
No. 41 

I enjoy Sundays at church, so much work but so much fun and today I headed to see Brandon after church 

and, true to his word, he was working hard in his room doing his homework.  I decided to stop off and get a 

McDonald´s lunch even though it was mid-afternoon.  I can´t say this thrilled me but I managed to find a 

menu even I could eat before walking into Brandon´s room at the “hotel” where he is staying and joining 

him for lunch. 

Brandon continues to do well and is now 

celebrating 6 weeks off the streets and is 

certainly looking so much better and with the 

addition of a little puppy he is happy and focused 

on his studies.  In a week or two at the most he 

heads to the halfway home for young people 

who have left the streets and then should begin 

the next stage of his rehabilitation. 

Sitting and eating lunch with him was not easy as 

the breathing tube he still has in his neck emits a 

repugnant odor that is punctuated by his heaving 

and coughing up phlegm.  It is really not a 

comforting experience but I manage to get my 

meal down and can´t wait for the day when he has his tube removed permanently. 

Ok, the puppy was not my idea or even in the plan so I will blame Matt Levett and his team for leading me 

astray and forcing me to succumb to Brandon´s pleas for a friend. 

This leads me to give you a quick overview of Matt and his team from The Forge in Suffolk who have been 

with me for the last 2 weeks.  Their trip was another testing-out-the-waters visit and should lead to visits by 

teams from the church from 2015.  The church really wants to get behind the work of Street Kids Direct and 

so I made sure they got to see some of the different ways we are working in Honduras and Guatemala. 

I would like to take this opportunity of thanking Matt, Sarah, Adam, Claire, Alex and Callum for their 

willingness to come all this way and see the work first-hand and get involved.  The team was keen to help 

out wherever possible and was a great help on the streets, particularly Adam and Matt´s First Aid skills and 

equipment. 

One of the projects we visited was the Maná de Vida School in Escuintla, Guatemala.  Escuintla is about 2 

hour´s drive from Guatemala City and enjoys one of the warmest climates in Guatemala.  The Maná de Vida 

School offers a first-class education to children from 4-12 and all come from very challenging home 

situations.  The school has to provide breakfast and lunch for the children otherwise many would just not 

survive, it is a humbling experience being there. 



We took part of the donation we had received from Colgate, 

via the British Embassy in Guatemala City, and handed out 120 

toothbrushes and toothpaste to all the children.  Their 

excitement was evident and one 10-year-old boy came over 

and did not seem to smile at all but was very polite and said 

thank you before walking away like he had the world thrust 

upon his little shoulders. 

As he walked away Jessica, the founder and Director, 

explained that he and his brother (like so many of the children 

in the school) are going through a tough time.  He and his four-

year-old brother are effectively homeless after his mum fell in 

love with a man who told her in no uncertain terms that if they 

got together then she could move in but the boys were not welcome. 

When the boys finish school each day they have to stay out in the streets or in the park until it gets 

dark.  Their mum tries to keep them hidden from her boyfriend, as they would be in danger if he found out 

that while he works nights the boys come into the house.  The boys keep their clothes hidden in a barrel in 

the garden and their mum makes them sleep under her bed just in case her boyfriend comes home from 

work early and finds them in the house. 

Just how terrifying this must be for the boys is unimaginable and no wonder the older one (I have left out 

their names deliberately) looks like he carries a ton of strain on his face and a unbearable weight on his 

shoulders.  Jessica goes on to tell us more stories of the children but enough for now as even I can´t cope 

with all these stories and while you are remote from the children, I have to meet them.  It is all too much 

and often I wish I could do so much more. 

Jessica´s dream of having a protection home would help those at most risk and echoes the dream we have 

for such a home in Guatemala City.  Even the city Mayor´s wife has pleaded with me to provide a home for 

the children attending her school – more about this later.  The work looks like it will continue to grow and 

we cry out to God for funds and for people to help us and maybe join us in providing a refuge for these 

kids.  Surely we can´t allow this to continue happening? 

I can´t remember the number of times in a week when I consider giving up my comfortable apartment and 

living a very simple life and maybe even renting a house and filling it with children.  The rational part of me 

tells me this is a bad idea, I need my own secure space and I do travel a lot and so can´t care for the 

children in the way they need.  One of those times was when Jessica told me of the plight of those two 

brothers and another time this week was the other evening as Frank (who works with me) and I headed to 

La Terminal late one night. 

I had just finished a long day and Matt and his team had left from the UK and so I had thought maybe I 

could grab a couple of hours to catch up with Britain´s Got Talent.  I know what you are thinking but I do 

enjoy the show and it gives me an hour or so to focus on other things, some lighthearted 

entertainment!  Maybe you were not thinking that and maybe you were thinking of my trip to La Terminal! 

Well, I had gone to visit Cesar and Maria and little Duncan as I had a call from Maria to tell me she had left 

Cesar, which seems like a weekly occurrence now, and was living back in the streets.  On arrival I could not 

find Maria but did find Cesar and Duncan in their little room and sat down with them but knew the story of 

their complicated lives would inevitably lead to me feeling bad and offering to make it all better again.  OK, 

I know I am a soft touch, just ask Herbert! 



This time, however, Cesar was not in the best of moods and 

had threatened to leave Duncan locked in the room from 

4am the following day till he came home in the evening.  He 

was desperate and told me he could not cope anymore and 

needed me to take Duncan home with me so that he would 

be in danger.  He offered me the legal papers for the 11-

month-old and the temptation was great but I knew I needed 

to bring this situation to the team and seek support and a 

way to help little Duncan.  To cut a long story short the 

ineffectiveness of the Guatemalan authorities to this 

situation is frustrating and another example I will bring up 

with the UK Government Minister who is coming to 

Guatemala later this month to present to the Guatemalan 

President.  It turns out he is seeing the President right after seeing me!  Result!!! 

Fortunately for all those involved baby Duncan is safe and Maria is back with Cesar and all is well – a 

relative term - for a few more days. 

I have now run out of room to tell you all about Matt and the team´s visit and so if you are interested to 

read more then do check out their blog.  In the meantime I will paste some photos of their time here below 

to give you an idea of what they got up to.  For those who know Matt Levett (youth worker, church leader, 

one of my old youth group members and now trustee of Street Kids Direct) not one child was broken in the 

making of this trip!  Another result!!! 

Before I go I would like to tell you 

about the official opening of the new 

school for high-risk children in 

Guatemala City.  The school is one of 

those run by the wife of the city 

Mayor and one we have supported for 

the last few years.  The new site is 

purpose built and is an exciting 

development but, here again, many of 

the children live at high-risk and some 

are in need of immediate 

protection.  At least while they are at 

school they are safe and enjoying a 

quality education.  One of the school 

staff tells me of the ongoing problem 

of some of the children being rented 

out to men for £2.50 a time. 

The school is in need of some equipment and one of the things they would like to offer is computer 

lessons.  We have been offered discounted computers by a charity here and so we are in need of 20 people 

to donate £100 each to but a refurbished and guaranteed computer complete with software.  CLICK HERE if 

you would like to sponsor a computer and let me know so I can keep a track of the gifts. 

http://www.forgechurch.com/global/2014/05/27/guatemalan-streets/
http://www.streetkidsdirect.org.uk/index.php/get-involved/donate


Oh, and finally, PLEASE remember our annual COIN 

RACE is in Amersham next Saturday from 9am-

5pm.  Please come along and say hi and bring all your 

coins, cash and cheques.  I will be there along with 

Matt Levett and Joe Soden and a team (writing in 

faith here) of volunteers. 

