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Monday 23rd November 2015 

Apparently I am a dad again! 

Now before you all rush for your phones and email programmes to reprimand me, I have not fathered any 

children so please don´t worry!  It was Jorge´s comment to me today that made me think about a special 

word that was given to me back in 1991 about being a “father to the fatherless”. 

Jorge (name changed to protect him) came to the centre today as he needed, in his words, to “offload on 

someone”.  I found him sitting on the steps in floods of tears and so invited him into the kitchen for a 

coffee and a chat.  He was soaked through as the rainy season is back and he had walked all the way to talk 

to someone.  His story is quite remarkable and I do need to protect his identity so struggling to think how to 

add a photo in order to break up the text for you. 

Through the sobbing and endless tissues Jorge started to tell me more about his story because he felt he 

could trust me, as I am now his dad.  The more he talked the more I could see that just having someone 

listen to him, not give advice or tell him what to do, but just listen was what he needed. 

Jorge grew up in an area of great conflict in Guatemala City and the daily violence on the streets and at 

home marked his childhood in a way that has completely traumatised him and led him down a track he 

now rejects but he is finding moving on in his life extremely difficult. 

At the tender age of 8 Jorge heard his mum go to the door of their little house and as she opened the door 

he heard shots in the street.  As he ran to the door he saw his mum lying in the road with blood pulsating 

out of her body and two young men running away.  She had been assassinated and he said that he was 

paralysed with fear and could not deal with what he was looking at. 

His father, from memory, was always drunk and when he came home later that evening to find his wife had 

been shot dead he took it out on Jorge, as though it was his fault.  Jorge went on to tell me how his dad told 

him he could not go back to school and had to work now.  The next day Jorge dressed for school and his 

father tore into him telling him that he now needed to go and find work to earn money for the 

family.  Jorge protested as having an education in Guatemala is much sought after.  This resulted in Jorge´s 

dad tying his wrists up with rope and hanging the rope over a beam in the roof so that Jorge could not 

sit.  His dad lifted up his shirt and beat him with bare wires until his back was a bloody mess. 

The beatings got 

worse and this led 

Jorge to spend more 

time on the streets 

where the local gang 

took him under their 

wing.  Being in a gang 

meant that Jorge´s dad 

could no longer lay a 

finger on him and the 

newfound power led 

Jorge to prove himself 

in the gang.  Within a 

few weeks Jorge was 

given a gun and told to 

kill someone, which he said he did in order to feel accepted.  The killings continued and the young boy 

earned his gang name of “killer”. 



It was clear that Jorge killed many people as a child and he told me that he sees the faces of every person 

he has killed and how when he shot a man one-day two young children came out of the house and were 

caught in the spray of bullets.  The event made him leave the area and take to living on the streets and 

abusing drugs with the hope that this would curtail his life. 

“When I think about those people who I have killed and all the families I have affected”, he tells me “it 

makes me think I should be dead”.  It is clear he is finding life difficult and since he came with me to church 

over the weekend, he is finding the truth of God´s love for him extremely tough to accept.  He is repentant 

and I know he wishes he could put it all right and pay every family back for what he did, but that would 

mean he would end up being killed.  Not the average Sunday for me! 

We explore some of the great things about his life right now as he has taken the step of leaving the streets 

and has moved into his uncle´s home.  I went with him to settle him in and was pleasantly surprised by the 

warmth of his uncle and aunt and how they seemed so desperate to help him.  We also explore some of the 

things he would like to achieve with his life and what we could do to help him, whilst I rummage through 

my pile of clean clothes for a t-shirt.  As I get the ironing board out he marvels at the way I make sure the t-

shirt, which is obviously too large for him, look like new and then ask him to remove his wet t-shirt and 

replace it with mine.  The feel of a freshly ironed and warm t-shirt made him smile. 

Sitting back down at the table his smile returns and he thanks me for listening and says that he is so pleased 

to have a dad in his life and that he loves me very much.  He is only 21 years old, has been the father of a 

little girl who was then killed by a rival gang and then his girlfriend tried to kill him twice and as he lifts up 

his new t-shirt he shows me the stab wounds. 

Trusting people is not easy for Jorge but he has begun a new journey and tells me that he never wants to go 

back to his old life on the streets.  A rather long hug tells me he has appreciated our time together and 

shows me the value of having the centre available to those we are helping.  It is making a difference to so 

many children and young people and to Jorge it is a lifeline. 
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Saturday 12th December 

I really enjoyed my time on the streets last night.  The thrill of street work has never left me and I am very 

blessed to be able to walk with a great team of volunteers who accompany me to the streets each week. 

As we walked around the corner to “La Casona” we are greeted by two scantily-dressed small boys and 

then by one of the dogs who lives with the group of street children and youth here.  The “Casona” is just a 

name that has come from a historical “house” they all shared many years ago, but now those who live here 

on the streets can only dream of such a place as the rotting and flea-ridden mattresses and blankets is now 

home for them. 

Little Gerson comes running over shouting “papa” 

and holds on to me like a small child would after 

not having seen their father for many months.  His 

legs are firmly wrapped around my legs and he 

asks me to carry him to the group where he is 

desperate to borrow my phone and play a game 

that is designed for 6 year-olds.  I feel deeply for 

these guys and Gerson has been through so much 

it never ceases to amaze me how quickly he can 

morph into a small child and look so vulnerable. 

As Gerson sits with Oscar, one of our youngest 

volunteers, Josué comes over and gives me a hug 

and sniffs a small rag in his hand that, for a 

moment, takes him away from my presence to another place.  It’s tough to watch, especially because he is 

only 10-years-old and in need of a family, love, protection, a shower and some clean clothes.  Josué then 

sits down with Angel, another volunteer, and asks to learn how to add sums together.  Angel´s tender 

support of him is incredible to watch. 

