olivia for Radio Christmas, so 

you will be hearing more about her later this year 

on the world’s number one festive charity radio 

station! 

Doña Olivia works each day at the rubbish dump in 

La Terminal.  It’s a job most of us would struggle 

with for just one hour and she is there 9 hours a 

day, rummaging through the rubbish for food and 

for cans and bottles to recycle.  She had managed 

to gather enough plastic to almost fill one sack and 

could then earn 50p from the sale of it.  My 

goodness, what a large amount of work has to go 

into earning 50p.  And on top of this the food that is collected is already waste food from others and 

includes rotten vegetables and animal waste products.  The smell is overpowering but Doña Olivia has got 

used to it. 

She tells us of the years of abuse and neglect she suffered as a child and how she became pregnant and 

decided to keep the child and do her best to care for it.  The different men who came into her life 

continued to abuse her and sometimes this led to her becoming pregnant again.  Her story moved us and 

her determination to offer her children something better than working on the dump seemed a far off 

reality but she was holding on to her dream. 

One of the things that drove her to work on the dump is the desire to never return to her previous job as a 

house cleaner as this always led to her and her children being sexually abused.  At least, she tells me with 

tears running down her cheeks, no one hurts me or my children here.  Yes, she agrees, it’s not ideal work, 

often dangerous with the rubbish truck driving in and out at speed, but she can earn something and that 

gives her a sense of dignity and pride that she is providing for her children. 

I plan to take them home one day and see where she and her children are living.  Maybe there is more we 

can do to help. 

I would like to now give you a quick snapshot of all the other things I have been involved with and hope you 

will allow brevity here as I am sure some might already be clicking on another site or popping off to put the 

kettle on! 

MEETINGS: Thanks to the support of the British Ambassador, Sarah Dickson, I have been able to meet some 

senior members of the Guatemalan Government and in one meeting Sarah and I met with the minister 

whose responsibility is the safety of the nation’s children.  Our proposals for an integrated child protection 

system were welcome and this will now lead to regular meetings that I hope will lead to some historic 

progress. 

One of my other meeting has been with the wife of the Mayor of Guatemala City.  Doña Patricia de Arzu 

has a long-term commitment to helping children living in poverty and so has established schools for 

hundreds of children across the city and is looking to expand the work.  She wanted to see how we could 

work more closely together and move the plans we have for a centre towards reality.  Another meeting is 

planning in the coming week. 



MANA DE VIDA: The Mana de Vida 

project in the South of Guatemala is 

inspirational and offers over 250 children 

the opportunity of a superb education 

and the support they need to cope with 

the environment they are growing up 

in.  All the children come from high-risk 

areas of Escuintla, Guatemala, and suffer 

all forms of abuse and neglect and so the 

school and support network that Mana 

de Vida offer is a lifeline to them. 

I was invited to travel down to Escuintla 

and lead them through a day of Child 

Protection training, which was a great 

success.  What was interesting is the 

number of teaches who told me they had no idea of how important having a policy was and that they knew 

nothing in respect to the law in Guatemala and how, if they had studied it, it provides a legal framework for 

the work they do.  I was greatly encouraged and felt that real progress was taking place and Mana de Vida 

have promised to use the materials to train other organisations in their network.  CHANGE IS COMING! 

CONTRACT KILLER: You might remember me sharing with you the experience I had with a contract killer 

who had decided to follow me home one evening and kill me.  Well, my time with him led to many 

conversations about death and about God and I continue to pray for him and pray for him to open his life 

to God and chose a different career. 

A few weeks ago while I was visiting La Terminal with Mark and Rosalie Balfour from Maidenhead I saw him 

again and this time he greeted me and told me his name.  This is significant as the first time I met him he 

told me I could never know his name.  Anyway, he said to me “my name is Luis but all my friends call me 

Lewy so call me Lewy”.  We have come a long way! 