  

  

https://www.facebook.com/events/1446679338906786/?fref=ts
https://www.facebook.com/events/1446679338906786/?fref=ts
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Transformation is incredible and even though 

I don´t always see much of it happening every 

week it is always when you look back you see 

the way people´s lives are being transformed 

and if you know you played the smallest part 

in that transformation you feel a personal 

connection and a sense of achievement. 

I have just returned from another trip to 

Honduras where we celebrated the 

15th birthday of Sayda at the Manuelito 

Children´s Home.  The 15th birthday of a girl in 

Latin America is a really important one and is 

seen as a right of passage from being a girl to 

being a young woman. 

Herbert accompanied me on this trip together with his daughter Rebecca as Herbert had been invited to 

speak at the celebration. 

Despite the sun belting down on us Herbert and I were dressed in suits and all the kids and staff in the 

home spent a few hours getting ready and dressing up in their smart clothes.  OK, when I say hours that 

does refer to the girls as the boys were made to shower and then dressed in under 3 minutes! 

I remember the first time I met Sayda.  She and 

her sisters had just come off the streets and was a 

tiny and scrawny little girl with matted hair and a 

look on her face that told a story of abandonment 

and neglect.  It did not take her long, however, to 

become accustomed to the ways of living off the 

streets and enjoying showers, clean clothes, hot 

meals and being able to sleep in a safe and dry 

place. 

This was the photo (photo left) I was given by 

Pastor Pinto, the founder of the home, to show 

me how the girls used to live.  The smallest girl is 

Sayda and this was a report that came out at the 

time in the national press to highlight the situation of children 

living on the streets. 

Now take a look at Sayda at her 15th birthday and see the 

young woman she has grown up to be.  That is what I call 

transformation and she herself would say that God has helped 

her through all she has had to deal with in order to arrive at 

this momentous point in her life where we can all celebrate 

with her what she has achieved. 

Visiting the home again was a joy and of course little Duncan 

was beside himself with excitement as his Daddy had come to 

visit again.  There is much to do at the home and the needs, 

physical and emotional are glaringly obvious and I wish I had 



time to be there for 6 months with time to spend with each child and time to spend with my toolbox fixing 

things rather than just putting on more plasters!  Sadly this is not an option and I always feel the plaster will 

have to keep being replaced until more funds are found to bring real healing to the kids and real repair to 

the structure of the home. 

On my return to Guatemala I am in demand with phone calls from people on the streets needing support 

and help but this time I am very careful not to rush out to the rescue.  It is the rainy season in Guatemala 

but the bright blue sky I can see out of my window is an indication of the change that comes in July when 

the rain becomes less frequent.  Every time it rains I think of my friends on the streets and how an hour of 

rain impacts their lives in quite a major way.  I think of Ana and Erika and how their beds in the middle of 

the 5th Avenue will be soaked and once again they will have to sleep on the damp pavement, I think of how 

the rain drives people off the streets and so those who have to beg have fewer opportunities, and I think of 

the places I know many of the kids have to take refuge under in order to stay dry.  It is not a great time 

when it rains and we see an increase in the number of our friends on the street with feet that literally rot.  

I receive a text message from Brandon who 

reminds me that I absolutely have to visit 

him in the next couple of days or I will be in 

trouble.  Thankfully he has a cheap phone 

and can keep in contact with me and now I 

can also keep in touch with little Gerson 

who has now joined him in the home. 

Brandon, as you will all remember, has now 

been in the home run by Mojoca, an 

organisation we partner with, for the last 3 

weeks and is doing really well.  Brandon 

continues to struggle with the temptation 

of going back to the streets to abuse 

solvents and so each day is his own 

personal victory and another step forwards towards reaching his goal of living an independent life off the 

streets and having a job.  When I went to see him on my return from the UK he was trying not to allow a 

smile to show and begun by telling me that he had hurt his knee and so could not play in the football match 

that was organized that afternoon for all the young people in the home.  Being the World Cup season 

everyone who could play football was out in the streets and in the parks trying to prove their skills and 

show their worth.  Sadly Brandon could not play and so we sat and watch the game while I tried my best to 

make him laugh. 

A couple of days later I went to visit Gerson in hospital, thanks to a special permit given because we had a 

contact inside.  Visiting hours are limited to 2 days a week and this was not general visiting time but Gerson 

needed to have visitors as he was coming to the end of his treatment and ready now to allow us to help 

him not return to the streets. 

We have been concerned about Gerson´s health for the last year, as I have seen how self-destructive his life 

had become.  The last time he was rescued off the streets he was in a state of total collapse and the minute 

he felt better he escaped from hospital.  When I say escaped I really mean escaped!  Let me tell you a little 

about the hospital. 

The San Juan de Dios Hospital has a long an interesting history dating back to 1575 when it was run by the 

Catholic Church to serve the wealthy Spanish families who had settled in Guatemala.  The hospital we now 

know as the General Hospital of San Juan de Dios was officially opened in 1833 to the public and one could 

wonder if anything has changed since 1833! 



On arrival at the hospital armed guards check you have a written ”permiso” and you are then allowed to 

access, from what it seems to me as, any area in the hospital without being asked who you are or why you 

are there. 

Walter, who is volunteering with us at the moment, and I make our way up the ramps to the 5th  floor as 

that is the men´s ward and Gerson is supposed to be there recovering.  On arrival I pop my head into the 

Social Worker´s office and thank her for the invitation to visit during the “no visitors” time.  She opens up 

and tells me how much we are needed and could she call me whenever she gets another boy in the hospital 

that has no family! 

We are then greeted by four heavily armed police offers that are sitting on metal chairs, which are propped 

backwards against the wall.  The four officers each have a machine gun on their laps and pistols strapped to 

their legs and look us up and down to see if they perceive us as a threat and we pass by to look for Gerson. 

We find Gerson wandering around the open ward where men of 

all ages are lying on beds that are pushed so tight together it is 

almost impossible to squeeze in a chair to sit next the person you 

are visiting.  His smile is instant and he comes over to greet us 

and, in his usual manner, begins to punch me on the arm and 

complain that I haven’t been to visit him.  I explain again that I 

have been in the UK but that carries no weight at all and so 

another punch finds its mark.  His physical affection is one that is 

normal for those on the streets and I remember Herbert once 

telling me that he knows one of the kids loves him as he has the 

bruises to show it! 

Gerson has been in hospital for nearly 2 weeks as he was found 

in an almost comatose state on the streets and had been vomiting green vile for a couple of days.  He was 

almost dead and hospital staff had to work hard to keep him alive and now I can see another 

transformation taking place.  The last time I saw Gerson he was so thin you could easily play count the 

bones and was not open to reason but was fixated by his desire to sniff solvents.  He was not eating, not 

drinking much and found it hard to walk. 

Now he was walking around the ward and his face had filled out and it was clear from the way his hospital 

gown opened wide at the front that he was not all bones.  He was well but had been left with a severe 

tremor that became more apparent when he took a drink of water, spilling some on his hospital trousers.  I 

held his hands and they shook and I noticed how he was also talking with a tremor.  My goodness, a boy so 

young and now I sit and look at him and it seems like I am looking at a man in his 80s.  I am wondering if a 

private hospital could offer something to help with the tremors and so will need to look into this in the 

coming weeks. 

It was great to see him try and run down the corridor and how pretending to catch him made him laugh, as 

it would any five-year-old, but Gerson is not five.  He is just a kid enjoying being a kid again, a special 

moment in time. 

