
No 51. 

Well, it´s been a while since we were together!  My last blog was in October 2014 and so there is a lot to 

catch up with and a valid reason why I have struggled to find the time to update you - Radio Christmas! 

Just before I left Guatemala, we 

received the incredibly sad news that 

Claudia had died on the streets.  Her 

life on the streets started from the 

age of 12 and she quickly adapted to 

street life, which included abusing 

solvents.  We had worked with 

Claudia on many occasions and I 

remember the day I was with her 

when she could not stop herself 

laughing at the faces, she could make 

me pull just by tugging at my 

face!  Not too painful but it made her 

laugh and for a short while she was 

happy and enjoying life. 

Burying Claudia was as traumatic as they get with her mother fainting twice and street youths in tears while 

calling out for someone to help them in their fight to leave the streets.  It was not how I had expected to 

finish my two years in Guatemala but the reality of every death not only hits us hard but also challenges us 

to try and put in more effort to reach as many as we can before they die. 

  

Radio Christmas 

I had to return to the UK in late 

October in order to promote, setup 

and run our charity radio 

station.  The Radio Christmas 

station runs from the 1st to the 

25th every other year and is our 

biggest fundraising event. 

Travelling around to schools, churches 

and other groups interested in the 

station was great fun but tiring. At the 

same time we had to transform Alexis 

Curson´s house in Amersham into a 

fully functioning radio station.  The 

hours were long and I can´t begin to 

list the incredible team of volunteers 

who helped get us on the air, train and prepare all the volunteers (700 in all) and produce a varied 

programme schedule that ran from 6am to midnight every day. 

Thank you again to all those who helped make Radio Christmas a tremendous success and raise £22,000 for 

the projects in Guatemala and Honduras. 

  

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


Returning Home! 

In January I returned to Guatemala and was determined not to work the same routine as I had the previous 

two years but to try and spend more time in study and writing.  There are many aspects of the work here 

that demand my time but I feel I need to be focused on what is more effective rather than run to help every 

project that requests my attention. 

The new mentoring programme is ready to launch as soon as I finish writing the training course and 

modules.  Then we can begin to recruit mentors for the children and young people we work with.  We know 

that the impact this will have with the mentees is great and we dream that this will grow into something 

much larger than just us.  We are now having other organisations begin to request the training course and 

sign up for the manuals and other materials, which is great. 

  

 

Happy Birthday Jony! 

I was invited last week to the AMG 

School in Guatemala City where Jony 

and his 3 brothers and little sister 

were celebrating Jony´s birthday with 

a cake, candles and the usual fizzy 

drink. 

For those who have not yet seen the 

video that was made for Radio 

Christmas about the 3 older boys, it is 

worth watching now and sharing with 

your friends.  The oldest boy says that 

change happens when you realise that 

people believe in you.  Watch here. 

I don´t think I have ever been hugged so much when I turned up to see the boys as they seemed overjoyed 

by my return and keen to hold into me and tell me they had missed me. 

They are not perfect by any standards and still struggle to get out of bed and head to school each day but at 

least they are not spending ever day on the streets, abusing solvents and heading towards a future filled 

with violence, abuse, pain, rejection and loss.  There is a real sense of hope when I speak with them and I 

am very proud of all they have achieved. 

  

Back on the streets. 

My return to the streets was not easy but, as always, it is rewarding and mixed with both sadness and joy. 

The family we had been helping over the last few years have been moving towards what we had hoped for 

them and had started to realise the benefits of having their 5 children in school and nursery as opposed to 

being on the streets. 



One boy who was keen to see me was 

Gerson and he kept telling me that he 

had been waiting for too long to see 

me and asked me what had I brought 

him from the UK.  My reply was my 

love and a hug, which made him 

smile. 

Emily Williams, from Amersham, has 

been visiting this week and was able 

to join me on the streets with the Mi 

Arca street team. She saw for herself 

the state that Gerson was in and 

when he asked to play Uno I was 

saddened to watch him struggle to 

distinguish the colours of the cards.  It 

seems that the abuse of solvents and possibly other drugs has affected his sight quite considerably.  My 

goodness, how hard it is to watch a young life just waste away like this. 

After playing Uno with Gerson and Emily a lady sidled up to me and started crying.  Lorena must be in her 

early 30s and was clearly under the influence of drugs but still wanted me to hear her story.  Her father 

raped her when she was 7 and then forced to work in the Terminal as a girl prostitute that left her scared 

for life.  She has a 22-year-old daughter, which must have been a traumatic awakening to adult life at such 

a tender age. 

The Mi Arca street team will soon 

grow to 4 full-time workers as the 

adverts go out this week for a social 

worker and 2 teachers.  The new team 

will need training and orientation and 

will be joined by about 12 

volunteers.  Last week Herbert and I 

led the first training evening for our 

volunteers and the training schedule 

will continue each month as we seek 

to improve the effectiveness of our 

work in the city. 

I am hoping that in my next blog I can 

update you about our plans for this 

year and give you some idea of where 

we feel we should be heading with the Mi Arca project in Guatemala and our support of the other projects 

we fund in Guatemala and Honduras. 

Thanks everyone for your support, love, messages of encouragement and prayers. 

  

http://emilysgapadventure.blogspot.com/


No 52. 

So Walter has been telling me this 

week about his plans to replace me 

here one day!  He was saying that 

when I get too weak to work on the 

streets then he would be around to 

help the kids.  Such a comforting 

conversation!  Walter has been 

through the old children´s home we 

had back in 1995 and said they were 

the best days of his life.  And having 

seen Herbert and me working on the 

streets he had always wanted to do 

this work and now his dream has 

become a reality, even though his 

timing to take over won´t be realised 

just yet. 

Being back into the rhythm of street work has not been as easy as it was last year, due to the fact that my 

work pattern has changed quite dramatically.  I knew I could not return to Guatemala and continue to 

punishing schedule as before and remain sane and healthy.  Having trained a small team to work on the 

streets my role needs to move away from being on the streets every day and into more strategic planning 

and working. 

The manual for street workers was finished last year and I am pleased with the finished training 

programme for street workers and volunteers.  Lots of great policies and procedures are now in place to 

encourage the growing number of local volunteers to engage with our work and serve in varied capacities. 

One of the things we have been developing here recently is the expansion of the street work.  This will 

include continuing the census we started 2 years ago and working in new areas of the city.  One of the new 

areas is with a group of high-risk kids in zone 8.  Not a new group to me as Brenda and I worked with this 

community many years ago, but due to changes in the demographic we decided to take a break and focus 

on other more needy areas. 

Having returned to see this group we 

have been welcomed with arms open 

wide and have started to define those 

children and young people most at 

risk using the tools we have 

developed with the street manual.  I 

know, all to well, how hard it is to 

raise the funds and how we want 

every donation to make an impact 

with the most needy, most vulnerable 

and most at-risk children in 

Guatemala.  So we have to remain 

focused and target our help at those 

we know will benefit most. 

The small group of about 25 children 

and young people in zone 8 are all from parents who work near or in La Terminal.  Almost exclusively the 



community has come from the countryside and moved to the city many years ago to escape the 

conflict.  The children are now city kids and have a strong connection to the streets.  The good news is that 

most go to school but don´t have the support and encouragement they need to keep up with 

homework.  Our aim with this group is to identify the kids at most risk and then see how we can integrate 

them into the new mentoring programme.  

We have begun to visit the group every week in the early evening and provide a range of fun activities and 

games to break the ice and get to know each other.  Last week´s activity was a great hit was we turned up 

with the bus and used it as our base for the exploration of the importance of our name.  Not only were we 

able to get to know all their names but also the kids enjoyed making name badges for themselves (thanks 

to Kathryn and Jack for supply the materials). 

Our visits to the streets will increase over the next few months as two new workers come and join the 

team.  Thanks to those who helped with last year´s Big Give appeal as the new team will be as a result of 

those funds being raised. 

Spending time with the community 

who live in La Quinta left us all 

exhausted as the emotional drain 

can´t be underestimated.  We came 

across Gerson again and feel so 

powerless to help him on his 

destructive path.  His sight is not good 

now and he seems to remain in a 

semi-comatosed state all the time. 