HONDURAS: My two trips to Honduras 

were, as always, busy but 

rewarding.  The new school is well 

under way and the children and staff 

at the Manuelito Children’s home 

organised the most superb procession 

to celebrate the International Day for 

Street Children.  It was a very special 

and momentous rally of children, 

staff, locals and the town’s mayor and 

police chief all of whom committed 

themselves to making a difference for 

children who have to live on the 

streets or who have to spend their 

days on the streets in order to beg or 

work. 
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I got in late last night after visiting Brandon and taking him out for dinner.  The streets were full of people 

trying to get home in the pouring rain and in time for the official holiday today.  I rather enjoyed the chaos 

in the streets as I sat with Brandon at a stall watching everyone rush past as he tucked into a plate of beans, 

rice and what looked like a small piece of chicken. 

Brandon is doing so well and since making the decision 

to leave the streets and keep up with his various 

medicines he is changing and becoming like the 

Brandon I saw over a year ago when he had spent a 

good deal of time in rehab after someone stabbed him 

10 times while he slept. 

He has not had the easiest of life and once again the 

story of not having a father in his life has left its 

mark.  Despite him calling me dad he needs his real 

father to be present in his life.  So I will do what I can 

and it does make me laugh when he calls me each day 

from a public phone box and says “papa Duncan, it´s Brandon”, even though we both know that is not his 

real name.  I expect that he will take on his real name once he feels his street persona is solidly part of his 

past and not his present. 

I took him out last week to buy him some new clothes and have his hair cut.  The length of his hair hid the 

huge scar on the back of his head where no hair grows.  It was the result of him collapsing after being 

stabbed and he told me that he thought that was it, he thought he was going to die. 

I have been concerned about him for many weeks as 

his health deteriorated and then he told me the 

symptoms he had and I knew I had to take him to a 

clinic.  Fortunately I knew one close by who would 

examine him without cost and despite me saying I was 

happy sitting in the waiting room he wanted me by his 

side as the doctor gave him a full examination.  He was 

not a well boy and despite being 17 his body looked like 

that of a 13 year old but a 13 year old who has not 

eaten for a month or so, just bones with skin on. 

The doctor warned him of how ill he was and so 

Brandon asked for help and since then he has been living in a small room in a “hotel” in zone 1.  The room 

costs £5 per night and then there are 3 meals a day and his medication, so it is starting to cost quite a bit 

but we are committed to helping him if he is prepared to do his part.  And up until today he has been very 

faithful and has now recently been accepted in a rehabilitation programme if he can continue at the day 

centre for another month. 

When I was with him last night I felt rather sad as he sat on his little bed and looked at the new clothes we 

had bought last week and I asked him why he was still wearing his street clothes.  His reply reminded me of 

my own reply when someone bought me new clothes many years ago.  He said that he felt like he didn´t 

deserve new clothes and still felt more comfortable in his old ones.  I told him how I used to think like that 

but that this was part of his progress from street life to a life with a future. 

I know that progress is slow and that he could even take back to the streets, as so many do, but two thing 

keeps him going from what I can see and that is knowing that people care for him and that he wants one 



day to go back and see his mum.  This weekend I am supposed to take a photo of him and make a card for 

his mum with the photo on it and then take it round to her with some flowers for Mother’s Day.  He hopes 

that she will be pleased he is trying to turn his life around. 

Turning a life around is not an easy process and I know full well the pain and commitment that involves but 

all things are possible and knowing that God has a plan for his life could help Brandon keep on track.   

I am drawn to thinking about the time we have spent 

this week with the two little girls who live in a box in 

one of the city markets.  A couple of days ago we 

visited them again and this time Herbert came with 

me.  I am hoping he will now be able to get more 

involved in the work as he has taken the last 3 years 

out to complete his degree in business and economics 

but graduated last week with full honours. 

He wrote to me the next day and wondered how I 

could continue to keep going with all the pain around 

me and all the people in need, a question I often ask 

myself.  Anyway, I thought the piece he sent me the 

next day should be included here for you: 

How? 

How could you sleep at night? I asked Duncan this question after visiting the little girl in the box. We visited 

La Terminal, along with Duncan, Frank and Serena. Walking in preparation for a study we are planning to 

do to bring "community development" to La Terminal. The visit was all normal, you know, "normal", rubbish 

every where, kids hitting each other, adults screaming to the kids and the indifference of those who just 

come to buy vegetables or to throw more rubbish in the dump.  

It was all like that until I was introduced to the wooden box I have seen before but hadn't met its residents. 