Gerson has now moved into the Mojoca home and I will be visiting him and Brandon in the next day or so 

and seeing how they are doing and how we can help them in the process of leaving the streets.  It looks like 

it will be a busy week ahead and I still have to tell you about the visit of the Minister of State from the UK 

who came last week to walk the streets with me.  That, I am afraid, will have to wait until another blog.  I 

think it might even ?call for a blog all of its own so keep your eyes peeled later this week. 

Thanks for listening as talking to you via this blog helps me and I hope it helps you get a glimpse of what I 

am doing here.  Cheers.  
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With a host of TV cameras and the press clicking 

away on their cameras it was quite a welcome 

for the Rt. Hon. Hugo Swire MP who came to 

visit Guatemala on the 25th June and the British 

Embassy wanted him to visit our project and 

walk the streets of La Terminal. 

Quite a few weeks of preparation went into the 

visit, as we had to agree with the Embassy every 

detail and walk the route with the security team 

beforehand to make sure that the exact timings 

were kept to and the Minister got away at the 

right time to his next appointment. 

The Rt. Hon. Hugo Swire MP is the UK Minister of State for Latin America and had high-level meetings with 

the Guatemalan President and then came to visit us.  It was an honour to have him come and see what we 

are doing and to be able to invite him to come and walk the streets with us and meet the people we care so 

much for. 

The weather was one of the big concerns as it was the month of June when the rainy season rears its head 

and most days we see deluges of water and heavy rain would really hamper the street visit.  So we prayed 

and the sun came out! 

Our day started with the Minister and the British Ambassador meeting Herbert and I at a hotel near to La 

Terminal where I was asked to give a short presentation to the Minister followed by a press briefing.  To 

our joy it was also arranged that the Procurator of the Nation, the Attorney General, join us.  This meant 

that we could make a direct appeal with the Minister to the Guatemalan Government for a series of 

initiatives that I hoped would help us work closer together for the benefit of children in Guatemala, 

particularly those on the streets. 

The briefing began with a short chat with the Minister where I was able to inform him of the current 

situation, the progress being made and some helpful statistics.  When the Attorney General arrived the 

Minister was able to speak like an expert on street children. 

I then gave a short speech (DOWNLOAD A COPY HERE) and presentation to the Minister, Ambassador and 

Attorney General and their respective teams before we discussed how we all work closer together on a 

more integrated child protection system.  The press were then invited into the hotel conference room to 

hear the press releases and to ask questions. 

http://skd.org.uk/images/blogs/director_blog/2014/Speech_to_Minister_of_State_.docx


We then left the hotel and drove across the road 

in convoy followed by a few cars of press and 

TV.  We drove past a group of street youths 

whilst I explained to the Minister the work we do 

on the streets and then finally we stopped in 

front of “El Hoyo” in La terminal. 

For those who are new to the blog you might not 

know of the importance of “El Hoyo” so please 

permit me to explain a little here.  “El Hoyo” is 

Spanish for “The Hole” and is an alleyway where 

I first started working with street kids back in 

1992.  It is the place where I learned so much 

from the 60 or so kids that used to live there.  It 

was also the place I met 13-year-old Ruben, a street boy who taught me so much about street life.  I only 

knew Ruben for a few weeks but we grew close and then he told me one night that there was no point 

helping him, as he would end up dead like all the other kids.  His prophetic utterance shocked me but it was 

that night he was killed by a security guard as he slept on the streets. 

Starting our street tour at El Hoyo was therefore very significant for me and those who come to visit the 

streets always start the tour there. 

We walked up the 5th Avenue and met 

La Abuela who told the Minister how 

we had helped her and her family and 

the Minister was keen to know why she 

kept going when all around was 

suffering, death and pain.  She told him 

right away that with her faith in Jesus it 

was not possible to keep going and that 

brought a smile to his face. 

As we moved up the 5th we were met 

by our friends Mirna and Carlos from 

Social Services who had gathered a few 

young people who live on the streets to 

meet the Minsiter and tell their story. 

Mauricio spoke of how we are helping 

him get off the streets and find a job and the Luis came up to shake the Minister´s hand after giving me a 

big hug.  Luis asked the Minister his name and we replied that he was called the Minister but Luis was 

having none of it as titles mean nothing to him and kept saying “but what is your name?”.  It was funny. 



The tour finished with one final stop in the 5th to meet some more people living in the streets and hand out 

some bottles of water before heading to the place where baby Duncan lives to say thank you and to 

present a plaque to the Minister and one to the British Ambassador. 

One more final TV and press 

opportunity and then the cavalcade of 

vehicles drove off and left us to talk 

with all those who had been very 

encouraged by the visit.  So many 

people said how impressed they were 

that such important people were 

willing to come and meet them and 

take an interest in their lives. 

I was pleased that no shots were fired, 

the sun came out and that the visit 

could lead to many more opportunities 

with the Guatemala Government to 

work with us and others on an 

integrated child protection system. 

So a week of good news at last! 
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Someone once told me that a good definition of sin is “love turned in on itself”.  Whether you are religious 

or not we all recognize evil in the world we live.  I quite like the above definition as it echoes what we have 

been learning about in church recently – take something good to its extreme and you have pain, hurt, loss, 

suffering and possibly death. 

Loving a child comes naturally to most of us but when love turns in on itself it becomes selfish and it is then 

all about meeting my own need to be loved however perverted that is.  

As I wandered the streets in la Terminal a few days ago I was made to think about this when Walter (a 

volunteer) and me came across a little girl sitting on the steps of a property.  Her name is Maribel (not the 

girl in the photo) and she is 8 years of age and I would like you to think about an 8-year-old child you know 

so you can capture in your mind the size of child I am talking about. 

Maribel was sitting on a step, which is also part of the short pavement that connects 

the small alleyway between the 5th and 6th Avenue.  Walter and I had walked through 

the archway of the open car park and out into the alleyway that takes you to La 

Terminal.  Maribel, dressed in typical Guatemalan costume and with her hair tied back 

to reveal a beautiful and innocent face, smiled when she saw us even though we had 

never met before.  The two little girls, aged about 3 and 5, were obviously her sisters 

and sat behind her holding her shoulders and stroking the baby Maribel had tied to 

her back in the traditional Guatemalan shawl. 

Bella, an 11-year-old girl ran over to greet me and jumped up for a hug before 

greeting Walter and asking us to help.  “How can we help”, I asked.  Bella explained that a taxi driver, who 

was just starting up his engine and driving off, had given Maribel a bottle of drink and a packet of 

biscuits.  There was no harm in that even though receiving gifts from unknown people does ring alarm 

bells.  Bella explained how the taxi driver had bought Maribel the drink and biscuits but had wanted sex in 

return! 

It was one of those moments when you had to check that what I heard was in fact what I heard and so Bella 

not only re-told me the story she also mimicked the actions the taxi driver used to explain what sex was.  I 

was glad he had driven away but I know the area well and know that this is sadly a daily occurrence. 

When I visited the Marco Antonio charity a week ago I was given some disturbing information.  Marco 

Antonio are the only charity working full-time in La Terminal and offering advice, medical attention and 

support to the 200 or so sex workers.  Karina, who works at Marco Antonio, told me that the youngest sex 

worker that had come in for treatment was just 9 years of age!  Can you believe it?  So young, so small, so 

vulnerable and so exploited. 

With the help of two volunteers, Serena and Walter, we are conducting a survey in La Terminal that we 

hope will give us a more accurate insight into the numbers of children living there and what help is 

needed.  In the meantime we try and focus on every child we meet and offer the support we can but time is 

pressing and the numbers of people in need are great. 