We did manage to listen to how 

everyone was feeling, given the recent 

killings in La Terminal and those young 

homeless people who have been 

arrested and sent to prison for dealing 

in drugs.  The police came along in 

force while we were there to search the bags and sacks but found only small amounts of solvent on those 

we were talking with and so moved on. 

  

Go Guatemala is a refreshing break in my week 

and sadly I don´t have the time now to being 

with them every Saturday and can´t always stay 

more than a couple of hours but I know that we 

have helped build a stronger team and structure 

there. 

Out came the badge machine again and it is 

always rewarding seeing how these kids can 

enjoy one special day in their week.  Since almost 

all of the kids come from areas of conflict in zone 

6 and zone 18, two of the most violent zones in 

Guatemala City, their respite from what they 

have to live with everyday is welcome and 

transforms them again into children who just enjoy being children. 



There have been four killings near where we meet 

over the last couple of weeks and the gangs have 

started to operate in the area that used to be a 

much safer environment for the children.  The 

pastor, who runs Go Guatemala, Alex, told me how 

his mum had to close her secondhand clothing 

business this week due to extortion from the 

gangs.  And she only lives one block away from 

where we meet! 

On a much happier note, and on this I will finish for 

this week, I wanted you to SEE the difference YOUR 

support is making in the lives of children. 

Walter and I were invited this last week to a special party at the nursery that is located in the heart of La 

Terminal.  We have linked with this nursery over the last couple of years as they provide an excellent 

quality of care for about 120 children who grow up in La Terminal.  Some will never leave this area as they 

grow up here, go to school here, work here, settle here, have families here and then die here.  Some have 

never seen the sea or the countryside and so their worldview is very limited indeed. 

The before and after shots are brought together to give you a wonderful view of what happens when you 

make a donation.  It actually makes a difference and little Daniel is just one of the kids at the nursery who is 

now benefitting from your support.  The first photo is of how Daniel used to spend his time on the streets 

and the next photo is of Daniel with Walter at the 

nursery. 

Walter and I bought the piñatas and cakes and 

celebrated with the kids and staff.  It was Valentines 

Day and so we just enjoyed showing them love and 

having fun together.  You can´t eat cake as a kid 

without it all getting over your face! 

Thanks everyone for your support. 

 

 

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



No. 53 

Exhilaration means “the state of being stimulated, refreshed, or elated” and this is certainly what I am 

feeling right at this moment.  OK, it is rather late to be sitting at the computer but my mind is buzzing and I 

need to write something of what has transpired over the last few hours before I head to bed tonight, and 

its about time I updated you about what is happening out here in Guatemala.  Maybe the full update might 

have to follow tomorrow. 

Each day here brings a total mixture of joy, disappointment and surprises but today has been full of 

surprises and joy and not one disappointment.  So before anything goes wrong or the phone rings to tell 

me of another death in the streets or of another urgent situation I thought I had better make the most of 

the last hour or so before another day begins. 

Today was supposed to be an admin day but it turned out that it was far from that!  I had to sort out some 

personal chores and visit a friend whose daughter was celebrating her birthday. Then I had planed to head 

into La Terminal with Walter, who works with Mi Arca (the project Herbert and I set up here), as we had 

arranged to meet Chepe.  Sitting all day long on the streets shining shoes, Chepe works hard for his money 

and has done for many years.  Chepe is 14 and a very quiet 14-year-old.  He was sitting with Victor and Juan 

who are all shoeshine boys.  

I am glad we met Victor as I heard that his mum died a couple of weeks ago and I knew this would have hit 

him hard.  His little 9-year-old brother Juan came running over to see us and I tried to pass on my 

condolences to them both and was pleased that Victor showed some interest in going to school rather than 

cleaning people´s shoes for the rest of his life.  Something to follow up over the next few days! 

Chepe had been waiting for us, as he knew Walter 

and I had planned to meet him today and find out 

where he lives.  The man who sits next to Chepe on 

the streets is Don Diego (photo of me, Walter, 

Chepe and Don Diego) and he asked if he could walk 

with us to where Chepe lives as he lives a few rooms 

up the corridor.  That´s fine by us and so we all set 

off to the centre of La Terminal, which is still busy 

despite it being 6pm, but many businesses are now 

closing up for the day and leaving piles of rubbish in 

the streets. 

Our discussion quickly got onto the killing of two 

people in La Terminal two days ago.  Once again the 

newspaper El Diario made a feature of the tragedy 

stating that “the angels” had killed two men.  For 

those who are new to the blog you would not know 

that The Angels are basically hired protection for La 

Terminal by most of the businesses there and killed anyone who stepped over the line.  The contract killers 

operate every day in every area of La Terminal and not one has ever been arrested or convicted.  No one 

tells! 

  



We arrive at a stairwell and climb up the steps 

and become aware of how dark it has now 

become, as there is now no light to guide our 

way.  We just follow Chepe and Don Diego as 

they lead us to their respective rooms.  It is clear 

that all the rooms are rented out to workers in 

La Terminal, all men and boys, and there are 

clear and strict rules about living here.  The 

rooms are about 10 feet by 5 feet and house up 

to 6 people.  Don Diego shares with three others 

and Chepe shares with his older brother and 

father.  There is only one bed in Chepe´s room 

(photo) and in Don Diego´s room just some 

planks supported by four concrete blocks on 

which one person sleeps and all the others just sleep on the floor.  Ventilation is non-existent and they are 

only allowed one small light bulb.  A shared toilet, shower and washing “pila” is at the end of the long 

corridor and must be shared with all the occupants of the 17 rooms. 

I met Chepe a couple of years ago as he works just round the corner from where I park my car before 

heading into the middle of La Terminal.  There are lots of shoeshine boys around and at the end of the day 

many get together and play cards and win and lose some of their hard-earned cash.  OK, I could tell them 

that gambling is bad but they seem to come alive, laugh together and just enjoy being kids again.  Plus their 

banter is rather infectious. 

Once we invited Chepe to lunch as he looked starved and I will never forget the look on his face when we 

invited into the restaurant where all the local workers head to for lunch as its great value and superb 

food.  He looked very uncomfortable as we queued for the lunch and asked if he could take his food out 

with him rather than eat with us.  That was fine, as I knew what he really wanted was to share it with 

others or take it home that night and share it with his brother and his dad. 

It was interesting spending time with Don Diego and Chepe tonight as Walter and I learnt a lot about their 

lives and the lives of those boys who we see shining shoes everyday.  Their best daily earnings are Q50 

(about £4) and their day´s food can cost about Q30.  Then Chepe has to buy his shoe cleaning supplies, pay 

for his room, which is Q100 a week and so he is left, as always, with nothing to save for a rainy day or to 

carry him over into another week.  At least, as he points to the bit of cardboard on the floor, he has 

somewhere safe to sleep. 

Don Diego opens up and tells us how he started on the streets when his dad brought him to the city to 

escape the civil war when he was 11.  He was so sad to leave his home and his mum but learned quickly 

how to shine shoes and that if he worked 12-14 hours a day he could eat.  His life was one full of painful 

experiences and hard toil but he was so grateful that we had taken the time to hear his story and said the 

God would bless us for what we did. 

On Friday Chepe has promised to come with Walter and me to AMG to see if there is any chance he could 

start school again.  I had a long talk with him about the benefits of education and how his dreams of setting 

up his own business could be realised through investing now in a good education.  He is planning on his 

own clothing business and seems to have put a lot of thought into it already.  Maybe it will come true and 

with a little help I am sure he will make a better life for himself. 

We said our goodbyes and headed to the notorious Quinta where we ran into Carmen who invited us to 

chat with her for a minute.  Carmen had a sister called Wendy and Wendy had a son called Moises 

(photo).  Sadly just over a year ago Wendy died from AIDS and I remember writing about her in my 



blog.  She spent most of her life on the streets and then 

became pregnant at an early age and gave birth to 

Moises, who is now 7.  I went to see Wendy when she 

could only lie in her mum´s bed and shiver.  She seemed 

so unhappy, so lost, so lonely and so very ill.  I made her 

laugh, which made her cough lots so thought it best to try 

and make her smile and not laugh!  A week after my visit 

Wendy was lying in bed and asked Moises to move her 

feet and then as he did so she breathed her last breath. 

