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Friday 23rd September, 2016 

Being held up at gunpoint is a regular thing for many people who live in Guatemala City.  For poor Ben 

Soden, who is visiting here from the UK, it was a frightening experience. 

Ben arrived at our Centre last night together with Frank, one of our team, and was obviously in shock.  He 

and Frank had been at the traffic lights a couple of blocks from the Centre when a guy pulls up on a 

motorbike and slaps his gun against the car window demanding their phones.  They handed over their 

phones and Frank´s watch and then the bike took off. 

We called the police who were particularly unhelpful and so used the ´Find my iPhone´app to locate the 

phone.  We then head off in the car in search of the phone and the guy who stole it.  When we arrived at 

the location where the phone was the guy took off on his bike.  So we followed and arrived at a street 

where he and three other guys were sitting. 

It became clear, as we observed them for a few minutes, that two had guns and was exchanging 

money.  Since we didn´t have guns we drove off in search of a police patrol car.  We found one just down 

the road and flagged it down and was greeted by two very helpful National Police Officers who treated us 

with care and respect.  They called for backup and then we took off and returned to where the guys had 

been sitting in the streets. 

We think that the four guys who, by this time, had 

hidden the phones and watch as they must have been 

spooked by our large black car with dark 

windows.  Ben´s phone was still showing close by, 

probably in one of the buildings behind where they 

were sitting and was still turned on and taking calls. 

The police pulled gently into the curb where the four 

were sitting enjoying a drink and quickly pull out their 

rifles and asked all four to stand up against the wall 

while they were thoroughly searched.  Two of them 

had guns but had licences for them and so there was 

little the police could do as they were not in possession of the phones or watch.  Despite the phone 

showing in the building behind we could not enter as we didn´t have a warrant and so had to leave it. 

Ben wanted to confront the assailant (photo) and so I accompanied him while Ben began to explain, in his 

best Spanish, how bad he was to rob someone who had come out to Guatemala to help people.  There was 

little more we could do but we have clocked him, know his face and his bike.  He informed the police he 

works in La Terminal, which means we are sure to cross his path another day! 

Life is cheap here and people are killed everyday just for a phone.  A life is not measured in material values 

and we are thankful that we all returned home safely last night.  Ben and Frank will be in shock I expect for 

the next few days and we pray the experience will not deter them from the bigger picture of what is 

happening here. 
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Thursday 12th October, 2016 

The last couple of weeks have been rather stressful.  I think psychologists say that moving house is stressful 

but when you add that to the many other things that have been going on its no wonder I feel rather 

drained at the moment. 

I decided to move out of my room at the Centre in Guatemala City to make way for a medical clinic we are 

preparing there, thanks to the funding and support of AFE and Grace Honduras.  The move was quick but 

having everything once again boxes and black rubbish sacks is not easy to deal with as I don´t seem to have 

the time or willingness at this point to unpack as I will be heading to the UK in three weeks and so it doesn´t 

seem much point really. 

I have moved into the house we are renting for the new protection home we would like to launch in 

2017.  Ben Soden, who is visiting from the UK and Frank join me in the house at the moment.  The house is 

rather large and very well situated for a protection home and so we are rattling around in it for the 

moment until we get the funding sorted to buy and refurbish the home. 

Talking of Ben, I thought you would 

like to see this short video he made 

yesterday.  We had travelled out to 

the outskirts Guatemala City to visit 

two children we are trying to keep an 

eye on.  12-year-old Dyana and 8-

year-old Jorge lost their mother 

earlier this year when she was gunned 

down in the streets whilst begging at 

traffic lights.  He tragic death has 

affected both of them who now they 

feel drawn to live on the streets 

themselves.  I am not sure if it is just 

to get away from abuse or if its to feel 

a connection with their mother, but 

the course of action they are taking is 

now leading them down a very dangerous road. 

We spent time with them and their cousins and then Ben recorded a short video.  Little did we know that a 

few minutes after we left a battle began between police and one of the prominent gangs here kicked 

off.  One of the gang members ran from the police and passed by the front of the shack where Jorge and 

Dyana live.  Jorge looked into the man´s eyes and says he can recognize him should he be asked by 

police.  The man turns to him and says “if you say anything I will come back and cut you into small pieces 

and leave them out in the streets”. 

Their grandparents, who also have the wider family and their children living with them, care for both Dyana 

and Jorge.  They tell me of their fears for them both and how a lady up the road is recruiting vulnerable 

young children and taking them into her home where, according to them, “really bad things happen”. 

Later that same day Dyana goes missing and then Jorge goes out to look for her and returns having been 

beaten up.  Being a child here is not always the best time of your life and these two little ones are suffering 

greatly and we need to do something to help them move into a happier place. 

https://www.facebook.com/dunc.streetkidsdirect/videos/10155313270683154/


 

After the last 24 hours and the pain we feel of 

knowing how things are with Dyana and Jorge (Dyana 

returned a few hours ago and then disappeared 

again) I need to remind myself that with some 

children we are seeing success.  It would be helpful 

to me, and hope you enjoy reading this also, to hear 

of some good things going on here in Guatemala City. 