My dream is to have a team of four full-time street workers available on the streets every day and with this 

in mind we have applied once again to The Big Give for this December´s appeal.  In the meantime I would 

like to employ at least two workers so we can get started.  If anyone feels they would like to help with a 

monthly donation towards this appeal please do contact me for more information. 

Playing with Maribel and her siblings helped break the ice and they enjoyed one of our new story telling 

tools that included all of them in the stories.  In between stories I taught Maribel and her little sisters how 

important it was to say no thank you when offered things by strangers and then to move away from them 



as quickly as possible.  By the end of our time Maribel obviously had got the message and Walter and I 

hoped she would be safer now.  Since her mum worked nearby she had to look after the 3 young children 

and it was clear that she took on the responsibility with pride.  Tough being a mum of three when you are 

only 8! 

The week didn´t end well and I know so many of you have been hoping you would not hear this from me 

but both Brandon and Gerson are back on the streets. 

Gerson left the home we had found for him because he said he was bored and there was nothing to 

do.  Brandon said the same thing but both admitted the lure of solvents was very strong. 

I went to see Gerson and found him without 

solvents, trying to walk around without falling 

over.  He still shakes a lot and was complaining 

of being hungry and asked if we could we buy 

him some food.  It was clear that the smile he 

had on his face last week had quickly being 

replaced by the desperate look of despair.  I 

wish I could take him home and offer him the 

support he needs.  I wish I could do that for so 

many of the kids we meet on the streets. 

Brandon was another concern and had walked 

out of the home and then the following day he 

was reconsidering the decision he had 

taken.  He called me to ask if I could rent a room for him and much to his surprise I had to say no and that I 

had committed myself to helping him OFF the streets not to maintaining him ON the streets.  His phone call 

to me last night was to tell me he cared a lot about me and to thank me for being there for him.  He also 

told me that he had decided to start the process of leaving the streets all over again and that Mojoca, the 

organisation we support who runs a rehabilitation programme, had offered him a place to start 

again.  Starting again means attending the centre every day for two months and then he would be able to 

return to the refuge.  A small mountain to climb again for a very weak boy. 

I mention Mojoca as I had been to see their 

refuge for street boys aged from 17 years and 

was impressed by the concern the staff have for 

the boys despite the very limited resources 

available to them. 

On looking around the refuge it was clear that 

they are struggling with a lack of financial 

support.  The furniture, including the beds, 

looked like they had been rescued off the 

rubbish dump many years ago.  They were 

falling apart and not one of the beds was in a 

state you would say was fit for use.  The kitchen 

had some basic equipment but no gas for the 

cooker and no food to eat.  I felt helpless and so went back a couple of days later with a donation of some 

basic food supplies (thanks to Christchurch, Tunbridge Wells for their offering to help with things like 

this).  The answer is to find them longer-term support and to encourage them to look at the sustainability 

of their programme, as it is clear from the staff that has been laid off that donations are drying up. 



The one-day of fun and games was with the 

children at Go Guatemala.  Nestled in a valley 

on the outskirts of Guatemala City the Go 

Guatemala project runs an activity club for 

children from zone 18, one of the most 

notoriously violent zones in the city.  The 

children enjoy a day away from what normally 

goes on in their lives and can relax and just be 

children. 

I asked Jonathan and David´s mum, who was 

dropping the boys off at 9am, how her week 

had been.  She told me that it had been a fairly 

normal week.  When I asked her to think of 

one high and one low she said the high was 

when her husband had found work and the low was when the boys came home from school saying that one 

of the gangs had thrown a hand grenade into the school´s water tank.  The grenade had not be thrown 

from outside the school, one of the children had brought it in and decided to throw it into the water 

tank.  One staff member was injured and the children, once again, were afraid of going to school. 

Life in the UK seems like another world and with all the pain I see around me and I wonder how I manage to 

keep going at times.  I am reminded that love is patient, love is kind, love is pure and love protects. 

  



No. 45 

The word pride has two meanings.  On the one hand it can mean an inflated sense of one´s personal status 

and accomplishments. On the other hand it can mean the satisfaction of another person´s choices or 

actions.  Rather than go into the biblical meaning of the word, which can be seen as a vice, I would rather 

see its use here in this blog as a virtue - the satisfaction in the achievement of others.  Preamble over I can 

now begin to write my blog! 

I was overwhelmed with pride this week as I spent time with the 3 boys who are still studying at the AMG 

International School in Guatemala City.  I don´t feel pride about my part in this process as, to be honest, I 

have not spent much time with the boys.  I felt pride in their personal success. 

Sergio, Josué and Jony (photo) have stuck at their 

studies despite their own personal challenges, 

temptations and their far-from-perfect living 

conditions.  All 3 boys have come from a tough 

background and were helped to take the decision last 

year to study in school rather than hang out on the 

streets day and night. 

The lure of the streets for these boys is powerful and 

knowing their particular situation I can see why they 

would rather spend their lives on the streets than at 

home, and I use the word “home” in a very lose sense. 

I thought about where the boys used to hang out on 

the streets (La Terminal) and see so many more like 

them readily taking their place and so the challenge 

continues. 

Seeing them in school this week made me feel very proud of their personal victory over their circumstances 

and commitment to exploring and working towards a more positive future.  Knowing they had done so well 

recently led me and Frank to take them out for a treat. 

Without the support we receive from an amazing organization called AMG we would not be able to offer 

them the opportunity to study, as there are so few places where kids like this can go. 

This past week saw 8 people assassinated in La Terminal and two of our volunteers had to witness the 

crowd that gathered around the bodies like flies gather around a piece of rotting meat.  In one instance 3 

men were killed, in another four men in an alleyway and in the steps of a public toilet another was 

killed.  The press reported on the incidents by informing us of what we already knew - that all had been 

assassinated by “the angels”. 

For those who read this blog on a regular 

basis you will know that “the angels” refer to 

a group of men who are hired in La Terminal 

for approximately £25 to kill someone in cold 

blood.  We are known to the angels and I was 

once told that “the angels are watching over 

me” by one of the local businessmen.  A 

comforting thought! 

A small group of volunteers have been 

working hard in La Terminal over the last few 



weeks completing a census of those who live and work there.  We are hoping the results, due out next 

week, will help us focus our attention at those in most need.  The census will help us encourage the other 

organisations that work there to do so in a coordinated way and it may be that we can start to explore new 

areas of the city where more children at risk are trying to stay alive. 

The camera has been out a lot recently as little Jesus spent a couple of hours using it on the dump to show 

a little about his life.  Willie and Janet Reid, from Radio Christmas fame, will be sorting through the pictures 

and selecting 12 for the 2015 Radio Christmas calendar.  We will keep you posted about how you can get 

hold of a copy as soon as they are printed. 

Also, Serena (one of our 

amazing volunteers and seen 

here in the photo) and her 

boyfriend, Cesar, joined us in 

the La Terminal this week to 

take some professional 

photos.  I was amazed at how 

people responded to the 

camera lens.  Cesar and Serena 

want to use the photos for an 

exhibition that we hope we can 

take to the UK.  Moreover, we 

would love to be able to sell 

the photos in order to help 

make a difference to those 

who feature in them. 

  

  Other highlights from the last week and a half have been the following: 

* Provision of computers for 3 

schools and the Go Guatemala 

project.  We have linked up with 

a US organization that imports 

and refurbishes computers and 

then passes them on to projects 

that work with children at 

risk.  The computers only cost us 

£100 each and so 28 were bought 

and then donated to the projects 

we support. 

