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 Orlando Parra Hernández

Maturing in poverty
In a shack that rises above barren land, Blanca, Rubén
and their daughter Marcela, sleep. There is only one
bed and it's very small. Blanca hasn't slept for two
days due to the sound of the rain on the tin roof and
she needs to get some rest. To free up space, she lays
out a piece of plastic, blankets and a pillow on the
ﬂoor and improvises her own bed. The sound of
Blanca's body on the plastic wakes her husband up.

the urine jar at the foot of the bed and snores, as if
nothing happened.

“Blanca” says the man sleepily “Pass me the urine jar”
he ordered

With Blanca's green eyes, that Orlando, the main
character of this story, inherited, she stares with
hatred at her husband. She waits for him to fall
asleep, then takes the jar full of urine and pours it
over his head. She runs to her sister's house where
her future ex-husband catches her and beats her up.

Despite the rain, the stream of urine can be heard
falling into the aluminum jar. The bathroom is outside
of the house, in the house of Blanca's sister. He leaves

Later, Blanca feels a dry, hard blow to her stomach.
“It was if I was being destroyed from the inside”, she
recalls. She tries to speak, but she can't, she doesn't
have air. She only rolls back and forth, cries, and sees
how her husband laughs right after he kicked her.

This was the last day they lived together; they lived
together for 25 years.
After the divorce, Blanca moved between Medellin,
Bogota, and her hometown/native Currulao: “I
danced, I loved to go out, I partied too much,” Blanca
tells while her face lights up. Although Ruben tried to
come back, on their ﬁrst date after the divorce, he
putted scopolamine (a hallucinating drug) in a soda
and threw Blanca on a motorcycle trying to kill her.
Men are absolute shit
22 years later, Orlando's green eyes look up at his
father, who isn't Rubén, holding his legs. Sitting on
his knees, begging, “Dad, please, don't leave,” he
whimpers. The man, quite tall, well-dressed, and
with a perfectly trimmed beard, angrily removes
Orlando's hands from his legs.
“Let him go, Orlando. He's a rat, a miserable, bad man”
says Blanca from the door.
“What have you been telling the boy for him to turn out
this way?” answers her new ex-husband.
The day before, Blanca looked through that bag he
always carried to work. It had a fat wallet with money
and a bunch of telephone numbers. They read: Diana,
the delicious one; Sandra, sexy lips; Andrea, long
legs. Before Blanca could get angry, her husband had
already hit her, broken her ﬁnger and hysterical,
threatened to leave.
Inﬁdelity isn't strange in any part of the world, but
they had married with the promise that he would
'evangelize'; he and Blanca are Christian, women
were oﬀ-limits to him. And not only was he a
womanizer, he was an alcoholic, “a snake, complete
shit”, Blanca aﬃrms.
Every month he sends 40,000 pesos (11 euros, 12 US
dollars) to support Orlando. The money, obviously,
isn't enough. Since then, hunger is their daily routine.
They wake up late to skip breakfast, they eat rice and
eggs that will keep then full enough until the night
falls.
Although he doesn't talk about it, Orlando, or
Orlandito, as they call him at Fundación Caminos,
hasn't gotten over his father's absence. During the
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ﬁrst years, he hit himself in the face and scratched his
ears. In his letters to Santa, he asked for his father.
Orlando is 12 years old, with eyes like his mother´s,
wearing sports clothes that were given to him in the
tournaments from Fundación Caminos and he never
wears sneakers, or shoes, always crocs or ﬂip-ﬂops.
His soccer shoes were given to him by the soccer
project La Naranja Mecánica and are falling apart. He
holds out against poverty with the resignation of an
adult and the conviction of a stoic.
On his birthday, there is no cake or party and much
less presents. However, Orlando doesn't ask or
demand for anything since it can't be given to him.
He hasn't matured with time, but he matured from
poverty. “He was at the Caminos al Máximo Project,
he's very mature for his age, he really is a good kid,”
says Sebastián Galvis, a member of the
Administration team at Fundación Caminos.
From one barn to another
To get to Blanca's house, you have to descend
through paths, some just a trail through the brush;
houses made of unplastered bricks and tin roofs that,
in gale winds, which are very common in a tropical

city, could be destroyed.
What they own, like in all the stories of Bello Oriente
neighborhood, has been given to them. Blanca is
permanently unemployed: she didn't study and she's
too old to work, as she's around 60 years. The
cleaning jobs she gets, which she can still do, are a
miracle.
Seated on a sofa in the house, Orlando future dream
is playing soccer for Real Madrid, learning English,
and getting his mother out of poverty. He moves
forward with the support and advice from his mother,
she is the only person who goes to the games, even
though she has to go on foot to the football ﬁeld from
Bello Oriente; 2.200 pesos (60 euro cents, 70 US
dollar cents) would mean one meal less.
From the poor Currulao to the innovative Medellín,
life for Blanca and her son isn't very diﬀerent. The city
is diﬀerent, the inhabitants are diﬀerent, the place is
diﬀerent; but the poverty and necessity are the same.
They still manage to survive...