Little Moses turned 9 last week and I have now been 

his mentor for the last two and a half years.  Despite 

setbacks and tough situations at home and school he 

has made it to 9 and so I took him and his family out 

for pizza.  Moses loved the attention and the two presents I bought him and spent two very happy hours 

eating pizza and running around a play den inside the pizza restaurant with two friends who he wanted to 

invite to his party. 

The two friends turned out to be Ashly and Alison 

who come to the centre most days and have been in 

the mentoring programme for nearly a year now.  I 

know how much they appreciated being part of this 

party and how different their lives are when they are 

with us.  Two days later I take them, and a small 

group of kids, to the local park for a few hours.  There 

is nothing more rewarding than seeing the children so 

happy playing together and this photo was just one I 

grabbed as they played, ran around and ate ice 

cream. 

  

Back at the Centre I find young Juanito with a huge smile on 

his face as he is having his weekly mentoring session with 

Diego, a newly trained mentor.  Having a trusted adult in his 

life is making a difference and the conditions in which his lives 

means he is at very high risk of taking to the streets, so this 

prevention work I know will help support him make good 

choices and enjoy just being a child in a safe and encouraging 

environment. 

  

  

  

  

   

  



Carlitos is doing well and having got 

through the recent fire and loss of his 

home and possessions he continues to 

go along to my friend´s restaurant 

each week to learn the skills of being a 

chef.  This is Carlos in the photo 

securing his bike after I drop him off 

one day last week.  He is happy, 

fulfilled and cycles back later that day 

with some food he has cooked for 

me.  It´s delicious and he takes real 

pride in telling me what he has learnt 

and is so happy to see me enjoying 

the food.  It’s a start and one I hope 

will lead to greater things for him. 

And finally to Go Guatemala.  This inspirational project in zone 18 of Guatemala City working with high-risk 

children and youth offers a packed programme every Saturday for around 120 children.  I have missed 

coming here and the walk through Central America and trip to Honduras recently meant that most 

Saturdays I was unable to visit.  

 

So with a Saturday free I headed 

down to this conflict-ridden zone and 

arrived to a welcome by many 

children who hugged me and told me 

they missed me.  I wanted to come 

and present them with a cheque from 

the funds raised during the summer´s 

sponsored walk together with a 

framed autographed t-shirt from 

Jeony and me. 

The work at Go Guatemala continues 

to inspire me as they reach some of 

the most vulnerable children in that 

area and offer them hope.  Some of 

the stories of how these kids have survived can overwhelm you but when you see them just being kids, 

enjoying the games, the talks, the worship and the food you can´t help but think it was worth walking 

1,400km from Costa Rica. 

I appreciate your support for our work here.  Lives are being changed and we need to hold onto that truth, 

especially when we are faced daily with so much desperate need and sadness. 
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Sunday 23rd October, 2016 

I could not get the image from my mind.  As I left 

the Terminal the other evening the last thing I saw 

was little Pedro with a scrunched-up rag in his hand 

that had been soaked in thinner.  He repeatedly 

placed the rag to his nose and inhaled the powerful 

fumes.  For a moment his eyes glaze over and he 

goes to some distant place in his head and then he 

returns.  He looks up and sees me waving goodbye 

and half smiles and then sniffs again. 

Little Pedro is now spending more time on the 

streets every day and he and a small group of 

children who hang out with him have recently had 

threats from “The Angels”, (the contract killers) 

from the Terminal.  His options are few and he has 

been both dealing drugs and using them and has tried most things.  He is just 8 years-of-age. I chatted with 

him a couple of days ago when I took him and his brother away from the Terminal for a few hours and he 

seemed really open to the idea of going into a children´s home.  

At the end of our time he held on to me and said he just wanted to live with me and not go back to live in 

the Terminal.  Sadly this is not an option as I could fill my room over and over again with kids who need a 

safe place to live.  I see that when someone offers these kids genuine love and affection they then don´t 

want to loose it and find it really hard to return to their meager existence.  One day we will have the 

Protection Home (more about this next week) up and running and then we can offer them something more 

than just a few hours of care. 

The week has been rather busy with the visit of 

Russell and Joseph Soden from Amersham, UK, 

who came to visit us here in Guatemala 

City.  Russell offered us three days of team 

training, thanks to Giant.  The training really 

helped the team to identify their working 

preferences and how we can work more 

effectively as a team.  It has been a real time of 

team building and Herbert translated for Russell 

who works in the UK with Giant to deliver some 

amazing training for teams and businesses. 

Visits to the streets have been somewhat 

traumatic for us but we continue to try and help 

make a difference where we can.  During one of 

the evening trips we found a young girl who needed her hand attending to.  The small cut was obviously 

causing her pain and so Russell got involved and helped me with a variety of first aid needs.  We must have 

treated about 15 children and a handful of adults with minor cuts, skin infections and wounds from being 

hit or from the arduous nature of life in the Terminal. 



Ben Soden has been working out here 

as a volunteer for the last two months 

and has been rather challenged by the 

number of children we are trying to 

help everyday and the overwhelming 

nature of the situations we find in and 

around the Terminal.  One boy Ben 

has grown found of is little Justin who 

is keen to come and ask for help with 

the numerous wounds and infections 

he has on a regular basis.  We have 

been helping his whole family who 

have been through some difficult 

situations recently and so Justin 

seems to trust us more to help him 

when he is sick. 