  

  

  

  

  

  



* Donation of bread for the Go Guatemala 

project.  I received a phone call on Friday night 

from a company that had “some bread” to give 

away and asked if I was interested.  Early on 

Saturday morning I drove over to the company 

and could not believe my eyes when I was 

shown a room full of bread and asked to take 

whatever I could carry!  I phoned Alex, who runs 

Go Guatemala, and he told me they had no 

bread to feed the kids breakfast.  So Walter and 

me filled the car full with loaves of bread and 

bread rolls and headed to Go Guatemala where 

the children ate their fill and all took home 2-3 

loaves of bread each. 

  

* Street work, which included an 

evening with a group of street youths 

who enjoyed our BBQ of corn from 

the farm.  Thanks to Herbert, Hector 

and Walter we were able to cook 

fresh corn for everyone and while the 

corn was cooking we organized games 

that offered prizes of drinks (more 

donations!) to the winners. Needless 

to say everyone won at least one drink 

and some walked happily off with 

5!  The saddest things we had to 

witness were seeing Brandon (photo) 

arriving looking like death warmed up 

and little Gerson throwing up all over 

the pavement.  Both boys are still very 

ill but continue to chose the streets 

despite knowing how ill they are and 

how dangerous street life is for them. 

  

* More photos! This time we 

commissioned a friend to take a ton of 

photos for the launch of the new 

mentoring programme for high-risk 

children and youth in September.  The 

amount of work I have to give to this 

project is immense but we know the 

rewards will be significant for both here in Guatemala and in the UK where we plan to launch to English 

version of the programme later this year. 

On Monday I drive down to Honduras for a week and will be visiting the AFE and Manuelito projects.  Your 

prayers for safe journeys are, as always, much appreciated. Thank you. 

  



No. 46 

I enjoyed seeing some of the photos that were sent to me from Woodside Junior School in Amersham 

where I used to help before moving here to Guatemala.  The year 6´s looked very happy to be finishing 

school for the summer and celebrated by signing each other´s white school shirts and I am sure some will 

keep those shirts for many years to come. 

Most of us remember the joy of the last day at school as we waited with great anticipation for the school 

bell to sound.  When it did we knew the summer holidays had arrived and the fun would begin. 

I was thinking about this the other day as I 

was sitting with the staff of the Manuelito 

Children’s Home in Honduras and hearing 

some of the stories of the 76 children who 

come to the school each day.  The school was 

originally built for the 40 children in the home 

but as the need of many local children became 

apparent the school opened its doors to those 

children in the community who were either 

not at school or could not go to school for a 

variety of reasons. 

The staff were telling me that as Friday 

approached the children from the community 

were getting restless, as they knew that two 

days without school would be difficult for them!  “Imagine how hard it will be in November”, said one of 

the staff, “when the children have to think about two and a half months without school”. 

As I listened I learned how some children came to the staff on the Friday and said they didn´t want to go 

home and could they sleep at the school or stay in the property.  Hearing some of the stories as to why 

these children did not want to go home breaks my heart and I wish there was more room for more children 

in the home, but for moment there is not and so all we can do is be there, support, report and help the 

children cope. 

The home has become a happy place to be for all these children and I love sitting and listening to the 

laughter, squeals and giggles as the children play.  The children in the home seem much more open to the 

children in the community than I thought they would be and openly share all they have with them. 

The three boys that two Street Kids Direct 

supporters help fund were very pleased to see 

me and excited to tell me that they now had a 

new house.  The last time I visited the boys 

they were living quite a distance from the 

home and walking two hours to get to school 

and two hours to return home every 

day.  They are very committed to their studies 

and work hard after school trying to earn 

money to buy food for their home. 

I decided to go to the local supermarket and 

buy them a few bags of food and drove round 

to their new home and found all three boys 

standing outside.  I wondered how they knew 



I was coming but then thought that not many cars drove down their little dirt road.  The thrill on their faces 

was a picture and they seemed more excited about the novelty of having a toothbrush each than the small 

packet of biscuits I had added to one of the bags of rice and beans. 

The three boys live with their mum who makes tortillas in order to pay the rent and buy some 

food.  Feeding three growing boys, for anyone who has boys will know, is not a challenge that a parent 

should take lightly!  Boys can consume enormous amounts of food and I know these boys, like all boys their 

age, enjoy eating.  Thanks to the support we receive from our kind sponsors they can now enjoy a hot meal 

in the home Monday to Friday.  The only things the boys now need are beds as they currently sleep on the 

floor.  I hope to fix this when I go next! 

My trip to Honduras was a lot of fun.  On this trip 

friends accompanied me from my church in 

Guatemala.  Josué and Sandy came with me to test 

out a feeling that maybe they were being called to 

work in the children´s home.  Josué brought his 

impressive camera and helped me by taking 

photos of the children in the home and at AFE for 

the Christmas calendar and possible Christmas 

cards.  It seemed funny putting a red hat on a child 

in August and asking them to smile at the camera, 

but we do need to get things prepared for Radio 

Christmas over the next few weeks. 

Little Duncan was thrilled to see me and was overjoyed to receive the gift sent by the drummer in my 

church – a set of drumsticks.  Duncan never stops drumming and I thought it was about time he was given 

the chance to start learning how to drum and so the sticks were immediately put into use.  After Josué for 

showed him some basic drumming techniques he was off and then was never seen without them the whole 

time I was there.  He is growing up fast and is now much taller than his older (by one year) brother. 

Our day in the AFE School involved a rather long 

meeting about finances, plans and ideas for 

next year and Radio Christmas.  The rest of the 

time was spent showing Josue and Sandy 

around the school, handing out photos and then 

taking them up to the rubbish dump where we 

found a 12-year-old boy who seemed desperate 

to have his photo taken and then play football 

with me.  I only played football with him, and I 

am not that good at football, for a few minutes 

but he was so grateful and asked if I was coming 

back the following day.  Sadly not but I did 

wonder who else he could play football with as those few minutes seemed to last a long time for him and 

took his mind off the rubbish.  

As we drove down from the rubbish dump I thought about all those we had seen enjoying themselves in 

AFE and the children in the Manuelito home and school.  The lives of these children have been 

fundamentally changed through the love of those around them and all made possible by your donations 

and prayers. 

Thank you and best wishes to the old Year 6 at Woodside! 

 



No. 47 

Returning to Guatemala last week was like coming home after a long holiday but I had only been away a 

week.  My week in Honduras seemed to last forever and it was one of the trips to Honduras I enjoyed the 

most. 

Being back in Guatemala City meant I had internet again and so was able to try and catch up on the ton of 

emails and one, from my friend Herbert, made me stop and think. 

Herbert and I have been doing some study 

recently, in between everything else, in order 

to complete the manual I have been writing for 

street workers.  The information that Herbert 

sent me was a government statistic about the 

numbers of young people suffering from the 

increase in violence here.  Between January 

and the beginning of August nearly 1,500 

young people have been assassinated in 

Guatemala, most in Guatemala City.  We know 

that fewer than 10% of all murder cases are 

successfully prosecuted and so what hope do 

young people have in this country? 

We continue to dream of a centre for young people, a place (or places) where young people can come and 

enjoy being young, enjoy music, enjoy having fun, enjoy being together and enjoy belonging.  Our dream is 

going to cost a lot of money as land and property is not cheap and our search for the right place 

continues.  At the same time we have to have faith for one mega sum of money, we are talking about 

$500,000, coming in to buy a warehouse and begin turning it into somewhere children and young people 

will find a place to belong. 