Then Filipe comes over and begins to joke with me about his life on the streets and how no one cares for 

him and could he have a photo with me.  I sit down and begin to chat with him as I have known him for 

many years and keen to try and help him leave the streets.  He is just 14 and has been on the streets, on 

and off, for many years.  He starts by telling me about life in the children´s prison, various children´s homes 

and how he had to escape all of them, about the abuse, solvent use and many other things I will spare you 

from. 

Filipe is most concerned about the tattoos on his 

hand, arms and legs.  All his black tattoos have been 

etched into his skin by him using a pin and some ink 

and with closer inspection see that he didn´t do the 

best of jobs.  On his hand are scars where he used 

lighted cigarettes to burn away the tattoos.  We 

come to some agreement about how I could help 

get them removed if he returned home and started 

school in January.  This led him to talk about his 

dreams and what he could achieve if he studied at 

school. 

As our evening comes to an end I ask Oscar to use 

my phone to record a short video for Radio Christmas, which goes LIVE today from 6pm 



(www.radiochristmas.co.uk).  We say our goodbyes and telling them I will now be in the radio studio for 

two weeks and can´t come to visit them doesn´t go down well but I promise to come back on Christmas Eve 

and celebrate the evening with them. 

This week has been rather hectic after returning back from a week in Honduras and hope the following 

snapshots give you an idea of what has transpired since I last blogged (pre-Honduras). 

One of our boys, Jony, has been talking about his dream of becoming a footballer.  His tough upbringing 

and time on the streets has given this small 13-year-old a perspective on life that drives his determination 

to achieve.  I manage to find him a place at a football training camp fort one month.  After only one hour he 

is moved into the top group and then yesterday I was asked to take him to a football ground to meet “a 

man”.  Turns out the man is a professional trainer and will take Jony under his wing with the hope that the 

scouts for the national team will notice him and give him a break. 

We celebrated Danilo´s 13th birthday in style and his face was such a picture when he came into the 

kitchen/dining room and saw the balloons and his name and signs everwhere telling him how much we 

cared for him.  Such a change from the boy I met earlier this year on the rubbish dump and it is encouraging 

to see how much he has opened up and changed. 

Thanks to your support we have 

managed to send a small group of girls 

to a series of three-day camps away 

from the noise and smell and danger 

of the city centre.  All the girls 

thoroughly enjoyed the chance to 

sleep in a bed, have a hot shower 

each day (well 3-4 showers each day!) 

and good meals.  Thanks to Herbert 

and Deborah and their family for 

running these camps and I hope to 

feature some stories from the camps 

on Radio Christmas over the next few 

days. 

Time to get this published and head to 

the Radio Christmas studio.  Please do listen online and share the station with your friends.  The exciting 

news for us is that ALL DONATIONS that come into the charity in the month of December WIL BE 

DOUBLED!  

Merry Christmas everyone and all the very best for the coming year. 

  

http://www.radiochristmas.co.uk/
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Reflections on Christmas 

I am currently on a flight back from Switzerland to Guatemala thanks to the invitation of a church in Zurich 

to talk about the work and explore ways in which they could support the work.  It has been a relaxing week 

in Zurich speaking at a men´s breakfast and two church services and then spending time with old friends - 

the Swiss family Lang and the Anhut family. 

As I have time now in seat 31L to reflect back on Christmas 2015 I am amazed at the way such a small 

charity, run entirely by volunteers, has achieved so much.  Tomorrow I am meeting the Mi Arca team and 

we will be sharing three highlights from the previous year.  It will be exciting to reflect back and rejoice at 

all that has happened and remember those we have lost this past year on the streets. 

Christmas in Guatemala was rather busy this year with the Radio Christmas station being based at the new 

Centre in the city.  Our Christmas celebrations with the guys on the streets and the children and volunteers 

at the centre was a lot of fun and it was great to see so many children taking away their very first Christmas 

present. 

Guatemala celebrates Christmas on the 24th December and the day 

is rather long with many families starting the celebrations when the 

sun goes down and partying through the night with fireworks in the 

streets and the occasional procession of nativity scenes.  In La 

Terminal we warmed things up with a party for the children who 

are in the mentoring programme, which included presents from 

their mentors followed by a traditional Christmas meal of 

“tamales” and also turkey. 

What was touching was when all the children were gathered 

together by the Christmas tree and each mentor was invited to remove their gift for their child from 

beneath the tree and say why that child is special and why they bought their particular gift.  The children 

were clearly moved by the words of their mentors and I hope that the early success of this new programme 

will continue to have an impact in this New Year. 

Most of our volunteers and children got involved in the Radio Christmas project and despite it being very 

tiring it was tremendously rewarding.  The numbers of people who listen around the world is quite 

incredible with listeners from 166 countries accessing the LIVE stream and many more tuning into the non-

stop stream.  The 24-hour programming was available in both English and Spanish this year, a first for the 

station. 

Our target was to try and raise £20,000 in 12 days with the 

guarantee that every donation would be doubled thanks to a 

matching fund we had been offered for the month of 

December.  In the end £18,300 was raised but with the 

promise of some last-minute donations our target might be 

reached and all funds doubled.  I am overwhelmed by the 

generosity of people who respond in large and small ways to 

making the radio project a very successful event indeed. Not 

only have we raised money but also we were able to update 

supporters about how monies from previous years have been 

used to touch many hundreds of children´s lives. 

For those who might have missed some shows and still feeling a little festive, you can download many of 

the shows from the Radio Christmas website and enjoy a late Christmas. 



When the station went off air on Christmas Eve and the party over and everything cleared up, it was time 

for me to head to the streets with a couple of our volunteers and hang out a bit with some of our friends 

from the streets.  I knew that the bones from the turkey would be most welcome for my pack of street dogs 

that are always keen to greet me and look out for my wellbeing.  Since the street team had already been 

out the previous night with tamales and hot chocolate we had decided not to take out more food but 

rather just be with the guys and enjoy their company. 