Thanks to Ben for his incredible commitment to helping the children on the streets and we wish him well as 

he considers how he can come back in the New Year and help us again. 

One of the highlights of the week was 

when we attended Josue´s 

graduation.  Josué is 16 and has made 

many really good decisions to not live 

on the streets and to focus on getting 

himself through his primary 

education.  It was rather a moving 

ceremony and Russell Soden came 

along with us and then I recorded this 

video at the end of the ceremony with 

Russell´s thoughts on the 

event.  Josué, together with his 

brothers, is fighting hard to achieve so 

much with little or no support from 

the family.  It is amazing to see how 

hard some kids work to just get 

through life but Josué has achieved so much and we are very proud of him. 

The week finished with the news of a horrific sexual assault on a young girl in our programme and knowing 

her and her situation I am wondering how she will get through the next few weeks.  The good thing is that 

we will be alongside her and provide her with the help, counseling and support she will need.  This is all 

possible due to your donations, so a massive thank you for sticking with us because we appreciate it so 

much. 

The coming week looks as busy as ever as I try and get three children, including Pedro, into a children´s 

home and head down to Honduras for a day of training for the Manuelito Children´s Home and recordings 

for Radio Christmas.  Then I head back to the UK and help the team prepare for the launch of this year´s live 

Radio Christmas from Amersham and will be travelling around making speeches and presentations, so will 

see many supporters over the coming weeks. 

  

https://www.facebook.com/dunc.streetkidsdirect/videos/10155346736958154/
https://www.facebook.com/dunc.streetkidsdirect/videos/10155346736958154/
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Friday 4th November, 2016 

My final days in Guatemala have been eventful to say the least.  With more disclosures of horrific child 

abuse and a team of very committed staff and volunteers shaken by the children´s stories we planned the 

strategy to manage while I am in the UK with Radio Christmas. 

Sometimes it is easy to help a child but often this proves 

to be more difficult by those people you would think 

could offer the most support, love and care – the 

parents.  One child who we helped just before I left for 

the UK was Diego. 

Diego lives in Guatemala City and is a boy we deem to be 

at high risk of leaving home and living on the streets.  His 

story is common; as he has grown seeing things 

thankfully many of us would never see.  Diego is often 

beaten and abused and is sometimes seen sitting in the 

road outside his shack, sobbing and wishing he could 

chose another life. 

Just the other day Diego came to our Centre and it was clear that he was in a lot of pain.  He complained 

that his arm was hurting and told us how he had fallen.  On further investigation I felt that his arm was 

fractured and that he needed urgent medical attention. 

We called his mother, who was working selling produce in the streets.  She informed us that she was too 

busy and needed to work.  We made contact with Diego´s father and he came to the Centre saying that he 

was busy and also needed to work. 

 

I must admit I got angry and approached the father and 

explained to him in no uncertain terms that, at this moment 

in time, his 8-year-old son was more important than 

anything else.  Furthermore, if he didn´t take his son to the 

hospital right now I would make a formal complaint of child 

abuse.  I left him with no option and called and paid for a 

taxi to take them both to hospital. 

The following day I visited Diego and found his arm still 

broken and the boy in a lot of pain.  His father told me how 

there was a long queue at the hospital so they came 

home!  We took the boy away to a private clinic and found 

that Diego had a severe fracture but within a few hours he 

was admitted to hospital and got the attention he needed.  I 

wished his parents had visited him while he was in hospital 

but sadly this was not the case.  Later Diego´s sister told me 

how her father had beaten Diego and that was how his arm got broken. 

Diego´s story highlights the need to maintain a constant presence on the streets and do whatever it takes 

to keep children safe. 

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


On a brighter note, soon after I left Guatemala the British Ambassadors for Guatemala and Honduras, Tom 

and Carolyn Carter, visited our Centre again but this time joined the street team on the streets in order to 

understand our work and meet the children and young people we are trying to help. 

Their visit was of great encouragement to the 

children and families we work with and Tom and 

Carolyn were very moved by what they saw.  They 

then recorded special Christmas messages, which we 

will be releasing on Radio Christmas. 

I am so very encouraged by the support the British 

Embassy give to me and to my work together with 

the children on the streets and those at high-risk in 

Guatemala and Honduras.  In the New Year Carolyn, 

British Ambassador to Honduras, hopes to visit the 

two projects in Honduras that we support. 

As soon as I land in the UK I will be full-time on Radio 

Christmas.  There will be lots to do, including building the studios, presentations to schools, churches and 

interested groups and generally promoting the festive charity radio station.  Last year £18,000 was raised 

on Radio Christmas, which came from Guatemala City.  This year we are broadcasting live from studios in 

Amersham and we will be going live from 6:00am on the 1st of December and going through till Christmas 

Eve.  I really hope you can tune in and enjoy the festive music and fun. 

 

  

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


No. 95 

Wednesday 28th December, 2016 

Every two years a team of very dedicated people joins me to plan, prepare, build, run and clear up a festive 

charity radio station called Radio Christmas.  The station was born in 2004 because a few friends and me 

had experience with a radio project called Cracker Radio in Amersham.  The idea of a charity radio station 

that broadcasts at Christmas was one I was keen not to leave in the vaults of good ideas in history. 