Last week we continued our new programme of 

evening street work using Sarah´s bus as our 

focal point and inviting young people living on 

the streets to come and enjoy a couple of hours 

of deserved attention. 

Our new team is growing and last week we had 8 

volunteers and workers helping us.   The number 

of people interested in wanting to volunteer in 

the evening is increasing and this has made us 

ensure we have everything in place for them, 

hence the writing of the manual. 

On one of our visits last week Gerson came to 

the bus and was keen to come inside but not so keen to leave behind his solvent.  After a little persuasion 

he hid his solvent and came in to play some games and try and win a prize.  Eventually, after about half an 

hour, he left and asked me to go with him round the corner where he hides his personal things.  Under a 

drain cover was an envelope with a couple of photos in.  He gave the envelope to me and asked me to keep 

it safe so that he could one day look at his photos, as the ones I had always given him are now all lost. 



Our short walk together gave me time to ask how 

he was doing and for him to tell me he needed a 

bandage for his arm, as it was hurting after a fall he 

had earlier that day.  On returning to the bus I took 

out some cream that would relieve the pain in his 

arm and bandaged it up.  As always, Gerson laps up 

the personalized attention and after finishing the 

bandage he did something he has never done 

before – he gave me a long and hard hug.  Normally 

Gerson enjoys hitting me whilst telling me that he 

dislikes me and that I don´t care for him.  A little 

progress made? 

Whilst I had his attention we began to talk about his strengths and talents to which he responded with total 

silence and then with the words “I don´t have any”.  I so wished I had a place to take him for a day to show 

him that he has value, that he has talents and strengths and that focusing on those could be the beginning 

of a new way of thinking for him that might even lead to him wanting to leave the streets. 

There are so many like Gerson who we met last week and all have such low, or non-existent, self-esteem.  I 

think of Maria Jose who we met in La Terminal and who looked about 7 months pregnant.  I asked her 

when the baby was due as I hadn´t seen her in about a month, and she replied in all honesty saying that she 

was not pregnant.  Dear Maria, she is so lost, so alone and goes through life without really understanding 

what is going on at times. 

I suggested she needed to go to the clinic we work with and the following day one of volunteers went with 

her and to her surprise she was pregnant!  Just another situation now to deal with and another at-risk child 

on the way! 

The week finished with me, Frank and Serena (a 

UK volunteer) visiting the dump in La Terminal to 

hand out photos that Serena and her boyfriend 

had taken a couple of weeks ago.  The idea of 

having some professional photos taken came 

from Serena and her boyfriend Cesar who are 

keen to maybe sell some of them to help us 

continue to provide services to those in the 

dump and those on the streets.  More 

information about how to get hold of the photos 

will be available soon on the website. 

As we left La Terminal I saw Wilber sifting 

through a pile of charcoal and looking like he 

had just come off a 12-hour shift down a mine.  The 13-year-old is putting is health at risk working like this 

and I have promised to take him home one day after work and to meet his uncle and aunt who are “caring” 

for him.  Hopefully I can do this during the week before Steve Poulson and his team arrive from Amersham 

on Friday. 

A busy week ahead! 

  



No. 48 

I am sitting in Pastor Jeony´s house waiting for 

everyone to wake up and then for us to have 

breakfast and head to the AFE School with 

Steve, Robyn, Ally and Jeony who are visiting 

from Amersham, UK. 

Visiting the AFE project is, as ever, a humbling 

experience and this week we have planned a 

ton of games and activities for the children, 

which we hope will help them enjoying being 

children rather than having to be forced to grow 

up too early into a scary and painful adult 

world.  I have seen so much of that over the last 

couple of weeks in Guatemala and, at times, as I 

read the blog from the Amersham team I wondered if their week was actually the same as mine! 

The focus of this blog will be upon a couple of communities in La Terminal, both of whom I love spending 

time with and appreciate how they are so grateful for the most simplest of things. 

Wandering up the street that leads to the small rubbish dump that is situated in one of the corners of La 

Terminal in Guatemala City, I have to pass by 20 or so workers who are sitting on the street sifting through 

piles of charcoal and placing it in bags depending on the size of the piece of charcoal.  It seems good money 

to those working there but one look at their stained faces and the way the charcoal seems to invade every 

pore of their body leaves me wondering what state their lungs are in. 

12-year-old Wilman is now working here and trying to earn some money to support his family.  His older 

brother works but is earning a very low wage whilst his mum works up the road in the rubbish dump 

collecting paper, plastic and tin to recycle.  Three years ago Wilman´s little sister died and it is a subject that 

seems to come up frequently with him whenever time seems to stand still and he has the chance to reflect 

on his life.  Wilman´s father was killed many years ago and so he works hard, 7 days a week, sifting through 

charcoal in order to help support his family and younger brothers at school. 

Frank and I offer to meet Wilman after work one 

day and go with him to his home on the outskirts of 

Guatemala City so that we can discuss with him the 

option of returning to study in school rather than 

chose this high-risk occupation. 

Wilman was sitting in his usual place when we 

arrived to take him home and he had asked to 

leave work early so that we could arrive in Santa 

Fas in time to see his brothers come home from 

school and see his home while there was still 

light.  It was a journey of about an hour in the car 

to the opposite side of the city and out on the 

farthest limb of a fastly growing slum. 

I have worked in Santa Fas for many years and remember the first time I came here in 1993 to work with a 

small group of boys who lived on the streets and sniffed glue and begged around the bus station for 

food.  All had grown up in this community and all had run away from abusive and dysfunctional homes. 



On our arrival we parked right in front of a street vendor who offered to “watch” our car and make sure it 

was still there when we returned!  As we made our way down the paths that lead to Wilman´s house we 

met a small group of children who attend the Go Guatemala centre on Saturday and they were keen to 

accompany us down the steep slope where a hundred or so homes cling to the mountainside and where 

the smell of the city´s water and sewage invades the nostrils until you just get used to the smell. 

Wilman was proud to show us his home and one I 

knew well as we had spent a couple of days here 

many years ago helping put a new roof on it and 

helping sure up the structure from slipping down 

into the river below.  It is obvious that when it 

rains the water from the homes above just pour 

down onto his house and slowly the floor of the 

house becomes a river.  “That is why”, Wilman 

explains, “everything has to be on blocks and off 

the ground”.  

Living here is not easy and when we see the 

outside toilet and washing area it is right next to 

the open sewer and the pungent smell of sewage 

is something he tells me they have got used to and so they don´t smell it anymore. 

I sit down with Wilman and ask him about how happy he feels with his life.  The question rather takes him 

by surprise as I don´t think he has ever had the opportunity to consider how he actually feels about his life 

and what he would like to achieve for himself.  Everything has relevance to the needs of his little brothers 

and to provide food for the family.  I can see he is going in his mind to a place he seldom ventures but one I 

perceive he would certainly like to explore. 

A piece of paper is found and Frank produces a pen 

for me as I draw out a small road map of where I 

see his life at the moment.  I ask Wilman to think 

of what his biggest dream is.  He struggles to find 

an answer and just replies to help provide for his 

family.  I give him some examples of the things I 

wanted to do when I was a child and my dreams of 

a happier future where I promised myself never to 

be hungry again.  My life reflections help Wilman 

explore some ideas before finally saying he would 

like to have a house far from the slum where his mum and brothers can live without fear and without being 

hungry all the time. 