On arrival at one of the points we visit the dogs came out to greet us and sniffed out the bones in my 

bag.  The two younger boys, both 10-years-of-age, were very pleased to see me as I had been locked away 

in the radio studio for the last three weeks and this was my first time back on the streets.  As the bones 

were distributed for the dogs the two young boys sat alongside them and clawed away at the bones for last 

remnants of meat.  It was a sight that was so moving and, with the thoughts of Christmas in my mind, so 

desperately sad.  We greeted the other folk on the streets and shared stories from the last few weeks and 

many were talking about Gerson and his exploits of climbing the huge tower that spans across the 

6th Avenue. 

A few minutes later Gerson comes around the 

corner and then, as he catches a glimpse of us, 

comes running along the road with one hand 

trying to hold up his trousers and a huge smile on 

his face.  He throws himself at me and I scoop 

him up into my arms and his legs then lock 

around my knees as he tells me how much he 

has missed me.  I am keen to find out why he had 

decided to bring that part of the city to a 

standstill the previous week when a policeman 

noticed him climbing up the 70m tall 

International Tower.  Gerson explained how he 

had felt so desperate and wanted to kill himself 

as he had borrowed money from someone and 

could not repay it and felt sad about his life on the streets.  We talked about what happened and how he 

could make good choices so that he didn´t have to keep living like this.  But his focus was more on looking 

at me and smiling and saying how much he had missed me and hoped I would have a very happy 

Christmas.  The only Christmas present I had had at that point was a small Christmas stocking he had made 

and stuffed it with boiled sweets. 

Enjoying Christmas is not that easy when you know so many won´t, but on return to the Centre and one 

last meeting to hand out more presents to friends and volunteers I headed for my room and for a restful 

Christmas Eve and Christmas Day before preparing to fly to Switzerland for a few days of presentations. 

It has been a very emotional year, an amazing year, a year of great progress with the opening of the new 

Centre in Guatemala City, a year of congratulating so many children and young people who have graduated 

from school to university in Honduras or who have managed to gain the grades they need to progress to 

another school year in 2016.  A year of seeing more children come off the rubbish dump in Honduras and 

start the AFE School, more children enter into the Manuelito Children´s Home from situations of risk and 

abandonment and a year when we launched the new mentoring programme.  We are grateful to God for 

one incredible year indeed! 

Many thanks for your support dear friends and may this year be a very special one for you and your loved 

ones. 
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27th January, 2016 

It´s that time of year when schools return for the new academic year and it has been a race to try and get 

as many of the kids we work with into school as possible.  We have helped just over 60 children in 

Guatemala City either start school or get back into school and are still trying to find the resources to get 

many more into school rather than being on the streets. 

The road ahead looks much brighter for those now in school as the structure, care, support and educational 

opportunities further increase their chances of making it and doing something far more productive with 

their lives. 

It was a moving moment when I saw 

David and his brother Danilo in their 

new school uniforms and actually be 

excited about being in school rather 

than the rubbish dump.  Their mentor, 

Jonathan, has done a great job with 

them and we are hoping they stay the 

course and achieve their goals and 

pass yet another school year. The 

increased demand for children being 

in school is a good result of the Mi 

Arca team working hard on the streets 

and encouraging children to consider 

the option of school. 

The education system in Guatemala is 

rather lacking to say the least.  Education is compulsory and free but those words mean nothing to the 

thousands who can´t benefit from free schooling as they can´t afford the uniform and the ever-growing list 

of books and supplies they have to take into school on their first day.  It does not cost a large sum to put a 

child into “free” school and so we continue to provide the basic starter kit so a child can start school. 

In Guatemala only 65% of children who start primary school actually finish it and fewer then go onto 

secondary school.  According to USAID 30% of children who start in year one don´t actually graduate into 

year two.  They either drop out or have to go back into the same school year and try again. 

Knowing the system and having seen the schools who struggle with the most basic of school buildings teach 

large class sizes with hardly any resources, it is no wonder we have to step in and try and help the most at-

risk children find alternative schools.  These schools cost more but do offer a great education, however we 

can only offer this to just a few children. 

Thanks to Global Care we have been able to launch a new SPONSOR A CHILD scheme for Guatemala.  For 

those wishing to help support a child in our mentoring programme get the support they need and enjoy the 

benefits of a place in school, please follow this link to our sponsorship page.  We are in need of 7 more 

sponsors (we already have 3) in order to benefit from the support Global Care can offer these children.  If 

you can´t afford the £22 a month then please consider inviting others in the mix so that as a group you 

could help us with our target of 7 sponsors. 



These last 10 days have been busy with the visit of 

Peter Rushforth to Guatemala.  Peter is a great 

friend and supporter of the charity and has 

recently retired from his position as head teacher 

of Heatherton House School in Amersham. 

Peter came to tell the team about the money the 

school had raised in December and present us 

with a cheque for £711.68.  Peter was also keen to 

see first-hand the work on the streets, the high-

risk families we support and the mentoring 

porgramme in action.  Needless to say he was 

impressed and has written his own reflections on 

his time here, which is well worth the read. 

We have worked hard this month to try and get as many street children and youths off the streets and back 

into families, into a home or back into school.  Four have made it so far and we are very pleased with those 

who have made positive decisions to leave behind the street life.  One young boy told me that if I helped 

him leave the streets he would go back and live with his mum, who I know cares for him, and go back to 

school.  Up till this moment he has kept his word and should start school in the next few days. 

Our work on the streets has been a lot of fun and 

on one visit a small group of boys gathered around 

me to see some pictures of my time in Switzerland 

and loved looking at photos of the snow.  These 

boys work hard on the streets cleaning shoes and, 

at the same time, try and care for younger 

brothers and sisters.  The few minutes of looking 

at photos and playing a couple of games was a 

welcome respite from their rather tough and cruel 

world. 