Two little girls, Genesis and Sarah. I just can't get the images of the two little girls playing with maza (corn 

mix we use to make tortillas) out of my mind.  I didn't see anything for them to drink or anything to eat.  The 

girls´mum was not around and for what I learned of Frank she leaves them under the care and mercy of 

whoever watches them for a little while until she returns at night.  

I left with a headache trying to figure out how powerless I 

felt leaving the two girls behind and the picture of Genesis 

shacking her head to say "don't leave" as Duncan was saying 

good bye for now. I asked Duncan, how could he sleep at 

night? But I know that he just doesn't always sleep well and 

now I don't think I will so easily. 

You know the story about the sea shells and the boy who 

picked them and threw them back into the sea until someone 

said it was useless to do that with so many thousands of shells on the beach.  The boy responded saying that 

“even if it is that one that makes it back and survives I have done my part”. Here we have a great 

opportunity.  I, myself, was given a chance to have a different future to what I, by human destiny, was 

meant to grow to be - a thief, drug addict and die with no legacy.  

I am sure that Genesis and Sarah could also break that fatalistic future and grow to achieve so much more. I 

just hope their mum realises that they can have a life outside the box and that we can do our part and don't 

stop until that box is finally AN EMPTY BOX.  



The last week has been rather demanding on my time but people must always come before emails, plans, 

programmes and the host of other things that I have to do each week. 

The 3 boys, Sergio, Josué and Jonny, we have been helping are doing better in school and have been invited 

to 3 days of summer camp.  I was wondering how they would cope having a bed to sleep in, eating meals at 

set times, coping with rules and having to get on with those around them. 

It was funny when I spent a mentoring session with the oldest, Sergio, and we looked at his kit-list and he 

asked me to sign his permission paper since I was now “his dad”.  The list was long but most things could be 

bought or borrowed and thanks to Frank we got all the things just in time before the 3 boys headed off in 

the bus.  Frank took this photo of them choosing trainers the day before they left.  It was great to see them 

excited about something, a very rare occurrence indeed. 

Doña Olivia we have got to know at the rubbish dump has 

been telling us more about how she struggles with the 

boys and certainly the older one would be perfect for the 

new mentoring programme.  When I last saw him on 

Tuesday he was being brought back from school in the 

shoulders of a man who then wacked him round the 

backside before throwing him on top of a pile of 

rubbish.  Doña Olivia seemed not in the least disturbed by 

this and so, after leaving him for a few minutes, I went 

over to see how he was doing and eventually got a smile 

out of him and then it was great to see him playing and 

enjoying our company but was uneasy when we said we had to go. 

Next week we have promised to take Doña Olivia and her boys home one afternoon, as she wanted to 

show us where she lived.  We have a project in mind that might help her as her youngest son, Jesus – cool 

name by the way, had been offered the chance to make a photo diary of his day in the rubbish dump and 

form the photos Janet and Willie Reid will select 12 to go 

into a calendar we hope to sell on Radio Christmas and 

help provide valuable funds for the family. 

This Saturday is Go Guatemala and last week I took 

Brandon along to “give me a hand”.  As you can see from 

the photo I don´t think he really got into the idea of 

helping but said that he loved being in a place where 

people accepted him, gave him food and where he 

enjoyed 2 talks from Pastor Alex which he recounted to 

me on the journey back afterwards. 

Most of my time is taken up looking after Brandon now 

and trying to find solutions for the little girls.  Every day that passes is another day I have missed the chance 

to help those girls and so if anyone feels they would like to sell up, move out here and run a rescue home 

PLEASE call me and let me know your flight number! 

Brandon has just called again to tell me he has enjoyed a great day and took part in a walk through the city 

centre with other young people and that he was looking forward to seeing me tomorrow.  Maybe I will 

treat him to the cinema and will encourage him to wear his new clothes.  At some stage he will need 

private medical treatment to remove the breathing tube protruding from his neck.  Then he will start to 

really feel better. 
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I had that discussion yesterday with Frank, who works with me here, about how our work takes several 

steps forwards and then several steps back.  We needed to encourage each other that despite setbacks we 

must keep going. 

The conversation was prompted by our encouragement at seeing how well Brandon has been doing this 

week despite a small problem last week and how, if he continued, this was one young person less on the 

streets.  