This year´s production involved 530 volunteers, many of whom were children and young people.  Together 

we put out 18 hours of programming per day from the 1st to the 24th December and, at its peak, we had 

45,000 listeners per day on our online stream together with many hundreds listening on 87.7FM in the 

Chilterns. 

A huge amount of work goes into 

getting the station ON-AIR and thanks to the tremendous commitment of the team we managed to raise 

nearly £30,000 during December together with a further £20,000 in match funding.  The money raised will 

impact the lives of hundreds of vulnerable children throughout the coming year and I will ensure that I keep 

you updated with stories of lives changed through the use of this money. 

The goodwill from local people and their willingness to host us (thanks Alexis Curson) and the great care 

presenters put into producing some incredible shows is a testimony to what happens when our local 

community comes together to make a difference over the Christmas period. 

Next year I am hoping to produce shows from Guatemala and Honduras and so stay in touch 

with www.radiochristmas.co.uk for more information later into 2017. 

Thank you again to all those who helped build and dismantle the studios, to our sponsors and to all 

producers, presenters, newsreaders, those who answered the phone and emails, to our hosts and to those 

who did so much behind the scene with programming, recording, visiting advertisers as well as a host of 

dedicated people who I will forever be grateful to.  THANK YOU. 

  

http://www.radiochristmas.co.uk/
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Saturday 28th January, 2017 

It was mid-afternoon in early December when I got the call.  I was sitting at a desk in the Radio Christmas 

studio when the phone rings.  I answer it and discover that Tom Carter, the British Ambassador to 

Guatemala, is calling me.  He begins his call with the words “I have some good news for you”, and I 

immediately think that he would like to offer his support for the radio station.  Both Tom and his wife 

Carolyn, who is the British Ambassador to Honduras, have been very active in their support of the charity 

and were going to record some special messages for us to play on Radio Christmas. 

Tom goes on to tell me that his news is very exciting and that he and Carolyn are very proud of me.  He 

informs me that I have been nominated to receive an MBE for my work with street children over the last 25 

years.  I sit back on the desk and try and take in the news.  He stresses to me that I am sworn to secrecy 

until it is confirmed in the London Gazette and the Times at the end of the month.  If I tell anyone then I 

would be locked up on the Tower of London! 

To be recognized by Her Majesty the Queen for the 

work is quite an honour and I quickly reflect back 

on the last 25 years of work, the turmoil, the pain, 

the joy, the many deaths and those children who 

have grown into quite outstanding adults.  I am 

brought back into the real world and the needs of 

Radio Christmas by a conversation with someone 

who would like to have a show the following week. 

It was early in the morning of the 31st December 

that I started to receive calls and messages from 

people who had read about the MBE from the 

national press and wanted to congratulate me.  It 

then went mad on Facebook and Twitter! I was walking, at the time, from Banchory to Aberdeen and 

staying with some very good friends in Scotland called John, Esther, Luke and Brianna Hughes.  On arrival in 

Aberdeen the Hughes family met me and had heard about my award and wanted to treat me to a great 

Scottish breakfast.  Thank you John, Esther, Luke and Brianna, it was a very special day indeed. 

On my return to Amersham I discovered an email informing me that later in the year I would be invited to 

the Palace to receive my award by either the Queen or Prince Charles and that I could take three guests 

with me.  I began to plan and wonder what one wears on such occasions and how the day would play out.  I 

imagined myself sitting in the Palace chatting with the Queen about the work and her placing a medal on 

my chest.  Silly thoughts! 

On my return to Guatemala I am told that I need to 

return to the UK to receive my award and so quickly 

plan the trip back and I am thankful to a friend who 

calls to say he would like to cover the cost of the 

flight.  I have now invited my sister Michelle, who is 

flying over form Australia, Alexis Curson, who allows 

us to use her home for Radio Christmas every two 

years, and Celia Banner who has been my spiritual 

mother since my early days of becoming a Christian. 

The actual day begins with us arriving at the Palace, 

having taken the train from Amersham.  We hailed a 



cab and I was just waiting for the driver to ask where to go, and replied in a very casual manner, “to the 

Palace please”.  He seemed not phased but did ask why we were going there and my sister could not stop 

talking about how proud she was of her brother who was getting and MBE and all his work with street 

children. 

We arrived at the Palace and, given the fact that we were obviously dressed to meet royalty, became the 

focus point for quite a few cameras!  After passing through security we are led into the inner courtyard and 

then up the main steps into the Palace.  We are invited to leave mobile phones, cameras and our coats (and 

my top hat) in the cloakroom.  At this point we continue to walk up a deep red carpet where those 

receiving awards turn right and guests continue forwards to be seated in the ballroom. 

I am greeted by a kindly-faced lady who congratulates me on the award and invites me to have a drink and 

to wait for further instructions.  The room is decorated with large portraits, intricately painted ceilings and 

huge doors that seem to extend right up through to the ceiling.  There are three large TV screens and a 

previous award ceremony is showing, probably so you get the idea of how to approach royalty, how to 

curtsy or bow and then how to shake hands and leave so the next person can receive their award. 

About 60 people are in the room at this point and 

then in walk Ant and Dec, two TV celebrities who 

are receiving their OBE´s today.  I manage to 

shake Ant´s hand and congratulate him and he in 

turn congratulates me and wishes me well.  All of 

a sudden everyone goes quier as two highly 

decorated officers come into the room and 

explain the morning´s proceedings and begins to 

call groups of ten people forwards.  They all 

march in line to the ballroom and then stand in 

front of HRH Prince Charles to get their award. 