  

Selvin has not being doing too well since he 

returned to the streets and is begging to be given 

another chance to try again.  This time he needs to 

stay off drugs for 5 days and then a centre we 

found will offer him a place in their rehab 

programme.  He is going to try and I hope he will 

make it as he was beaten up recently and now 

talks more and more about there being no point to 

him trying to leave the streets as no one really 

cares for him anyway. 

I point him to the Mi Arca team working in the 

street and use examples of youths he knows who 

have left the streets and who are making a life for 

themselves.  He smiles and tells me he will try again and then demands a hug and says: “thanks daddy”. 



 

On our return to the Centre we are 

informed of another two taxi drivers 

who were assassinated at the end of 

our road last night and how a gang 

has moved into the area and has been 

running an extortion business.  We 

have asked people to pray for our 

safety and that of those children, 

volunteers and staff who come to the 

Centre each day. 

I will finish with more encouraging 

news that Cesar and Maria continue 

to do well and stay off the 

streets.  Peter came with Walter (one 

of the street team) and me to see how they were doing and to cheer them up a bit, as they seemed down 

at receiving news that a government social worker wanted to see them about their two children who are 

currently in a children´s home.  We will support their case in court next month and speak on their behalf 

about how well they have done and hope their children will be returned to them. 
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Friday 5th February 2016 

We have been talking this week about how many people have been killed in the nearby streets and how we 

seem to hear more about the week´s deaths now we are living in La Terminal.  Walter, one of our street 

workers, then told me about how he had just left the Centre in the jeep when two guys walked up to the 

car in front, held a gun at the driver’s head and robbed him of his possessions.  I then told Walter of how 

someone was held at gunpoint in front of the Centre a couple of days before and we both discussed how 

God continues to keep us safe despite all the violence and crime around us. 

It has been an interesting time to say the least but in the midst of so much heartache and pain it is amazing 

how you can still have peace and the strength to keep going.  Every day there are so many opportunities to 

make a difference in people´s lives and see how just a little love and encouragement starts to change the 

world in which one lives. 

One such example for me this week was seeing how many people now respond so positively to us when we 

walk out of the Centre.  We are often greeted by Don Edwin, an elderly man who lives across the road, and 

the staff from CEFESA – the hardware store at the top of the road.  Josué, a mechanic who has a workshop 

in the road, came to me this week with a small box containing three tamales (a mixture of corn dough and 

chicken wrapped in a banana leaf) and thanked us for our kindness. 

This badly taken photo gives you a shot of the end of the 

street and shows one of our workers, Jonathan, who is a 

mentor to two boys, leaving the Centre and walking these 

two boys to school.  Both boys, like so many in the 

mentoring programme, would be on the streets or 

working on the rubbish dump if the mentoring programme 

did not exist. 

Talking of mentoring, we have been busy training new 

mentors and tomorrow another 4 should finish their 

training and then start the matching process and begin 

mentoring from next week. 

I am mentoring two boys but looking after two other boys until mentors can be found for them.  One of 

those boys is called David and he and his brother came with me to the centre on Monday to discuss how 

they were doing at school and to play a few games and just enjoy being kids. 

Both boys are always hungry and look like they often miss meals and the number of scars on their arms and 

legs show me that there is no protection from mosquitoes or fleas where they live.  I had some bread 

available and a bit of cheese so quickly made them cheese on toast, something they had never tried.  We 

sat, ate and chatted about life and I watched David, as he made sure that every crumb from his plate was 

cleaned away.  As I watched him wipe his finger across his plate and lick the crumbs it reminded me of what 

I used to do as a boy.  Growing up in poverty meant that every crumb had to be eaten and so I must try my 

best to provide something more substantial for the boys this coming week. 



Life in the Centre is not always busy 

but we were rather inundated with 

volunteers the other day as the new 

batch of keen recruits completed their 

induction training and received their 

team t-shirts and ID badge.  

This month we continue with our 

recruitment programme and, as part 

of this, the main university will be 

dropping by at the end of our team 

meeting today to make a programme 

about our work that will go out on 

national TV next week. 

On a completely different theme I 

have begun my training programme 

for the El Camino Central America walk this summer. The walk will start in San Jose, the capital of Costa 

Rica, and end in Guatemala City and should take me about 5 weeks to complete.  The main reason for doing 

this is to help raise funds for the work here and I will soon be setting up a fundraising page and website 

about this. 

Walking around the city has been fun and incredibly interesting as my walks have taken me into new areas 

and shown me the amazing diversity that is Guatemala City.  The juxtaposition of the high-rise luxury 

apartments and tin shacks of the shanty towns are even more visible as I walk between them I notice how 

both populations stare at me and wonder what I am doing wandering in “their” patch.  The fear and 

mistrust is palpable in places as both groups contest the space and build more barriers, higher walls and 

erect more metal shuttering.  The streets where I walk become the common ground.  It is fascinating. 

My two-hour visit to the rubbish dump the other day was curtailed by a phone call from one of the street 

youths who told us that Gerson was ill again and was coughing up blood and could we come and take him 

to hospital. 

On arriving at the street where 

Gerson lives we find a small group of 

street youths high on solvents and, as 

usual, are greeted by the small pack of 

dogs.  We find Gerson sitting up 

against a lamppost and check his 

condition.  I can´t even find a pulse 

but he is clearly alive but very 

dehydrated, has a temperature and is 

in an almost unconscious state. 

I ask Walter to call our new friends, 

the Guatemalan Red Cross, which 

does seem ironic as the Municipal 

Bomberos (ambulance and rescue 

service) station is no more than 20m 

away!  I am then told that Selvin, who is on the other side of the street, is unconscious and could we take 

him to hospital also.  I check on Selvin and a few minutes later the Red Cross ambulance arrives and helps 

us take both to the general hospital. 



My concern, in those few minutes before the ambulance arrived, was where to take them.  The two main 

hospitals in the city had closed their A&E departments and were not taking any new patients due to the 

ongoing crisis in the country as funds to schools and hospitals had dried up many months ago. 