Our life road map takes on a new dimension as we draw out where his life would like to go and asking him 

if working in the charcoal will help him reach his goal. He shakes his head and says “no way” and realises 

that he will never reach his goal and maybe wondered why I even opened his mind to the idea of a brighter 

future.  The key, I explain, is education and that if could return to school and study he would be on the right 

track to get a job that pays significantly more, is much healthier for him and one that he actually 

enjoys.  Education is always the key and offers us choices we would not have had before. 

A few days later I take Wilman to the AMG School in the city where our office is now and show him 

around.  We are working closely with AMG to help them in the “at-risk” programme and they in turn have 

generously offered us a free office.  The AMG School is like a regular school but the school day is much 

longer, the level of care and support is much greater, free hot lunches are provided everyday and the social 

workers visit the children in their homes to offer a much wider support structure. 



The classroom we help support, and thanks again to all your donations as they help provide funds to run 

this classroom, is for 5 boys who are very much at the end of the high-risk scale and have been in the 

process of becoming street children.  Wilman will be offered a place in this classroom and enters with fear 

but is welcomed by the other boys who talk about football and what is for lunch.  I leave Wilman there for a 

while and meet with the person responsible for this programme and the social worker to discuss one of the 

other boys who is already staring to sleep on the streets. 

When I return to Guatemala I am hoping Wilman will be able to start school even though the school year is 

coming to a close in 2 months but having him there will be preferred to his life in the charcoal 

factory.  Some thought will need to be given to what we can offer the family in terms of weekly food 

parcels to replace the lost income and the daily bus fare for Wilman to get to school and back every day. 

Back to my journey towards to rubbish dump in La Terminal!  When I do make it up the street past the 

charcoal factory I am welcomed by a couple of children who hold my hand and take me into the 

dump.  Other children are busy sifting through the rubbish and Doña Olivia comes over with her 2 boys to 

ask how the calendar is coming on.  You might remember that her youngest son was given a camera one 

day and asked to take photos of his life in the rubbish dump with the plan to use some of the photos to 

make a calendar, which we would sell this year in Radio Christmas.  The monies raised will go to help pay 

off the rest of the land that Doña Olivia had started to buy so that they could build their own home. 

The day after I visit the dump I am informed that one of the girls who work there and sleeps in the dump is 

in great distress as her little baby died overnight of heart complications.  Because Karla grew up in the 

dump and on the streets she learned to sniff solvents to help numb the pain of getting through each day 

and the effect of sniffing solvents while her daughter was developing in her womb led to complications and 

finally to the death of this little girl. 

I was asked to help with the funeral costs as Karla has no resources of her own and some have offered to 

help but it is not enough to cover the costs of the most basic of funerals.  So while the team prepare for the 

afternoon and evening on the streets I head to the funeral director´s and am invited into a world I have 

never experienced before. 

Doña Judith runs a small consortium of funeral directors 

that offer the most basic of funeral services for those who 

can´t afford anything.  She shows me around her office 

and explains the process they go through when bodies are 

brought in from the city morgue across the road.  Her 

appeal for funds to help finish the small room she is 

building to prepare bodies for burial is made all the more 

urgent when I see a dark room with a metal slab in the 

middle and nothing more.  The most basic of services are 

offered but they do need some equipment and money to 

finish off the preparation room.  If anyone knows of a 

funeral director´s in the UK or USA that would be interested in partnering with this project please do get in 

touch. 

I explain to Doña Judith that we support street and high-risk children and then she told me that 7 out of 

every 8 bodies that come into her parlour every week are children and young people.  Almost all are from 

areas of conflict or brought in from the streets.  She seems desperate to try and help these families who 

have nothing to offer their loved ones after death and there are some for whom no families are present. 



I travel back to La Terminal with my basket of flowers 

to meet up with Karla and her friends who are holding 

a wake in the dump for the little girl.  As I approached 

the dump I could see that space had been made in 

the banana stall for the tiny coffin to be placed for all 

to grieve.  Children were standing around the coffin 

and opening the lid now and again to look at the face 

of the deceased child and then bursting into tears. 

Karla tried to smile at seeing me and is grateful for my 

presence and the flowers.  No one else has arrived yet 

from any of the other projects who work here but I 

am sure they are on their way.  Karla becomes 

increasingly agitated as the funeral car, which looks like it has seen better days, arrives.  All of a sudden 

Karla collapses in front of the coffin, knocking over the flowers and almost crushing a small child who is 

standing by her.  We manage to bring her into a more open space and ensure she is breathing and is 

allowed time and space to grieve. 

 

Following the funeral car and two pickups full of 

workers from the dump I arrived at the cemetery 

and the distressing process of entombing the child 

begins while cemetery workers ask for mourners to 

buy flowers, water, photos and a plaque that they 

promise will remain on the tomb for the next 6 

years.  After that time the family has to pay again 

for the rent of the tomb or the remains are 

removed and deposited in the city well that has 

been dug to dispose of bodies that are recorded as 

XXX or where the family can´t afford a funeral. 

It was a tough morning and I feel exhausted and rather drained as people look to me for strength and 

comfort.  I don´t feel like I have much more to give but make my way back to the centre of town to meet 

the team from Amersham and to work on the streets with them.  It is going to be a rather long day! 

 

 

  



No 49.  

I realise that my blog was rather long and so will try and keep this one text light and photo heavy! 

I was listening to a guy called Javier today talk about his life before he became a Christian and how, at the 

age of 9, his mum told him that he had to make the decision to stay with his dad or leave the house with 

her.  It was certainly a moving and impacting story of how his decision to stay with his dad led him down a 

very dark road indeed.  Life for this 9-year-old growing up in Guatemala City was one tough experience. 

His story took me back to an event the 

other week at AMG.  The three boys 

we have been working closely with 

and trying to keep off the streets are 

now studying, albeit off and on, at the 

AMG School.  I suppose there we see 

a glimmer or success and can only 

hope for greater things to come for 

these boys than an early death on the 

streets. 

As Central America prepares itself for 

Monday´s Independence celebrations 

(193 years free from Spain) the 

nations schools have been taking to 

the streets to celebrate and despite 

the fun of watching hundreds of kids marching up and down the roads it is rather annoying if you are the 

car that arrived just too late and now has to sit for an hour or so as the processions pass. 

The three boys we support and the other two boys in their special class at AMG participated in the 

celebrations and decorated their float and dressed up as Old Testament characters.  It was obvious they 

were having a ton of fun just being children.  I look at these boys and wonder what they have to face each 

day, what it takes for them to get to school everyday and what they will say one day about what their life 

was like growing up in Guatemala City. 

The challenge for me personally is not 

to rush to the aid of these boys every 

day and rent a house where they 

could live and where I could take care 

of them.  The other two boys in the 

class are also in need of a place to 

belong and one of them is desperate 

to just have someone he can call mum 

or dad.  If I am honest, I wish I knew 

how to handle the desire to give 

everything up and have a home for 

them.  And then I think of Brandon 

and Gerson and so many others who 

just need a family.  It is funny but also 

sad that Brandon, who turns 18 on 

Sunday, still calls me throughout the 

week, usually just before he sleeps on the streets to say hi, to tell me he cares for me and that he will call 



me another day.  Funny that he calls me to tell me he will call me another day but sad that I think he does 

so just to know that someone out there is thinking about him and maybe his life has some sort of meaning. 

The team here is growing and Herbert 

(photo) and I continue to be amazed 

how things are working out for the 

local charity here, called Mi Arca.  We 

have been offered the funding to 

employ someone full-time with Mi 

Arca to help with the growing admin 

and then were offered a full-time 

salary for our first street worker for 

the next 3 years!  Yes, the last two 

weeks have been busy! 