The shock for Moises was great and he had lived all his 

life seeing his mum abuse solvents, live as a prostitute 

and suffer in all manner of ways. Claudia, Wendy´s sister, 

told us how much Moises was suffering and was 

becoming a very difficult boy indeed and burst into tears 

as she told us that she sees him going the same way as 

his mum.  He is only 7! 

Walter and I agree to go to the school he attends, as it is one we help support and run by the wife of the 

city Mayor.  Another thing Walter and me need to follow up over the next few days before I head down to 

Honduras on Sunday. 

As we said our goodbyes to Claudia we went to see Maria Jose, who was waiting for us in the entrance of 

the next bar along.  She cried and smiled at the same time and clung onto me as I invited her to walk along 

a little further so we can talk without being drowned out by the music from the bar. 

Doña Rosa, the owner of the bar, joined us as she had to let us know how she was feeling about the 

situation with Maria Jose and Cesar.  It was clearly a mess and one we knew we had to tread carefully in so 

that we did not create more complications. 

Cesar and Maria Jose had split up again and this time Maria had given little Duncan and her 4-month-old 

baby to Doña Rosa as she could not look after them.  Cesar had gone to a judge to make a “denuncia” and 

that resulted in an official from Social Services (PGN) finding and removing the children into a “secure 

environment”.  Thankfully David Voncannon was around to help Cesar through this process and we 

promised to help Maria to explain to the judge her situation and see how she could be helped to get herself 

off the streets, sober and working in a better profession!  Something Walter and I must follow up this week 

as well.  At least Doña Rosa was kind enough to offer Maria a place to sleep and offered to help clean her 

up ready for her court appearance. 

The day ends with Walter and me both feeling rather exhilarated and Walter explains to me how he wants 

to give his life to this work as “its not work, its my passion”, he says.  Walter is a great guy and funny to 

think that at the age of 7 he came into the children´s home we setup here many years ago.  He has seen the 

passion Herbert and me have for those who live on the streets or at high-risk and seems to have caught the 

bug and is excited to tell me all about his plans for the next few years and how his life is now going to be 

dedicated to helping us help those at risk. 

As I drop him home we think of the luxury of having a bed to sleep in tonight and think of little Chepe and 

his bit of cardboard.  Enjoying what we have is not easy! 

  



No. 54 

These last two weeks I have been mostly travelling! 

Having visitors is always fun but sometimes it means I have to travel a bit more than I would normally, 

which is what happened a couple of weeks ago when John White, CEO of Global Care, visited Guatemala. 

I have enjoyed a long relationship with Global Care as we share the same passion to reach the most needy 

children and young people.  John wanted to see our work on the streets and offered us some funds to help 

with our work before we headed down to Honduras. 

Global Care sponsor many of the children in the 

Manuelito Children´s Home in Honduras and so 

John was keen to see how the children were 

doing and overview plans and 

budgets.  Fortunately for Manuelito I had 

finished work on a spreadsheet that helps 

order their finances and the new year´s budget 

was approved and well organised.  

At the start of the trip the street work in 

Guatemala was causing us some concerns as 

we had lost one of new workers due to the fact 

that she could not work at night on the streets 

and so poor Walter was stuck with me!  I know 

this is the area of work that most excites me and to which I am drawn to the most, but it is becoming the 

area that must soon demand less time as we train up our new team of volunteers and staff.  Knowing that 

the team will be out on the streets every day and a couple of nights a week means I can focus more on 

other more strategic issues that affect the street work and wider work. 

One concern, and this is one that seems to 

dominate some of my blogs, is the health of 

Gerson.  It staggers me to see how much he 

has changed since I first knew him and how his 

health has deteriorated to the point where 

there is now very little hope of return.  We 

found him again the Quinta, one of the main 

streets in La Terminal.  He was spaced-out and 

took a while to come round to the fact we 

were with him.  We wanted to help him hoist 

up his trousers and use a bandage as a 

makeshift belt.  The fact that he was bearing all 

did not seem to concern him but despite his 

mental state we tried our best to offer some 

dignity to the boy.  Then, we heard the news that Gerson had been rushed into hospital after being hit by a 

car.  He was in a bad way and when Walter and me went to visit him in hospital the full extent of his injuries 

became apparent.  Looks like he will be in hospital for another week at least. 

Some of the older boys in one of the groups we visit had been arrested for dealing drugs and now were 

serving jail sentences in the youth prison.  Another thing to organize when I get back from Honduras!  Also, 

in one area where we work, two of the boys now have guns and the leader of the group stabbed one of the 

guys who lives on the streets recently, so we are having to take extra care. 



The ongoing saga of Cesar and Maria 

was worrying and the authorities had 

removed little Duncan and his new 

baby sister and our friend, David 

Voncannon, had invested a good deal 

of time in accompanying Cesar to 

court in order to regain access to the 

children.  We spoke with Maria, who 

was still falling back into old habits 

and these would certainly mean that 

there was no way the authorities 

would allow her to see them let alone 

have custody of them.  Thanks to 

David for the use of his photo (left). 

Working with the Guatemalan 

authorities is a hit-and-miss affair and their work with high-risk and street-living children and youth 

continues to surprise me.  Most of the time their indifference is frustrating like you can´t imagine and then, 

now and again, they come up trumps and make a decision that actually is in the best interest of the 

child.  The absence of an integrated child protection system, corruption and lack of resources means that 

only a very small percentage of children at risk are ever helped.  The Minister responsible for the protection 

of children told me one day how his department could only reach fewer than 20% of children in need in the 

capital and about 5% in other cities and the countryside!  Growing up in Guatemala is one heck of a 

challenge for so many children. 

John and I were invited to see the 

construction of the two new schools 

that the Mayor´s wife and her team 

have been building in Guatemala 

City.  I don´t think she has actually 

mixed any cement herself but her 

dedication to the building of the 

school is infectious. 

As we wandered around the 

construction site I wondered how the 

site would be complete and ready for 

the children to move in within 3 

weeks!  As you look at this photo just 

imagine this being ready to take 

hundreds of children in just 3 

weeks.  The first phase of the school site was completed on ONE day and so I have no doubt that it will be 

ready to receive the children. 

There was a reason why we were invited to see the site and that was because the charity that had offered 

to build the dining room had pulled out their funding, which left the school without a place for the children 

to eat and without a kitchen to prepare the meals.  Knowing that for the majority of children the meal at 

school is their only stable meal, so I feel it is vital that the dining room and kitchen are built. 

Without going into all the murky dealings of why charities pull funding from projects where they can´t have 

their logo plastered all over the place I would like to appeal for anyone reading this that has contacts with 

trusts and charity funds to see if you could help me find the funds to get this built ASAP. 



Leaving Guatemala behind for the moment, John 

and I headed to Honduras where we met with 

Jeony, the founder of the AFE School.  It was 

rewarding to see the progress made on the 

building of the new school block, library and 

clinic.  Almost job done and the children were 

enjoying the new classrooms and library. 

Street Kids Direct have sponsored AFE almost 

since it began and I was looking through some old 

photos yesterday and found the photo of the day I 

first visited AFE when they were meeting under 

trees in the field and were building their first 

classrooms.  What an incredible project and so 

pleased we can continue to help with funds raised on Radio Christmas to run the small nursery at AFE. 

  

Arriving at the Manuelito School and Children´s 

Home felt like coming home.  I had not been in 

the home since October last year, due to my 3-

month trip to the UK to run Radio Christmas, 

and so I was wondering what type of reception 

we would receive.  Thankfully the children 

understood why I had been away a long time 

and greeted us both with hugs, kisses and the 

question was asked (as always) “how long are 

you staying?”.  Since it was only a day I could 

see their faces drop but told them that after 

John had left I would be returning to spend the 

weekend with them.  So all was good and the 

kids went about their day in the school and 

home and John and I met with the board to go over plans and budgets. 

I had missed the kids and staff and, as always when you don´t see children for nearly 6 months, they grow 

and change and so it was great to hear their stories of Christmas, how school was going, who was keen on 

who and all the general news. 

On the Saturday night a bonfire was planned and 

I went and bought a ton of sweets and 

marshmallows while the staff gave me that “hope 

you are going to put them to bed after all that 

sugar” look!  I didn´t and the kids spent hours 

making sugar dough bread to toast on the fire 

after the marshmallows had run out.  