The Red Cross informed me that the 

previous day the San Juan de Dios 

hospital had started taking patients 

again and so we made our way 

through traffic and arrived at the A&E 

that reminded me of the TV 

programme MASH. 

On arrival I have to take responsibility 

for both lads and register them with 

the information I have of their dates 

of birth, full names, mother´s name, 

father´s name, address (the exact 

address please, not just the street), 

etc. 

Gerson has been ill for the last week 

as, once again, he had stoped eating and just been sniffing solvents.  He is now rather delirious and is put 

on a stretcher and taken into the Red Zone.  I get my paperwork and join the doctor who is asking Gerson 

his name and if he knows where he is.  The same doctor looks at Selvin, who has possible fractures to his 

head due to suffering from a hit-and-run.  He is vomiting on the floor and going in and out of consciousness 

but is deemed to be stable by the doctor and asked to sit in the queue. 

I then spend the next 10 hours going between Gerson and Selvin who both end up the Red Zone but in 

between them are about 45 stretchers with people in various states of trauma, serious injury or on life 

support machines.  There is no dignity, no privacy and men and women lie side by side, some completely 

naked, while family members scream, rush in and out with supplies.  Some patients try and look after 

themselves as limited doctors and nurses try and focus on those they deem to be more needy. 

The chaos of the evening does calm down nearer midnight as Gerson is hooked up to various devices and is 

cleaned up while I take Selvin to get x-rays and then more x-rays.  It is an emotionally and physically 

draining time but one that allows me to see the problems of our state health service and how some 

amazing people do incredible things with hardly any support and resources. 

I forgot to mention the 10 heavily armed prison guards that wander around looking after men who have 

been brought in from the prison.  Chatting with them opens up all sorts of conversations about their low 

pay and conditions and how they live in shacks near the prison where rats have become their pets and fleas 

their common complaint. 

We leave Gerson in the hospital and I imagine he will be there for a while.  Selvin, on the other hand, is 

released with a prescription for pain relief pills.  Walter and I head back to the Centre and are thankful that 

we are healthy and well and grateful to have a bed to sleep in tonight. 
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 Wednesday 17.02.2016 

Success is always difficult to measure when working with vulnerable children but we do well in keeping 

records of numbers and study statistics as to how effective we are doing in our daily work. 

These last two weeks have been, for me personally, very successful in terms of how I feel about the work 

and how I see in the lives of the children the small changes towards a more fulfilled life. 

One of the children that has been a 

great source of worry over the last 

few months has left the streets and 

started school.  It was not easy to get 

him to leave behind the daily drug use 

and street life but as a relationship of 

trust was developed he started to 

respond.  I will call him Brayan to keep 

his real name out of this blog.  Brayan 

is a small 12-year-old boy who 

continues to struggle to leave the 

drugs behind but the more he gets 

involved in positive activities, 

reinforced by lots of encouragement 

and hugs, the more we see him warm 

to the idea of school work. 

I was on the exercise machine yesterday as part of my daily preparation for this summer´s walk from Costa 

Rica to Guatemala.  Having two hours on a machine means I am stuck in one place and that seems to 

attract the kids who try and keep up with me or even beat my pace.  Yesterday Brayan came in from school 

and started to work out on the exercise bike.  Having him next to me meant that the aroma of solvents was 

high but at least he was trying to do something about this. 

The fight to keep him in school and off the streets is hard.  Getting the boy to give up the drugs seems even 

harder but with him entering the mentoring programme we expect to see him achieving great things as 

time passes. 

Another measure of success has been 

to see the numbers of children we 

have managed to help get into school 

this year, over 70 now and 

counting.  Many more are helped with 

the purchase of uniforms, school 

books and school fees.  The Midlands-

based charity, Global Care, have 

partnered with us to provide 10 

sponsorships for 10 children in the 

mentoring programme and who now 

study at school. 

If you are interested in sponsoring a 

child then this can be done from as 

little as £5 per month for a shared sponsorship or £22 to be the lone sponsor of a child.  At the time of 



writing this we only need 4 MORE SPONSORS to benefit from the funds Global Care are offering.  Please do 

share this with your friends, family and contacts.  MORE DETAILS HERE. 

During one of my long walks the other week I bumped into 

Mauricio who was busy sweeping up some rubbish in the 

street.  We have known, supported and helped Mauricio 

over the last few years to take positive steps towards 

leaving the streets. The lengthy paperwork and visits to the 

various government agencies and his own valiant efforts 

have resulted in him getting a job with the Municipal 

Council as a street cleaner. 

Mauricio is thrilled and is saving to get his own room rather 

than sleep on the streets.  We hope to help with this next 

step and then find him a bed and a few little things to encourage him on his way.  He is very grateful and 

another source of encouragement last week. 

  

My constant cause of concern is Gerson, who is now 

recovering well in hospital and when I went to visit him 

recently he was talking about returning to the streets as, in 

his own words, he could never cope with being locked up in 

a home.  I have advised, encouraged and counseled him as 

much as I can and can only leave the decision with him and 

seek to support him as best I can. 

Cesar and Maria who, left the streets again last year, have 

been on a long road to get their children back with them.  I 

joined them in court the other day to see if  little Duncan and Lupita could be returned to them.  The judge 

took all things into consideration and allowed the children to return to their parents.   

 

Cesar and Maria were overjoyed and the huge smile on 

Maria´s face over the next few hours never changed and 

Cesar could not stop kissing the kids and telling them he 

loved them.  It was a touching time and I hope they can 

now make a life for themselves as a family and that Cesar 

can earn enough to support them all.  The next few 

weeks will be crucial. 

We have also had a visit from a friend of ours from the 

USA, Jonathan, who came to visit us and see the progress 

since his last visit 2 years ago.  What a difference he was 

able to witness as the last time he came there were only a few of us working on the streets and nothing 

else.  Now we have a centre, mentoring programme and amazing team of volunteers and staff who work on 

the streets on a daily basis. 