It is quite nerve-racking waiting in line and as the 

line slowly moves forwards I get a glimpse of 

Prince Charles and wonder if I will get a chance to talk and what he would say to me.  Eventually my time 

comes and I give the customary bow, move forwards as indicated while someone comes from behind him 

and whispers in his ear.  He smiles and learns forwards and places a medal on my suit. “So I hear you have 

just flown over from Guatemala”, the Prince says.  “Yes”, I reply, “it was a long journey”.  He thanks me for 

coming over and asks me to tell him more about the work I do with street children.  It is clear he seems 

interested and questions me further about some of the hard things I have seen and the progress that has 

been made and finishes by saying that what I do is “truly inspirational”.  He thanks me again for coming, 

congratulates me on the MBE and wishes me well.  His hand stretches forward and that is my queue to 

shake his hand, step back, bow and then turn and leave. 

The day was a very special one for me and I felt a great sense that what I was receiving this day was on 

behalf of an amazing team of people who have worked closely with me to reach out to children that most 

people consider disposable.  I also wished that Jenni and Katelyn could have accompanied me as they 

remain a very special part of my story and work. 

May I take this opportunity to thank everyone who is taking the time to read this blog, for your love, 

support and prayers.  Some have joined the journey recently and others have been with me for over 56 

years.  It has been an honour to serve God and I am always amazed that I can be used to help vulnerable 

children and young people.  Here´s to another 25 years. 
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Wednesday 1st February, 2017 

The flight seemed much longer this time.  I was desperate to get back to Guatemala and having been on a 

whirlwind trip I was exhausted but could not sleep on the plane because I was over-tired and in a lot of pain 

due to a fall on my back a couple of weeks before.  But it was worth it. 

I had returned to Guatemala after nearly 3 months in the UK for Radio Christmas and on arrival back in 

Guatemala City I was informed that I needed to return to the UK again to receive an MBE from Her Majesty 

the Queen.  It was not in my plan but I could not refuse the invitation. 

Before I headed back across the Atlantic I visited Gerson in hospital as 

his health had taken another nose-dive while I was away.  This time he 

had become unconscious, fallen badly and the fall had left him with a 

severe head wound.  He was rushed into hospital and they managed to 

keep him alive and eventually he was moved from casualty and into the 

men´s ward. 

I went with Hector and Emma, two of our volunteer street workers, to 

collect him and take him into a refuge.  It was not easy convincing the 

refuge that he would behave and participate in all activities, but they allowed him to come as they heard of 

his story and wanted to help. 

On arrival at the hospital and making our way through security and the usual queues, we walked into the 

men´s ward on floor 5.  To describe what this is like is not easy but will try and give you an idea.  A wall, 

about 5´tall, divides the dimly lit ward in two with about 20 beds in each half.  The rusty beds are pushed as 

close together as possible and some men lie there fully naked waiting to be cleaned or dressed while 

visitors wander through the ward and find their loved ones.  The mix of young boys and old men is not a 

good one and some of the younger patients not only seem to be in a lot of pain but also distressed by all 

they are seeing around them. 

We notice Gerson who is sitting hunched up on a bed and wearing nothing 

more than a nappy.  He is rocking on the bed and pulling at his hair.  He is 

obviously not in a good place but does look up and notice us and then 

places his head on his knees and continues to rock.  The nurse tells him that 

we have come to take him away and asks if we have brought him any 

clothes.  We are told he still can´t walk and so will need a wheelchair.  We 

try and engage Gerson in a conversation about where we would like to take 

him while the nurse tries to see if any clothes are available.  These are usually taken from people who have 

died on the ward or in casualty and so don´t fit him, but at least he is somewhat decent and able to leave. 

He does not want to talk and so we just chat to him about the things we have been doing and how we have 

been concerned for him.  I notice that a large patch of hair is missing from the back of his head.  The nurse 

informs me that his hair might not grow there again due to his accident but that he was also loosing some 

hair because he was pulling it out. 

It is so hard to walk him out to the car and think that we now have a boy who just wants to die, who has no 

desire for anything in particular and gives a nonchalant shrug as we place him in the car and take him to a 

refuge.  Thanks to Hector and Emma, who drive him to the refuge and settle him in, Gerson is given 

another opportunity of recovery and to start a new life.  We hope he manages to do that and wish him 

well. 
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Many of you will remember me coming up with this crazy idea of walking through Central America last 

year.  The 1200km walk took nearly five weeks and raised a considerable amount of money for the work in 

Guatemala and Honduras. 

Soon after the “Camino por Amor” walk was completed I 

planned to return to the road and visit all the families 

that had never met us before but offered us 

accommodation and support.  This time I was not 

planning on walking, but rather driving back along the 

same roads I had walked upon in July and August last 

year and to surprise people with a small box of groceries 

each and to let them know that Jeony and me actually 

made it to the finishing line in Guatemala City. 

I was not alone on this trip as Alex Soden and Matt 

Levett, from the UK, had wanted to come on this trip 

with me for many months and so at 3am we set off on our road trip through five countries, passing by some 

of the most dangerous parts of Central America.  The scenery is just stunning and Alex kept asking me to 

pull over so he could take in the views and snap away on his phone. 