A few hours later we had made our way to La Casona, a busy intersection near La Terminal in Guatemala 

City where many street youths and adults live, and was greeted by Kevin.  This was the first time we had 

met Kevin and from the looks of him he was new to the streets and so we sat down on the pavement and 

talked with him. 

Kevin is 14 years of age and Frank reflected later 

of how innocent his face looked and how 

frustrating it was seeing him there when he could 

be in school or hanging out with friends playing 

football.  I immediately thought of the fact that 

the minute we had got one off the streets he was 

immediately replaced with another.  I realise that 

this is only one group of street youths but sad 

nonetheless. 

Most of the group seemed oblivious to their new 

member and not one could even tell us his 

name!  As Frank sat and talked with Kevin while I 

searched in my bag for some headache pills for a 

couple of the guys.  It was clear that Kevin had only been on the streets a few days and, from the looks of 

his skin and clothes, was probably not sleeping on the streets yet.  He was fresh-faced, encouragingly 

innocent but had learnt how to dip a small rag in a bottle of industrial strength solvent (thinner) and sniff 

it.  From what Frank could ascertain he had a fairly happy home but just wanted to be on the streets.  

It is situations like this that fuels our prayers for a centre for these kids, a place they can go where they can 

begin the process of leaving the streets.  There is only one such 

place available but already over-subscribed.  We are desperately in 

need of a day centre and a place where short-term refuge can be 

offered to the most urgent children and young people. 

As we wandered over to La Terminal we can across Gerson.  Gerson 

had been a major concern for us for many weeks but had gone into 

a home for recuperation but then had escaped and headed back to 

the streets.  At just 13 Gerson is one of those boys you just know is 

packed full of potential but the power of the solvents and street life 

pull him into a dark hole he never seems to be able to climb out of. 

Gerson asked me to buy him some glasses and when he asked me 

this I noticed how he was screwing up his face in order to be able to 

see.  The solvent had now started to affect his vision and when I 

asked him to tell me what he saw on the large sign across the road 

he told me he couldn´t see the sign!  Asking me for glasses was a 

desperate plea but I tried to explain that I could not just turn up 



with glasses as he needed an eye test and that having glasses and living on the streets would not work as 

he would not have them for more that a day.  His anger at my reply and a thump to my chest showed me 

he was frustrated but there was little that could be done while he still lived in the streets and abused 

solvents and other drugs. 

Eventually we came to the rubbish dump in La Terminal, an area we don´t usually work in on a regular basis 

as another project works there.  Today, however, we had come to see Doña Olivia and her two little boys 

and arrange to take them home the following day, as we wanted to get to know a little more about their 

lives and how we could help. 

Some of you will remember me 

talking about her younger son, Jesus, 

who is keen on taking photos.  When 

Willie and Janet Reid visited the dump 

and met Jesus they saw the quality of 

his photos and wondered if we could 

help the family by making a calendar 

this Christmas with his photos and 

selling copies of it.  The money raised 

would go to Jesus and his family in 

order to help improve their lives. 

The dump was busy and the council 

truck was driving in and out in order 

to push the rubbish in a pile that 

reached over 15 feet.  People 

scrambled over the rotting rubbish and one little girl almost got carried away by the truck but was pulled 

out of the way just in time. 

Doña Olivia and her boys were excited that we were interested in them and in seeing their home and so the 

following day we all piled into my little jeep and headed out of the city. 

When Doña Olivia told me she spent nearly 2 hours a day travelling into the city rubbish dump and then 

another 2 hours getting home I assumed she meant that it just took a long time but they lived in one of the 

marginal areas of the city.  From what she told me, her day and that of her boys was quite long but now I 

was about to see just how tough life is for them. 

We set off and within about 30 minutes 

were heading towards the outskirts of 

the city where we stopped for fuel and 

drinks.  The boys loved the idea they 

could open the back of the jeep and 

wave to me as we filled up with 

fuel.  Our journey continued and 

eventually we were 23 km away from 

the city when the boys shouted for me 

to turn off the main road and head up a 

dirt road.  As we climbed they began to 

point to a small community on the hill 

and when we arrived they jumped out 

and grabbed our hands, as they were 

very keen to show Frank and I where 



they lived.  Jesus wanted to be carried when we came to his road and so I put him on my back and we 

headed to their home. 