It was a very special time and made me think 

about how simple being a kid can be when all the 

fun you have is around a fire, with sticks, 

marshmallows and good friends.  A special time 

indeed! 



I suppose one of the highlights of my last two weeks was the visit to the boys imprisoned at the special 

Cobra Camp in Honduras with one incredible lady called Teresa.  Teresa works with gangs in Honduras and 

has been caring for gang members over many years and her posts on Facebook always pull me up short as 

she certainly is in the firing line every day. 

I can´t say too much about what happened when I visited the youth prison and later the adult prison where 

nearly 400 gang members from one of the largest gangs in Central America are incarcerated.  But will try 

and share something of the day with Teresa in the hope you get some idea of what happened without 

giving away too much information that could put our lives and their lives at risk. 

The prison for boys aged 14-18 years has been hastily constructed out of 

shipping containers and comprises only of a grass/dirt courtyard surrounded 

by the containers which house a large number of boys. 

For the uninitiated visitor the sight of the tattooed boys hanging over the 

security window is quite an intimidating sight.  Once cleared through security 

we were allowed into the courtyard and were then at the mercy of the gang. 

Teresa had spent the morning making delicious cup cakes and was well 

known to every boy in the prison.  The boys call her mum and in the adult 

prison the men had painted a mural to her on the wall.  Teresa fights hard to 

save these kids from a certain death and understands their pain and what 

they have been through.  Getting involved in gangs for children from the age 

of 10 is a very risky business but so many kids see the gangs as their escape from poverty, abuse and fear of 

rival gangs. 

The afternoon passed quickly after all the cakes were hastily 

consumed and John, Teresa and me sat with a group of boys 

who wanted to know all about why John and I were 

visiting.  It was not long before the ice was broken and we 

had engaged the boys in a fun activity that included them 

joining me in telling stories, which made them all laugh.  I 

was asked to share something about my faith in God and 

how I had become a Christian and then the boys said we 

could not leave until I had prayed a prayer of blessing over 

them. 

The work Teresa does with these boys and the adult males in the adult prison, together with their families, 

is admirable but dangerous.  She has been in danger many times and carries a gun with her at all times, an 

unusual bit of kit for a charity worker!  But in Honduras, like Guatemala, your life is in constant danger if 

you want to reach those living on the margins. 

I plan to visit the kids again in the prison when I next visit Honduras and take some simple table games and 

a football.  I am not there to judge why they are there and when I heard one boy´s story I felt crushed 

inside for him.  Man, what these kids go through, it’s a miracle they are still alive.  What is sad is when so 

many of them lose hope and then you notice the emptiness in their faces. 



NEWS JUST IN!  The adult prison that I 

visited has been on lockdown again 

today after a firefight between 

prisoners and guards with many 

injured (Photo: Tiempo, Honduras). 

Please do pray for them and thank 

you all for your ongoing support of 

the work over here.  It has been a 

tough couple of weeks but good to 

know you stand with me. 
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This week the city is eerily quiet.  Most people in the city head off to the Easter getaway and head to the 

beach, leaving the capital one incredibly peaceful place to be!  I went out in the car yesterday and drove to 

one of the places I sometimes go that usually takes me about 45 minutes, but yesterday it took just 6 

minutes!  OK, I thought it was fun! 

For those who have no other option the Easter 

“holidays” can be times of suffering.  

I headed to the rubbish dump in La Terminal to 

see how people were doing and found that for 

most the Easter break will mean less rubbish 

to recycle and so fewer opportunities to earn 

money of find food to feed the family.  Every 

positive has its negative and often that 

negative hits the poorest the hardest. 

While I was on the dump I came across this 

little boy. (photo right)  His mum was working 

in the rubbish and had left him there to 

sleep.  Sometimes, coming across children like 

this makes one just want to pick him up, take 

him home, give him a bath and some clean 

clothes and a good meal.  I felt so helpless and 

will take this photo back and find his mum and 

discuss with her the option for putting him in 

the nursery we support. 

The last few weeks, as you can see by the 

absence of any blog updates, have been focused on preparing for and delivering our new training 

programme for staff, volunteers and those interested in knowing more about our work here. 

The training programme, funded with 

the help of Street Invest in London, 

has two streams that will increase to 

four over the coming months.  The 

first stream was Child Protection for 

volunteers and the second the new 

one-hour introduction to street 

work.  55 people attended the two 

evenings and the feedback was 

extremely positive and many signed 

up to be volunteers and have since 

then joined the street team. 

Part of my work here is to help local 

organisations with capacity building 

and events like these are part of the 

strategy to recruit and equip volunteers from the local community.  For many, the life lived by those on the 

streets is a faraway reality but one that some are now wanting to engage with. 

  

http://www.streetinvest.org/


Next month we will also start the new 

mentoring presentations for all those 

who might be able to give one hour a 

week to help support a child or young 

person at risk.  The mentoring 

materials should be ready for new 

mentors in a couple of weeks and the 

mentoring training programme has 

been approved, translated and ready 

for use. 

One of the areas we are working in is 

zone 8 of Guatemala City with a group 

of children who we have identified to 

be at risk.  Some are at high-risk and 

others are living at different degrees of risk and sadly we have seen how one boy has left this community to 

live on the streets.  The good news is that this boy is now working and now not living on the streets. 

Our role here is to help build trust with the children and their families and help encourage them with their 

schoolwork whilst understanding their particular needs.  One of the oldest boys showed real potential one 

evening to be a leader and so I asked him to help me lead some games.  He jumped at the opportunity to 

be given responsibility and I decided to meet with him and his younger brother to discuss how he could 

help more. 

Near to where they live is a MacDonald´s and so that seemed a good place to meet up for an ice-

cream.  The boys approached the entrance to MacDonald´s rather sheepishly and it was only when I called 

them to come in would they enter the building.  They told me later that it was the second time they had 

ever been in a place like this and were really grateful for the interest in them. 

Using one of the mentoring tools I discussed with them about how their lives could count for something 

and how God has a plan for them and how we could help them to take a real lead in their community.  They 

both left really encouraged and the next activity we organized both boys helped lead the games.  At one 

point I had to discipline a young boy, which resulted in him sulking off to one side and refusing to play any 

more.  I watched to see which leader would go over and try and encourage him to play and it was the boy I 

had asked to MacDonald´s who, without any prompting, took the initiative.  It was very moving to see his 

arm go around the young boy´s shoulder and help him engage with the games again. 

We hope that our outreach to children “at risk” will 

expand over the coming months as more volunteers 

(photo) are trained and our two new full-time 

workers (funded by The Big Give) begin working with 

the current team.  My dream is to have teams on the 

streets every evening working with street-living 

youth and high-risk children.  I will update you in the 

next blog about the new full-time team. 

A sad moment last week was seeing Gerson released 

from hospital.  Gerson, 17, had been hit by a car a 

few weeks ago and had come off better than many 

do as being hit by cars is a daily risk of street life. 

Visiting Gerson in hospital took its ups and downs as he was frustrated by not being allowed to live back on 

the streets by the hospital authority and wanted me to help him escape from hospital.  On one of the days I 



had planned to visit him in hospital there was an attack by one of the gangs who tried to get another gang 

member freed from prison guards.  The result was a grenade attack at the entrance to the hospital and a 

shoot out, which left over 20 people injured and 2 dead.  The gang member was not freed and occupied a 

bed in a same ward that Gerson was in.  Due to me not having the pass to visit the hospital that day I could 

not go and so was spared the violent attack.  The next day there were plenty of people outside the hospital 

talking about the attack in a very matter of fact way. 

The authorities had to act with Gerson (photo 

at the law court) as they knew an NGO was 

also involved and so transferred him, under 

guard, to the law courts where I met him.  His 

case had been decided and he would be sent 

to the “secure home” for children.  This is 

neither secure nor a home but a conflict-

ridden prison for children.  Many of the 

children there have been either arrested for 

all manner or crimes or placed there after 

being rescued from abusive situations.  It’s a 

mix that should never be allowed and in one 

of my previous blogs I explained how my visit 

to the prison left me thinking back to those 

days when Romanian orphans had been released from state-run secure homes.  Just the most terrible of 

places and one of our workers commented the other day that Gerson would be safer on the streets than in 

this “home”. 