I took Jonathan on the streets one evening to see some of the children who are benefitting from the 

mentoring programme and school support programme.  I thought you would like to read the following to 

give you an idea of how our evening of street work went and will take this opportunity of thanking you for 

reading this far and thanks for your interest and support of the work. 

http://www.globalcare.org.uk/projects/21


Jonathan, Josué and I walked out of The Centre and into La Terminal.  It was already dark but the streets 

are full of people trying to make their way home on overcrowded buses while street vendors continue to 

make the most of the passing trade. 

As we step down into a dimly lit alleyway we are greeted by a small group of young children, all calling out 

to be picked up and swung around.  Jonathan seems a little overwhelmed as children cling around my neck 

and more pour out of the numerous shacks to see what the commotion is about. One lady comes over and 

asks for our help with her children as she struggles to care for them and in the next two minutes blames so 

many people for her situation that I wonder if she will ever acknowledge her part in the family 

situation.  Her children now seem to fend for themselves, the youngest being five, due to her being drunk 

on a daily basis and incapable of offering the love and support the children so desperately crave. 

We are then invited to help a little girl with her homework.  This proves impossible in the street and so I ask 

to go with her into her house.  This is the point that Jonathan, some time later, tells me he felt it was a 

most moving experience.  The girl is 13 and trying to complete her homework while other family members 

come and go and while the tiny TV in the corner is on with full volume. 

When I say house I understand that this might need some explaining.  Their home is a simple construction 

of four pieces of wood with two larger ones across the top to hold up the tin roof.  The walls are also made 

of tin and one wall is crudely lined with cardboard and newspaper.  The bunk bed has another bed tied on 

the top and each bed is home to 2-3 people, plus animals.  The size is a mere 6´by 8´and a single light fitting 

is divided into a socket for the TV and a dim light bulb by which we try and complete the homework. 

The family is struggling and the talk is of how their wider family has had to move away now because one of 

the girls witnessed a killing two weeks ago and the assassin saw her and has put out a contract on the 

whole family.  Despite all this they are thankful for their little home and that one of the girls is at 

school.  When she goes back to school with her schoolbook her teacher will know she has had help with her 

homework as part of it was in English.  I was tempted to correct the teacher´s English but thought this 

might end up with an invitation into the school to teach English! 

We say our goodbyes and walk past the rats and excrement into an area where a small group of drunks are 

gathered.  Near them are two boys, one in our mentoring programme, who are playing in the streets.  We 

are invited to play a game of cat and mouse, which the boys never seem to tire of.  It´s a special time and 

they have thoroughly enjoyed the chase but we need to head home and leave them to their street life.  The 

desire to take them with us and give them a place to sleep that is safe and clean is strong but we shake 

hands and move on with a feeling of guilt as I wish we could do more.  

  



No. 77 

Wednesday 24th February 2016 

I have had fun this week learning all 

about how to kill zombies!  Not my 

usual subject of learning but driving 

Moses to school every day this week 

led to discussions about zombies.  My 

friend Matt Levett would be my 

usually expert on this subject as he is 

the only person I know who carries 

around a zombie survival kit in his car! 

Moses needed lots of extra support 

and so I offered to drive him to school 

each day this week, which has been a 

real treat for him.  On arrival we have 

spent time looking at a Bible verse 

and praying together before school as 

each day there has been a verse that has helped him with a particular issue within school.  After this we 

then get out my iPad and play a zombie game where you stop the attack of zombies by firing vegetables at 

them.  Apparently I am now prepared should we have an invasion! 

Laura Evans is still working with us here in Guatemala City.  Laura is from Amersham and has come over for 

three weeks to help provide some extra love and support to the children who come to our centre each day 

as well as those we work with out on the streets. 

On one of our trips to the streets this 

week Laura and I visited various 

groups of children in La 

Terminal.  Laura was always prepared 

with a ton of games and activities that 

seemed to fit every situation.  She 

reminded me of Mary Poppins who 

could conjure anything out her bag 

and I wished she could have pulled 

out a ladder.  That would have been 

cool but she stuck with games and 

crafts. 

Over the last week I have been trying 

to help three children who have been 

going through some tough 

times.  Without going into detail here the two sisters, aged 10 and 11, and their 12-year-old brother have 

been showing signs of needing the extra support we can offer. 

I asked the girls if I could make a home visit and get to know where they lived.  They seemed very pleased 

and skipped along the road hand in hand with me as we climbed the steps up from the main road near 

where I live to a house that is quite isolated from any other building.  It stands on an island and with traffic 

rushing by it does make for a rather noisy place to live. 



We approached the metal door and I notice they have to carefully slide their slim hands through a broken 

pane of glass and reach for a catch that opens the door.  We walk in complete darkness and the girls tell me 

to take care as two dogs guard the entrance.  They lead me to a staircase and we climb up 14 steps made 

from different sizes of planks of wood and about half are fixed and the other half move as you step on 

them. 

On arriving at the top floor I am invited into their “house”.  Immediately on my right sits their grandmother, 

a frail elderly lady who is dressed in traditional costume and smiles at me whilst reaching out her hand.  The 

room is not well lit but the single bulb hanging from the roof does illuminate the two mid-size beds pushed 

together and in front of that a wardrobe with a TV on top.  There are no signs of toys or anything that 

would confirm that children lived here.  It is clear they have very little but the grandmother does an 

amazing job in looking after the three children. 

At this point the boy arrives and shakes my hand.  I sit down with him on a chair and we talk about many 

things and about how they are all coping.  With their father no longer in contact with them and the mother 

in prison the children are basically fending for themselves and spending more and more time on the 

streets.  The mentoring programme has impacted the lives of the two girls but the boy has not yet come on 

the scene until some recent incidents. 

I ask what they plan to eat and the silence and looking at the floor communicates that they have 

nothing.  The grandmother does her best but the girls are underweight and trying not to get involved in 

gangs or street life.  I take the decision to invite them to the Centre, where I also live, on the condition that 

the boy cooks dinner for us.  His face is a picture as he is obviously excited about coming to eat with me but 

wondering how he is supposed to cook. 

