Support a child
Foundation Fundación Caminos makes it possible
to support a child. By a monthly contribution
the child can participate in our activities and save for
extra supplies such as shoes, a school uniform, a
bag or something else that the child misses. You will receive
the story from ‘Your child’ and we make correspondence
possible.
Below the story of Hilarie Martínez.

A plastic house
The sound of the door against the wall awoke
the girls. The choked, rapid breathing woke
them up completely, the shriek of the machete
along the ground alerted them. Nancy, the
oldest of the three, jumped out of bed. In the
darkness she felt for her sisters, and with the
rope that she kept stored under her pillows she
tied a thick sheet around her, from her chest to
her knees. “I looked like a mummy” she
remembered 32 years later.
While she hid the youngest under the bed, she
heard her father yelling: “Where are these son-ofa-bitch girls to cut their heads oﬀ?” The scrape of
the machete, one, two, three times and another
scream.
A trickle of blood collected under the door of
their room. Nancy looked and saw no one: one
sister was missing. She screamed, cursed,
touched the blood. Far away, almost
imperceptible, she heard the plea of her sister:
“Calm down, don't do anything to us!” Was this
what her father was referring to when he said

“Shit will hit the fan” if they told their mother?
Meanwhile he touched her breasts and between
her thighs. She was 13 years old.
·

“If we hadn't said anything, I would have
this animal's children now” comments
Nancy, a morena (dark skinned) women
with a sad gaze and a beauty that refuses
to disappear, while she tells Hilarie and
Hanna, two of her daughters, to get
ready for the visit, “The men in this family
are abusers” she concludes.

At her 45 years, Nancy Martínez carries the load
of three marriages and nine children: ﬁve
women and four men. Three of them are part of
Fundación Caminos, three are married, two of
them don't do anything and one of them, who
sleeps until 11 in the morning, is called 'the
junkie'.
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“Everything that he earns he spends on
dope. When he arrives doped up he abuses
my girls” says Nancy.

Hilarie has the same sad gaze. She's a girl of 11
years, thin, with yellow stains marking her body,
the product of the dust on the unpaved streets
of Bello Oriente. She's dressed in hand-medowns from her cousins or the neighbors and
has a permanent sensation of not having
bathed, which she was sanctioned for several
times at school.
Hilarie lives with her six brothers, her mother,
and Nancy's partner, who is the father of Johan,
the youngest of the nine. To get to the house,
you have to cross a wooden bridge that
motorcycles miraculously cross. The tiny street
isn't paved and when it rains, it turns to mud.
There is no deﬁned division: some houses are
made of adobe, some of wood and others of zinc
boards.
The walls of the house are not plastered and the
ﬂoor doesn't have tiles, which gives the place
the feeling of a cave. The living room is spacious,

with three old chairs to the side where wet
clothing also hangs. The bedrooms are big:
Nancy and her partner sleep in the ﬁrst one and
everyone else is settled in the second. There is
no dining room or rugs and the lack of pictures is
highlighted by their absence: this is a family
without memories, or at least with no memories
worth remembering. “If I had a magic lamp, I
would wish for my own house, even if it was made
of plastic.”, dreams Nancy.
Hilarie was an unwanted pregnancy. Her father
didn't acknowledge her 'not even with his last
name' and Nancy, who hated what she had in
her belly, suﬀered the worst economic crisis:
without food or a house and with the weight of
seven children. She went hungry. During the
abandonment of her ﬁrst and second husbands,
she begged, and sold candy and her body in shithole-bars.
·

“I've seen my father in Carambolas” (a
neighborhood next to Bello Oriente) says
Hilarie. “It's the ﬁrst time he said
anything”. She smiles, “He looks like me”.

The necessity that is similar to love
Hilarie runs, holding Nancy's hand, towards her
grandmother's house. She's barefoot. The mud in
the street covers her feet. She doesn't really
understand what's happening, but she sees how
her mother drips blood and whimpers. Her
grandmother opens the door: ”To the back
bedroom, run!” she says. Nancy's current partner
curses to the wind, crazy. Hilarie, on her knees,
clings tightly to her mother's clothing. The
screaming stops.
After a while, with backlight
in the window a bloody hand
appears, followed by a
forearm and face. “No!”,
bellow Nancy and Hilarie
together. With one leg on
the leftover beams piled up
from construction, the other
in the air and beating on the
window with his hand. The
man, drunk, loses his
balance, Hilarie sees him
falling backwards into the
emptiness.

´´

Hilarie
Hilarie has been part of Fundación Caminos since
2018, and although her grades in school haven't
improved, she has learned to write her name
without leaving out letters.
“We thought that she had dyslexia, but no, it's a
mild mental delay. Not eating during the
pregnancy aﬀected the fetus's development.”,
aﬃrms Yurani Quintero, a practicing psychologist
at the foundation.
Nancy and Hilarie's life is like a salmon's: 'against
the current'. Their visits to
the Foundation, with the
assistance they receive
from projects and the care
they receive from the
employees, are viewed like
a lighthouse in the dark.
Hilarie still doesn't know
what she wants to be
when she grows up, but
she's deciding between a
teacher or a housekeeper.

If I had a magic lamp,
I would wish for my
own house, even if
it was made of
plastic.

The sharp sound of his head
hitting the rocks awoke the
women from their lethargy.
Screams and more screams. The man, who still
lives with them, tried to kill them with a piece of
glass.
·

“Are you with him because he supports you
or because you love him?” Hilarie asks her
mother.

·

“Mmmmm, no, I love him. Well, because of
both.” answers Nancy with shame.

Hilarie and the rest of her brothers and sisters,
minus Johan, have a non-existent relationship
with their mother's partner. “He, he hasn't done
anything for us”.

´´

Sitting cross-legged, her
gaze ﬁxed on the ﬂoor and
with a smile that goes
between embarrassment
and fear, Hilarie responds to the last question of
the interview:
·

“If the Foundation were going to give you a
cellphone, a tablet or a computer, which
you would choose?”

·

“A bicycle”