In a couple of months Gerson turns 18 and so will be released, but in the meantime we plan to visit him as 

often as we can.  I fear for him there and wonder what it would be like if we had a home where boys like 

him could go. 

OK, I realise my blog is getting rather long again and so will give you some other highlights of the work over 

the last few weeks: 

* One of our oldest street boys, Manual, has taken up the challenge 

to leave behind over 25 years on the streets and enter a 

rehabilitation centre.  Manuel is one of the very few who has 

managed to survive more than 25 years on the streets and when I 

first knew him he was only 6 years of age.  We hope he sticks at this 

programme as we know it is a very caring place to be. 

* The water 

filters 

sponsored by 

many of you 

last year are 

now being 

donated to 

families at risk 

in the 

capital.  The 

incredible little filters come as a kit with a water 

bucket and simple instructions that turns any 

water into pure drinking water in an instant and 



has a minimum life expectancy of at least 15 years.  This family (photo) has taken up the challenge to teach 

two other families the importance of using water filters and then we donated the filters to them.  Only 5 

families have benefitted so far from the filters and we have many more to donate.  If you are interested in 

sponsoring a filter kit please make a donation of £30 or $45 and help us provide more safe, clean water to 

families at risk. 

* Thanks to donations from Radio Christmas we have helped put 7 

young people from one of the most dangerous zones in 

Guatemala City into secondary school this year.  Two of the boys 

we sponsor benefitted from new school shoes and were 

speechless when they had their new shoes fitted last week.  They 

could not stop saying thank you to me when I saw then a few days 

ago.  So thanks to all those who helped donate on Radio Christmas 

as the money still keeps changing lives. 

* The three boys who were featured in one of the Radio Christmas 

videos last year are still in school and this last week were treated 

to a day in the countryside, which included a couple of hours in 

the pool.  Jonny (photo) is the youngest of the boys and has been 

surprising everyone with his academic achievements and good 

behavior.  He was star of the week in school and so won a prize of 

a meal at MacDonald´s.  I try and visit the boys each week at 

school and encourage them towards their goals to make a better 

life for themselves rather than living on the streets. 

We are now preparing for the International Day for Street 

Children and so please keep checking the Street Kids Direct 

Facebook Page for all the up-to-date news. 

  

http://www.streetkidsdirect.org.uk/index.php/get-involved/donate
http://radiochristmas.co.uk/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BSr1wuR42Ww
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BSr1wuR42Ww
http://www.streetkidsdirect.org.uk/index.php/international-day-for-street-children
http://www.streetkidsdirect.org.uk/index.php/international-day-for-street-children
https://www.facebook.com/streetkidsdirect
https://www.facebook.com/streetkidsdirect
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So, some are checking out this week´s blog because I hinted on Facebook that I had a near death 

experience this week!  OK, it was from my personal perspective but my knuckles have never been so 

white.  More about this later. 

To update you about things here in 

Guatemala I am desperate to tell you 

of success and, as many of you know, 

often our successes here are short-

lived or filled with frustration.  So, at 

the time of writing, we have Manuel 

off the streets and in a rehabilitation 

centre. 

I first knew Manuel when he was a 

young boy living in “El Hoyo” in 

Guatemala City and I remember 

taking this photo of him (boy on the 

left) and his two friends – both of 

whom are now dead.  In fact Manuel, 

nicknamed Zanahoria (carrot), is one 

of the very few from that group who are still alive. 

In those days (sounding old now!) there were about 60 young children, mostly boys, living in El Hoyo, an 

alleyway in La Terminal, Guatemala City.  Now, the alleyway has welcomed small businesses and many of 

the bars have been closed and it has become a thriving little area for making furniture. 

I caught up with Manuel one evening in La Quinta, a rubbish-filled street in La Terminal, and our 

conversation drifted naturally into his plans to leave the streets.  I was able to call a friend who runs a 

rehabilitation centre to find out if there was room and if they could take him and the answer was 

yes!  Manuel was trilled but I made a deal with him.  He had to make his way to the centre and I would then 

come and visit him and see what was needed and how we could support him. 

Manuel was obviously excited and 

promised me he would make his way 

there and then get the centre to call 

me to confirm.  A couple of days 

passed and then I heard that Manuel 

had arrived at the centre and was 

settling into his new bed. 

I went to see him and was amazed 

that in just a few days he had changed 

so much.  He was walking better, 

talking more lucidly and was able to 

concentrate on our conversation for 

more than an hour, something not 

possible in the streets. 

So we wish him well and pray that he 

will remain focused on changing, learning and coming to terms with a life away from the streets.  As always, 

it is easy to take someone out of the streets than take the streets out of the person. 



Another success is our Sergio.  The 16-year-old has lived quite a life and was left homeless at the age of 7 

when his mum died.  From that tender age he learned to fend for himself and life seemed to revolve 

around a series of bad decisions that eventually led him to live in the streets. 

Many of you will have seen the video we made for Radio Christmas last year and at the end of the video 

Sergio (with a street name of Kevin) wished us all a happy Christmas.  I still can´t believe it is the same boy, 

just six months ago living on the streets and now his life has taken quite a dramatic change. 

He told me one day of his dream to study and get to university so that he could get a well-paid job so that 

he could then become a pilot.  I asked him why he couldn´t think of becoming a pilot sooner and 

encouraged him to keep studying hard, something he does from our home everyday. 

Then a very exciting thing happened.  I 

called a flight school in Guatemala 

City and explained Sergio´s situation 

and they invited me to bring him to 

the school one day to see what it 

takes to become a pilot.  That day was 

Friday! 

Sergio knew that I was collecting him 

but he didn´t know where we were 

going and after a quick lunch I took 

him to the school.  To see his eyes 

open wide when he realized it was 

flight school was moving to say the 

least. 

The flight director welcomed us into 

her office and gave Sergio the talk about studying hard and focusing on your goals and then said: “so, fancy 

a flight over Guatemala City?”.  She couldn´t have been more helpful in explaining the process, showing us 

the school and letting us lose on the flight simulator.  Note to self: must go back for another play! 

The flight instructor took us to the 

airport and showed us the little 

Cessna plane and explained all the 

pre-flight checks and then in we 

climbed.  I sat at the back and Sergio 

sat up front with José, our 

instructor.  Within minutes we had 

taken off and then José said: “so over 

to you Sergio”.  At this point Sergio 

took the controls and I was amazed at 

how quickly he understood what was 

needed to keep us to a steady flight 

path. 

I am sure he didn´t realise that we 

flew over the street where he, only six 

months ago, used to live.  Here he was living his dream and in his element and it was a very emotional 

moment despite the turbulence and Jose´s desire to show us what happens when you pull this lever or put 

your foot on this pedal. 



When we reached 7000 feet the pilot, who was obviously not too bothered about Sergio actually flying the 

plane, said these words: “would you mind helping me close the door as it is going to fly open”.  It was like a 

moment from the film Airplane as Sergio, with a grin from one side of his face to the other, focused on 

keeping us level and José and me actually opening the door and trying to slam it shut in mid-air! 

I know I said on Facebook I almost 

died and maybe that is where some 

slight Jeremy Graham (teacher at 

Dr.Challoner´s Grammar School) 

exaggeration took over.  But it was 

scary and I don´t “do” heights so this 

was a challenge for me. 

On our return and with blood 

returning to my knuckles José took 

control so that we “could land 

safely”.  This, I thought, was a great 

idea!  We landed and I was very 

pleased even overjoyed to touch land 

(photo).  The flight was scary, moving, 

emotional and one heck of an 

encouragement to Sergio. 

José is quite an inspirational man and 

told me later that his dad used to be a 

shoeshine boy and that he wanted to 

give something back and so has 

offered to give Sergio free flight 

lessons and to help him get his 

licence.  He then wrote to me later to 

say that a friend of his has a Vintage 

Warbird and wants to offer Sergio a 

flight and any other help he 

needs.  The flight school then told me 

that if Sergio could get his grades they 

would offer him a scholarship.  I could 

cry.  It is just amazing and I am 

grateful to God for what I see him 

doing in Sergio´s life and how so many doors are opening for him. 

This coming week we are celebrating the International Day of the Street Child and will be planning a week 

of activities with children and young people in the streets which we hope will lead many to think that if 

Sergio did it so can they. Pray for us. 
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Every April we celebrate the International Day of the Street Child and this year we planned activities in both 

Honduras and Guatemala.  