24 hours later we arrived in San Jose, Costa Rica, having to navigate very diplomatically through the 

borders.  At times we wondered if we would get through as the bureaucracy is unbelievable and, at one 

stage, I was asked to produce a letter from me telling me I could drive my own car! 

A quick turn around in San Jose saw us heading back up the Pan American Highway at a much slower pace 

while I remembered all the places we stopped and were given food, water and shelter.  Our first stop in 

Costa Rica was to see a family on the border with Nicaragua who offered us a place to stay and who gave 

up their evening meal so we could eat and continue our walk last year.  As we pulled up outside their home 

they started to come out of the house as not many people visited them at 6:30am!  I opened the car door 

and was welcomed with shouts and laughter and they were so pleased I had come back to say thank 

you.  We shared with them, prayed with them and left them a gift that I know would be used well over the 

coming weeks. 

After getting through the Nicaraguan border we found a small village and walked to a house where we had 

been invited to stay the night on the walk.  I remember when arrived from a long walk from Costa Rica the 

family could not believe we had walked that far.  Despite us being very tired and hot they begged us to help 

them run a children´s party that afternoon.  It was a memorable time and so going back with Matt and Alex 

was very moving as we presented the family with a large box of groceries and a donation to encourage 

them.  They were very affectionate and pleaded with us to come back another time and visit them again. 

We moved on to visit an inspirational project on the shores of lake 

Managua run by a female pastor and her daughter.  Jeony had been 

given a contact last year as we made our way through Nicaragua of a 

pastor who could probably put us up as we walked North.  The 

pastor´s name is Sarah and I had already warned her we were going 

to visit as she was now a friend of mine on Facebook.  Her posts 

were amazing and demonstrated her passion to help high-risk 

children in the area.  What we didn´t know at the time was that 



Sarah sustained her ministry of feeding 120 children a day by washing other people´s clothes. 

There was lots of beeping of the car horn as we drove into the project and Sarah came out to see us pull up 

outside her church building. We were taken round to the rear of the building to see her plans for the 

building of rooms for volunteers and talked about her dreams of building a children´s home.  The more she 

talked the more emotional she got as she told of her own personal story of growing up in an abusive 

home.  This was one of the factors that drove her to do what she does - so that other children don´t suffer 

what she suffered. 

She then told us the story of one of the mums who came along to her church one day with her young son in 

order to get some food, as they had nothing.  The mum was desperate and after a few weeks of coming 

along was told that her son needed an operation on his legs.  She had no money for this and the hospital 

had taken x-rays of the boy´s legs as he couldn´t walk.  The doctors said he legs would need be broken in 

several places and then reset.  The length of recovery was long as well as painful and so she came to ask for 

prayer.  Sarah then burst into tears as she told of the day the lady went to the hospital with her son and 

they took another set of x-rays.  The doctors then ran around and spoke a lot behind her back, checking x-

rays and examining to boy over again. It seems that on that day a miracle took place and the boy´s legs 

were totally normal and he began to walk.  It was an incredible story. 

Leaving was not easy and we were 

keen to see if we could help provide 

funding one day to help with the 

feeding centre for 120 kids a day.  But 

we did need to move on and visit 

more families and drop off more 

boxes of groceries and this took us 

into Honduras. Our penultimate stop 

in Nicaragua would be to visit a family 

who had offered us a place to pitch 

our tents back in August 2016.  It was 

a memorable afternoon when we first 

arrived as we found three women and 

two children trying to exist on next to 

nothing.  We had asked for water and 

they glady gave us water to shower 

with in the corner of their field and then we saw them using a rope to pull the water from the well.  It was 

hard work and so we pitched in.  This time I wanted to see how they were and if they were still pulling 

water from the well as we had tried to fix an easier extraction system before we left.  What we had fixed 

did not last long and the women were back to pulling a long rope from the well many times a day.  Matt, 

alex and me took time to help fill up all their water tanks and left them with a large box of groceries. 

We had planned to visit one more family who lived near the border and who had offered us support last 

year.  They had set up a project in a mining town in, what we thought, was the middle of 

nowhere.  However we got lost and before we knew it we were at the border!  So we decided to continue 

to through to the capital, Tegucigalpa, where we met with the AFE staff and to see how the work was 

going. 

AFE is a project we have supported for about 13 years now and they work with children who live and work 

in the city rubbish dump.  The school that has been built over the year, just across the road from the dump, 

is now offering quality education and a hot meal each day to 140 children.  Due to lack of funds the school 

had not opened as planned at the end of January but knowing that funds were now on the way, thanks to 



donations from Radio Christmas, the school could open its doors and so we climbed up to the dump to 

recruit children for the new school year. 

As we walked through the piles of rotting 

rubbish and trying not to get knocked over 

by rubbish trucks coming and going, as well 

as avoiding the violent gang that now runs 

the dump, we cam across Jimmy.  Jimmy 

was born here and has grown up among 

the rubbish and was working here today 

and looking forward to school starting 

back.  It is so hard for 17-year-old Jimmy 

who, like all those on the dump, have to 

work four hours a day for the gang and 

then are allowed 4 hours to work for 

themselves.  When they sell what they have 

scavenged for, they have to sell to the gang 

who pay a fixed price.  This means they 

now earn half the money they used to earn and get even less from what they gather each day. 