 

The evening goes well and he cooks enough for the four of 

us and there is plenty of chicken left over to take home to 

the grandmother later that evening.  Having time to show 

him how to cook also gives me the chance to allow him to 

talk about how he feels about his life and what his dreams 

are.  He is now very keen to join the mentoring programme 

and so I decide to help support him until a mentor is 

available for him. 

The following day is Sunday and after church I drive to Santa 

Fas, a slum area on the outskirts of Guatemala City, where I 

have been working since 1993. I made a promise in the week 

and had to keep it. 

A few days before young Wilman knocks at the door of the 

centre and asks if he can talk to me.  This is a breakthrough 

in itself as he has always been very closed to 

talking.  Wilman works 6 days a week in the charcoal factory 

and earns enough to feed himself and manages to take a 

little home on Sunday when he visits his mum and brothers 

in Santa Fas. 

Wilman tells me he has decided, at long last, to study in school and could I advise him about how to go 

about registering for a place in a school.  Our time together over some chocolate brownie leads to him 

telling me how sad he was last Sunday when his younger brother Jony turned 11.  He was sad because they 

had nothing to give him.  The tradition here is to buy a cake with tons of cream on and then have fun and 



games together, but this was not possible for little Jony and so Wilman told me how he had tried to cheer 

up him up by playing football with him. 

Their little shack clings precariously to 

the mountainside and it would only 

take a significant earth tremor to send 

the whole lot down the mountain and 

into the heavily contaminated river 

below. 

So I promised to visit them and called 

into the cake shop on my way and 

bought him a small gift of a bubble 

wand.  The family all came out to meet 

me as I climbed down the dirt path 

and we sang happy birthday to Jony 

who then could not stop smiling for 

the rest of the afternoon. 

It was a special time for a little boy 

who, I am sure, will remember this birthday for the rest of his life.  It doesn’t take a lot to make a difference 

and now with Wilman attending Saturday school I am hoping for greater options for this family instead of 

bagging up charcoal and rummaging through the rubbish dump.  

  



No. 78 

Monday 7th March 2016 

A boy asked me this week if I would adopt him!  It is not something that happens that often and I was not 

expecting it from a 14-year-old boy.  As I asked Walter why he wanted me to adopt him he tells me that he 

knows I care for him and that his parents don´t. 

We had spent a few hours together in a hospital due to a very deep cut he received on his head after falling 

off a motorbike.  Walter, like so many his age, is trying to support himself by working at the same time as 

studying.  He starts work at 4am most days and rides a motorbike around La Terminal delivering tortilla 

dough to various locations before heading off to school.  After school he continues to work and earns just 

enough to pay for his food and lodging. 

Walter´s boss does not provide him with a helmet 

or any protection and he is still paying back 

money to his boss from another accident he had, 

which damaged the bike. 

Walter arrived at the centre and it was clear he 

needed hospital treatment quite urgently and so 

we took him to a private clinic, as taking him to 

the national hospital would have been a waste of 

time.  The first-class treatment he received and 

the time we had to talk during cleanup and 

stitching demonstrated to Walter that we cared 

for him and was important enough to spend £150 

on medical treatment. 

The following day he asked me to adopt him and started calling me dad before I explained that I could not 

adopt him as he has parents.  This led to a previous conversation about his upbringing and how he had 

worked hard from the tender age of three to feed himself and stay alive.  The numerous scars on his body 

tell a story of years of abuse and neglect and just how hard life has treated him. 

Walter remains in our programme and I have given his boss a week to provide Walter with a helmet before 

we have to make a legal complaint about his employment status.  In the meantime we hope he stays safe. 

 

Last weekend I was asked to help accompany 

three children and one mentor to a shopping 

mall.  The three children live in La Terminal and 

this would be their first trip away from the 

routine of home, school and being on the 

streets.  Our day begins by a visit to my church 

and then we head to the mall. 

Guatemala has developed numerous shopping 

malls over the last 10 years and the Oakland Mall 

is probably one of the most luxurious malls that 

would rival any in the UK or US.  It does seem like 

you step into another world when you enter and the whole experience is a shock, albeit a most pleasant 

one, for most first time Guatemalan visitors. 



The three children ran into the mall and were overwhelmed by the sights, smells and sounds of the bustling 

Oakland Center.  A quite magical afternoon followed as we pretended to shop in expensive shops, tried out 

tester perfumes and ended up by the Lego shop, which just happened to be next to a princess experience 

who were offering free face painting. 

 

The two girls picked out their face designs while I 

joined the boy at the Lego shop and talked about 

how he was coping with his life.  It was a special 

afternoon and the children returned to their world 

somewhat different and with memories of one 

superb day.  I asked them later to tell me about 

the happiest day of their lives and I am told that it 

was today! 

It has been a hectic week and having to say 

goodbye to everyone as I head back to the UK was 

also difficult.  On my last visit to the streets some 

of the guys made me promise I would be back with them after Easter and that I should remember them 

everyday by taking a photo and carrying it with me.  It was a special time and I will miss them all including 

Gerson who phones me everyday now to tell me that I am his dad and to ask me if I slept well and when am 

I going to buy him some new shoes. 

I am now on my way back to the UK and was one 

of the lucky ones to be offered a free upgrade to 

business class.  This opened up a chance 

discussion with the pilot who came to talk to the 

passengers and then invited me to take control 

of the plane!  Well, it was stationary at the 

terminal in Dallas but good to share with him and 

the co-pilot something of the work we do.  The 

photo will be now shared with Sergio, the boy we 

rescued off the streets two years ago, who 

continues to dream of being a pilot and I am sure 

one day he will be sitting in such a seat and living 

out his dreams. 