The International Day is organized by the Consortium for 

Street Children in London and, as a member 

organisation, we are pleased to celebrate this day with 

the international community in bringing to a wider 

forum the rights and voices of the children in the 

streets. 

In Honduras the Manuelito Children´s Home took to the 

streets again and organised a rally in the centre of 

Talanga, the town where the home is situated.  The 

children, staff and volunteers made the general public 

aware of the needs of street children and gave them the 

opportunity to respond. 

In Guatemala we kicked the event off with a week of special 

activities in the various locations where we work focusing on 

the Rights of the Child.  Some of the children we work with 

began to talk about how their rights are not being exercised 

and how they suffer all manner or abuses on a daily basis. 

Two young boys talked about their home life and how their 

dad is working all the time and how they are always left alone 

as their mum “goes out a lot”.  I noticed one of the boys was 

covered in bites all over his arms and neck.  He was wearing 

those type of sports trousers that have poppers along the leg 

and when he sat down some poppers did not work and it was clear that his legs were also covered in bites 

and wounds of bites that never healed. 

I asked one of our volunteers, David, to help sit with me and talk to him and his brother (because of the 

nature of our work it is not possible to mention names of the children here).  We sat with the brothers, 

aged 9 and 11, and they obviously enjoyed the attention and when I asked about the bites the oldest boy 

said their little room was full of fleas and mosquitoes bite him also when he sleeps.  It was clear there was a 

lot more to this story and I will be trying to visit the family in the week to make an evaluation of how we 

could help the boys as the more time they spend on the streets the more at risk they become. 

As the week progressed we prepared for the special event – THE BIG SLEEP GUATEMALA!  This would be 

the culmination of our week of activities and the focal point for many of our volunteers and others to 

experience what it is like to spend a night on the streets. 

I had invited Brayan Chávez, from Honduras, to come and spend a 

few days with us and to provide a street concert at The Big Sleep.  I 

have known Brayan since he was about 12 years-of-age as he had 

come off the streets in Tegucigalpa, Honduras and had come 

through the Manuelito Children´s Home.  His testimony of how his 

life has changed is incredibly moving and now he dedicates a good 

part of his time to his rap music and to sharing his story and music 

with young people. 

http://www.streetchildrenday.org/
http://streetchildren.org/
http://streetchildren.org/


Our Big Sleep began with an hour of games for the children while we setup the bus, PA system and large 

screen TV.  A friend of mine and member of my church, Dr González, offered to host a clinic inside the bus 

and quickly a queue of about 50 children and adults formed at the entrance to the bus.  The doctor must 

have seen about 60 people and had only offered an hour but in the end stayed for 3 hours! 

When the children returned from their games Brayan begun his concert and this proved to be very popular 

and even the mayor´s representative for La Terminal turned up to encourage us and to see how we 

worked.  The rap concert was a real hit and at one point we must have had about 150 people joining in. 

One of our friends is a graffiti artist and he came along 

with a ton of spray cans and worked with a group of 

young people to design a mural that we could use in 

the centre when we get it one day.  The work the 

young people put in was amazing and it was great to 

see so many of our street friends getting involved and 

knowing that they could be good at something.  The 

result was quite an eye-catching piece of art that will 

look great in the new centre one day. 

Our evening finished with a street bonfire and hot 

soup, thanks to Nicolas and his family from my church, 

and a superb time was then enjoyed in a much quieter 

environment as we toasted marshmallows over the fire. 

Certainly an event we will repeat next year and already looking forward to the Amersham BIG SLEEP in 

September! 
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The drive down to Honduras is always full of adventure, excitement and stunning scenery.  This trip was no 

different but I did have a passenger, 19-year-old Maria who has just started working with us here in 

Guatemala.  Maria wanted to see the extent of the work we do and how she could help.  She is one of 

those people who you think are constantly on some drug as she is always happy, always excited about 

everything and full of passion for the kids. 

As often happens on that trip I lost another tyre to the bad roads and so another £200 bill as my tyres 

always seem to cost an arm and a leg!  As we drove down I was explaining to Maria, who we have 

nicknamed Skipy (some might remember the TV show!), the itinerary and she seemed very up for all that 

was planned including going to visit one of the gangs in prison. 

One of the first things that was obvious to me soon 

after we arrived was the impact that the AFE project 

is having in their work with the children from the 

rubbish dump.  AFE was setup by one incredible guy 

and we have supported him almost since the 

beginning and have seen how the project has grown 

from a small group of kids under a tree to what is 

now a very established and renowned school.  I 

wanted Maria to see the dump and as we drove up 

the winding path to the point where the trucks 

dump their loads she became overwhelmed by what 

she saw.  It always hits the first-time visitor quite 

hard.  Watching hundreds of people scavenging 

through tons of rotting rubbish is difficult to say the least but we had gone to take water to the workers 

and to see how many children there were still working on the dump. 

This was the point where you could actually see for yourself the impact AFE are having.  We counted no 

more than 3 children that afternoon on the dump and only a couple of years ago it would have been easy 

to count 50 kids without even getting out of the vehicle!  Progress is being made and AFE now have around 

200 children in the school and some of the students are now preparing themselves for university.  It is quite 

remarkable. 

Our next stop was to meet with Teresa, one inspirational American lady, who dedicates her time to working 

with one of the largest gangs in Honduras.  I had been with her previously to the prison that houses 320 

gang members and the youth prison with about 60 boys all affiliated to that gang. 

I have described the prison work before but if you are 

new to the blog you might need some kind of 

introduction.  I was concerned that Maria would find 

this part of the trip too demanding but I did know that 

the gang would respect our visit and so she would not 

be any danger.  Still, it was a scary experience for her 

during the first few minutes but she soon took it in her 

stride and helped me with the distribution of lollies. 

I had not taken in sweets before but Teresa and me 

thought it would be good to take something we could 

hand out to every gang member.  We also wanted to 

talk about a business idea of having the guys make t-

shirts we could sell in the UK and encourage them to consider other forms of living once they leave the 



prison.  Just a dream I know but the printing kit will cost about £500 and so if anyone would like to help 

towards this or sponsor the kit then you would be guaranteed a warm welcome with the gang if you ever 

visit Honduras! 

Walking into the section of the prison that is run by the gang is not for the feint-hearted and the walls are 

covered with the most gruesome of images that warn you that you are certainly entering a gang area.  You 

are at their mercy but they respect Teresa so much that we know nothing would happen and sure enough 

all went really well. 

Our next visit was to the boys in the youth prison.  A secure unit that has been built for that gang 

alone.  Going inside, after plenty of security checks, does leave you wishing your time could be prolonged 

and also that you could change the mentality of these boys as the gang is their life and no other option 

seems to exist.  I spoke with one boy who was obviously very bright and asked him if he had a dream of 

what he might like to do if he ever got out of the prison.  He seemed a bit confused by the question as he 

remarked that his only dream was to keep serving in the gang. 

The statistics show that many of them will be dead before they reach 20 unless something dramatic 

changes in their lives and they decide to leave the gang.  The only way you can leave the gang is to become 

a Christian and stick at it or run away.  If you run the gang will hunt you down and kill you, so you will spend 

the rest of your life looking over your shoulder.  Options are few and far between. 

The last stop was the Manuelito 

Children´s Home and, as always, it 

was great to spend a couple of days 

with them all and see how the school 

was doing.  There does seem to be 

quite a number of celebrations in the 

school calendar and so this trip 

coincided with another cultural 

celebration and presentation, which 

was a delight to watch. 

The home is a stable and loving 

environment for 41 children and the 

school, built on the site, opens its 

doors to the 41 children every day 

plus 80 from the community.  All the 

80 children from the community are at-risk children and thanks to the sponsorship of a generous family we 

are able to help support three of the boys in the school each month. 

I took two of the older boys with Maria and me to see how the three boys were doing as their teacher had 

told me they were absent for a few days the week before.  We drove to their little house and asked to chat 

with them and their mum.  As we did so the mum burst into tears and that led the boys to start crying as 

they told us how much they were struggling.  It was clear they had nothing to eat and the when I looked 

into the “kitchen” there were only two flour tortillas.  That, I was told, was going to dinner for the three 

boys, their sister and their mum.  Two tortillas and salt! 