Doña Olivia borrows the house from a neighbor who is happy for them to live there for the moment but 

eventually she would like to be able to finish paying for the land she was offered a few years ago and which 

was just around the corner from her home.  We were welcomed in and introduced to the 2 dogs and the 

chickens.  The chickens belonged to the neighbours but seemed to enjoy free roan in their small dirt garden 

at the rear.  The oldest son, 17, arrived and has a shower in the garden from a small tub of water.  We 

discover that his girlfriend, who has just turned 16, is about to have a baby and is moving in at the 

weekend.  Doña Olivia will have to work extra hard to keep the ever-growing family. 

The two youngest boys, Marcos and 

Jesus invite us to go and see the plot 

of land that Doña Olivia had been 

offered and had already started 

paying monthly installments.  It was 

mid-afternoon by now and those 

children who had been to school were 

playing out in the streets with rocks, 

twigs and anything else they could 

find.  No toys available here, no bikes, 

no skateboards, just what was 

available in the street.  At least there 

was a small plot of waste ground 

where no one lived and where 

someone had put up a small swing for 

the children.  The boys soon climbed 

on and asked me to push them while Frank talked with Doña Olivia about the outstanding payments on her 

plot of land.  It looks like she is almost there and only needs a few hundred pounds and then a small plot of 

land will be made available to her and on it she can start to build a house. 

It seems she has saved up enough to buy 12 sheets of corrugated roofing sheets, so a good start 

indeed.  Maybe this is a project a small team from the UK or USA could come out and build in a 1-2 week 

project! 

When we headed back to the car we 

noticed the bus that takes people 

from this community to the city 

centre and back.  “This is the bus we 

take every day,” the boys tell me.  The 

family needs to catch the first bus 

every weekday at 3:40am (yes that is 

3:40am!) and return home around 

8pm every night.  It is a long and hard 

day but Doña Olivia tells me that she 

is grateful she can work and support 

her family.  It is not easy for them and 

this is just one family out of 40-50 

who work on the rubbish dump and 

that is just one rubbish dump in one 

part of the city! 



I am humbled by Doña Olivia´s commitment to being both father and mother and despite the tough 

conditions she is really doing a great job.  The boys would benefit so much from the new mentoring 

programme and when launched we will try and find them a man who can spend quality time with them 

each week and offer them the extra support they crave for. 

Before I go I wanted to mention 

something that happened on Saturday 

last week that made me think about 

how grateful I am for all I have and for 

those who keep supporting me and 

allowing me to enjoy living in a 

comfortable flat, have a car, food and 

all I have. 

The British Ambassador had received 

a donation of toothbrushes and 

toothpaste from Colgate and called 

me to ask if I could use it.  The first 

place I was keen to donate the 

toothbrushes and toothpaste as Go 

Guatemala.  Alex and his wife Evelyn, 

who run Go Guatemala, had prepared a teaching programme on the importance of oral health and the 

worksheets were fabulous and would help the children remember to use their brushes every day.  The 

children, 120 in all, were taught how to brush their teeth and then smiled for the camera so I could show 

Colgate their donation has made a difference. 

A little boy tugged at my t-shirt and 

when I bent down to listen to him he 

asked me if he and his brother could 

have the cardboard from the 

toothpaste and toothbrushes.  “We 

can try and collect more on Sunday 

and maybe gather enough to help our 

mum,” the boy told me.  I knew he 

and his smaller brother had to walk 

over an hour to get home and so 

could see that they were committed 

to trying to help bring in some extra 

income.  Just amazing boys and 

maybe another day I can take them 

home and see where they live and 

how we could help.  I know we are 

helping more and more children now but you can´t just turn away from kids like this.  

A big thank you to all those who have recently given donations to help our ongoing work.  Your 

donations are really making a difference. 

  



No. 40 

Working with others is often a huge amount of fun and can be a great opportunity for learning and 

evaluating your own work, perspective and plans.  Sometimes, however, working with others can be 

frustrating and can make you question the reason why we are doing what we do. 

I had thought of using this blog to vent my frustrations but that won´t achieve anything constructive, only 

bring more division.  But there comes a time when someone needs to speak out at the way some in 

government here seem to work against the effective plans of many organisations. 