 

  



No. 79 

Wednesday 30th March 2016 

I have recently returned to Guatemala from the UK and was there for three weeks of presentations, 

assemblies, meetings and our annual Family Quiz Night fundraiser.  It was a hectic but rewarding time and 

so good to spend quality time with family and friends again and catch up with news and events.  So very 

sorry I could not fit everyone in! 

A massive thank you to all those who hosted me (especially the Curson family), those who fed me, helped 

arrange meetings and assemblies, worked their socks off for the Quiz Night and to Emily for loaning me her 

car. 

It is always encouraging to travel around to schools and see the interest still alive in so many staff and 

pupils.  In one school the teacher invited the children to come and talk to me after the assembly and so a 

small queue formed.  Some children wanted to tell me they liked the assembly, one boy just gave me a hug 

and then a little girl told me that she had been into London with her mum and dad and they had seen some 

homeless people.  She commented that: “I saw a homeless man and he had a really ugly dog and he looked 

just like you”, and with that walked off.  I was left asking myself if she meant the man or the dog! 

Our annual Family Quiz Night was a 

sell-out and we even had two families 

who so wanted to be at the event but 

when they found out it was full 

booked decided to run our Quiz Night 

in their own home.  The evening was a 

great success and £1,600 was raised 

to help further the work.  Well done 

to Steve Poulson and his team for 

"winning" the Quiz Night and despite 

calls of foul play their one bribe did 

not help dent their rather large lead 

throughout. 

Thanks to Peter Rushforth who spoke 

on the evening about his experiences 

in Guatemala in January and how vital the work we do is to the many children that now rely on the teams in 

Guatemala City.  I cannot begin to list all those who came to help on the evening but will say a massive 

thanks to Jo Soden and her team for the decorations and food, to Ken Harratt for the live music and to 

Martin and Robyn Hughes for hosting the evening for us.  I hope you will join us next year for our themed 

family evening. 

While I was away the team kept me informed of the work in Guatemala and how one of the families we had 

been helping had been through a tough patch.  Cesar and María had found life difficult having their two 

children living back with them and so contacted the authorities and they were taken back into care 

again.  It must have been a very difficult decision for them to make and a decision that would have 

traumatised their two young children who were just getting used to living back with their mum and dad. 

Now back in Guatemala the work begins a pace as we head towards the summer months and the 

sponsored walk I am doing from Costa Rica to Guatemala, more about this in another blog.  Thanks again to 

everyone for your faithful and incredible support of our projects in both Guatemala and Honduras. 

  



No. 80 

Monday 4th April 2016 

I woke up this morning laughing!  I was having a dream about a situation I thought was incredibly funny and 

found myself laughing so much I woke myself up. 

Soon after I had got up ready for the day I heard lots of laughing coming from the lounge in the Centre, 

where I live in Guatemala City.  Two children were enjoying some playtime with their mentor before 

heading off to school.  I just love hearing the laughter here and since it is now mid-afternoon here in 

Guatemala there are more children downstairs enjoying being children and all this has been made possible 

by your support.  So thank you all so much. 

On my return to Guatemala one of the boys I am 

mentoring was waiting for me at the Centre.  It was 

clear he had missed me and wanted to hear all about 

how my time had been in the UK.  The following 

morning Walter (photo), one of the boys that I wrote 

about in my last blog from Guatemala, was so pleased 

to see me he shouted out “Dad´s home”.  Walter is 

doing well and has recovered from his head injury.  I 

had warned him that his employer had to provide him 

with a helmet for the motorbike he has to ride around 

La Terminal delivering dough for making tortillas.  He 

was keen to show me that he was now wearing a 

helmet as his boss didn´t want me to make a formal complaint to the authorities, so a good result at last. 

Then, Walter (one of our street team) informed me of the very sad news of three deaths in the rubbish 

dump in La Terminal.  We had been asked to help cover the funeral costs of two people, one being a little 

girl.  All three had eaten soup that was contaminated and died soon after.  It was a terrifying experience for 

those who tried to help. 

The choices so many of those we work with seem so few especially when they don´t have the luxury of 

choosing what they eat.  The risks involved in just living each day are high and we are so sad to hear of their 

deaths. 

This morning a boy sat near to me in the Centre and told me that it was his cousin that had died of food 

poisoning and wanted to just be near to someone and say he was sad about what had happened.  It was a 

touching moment and I hope I had helped bring some comfort. 

Despite the sad news there has been some good news.  Over the last few months we have been working 

hard to help two families leave the streets.  One family decided to make the move from years of living on 

the streets after the girl became pregnant.  We have been amazed at the great decisions they took to get a 

small room, find some basic food and have managed to just get by each day.  Marcos and Rosa are doing 

well and despite Marcos being offered a job as a manual laborer and working two weeks to find that his 

boss could not pay him, they struggled on because they wanted a better life for their unborn child. 

One of my friends at church had offered Marcos an interview and that followed by a job offer that will 

mean him having a stable job, good training and some great employment benefits also.  At the same time 

he and one of our workers, Frank, were invited to represent the charity at an all-expenses-paid 

Consultation in Mexico.  The pair left on Sunday and will be in Mexico till Thursday and then on Friday 

Marcos starts his new job and he and Rosa will start their new life. 



Our regular readers will know of 

Selvin.  Selvin left the streets a couple 

of months ago and is doing really well 

in the rehab centre.  I took some time 

out to visit him last week (yes, still 

wearing the same shirt!) and he 

seemed a new person from the 

bloody-faced young man we had 

rescued off the streets.  Selvin was a 

transformed person and showed me 

the figures he had been making from 

paper and talked about all the new 

things he has been learning.  It was so 

great to see him so happy and full of 

life. 

We are very encouraged to see more leaving the streets and so I will be updating you more soon about 

how he and Rosa are progressing and to introduce you to Christian who left the streets with his pregnant 

girlfriend and all that has happened to them. 

There are always more to rescue but we do know the numbers of those living on the streets are continuing 

to decline and are grateful for the opportunity to help make a difference.  Thanks again for your support. 

 