We spent some time with them and prayed with them before saying our goodbyes.  Little did they know we 

were heading to the supermarket and the two boys from the home readily filled the supermarket trolley 

with beans, rice, sugar and a host of other basic supplies.  We returned to the little house and I allowed the 

two boys to give the food to the family.  As we drove away they said how grateful they were that they had 

a home and food everyday and were obviously moved by the experience. 



Little Duncan (photo wearing green 

and black t-shirt) is doing well and still 

spends most of his time hanging 

around my neck.  He is getting older 

and asks me when he can come and 

live with me.  Duncan is a delightful 

little boy who is starting to mature in 

his emotions and cope with the reality 

of his life in a home.  It would be one 

option for him to come and live with 

me but then would I have to offer a 

place to his brother and what of all 

the other kids who think I am a dad to 

them?  Not easy but at least we can 

plan for him to have some special 

time with me each time I visit.  Our 

trip ended with an afternoon of fishing in a local lake with the older children.  Those who know me well 

know how much I love fish!!!  But it´s all about the children isn´t it? 

The rollercoaster of emotions from the trip are discussed as we drove back to Guatemala and I look 

forward to returning there in July. 
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One of the families we are helping is growing in size and this past weekend the oldest daughter, aged about 

15, gave birth to her first child and I went to see her and her boyfriend and was informed that he will be 

named Duncan!  To see how they were struggling made me want to take them away to a place of 

safety.  They live with the rest of the family, mum, dad and about 7 children, in one tiny shack that has no 

toilet, no water but they do have access to a common toilet, shower and sink.  

The newborn baby boy was being cradled in his 

mother’s arms when I arrived and it was obvious he will 

struggle here.  The absence of the usual piles of 

nappies, toys and other baby equipment was clear and 

I left wondering how they were going to bring up this 

little boy.  At least I could help with some nappies to 

get them started but what then I asked myself. 

The work on the streets this past week has been rather 

intense but amazing.  There were moments of real 

sadness for us when we found a mother on the streets 

abusing solvents and begging us for medicine for her 

youngest children.  When I asked where they were she 

told me that they were locked up in a shack in zone 6, about 30 minutes away by bus.  She has five children 

aged from 5 to 14 and the oldest boy is now spending more and more time on the streets. 

The more she talked the more desperate I felt inside, as I wanted to go over to her shack and rescue each 

and every child there.  I asked her when she was planning on going home and she told me that probably 

late tonight, if not tomorrow.  How could she leave those children locked up in a tin shack?  I asked her 

about food and she said she had left them some bread and ham and that would be fine for them.  My 

goodness, what are we going to do? 

It was great to see some of our old friends in a place called La Casona and to hear how their lives have 

deteriorated since we last visited them.  One of them had been hit by a car and could not even sit up.  His 

friends said he was in a bad way and every part of his body I touched left him wreathing in pain.  So we 

called Los Bomberos (volunteer fire and rescue service) and they came and took him to the hospital. 

Kevin then came over to talk and ask if we had 

been thinking about him.  I was glad to see him 

and his hug seemed to last a long time and he told 

me he had missed seeing us and was not doing 

that good.  When I first met Kevin it must have 

been a little over a year ago and he was a fresh-

faced 13-year-old boy full of life in his eyes (left in 

photo).  Now he was looking very much older and 

his life on the streets has taken its toll on him.  All 

he wanted to know was that we had been thinking 

about him because, he told me, no one else does. 

Our conversation led to questions about Sergio, 

the boy who left the streets in December.  I 

showed them some photos of Sergio in a plane and how he was reaching for his dreams and doing 

well.  They were all so pleased and one boy decided to give a little speech to the others about how Sergio 

was a great example to them all and how his life could help them think about leaving the streets too. 



I passed on regards from little Gerson who I went to visit a few days ago and they all asked to say hi to him 

the next time I visit.  You might remember that Gerson had been in a hit and run and was left in a bad way 

but slowly recovered in hospital despite being left with some brain damage.  He is now in a secure unit and 

the sort of place you would want any child to grow up in.  The court had informed us that only family 

members could have permission to visit him and since none would I took it on myself to drive to the 

children´s prison and ask for access to him. 

It was clear on arrival that a white man in a black car wearing a suit was to be taken seriously as the police 

ushered me through security.  I had said I was there for a meeting with the Director.  I had no appointment 

but that did not stop me being taken right through to her office and she greeted me by saying: “Licenciado 

Duncan, why do we have the privilege of your visit today?”.  For some reason being a university graduate in 

Guatemala means you are called Licenciado and doors just open, well to me they seem to! 

The Director does not have the easiest job in the world 

caring for 560 children in a prison environment that is 

hardly child-friendly.  I explained the purpose of my visit 

and how I had come to see Gerson and so she asked that 

he be brought in to see me.  Poor Gerson, he was not in 

good shape and being in the secure unit for what they call 

“special children” has impacted him badly as he seemed a 

very different boy.  He now trembles and shakes all the 

time and struggles to string a sentence together. 

You can´t begin to imagine how all this feels and especially 

with nowhere to take him, or Kevin, or many 

others.  Gerson is back in court in 3 weeks time and the 

Director believes he will be placed back in the unit even 

though he turns 18 this month.  If you saw him you would 

think he was 13 not nearly 18 as the streets and abuse of solvents and other drugs has affected his growth. 

Its Mothering Sunday here in Guatemala and I am just back form church so thought I would off-load on you 

some of the things I have been going through this week.  There are so many mothers I know who will be 

mourning their lost children today and many children who wished they had a mum to celebrate with. 

I think of Wendy, who died a couple of years ago, and left her little son in the care of her mum.  Wendy had 

grown up on the streets as her mum had also spent most of her childhood and youth in the streets, actually 

in El Hoyo in La Terminal.  I was with Wendy two days before she passed away and she asked me to keep in 

contact with her son, who is called Moises and he is 7. 

This past week Moises (boy with key around his neck in 

photo) started our mentoring programme and I am his 

mentor.  It was a special time together and he was 

pleased I had gone to his school to find out how he was 

doing.  I wanted to see him as he told me he had to go 

dressed as a duck and having a photo that would be good 

for the album I will start for him.  Despite his young age he 

is struggling in all sorts of ways but was so happy to hear 

about the mentoring programme and how he would be 

seeing me every week. 

Another boy, 15-year-old Oscar, has also been assigned to 

me as a mentee and so I met with him also this last week to look over the mentoring programme and how I 

will work with him.  The more I talked with Oscar the more I could see how his gentle spirit and desire to 



achieve his best despite the conditions in which he lives could be of great encouragement to 

Moises.  Maybe getting the boys together would help both of them and so this will be explored in the 

coming week I hope. 

There is a lot more to tell you but I thought I would finish here with a funny moment from last week, as it 

was a moment that made Walter and me laugh for quite a long time.  One of the three brothers, little Jony, 

who is in full-time school now rather than on the streets, spoke to me about his bike.  He was not asking for 

help, he was just telling me he was working on his bike as it needed repairs.  I wanted to know how he was 

going to fix his bike and he said with some second-hand spare parts but was desperate to get his bike going 

again. 

How difficult could it be to fix a bike I 

thought and when I knew Jony was taking 

his bike into school so the people that 

work in maintenance could look at it I 

thought I would see what was needed and 

maybe help him.  He had shown interest 

in the mentoring programme and maybe 

helping him with his bike would give me a 

chance to chat about this more. 

When he showed me his bike (photo) I 

could not help but laugh and kept 

laughing for quite a time afterwards.  As 

you can see, what he needs is a new bike 

not just the odd bit of maintenance.  Bless 

him!  Its good to laugh and I need to get 

his frame back to where he lives and encourage him to find all the bits he needs and then I can help him put 

it all together.  Putting a bike back together seems easier than putting a child back together and this week 

looks like another great week to do both. 

  



No. 60 

I need to confess that today I got angry!  I very rarely get angry and the thing that makes me angry is seeing 

injustice and today was one of those days.  But before I get that off my chest I should run through the last 

couple of weeks as they have been rather relentless but also full of encouragement. 

Our new team of volunteers and also the more recent additions to the staff team, Dina and Juana have 

been working with more children than ever before and helping in numerous ways to keep children safer 

and provide opportunities for many to enjoy a more positive future. 