My plan was to be able to employ 

someone to work with me on the 

websites, help make some videos and 

help with the production of a ton of 

materials we need to get into print, such as manuals, information packs for volunteers and the mentoring 

materials.  Then an incredible thing happened!  Josué Moran, whose fiancé Sandy has just joined us to help 

with the admin and volunteers on the streets, asked if he could work with me full-time doing just what I 

have outlined.  Josué was heading up the TV department in the church and is young and skilled at a ton of 

things. 

To cut a long story short I asked him to come and join me and so he gave in his notice whilst I prayed for 

the funds needed to support him for the next year.  Then we had a visitor come on the streets with us and 

met Josué and asked what our needs were.  I said that in three days Josué would be working with us in 

three days and that we were in need of funds.  So our angelic visitor wrote us out a cheque for Josue´s 

salary for the whole year!  Then two friends in the UK offered funding to buy him the computer and other 

things he needed for his new work with us.  It´s been a bit of a roller-coaster time. 

The street work has had to be limited over the last couple of weeks as we re-grouped and finished the 

street worker´s manual and we are now working on an introductory training session and a full training 

programme for the new staff and increasing numbers of volunteers who want to work on the streets. 

We did manage a couple of trips out 

on the streets.  The first trip was with 

Sarah´s bus and included a 30min film 

of a puppet that talked about his life 

on the streets.  I think you needed to 

be there as it was very funny and the 

impact came when the puppet talked 

about his abuse and how he managed 

to leave the streets, which resulted in 

some of the young people in the bus 

being reduced to tears.  We also 

managed to finish the evening with 

my Bucket Challenge and the young 

people just loved the idea of chucking 

cold water over me.  One of the guys 



came over and gave me his coat as he said I would get ill going home in a wet t-shirt. 

The second evening was a fun time with one of the groups we work with and included a hilarious game of 

Twister.  The guys put away their solvents for a short while and participated in the game and could see how 

much fun life could be when solvents are not the primary focus. 

As we were playing a car with heavily 

darkened windows pulled up in front 

of the group and one of the guys 

shouted “everyone hit the floor” and 

two of them ran for cover behind 

me!  The car then pulled away 

without incident but the guys on the 

streets were convinced that it was 

another person with a gun looking for 

someone.  My goodness, how fragile 

their lives are and the event showed 

me just how on edge they live every 

day.  This week I am looking forward 

to spending more time with them and 

will try and bring some hope again to 

their lives. 

  



No. 50 

 

It does not seem that often that I have time 

these days to just sit back and relax and think 

about all those things we all take for 

granted.  That was until I went to the 

Manuelito home in Honduras just over a week 

ago. 

The hot sunny afternoon meant that most of 

the children were outside playing and that was 

when I saw a small group of them pointing to 

something in the sky and laughing.  As I 

approached and sat down with them I realized 

they were simply enjoying our amazing world and looking for shapes in the clouds that represented animals 

or other things. 

Life, at that moment, seemed to slow right down and make you just enjoy both the moment and the 

simplicity of the moment.  It was a rewarding experience. 

I need to be reminded to look up.  Often I am so focused on that is whizzing around in my world that I 

forget to stop, look up, wonder and enjoy.  It seemed a timely reminder for me and even though many 

readers will not be of any faith I suppose I saw something of God in that moment that helped me 

remember to look up and recognize what he is doing. 

The few days before my trip down to Honduras with visitor from the UK, Alex Soden, I had been busy trying 

- yet again - to encourage the Guatemalan Government to take seriously the development of an integrated 

child protection system.  Sadly, despite meetings with the very highest officials and with the constant help 

and support of the British Embassy, we have found ourselves at a dead-end.  It seems as though those who 

are employed to protect children are more interested in protecting their own political careers than actually 

helping keep children safe!  When I return to Guatemala in the New Year I will have to give some serious 

thought about how a voluntary scheme can be introduced alongside a version of the UKs CHILDLINE 

organization to help support children and those who work with them. 

Anyway, back to my time at the Manuelito 

home.  As I arrived I knew that there were lots 

of children expecting me and some children 

expecting birthday presents! The main reasons 

for this last visit was to say a huge goodbye to 

everyone at the home and school as I am 

preparing to return to the UK in 2 weeks and 

would not be returning to Honduras until the 

first week of February, and to celebrate the 

15th anniversary of the home. 

I remember the first day Matt Levett and I 

visited Honduras in order to partner with a 

children´s home for street and high-risk 

children.  When we drove to what is now the Manuelito home it was just a large area of overgrown 

land.  Now, as you can see from the most recent photo, the development of the home now includes a 



school, small farm, dorms for boys and girls, a dining room and computer lab.  The newest development is 

the construction of a school to replace the over-crowded one currently in use. 

Looking back on the last 15 years was very emotional for all of us and recognition certificates were given to 

those who had made a significant and special impact to the home over the years.  I collected one on behalf 

of all the Street Kids Direct and Radio Christmas supporters and so this offers me the opportunity to once 

again thank you all for your incredible support over the years to our work in Central America. 

The arrival of a huge birthday cake brought a smile to all and as little Maria was invited, as the youngest in 

the home, to cut the cake we thanked God for all we have seen of his protection and provision for the 

home. 

After a couple of days at the home Alex and me took a day out to visit the AFE School and the Mi Experanza 

projects.  Mi Esperanza is a new project we have decided to link with eventhough we are not looking to 

financially support it we would like to encourage all our visitors to pop in and see what they do and 

promote their project with those looking to come out and serve for short-term group trips. 

The AFE School was gearing up for the end of term in November and was working hard at trying to finish 

the new building in time for the summer break in December.  Alex and I were called upon to push 

numerous children on swings and on the roundabout and then we headed for more business meetings to 

help plan funding needs for the New Year and what we could focus on for Radio Christmas this year. 

AFE are looking to expand and one of 

the places they are considering 

developing a new outreach centre is 

Guatemala!  Three of the AFE team 

returned to Guatemala with me last 

week and spent 4 days here in 

Guatemala with me exploring the 

possibility of a centre for the many 

children in one of the city rubbish 

dumps. 

Jeony, Adam and German, from AFE, 

were quick to pick up the need for a 

centre and also the desperate need 

for a protection home and home for 

those children wanting to leave the 

streets.  There is now no home that is prepared to offer the specialist support children who have come 

from the streets need.  All those organisations that used to offer a refuge to street children are now not 

operating here and their homes are closed, sold off and their occupants have returned to the streets.  It is 

all so sad. 

On Friday evening we went to the streets together and talked with one group of street youths who were 

very pleased to see us.  One boy, Gerson, was actually happy and gave me a hug and asked me to do some 

tricks for him.  I love watching him laugh as I know those moments are few and far between.  I then 



explained that in 2 weeks I was returning to the UK 

for 3 months to setup and run Radio Christmas.  All 

but Gerson understood and told me they would miss 

me, whereas Gerson just withdrew into himself, 

isolated himself from the group and refused to talk 

with me.  I suppose dealing with loss is hard for him 

but at least we start the first of our monthly 

meetings this week for new street 

volunteers.  Hopefully the new team will be able to 

offer him the support he needs. 

And finally, as many of you know we run a small 

farm her in Guatemala thanks to the investment of 

Exagris UK.  The farm is a couple of hours drive from the capital and is run by my friend Herbert, who also 

runs the Mi Arca organization. 

Our crop of tomatoes is going really well and we have been able to make donations to various 

organisations.  Good to be able to be on the donating end for a change! 