After speaking with Mojoca this week, a great 

organisation that offers a process for late teens 

and early 20s to leave the street, I think we 

came to the conclusion that on the one hand 

with the number of younger children now living 

on the streets decreasing there is hope.  But on 

the other hand there seems to be an increase 

in reports from young people who live on the 

streets of police abuse and intimidation. 

So I am sorry if this makes me enemy number 

one in Guatemala but the group of 

organisations we are part of must speak out 

against these abuses and if I have to be the 

voice and bring this to the press and stick my head out above the parapet then so be it. 

We have had difficulties with a government agency this week that has left us in a situation where we could 

be put at risk in our work on the streets.  I will need to discover the facts and seek out those responsible for 

working against what we are trying to do here and so prayers for safety would be appreciated. 

The main thing I have been thinking about this week is being a dad.  I know I am a dad and have an amazing 

daughter who will celebrate her 23rd birthday this summer but I have been made to think about the role of 

a father as I have been invited to speak in Tunbridge Wells in a few weeks time on Father´s Day.  Another 

reason for reflection on this theme of fatherhood is a boy (yes another one) who calls me Dad and with 

whom I have been spending a lot of time. 

Brandon, as many of those who follow the 

work on Facebook will know, has been doing 

well in his process of leaving the streets and it 

has been great watching him grow into quite a 

different person. 

17-year-old Brandon is young for his age but 

street smart and struggling with the decision of 

leaving behind the streets and moving towards 

a life that has hope, a future and a life full of 

options and possibilities. 

It has been a daily commitment over the last 

few weeks in meeting up with Brandon, taking 

him out for meals, listening to him reflect on 

his struggle to put behind him the street, doing his washing, finding him places to stay, visiting the centre 

where he goes each week day and trying to encourage him to make positive life choices. 



I feel very proud of what Brandon has achieved in the last few weeks and have been expecting a few more 

falls in his journey but mainly he has been focused, motivated and is now smiling more. 

The other day I had to take him to hospital with Herbert and Frank to get a private and professional 

perspective on his medical condition but particularly seek a way forward in removing the breathing tube 

from his throat.  I wasn´t planning on visiting 2 hospitals but more specialist help was needed and at every 

stage Brandon asked that I stay by his side and hold his hand.  At one point, while the doctor was trying to 

insert a camera down through his nose and into his windpipe, he looked at me in terror and held on to me 

as though he thought he was going to die. 

Later that evening as I sat and talked through the experience he told me that he was terrified and his heart 

was thumping inside his chest but he felt he could not get through the experience if I wasn´t at his 

side.  This made him talk about what happened the night he was asleep on the streets and a man 

approached him, took out a knife and stabbed him 11 times.  One of the dogs that sleep with the street 

youths barked and Brandon woke up and felt wet all over.  He put his hand to his neck and found he was 

bleeding. 

Immediately he looked down the road and saw the man running down the road and so stood up to run 

after him but realised he was bleeding profoundly and when he got half way across the road he 

collapsed.  A few days later he was told how he had been found and was taken to the nearest hospital 

where no one expected him to live.  At one stage he opened his eyes and saw a bright light and thought he 

was going to die but he and we feel God had a different plan for his life. 

Yesterday Frank and I took Brandon to Laser 

Quest as a surprise and to encourage him to 

continue on his road to recovery.  He had 

never seen anything like this before and 

loved the idea of being a boy again and 

having fun.  Later Brandon asked me about 

having a Facebook account and a few 

minutes later he opened his account and 

uploaded his first photos.  It was like 

watching a small boy open his eyes to a new 

world and it was not long before he 

discovered how to upload photos and invite 

friends.  Do invite him as a friend if you like 

(Brandon Hernandez). 

Tomorrow a team from the UK arrives and life will then get rather busy until I head back to the UK for the 

Coin Race in Amersham on the 7th June.  I really hope you can come and join me on the streets on that 

Saturday and bring along your coins for a great day of fun and challenge on the theme of the World Cup. 

Finally, I want to give a shout out to Jamie who visited us last week and took some great photos on the 

streets during his few hours with us.  Hope you enjoy a few of them and thank you all for your ongoing 

support and encouragement. 

 