This week we continue to recruit more volunteers with another 

evening of training and presentations.  We are hoping to form 

quite an army of local people who will fight for injustice, defend 

the cause of the fatherless and help make an impact in the lives 

of those who believe the world has forgotten them. 

We have also been busy exploring options of renting or buying a 

large house that we could transform into living accommodation 

for an emergency refuge, offices, storage facility and 

somewhere one of two of us could live.  We have found a very 

exciting property but we would need to find someone or 

someones who would be interested in investing in property and who would then loan us the building as it 

increases in value.  Please do let me know if you are interested in this proposition as the return would be 

well worth exploring! 

As part of our regular visits to groups of children we have identified to be at “high-risk” I came across 

Bryan, a 14-year-old boy, wandering in the streets and began chatting with him.  It turned out Bryan has 

worked since a young boy in the tyre industry and despite his very childish looks he works 7 days a week re-

treading tyres.  He told me it was his birthday next week and so I asked how he thought he would celebrate 

it.  Bryan said he had never celebrated his birthday as his family had never celebrated it and so would not 

be doing so this year.  Despite the news I thought I would sing Happy Birthday to him, which made him 

smile.  Probably the first time someone has smiled while I sang! 

Last week it was Mother´s Day in Guatemala and a very 

important date as the papers and publicity made you very 

aware that forgetting to do something for your mother was 

unforgiveable.  We had decided to organize a mother´s day 

event on the rubbish dump in La Terminal and, with the help of 

Puerta de Esperanza we provided every mother with a 

sandwich, drink and a slice of cake. 

 

  

 The mums were very grateful and we had enough cake and 

sandwiches left over to share with the children and then use in the 

evening work on the streets.  The kids, like these boys here, were 

thrilled and all had a great time.  It is always sad to see how hard 

these people have to work in order to just exist and watching them 

sift through the rotting rubbish for food is something that always 

breaks my heart.  People should never have to live like this! 



We returned to the dump this week a couple 

of hours after Steve and Kat Blakey had 

arrived in Guatemala from Watford, UK.  Our 

visitors were keen to get involved with the 

work by overseeing a game of Twister.  I love 

seeing the kids so happy and Steve and Kat 

were obviously enjoying helping bring some 

fun into the kids lives despite their jet lag and 

obvious tiredness.  They will be visiting with 

us for the next 2 weeks. 

A couple of other highlights of the week have 

been the mentoring programme and the 

donation of another water filter to a family at 

risk. 

One of the organisations we work closely with here is called AMG.  They very kindly support us with the 

loan of an office in their school.  AMG had informed us of a little boy called Gerber and how he and his 

mother were living at risk in one of the city cemeteries.  Gerber´s mum had lived on the streets since a child 

but was determined that when she got pregnant she was not going to have her son grow up on the streets. 

Her determination as a mother led her to 

construct a little shack in the cemetery and 

slowly her life started to turn around.  When 

Gerber was born to doctors realised there 

would be issues but the special needs of her 

little boy only pushed her to succeed more.  

Sadly her home was crumbling and with the 

rainy season just beginning the house would 

fill with water and so life would be miserable 

but it seemed that Gerber was always able to 

smile and see the positive side of life. 

 

 Thanks to your donations we have been able 

to work with AMG and re-build their little 

home and when I went to see the finished 

structure I could see it would last for many 

years to come and would keep them dry 

during the rainy season.  

Gerber was fascinated by the water filter and 

kept filling it and then testing the water and 

sharing with his mum.  It was so good to see 

them both so happy and secure. 

Our mentoring training came to an end this 

week and 7 people have now been trained as 

mentors and many more are now getting the 

bug and signing up for the training course, which starts again in July.  One organisation now wants to sign 

up and use it for the children they work with in Escuintla, Guatemala. 



Our specially designed mentoring programme targets the most vulnerable children and young people and 

provides them with a caring adult who helps them to take positive life choices.  The statistical evidence is 

quite overwhelming for this programme and already we are seeing great results from this programme.  We 

have designed a special kit for mentors and will soon be producing the material in English and then a 

website where all materials can be downloaded for free. 

I was asked to mentor two boys, one of 7 

and one of 15.  Our target group is 10-18 

years but I was invited to explore the option 

of working with a 7-year-old as his situation 

was worrying and since I have known the 

family for many years and worked with his 

mum when she lived on the streets it 

seemed a good match. 

The boy had struggled in school for all sorts 

of reasons and I was getting reports of his 

behavioural issues and when I went into the 

school it was clear that mentoring him could 

help.  After just two weeks the school called 

me in to say that his behavior is dramatically 

different and so much so that last week he was awarded the leader of the class!  Prayers for him and those 

other children in our programme would be appreciated. 

So back to my rant and run-in with the Guatemalan Municipal Police.  I was standing on the steps of my 

church waiting for Blakey and Kat to arrive when my phone rang.  It was Kevin from zone 4 and asking me 

to come right away as the police were “beating” them up.  A few minutes later we headed to zone 4 and 

found a group of 8 young people together with 14-year-old Kevin carrying a double bed, which they 

dropped in the road when they saw us arrive. 

Kevin was obviously very upset, as was Selvin who began to cry and tell us how much his legs hurt as he had 

been beaten by a police baton.  Kevin then told us how one officer, who he identified to be the man with 

the dark glasses that has a camera, had grabbed him and put a gun to his head and threatened to shot him 

if he didn´t move on.  The same officer then grabbed another youth, 17-year-old William, and said, “I will 

come back and remove your other eye”.  William had lost his right eye a couple of years ago when he was 

shot in the head. 

We were informed that the police had gone to 

the 5th Avenue in La Terminal to clear away the 

street population, so we drove over there and 

found 18 police officers watching over a team 

of municipal workers remove personal 

possessions of those who live on the street and 

loading them into a bulldozer.  It felt quite 

oppressive and so I ask Blakey and Kat to pray 

and encouraged Kat to take as many photos as 

she could while I tried to identify the police 

officer with the dark glasses and camera. 

Despite the police trying to keep people away 

we marched through and I found the officer in 

charge and asked him what he was doing and what orders he had to do this.  He tried his best to avoid my 

questions and said that we were not permitted to take photos.  I replied saying it was a public place and we 



were going to take photos and what was he going to do about allegations from the street youths about 

abuses.  He refused to engage and kept saying we could not take photos and that they had rights too, 

which encouraged me to tell Kat to keep shooting. 

I then noticed a police officer with the dark 

glasses that had a camera fitted and he was 

standing with a group of other officers who 

realised we were taking photos of 

them.  Some removed their identification 

name badges and it was clear they did not 

like the attention.  I tried to engage the 

officer with the glasses in conversation but he 

was on his radio and held it in front of his 

name badge.  I asked him to allow me to see 

his badge but he was not going to oblige.  So I 

took his arm and lowered it so I could take a 

photo of his badge.  This didn´t go down well 

and so I was treated to a rather long sentence 

that should have really been broken down and a few commas added! 

As he walked away I followed him and continued my “conversation” which went along the lines of how he 

had threatened a child with a gun and another with the removal of his eye.  This was when I got angry as he 

was not willing to talk and just kept walking away but with me speaking into his face this was not going to 

end well. 

Thanks to Kat for keeping the camera 

going we managed to get many 

photos of him and also other officers 

who had removed their ID badges.  At 

this point the local mayor for zone 4 

came to me and said he would look 

into these allegations and have the 

officer into his office for a chat.  Yer, I 

thought, that would do it! 

Sadly the guys on the streets have 

reported many such abuses over the 

last two years including regular 

beatings by the Municipal Police and 

incidents of how Municipal tankers 

had arrived in the middle of the night 

and soaked them all with freezing cold water as they slept.  The water incident was in December and on 

one of the coldest nights.  I suppose having them in for a chat would also work! 

The aforementioned incidents had to lead us to action and so we began a Facebbok and Twitter campaign 

and Steve Poulson started an online petition against these abuses.  We also made formal declarations to 

the Human Rights Office that evening and the following day to the Public Ministry office.  We await more 

news and action that should be taken by the Municipal authorities to investigate these abuses and bring 

officers to trial for their crimes.  We won´t go without a shout! 

 