Jimmy talked about his brother as I had asked if he was working with him.  Little Dennis was not well and 

Jimmy said they had no food in the house and that he had borrowed money to pay for some tests for his 

little brother at the hospital.  As he talked I then realised that that box of groceries we had in the back of 

the car was actually for him and his brother and so we drove him home, dropped off the groceries (photo) 

and gave him a few bags of crisps and things we had left in the car and paid off his debt so that his brother 

can get the treatment he needs. 

The last part of our journey took us to 

the Manuelito Children´s 

home.  Fortunately we had three days 

here and this was good news to little 

Duncan (photo with Alex and me) who 

was pleased his dad had come to 

stay.  The home is an oasis of calm (most 

of the time) and a place of tangible love 

that can overwhelm even the hardest of 

visitors.  Our three days were spent just 

hanging out, playing games, chasing kids, 

pushing them on swings and in meetings 

to talk about finances, plans and 

reporting.  The later being the business 

side of things but the former being the 

most fun! 

We returned to Guatemala with one very dirty car but with grateful hearts and so many stories to tell that 

will have to put into a book one day.  The walk did so much for so many people and I am thankful to God 

for giving me the strength to get through.  It was so rewarding to revisit the route and thank all the families 

who had supported us along the way.  If you have not seen the daily blogs from last year´s walk or wish to 

revisit them then please do check out the YouTube channel.  

  

https://www.youtube.com/playlist?list=PLr2s7ZsJFRGO0AXbWLH1dKk_KQgPgzzZ4


No. 99 

Friday 24th February, 2017 - Just an average week! 

My week has been rather eventful and so I thought you would like to know of the progress as well as the 

frustrations of living and working in Guatemala City with high-risk children and youth. 

Apart from having four people with us from 

the UK and one from the US, I have seen new 

mentors join the programme and enjoyed the 

squeals and laughter from the children 

coming to our Centre in Guatemala City.  I can 

never underestimate the impact the Centre 

has on the lives of these children and young 

people and know that, in the years to come, 

many will give great testimonies of how this 

place has impacted their lives. 

Out on the streets the reality is just so starkly 

different and the contrast as we walk from 

the Centre to visit the children at risk in the 

streets and those living there full-time takes 

some getting used to. 

We head down the 5th and find a small group of young adults abusing solvents and engage them in a 

conversation while three of their dogs sniff us out and check that we are not a threat.  Having passed their 

test, we sit and hear the stories of how their week has gone.  I am always sad to hear just how boring it all 

sounds as I know that each person is packed with potential but those childhood dreams of a happy future 

seem to have been robbed from them many years ago. 

As we move down the 5th we walk into a brothel and begin to say hi to the adults and children, who are all 

very happy to see me and ask how my Christmas was and if I had brought them anything from the UK. My 

standard response is “yes, I brought you a hug”, but despite this provoking smiles they live in hope that one 

day I will come back from a trip with something very special.  I have this before but not many remember 

and whatever I bring is either lost or traded. 

Sitting chatting with the children I wonder how long it will be before they are involved themselves in the 

business of prostitution.  One 9-year-old girl sits at the entrance and takes money from clients and hands 

then a wad of tissue paper and then returns to a conversation with me about her schoolwork.  

Moving on to visit another group, we head to La Casona 

and I am expecting a negative reception as I have been 

away a lot recently and I know, from all the missed calls 

on my mobile, that some have been desperate to talk 

with me.  However, as we turned the corner into the 

road where around 20 young adults and children live it 

was comforting to be welcomed like a long lost friend 

with hugs and a huge smile from Gerson. 

Mark, Rosalie, Claire and me begin to wash feet, attend 

to wounds, play games and chat about their 

lives.  Gerson tells me that he is losing his sight and that 

he was struggling to focus on objects and people as they became blurry more often now.  He sits and sniffs 



on a small rag that he clenches in his sun-scorched hands and looks at me and smiles and tells me it is good 

to have his dad back. 

Our last visit is to a group of families living in the heart of La Terminal.  We come across an 8-year-old drug 

dealer, a little 4-month-old baby with her young teenage parents, little Justin (photo with me) who was 

suffering greatly last year with impetigo and various young children crying and hitting each other.  I knew 

this would be a challenging time! 

The talk was of one of the young girls who had apparently been arrested last year for running a child 

prostitution ring in La Terminal.  When the 13-year-old girl was placed in a secure home we thought that 

the situation was under control.  But sadly I was told of how the business was now continuing and how 

people were worried for the young girls they knew who were being tempted into the trade. 

It breaks your heart and you can´t help but 

look around at the faces of the children and 

see the loss of innocence and I wish I could 

just take them to a much happier place where 

they can enjoy swings, toys, rolling around on 

green grass and a hundred and one other 

things that I would love to see children 

doing.  I wish the world could be a safer and 

kinder place for children. 

I pop into a shack where two boys are waking 

up and preparing to wander the streets and 

abuse solvents.  One of them is keen to see me 

and that is surprising as the last time I saw him 

he wanted to hurl rocks and abuse at me for 

not taking him on a special outing.  I would have taken him but his behaviour was just too risky.  Anyway, 

he smiles and is so blown away that I had remembered to bring him something back from the UK – a small 

toy double decker bus.  For a few moments he knows that someone has been thinking about him and you 

just can´t wipe the smile off his face. 

It´s now time to complete our street work and head back to the Centre for a meeting with a group of boys 

who would like to start their own business rather than get into, what they term, “bad behaviours on the 

streets”.  And then home to bed! 

 

  

  



No. 100 

Sunday 5th March, 2017 

We had been visiting the rubbish 

dump at the far end of the bustling 

Terminal – Central America´s largest 

market - and Diego, one of the young 

boys who works on the dump, came 

and threw his arms around my 

waist.  He smiled as I looked down at 

him and gave him a hug and he buried 

his face into my side and just hung on 

for a while.  “Can I come and talk to 

you later”, he asked.  Of course he 

could and so we agreed to meet up 

that evening as he said he wanted to 

tell me something. 

It was already turning into another 

long day and we still had to move on to a notorious area of La Terminal where we had helped re-build tin 

shacks (homes) after the fire last year.  Even during the day the place is dark, but the sun does its best to 

penetrate through the maze of alleyways and tin shacks to provide spots of sunshine where hundreds of 

pieces of clothing are hung up high to dry. 

I always greet the dogs first.  It´s a wise move and guarantees they get to know you don´t attack you.  They 

smell me, jump all over me and rub up against me while expecting a patting and some attention before 

they allow you to say hi to the many families that live there. 

Three young boys appear from the 

shadows and two run and give me a 

hug while the third boy stands at a 

distance.  He is new to the scene and 

it takes a while before he trusts me 

with a street-style handshake.  The 

boy is 10 and has a baby face and 

despite sniffing solvents he looks 

surprisingly innocent.  His two little 

friends, who are also sniffing solvents, 

ask me if I have any games and so we 

step out into the sunshine and take 

out the game of Loto.  All three boys 

try and concentrate on the game, but 

the solvent is winning until Claire, one 

of our volunteers, tells me she has a 

bag of chocolate to give out.  This gets their attention as I explain that the winner of each round will win 

some chocolate. 

There are still many young children with more skin infections and are constantly scratching and pulling at 

their skin while they play with us.  One little boy, who can´t be more than 18 months old, is wandering 

around on his own in cute blue pyjamas.  Am I the only one who thinks that this is bad?  He seems lost and 

looks to anyone around him for love and keeps lifting up his arms, but no one takes any notice until Joseph 

(another volunteer) and Claire try and give him some attention.  He wants more and begins to follow them 



around to the point where we are wondering what to do because, as we leave, he follows behind us.  Then 

his mother appears and drags him off by his arm and he is gone. 

The three boys catch up with us and 

tell me they have not eaten anything 

that day and are now hungry.  We 

wouldn´t normally take kids out for 

meals but we wouldn´t normally do a 

lot of things!  Just around the corner is 

a canteen that is now serving budget 

meals and so all three boys sit down 

and enjoy a hot meal.  We say our 

goodbyes and head back to drop off 

Claire so she can get her bus 

home.  She is brave.  There are not 

many 19-year-old American females 

who would use the bus everyday. 

Waiting for me at The Centre, our first 

mentoring centre on the edge of La Terminal, are two boys who want to ask me to help them setup a 

business selling fruit in a market on the outskirts of the city.  They would like to make good choices and be 

productive with their lives instead of being on the streets.  I can only help with a small loan but they leave 

happy and determined to make something of the loan. 

Then Diego arrives and asks if he can come in and talk with me.  He is fresh from the rubbish dump and so 

the smell of the dump is still quite pungent but this does not stop him having a hug and he sits in the 

kitchen and asks me how I am.  I talk about my last trip back to the UK and he is full of questions.  Despite 

being 10, Diego does seem wise beyond his age and I love the way he asks deep probing questions. 

As if it was part of a conversation we were already having, Diego blurts out: “and I am not living with my 

mum anymore”.  This is clearly what he wanted to come and talk with me about and so I let him continue, 

as I feel there is a lot more to come.  Last year Diego had got into all sorts of difficult situations including us 

trying to have him removed from his mother´s care and getting involved with a man who he wanted to live 

with as, in his words: “he is kind to me and kisses me a lot”.  Diego is a boy at risk but is packed with 

intelligence and potential and I look into his little ruddy face and just wish he could have been born in 

another part of the world or in different circumstances. 

There is a beautiful moment of silence where we sit and look at each other and there seems no need for 

either of us to talk.  After a while I ask Diego where he is living now if he is not with his mum.  “The same 

place”, he tells me.  He little chin starts to wobble and tears well up in his red eyes.  He continues to sob but 

says: “I am there with my sister and brother but mum left us and now I feel alone”.  I ask him if he would 

like a hug and he throws his arms around my neck and cries. 

I always wish I could take them all home and care for them and moments like this are so hard to move on 

from.  I can´t just say: “well, I wish you well and hope your mum comes back”.  At the same time I can´t 

make a promise like: “come home and live with me”.  I try and navigate somewhere in between and will 

commit myself to keep visiting him and helping him cope with the tough hand he has been dealt. 

Going home to bed is hard tonight, as I know I have a bed to rest in and food to eat and know that I will be 

safe as I sleep.  There are so many who won´t.  

 


