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 Yazer Martínez.

Wealth is
Measured in Dogs
March 2019:
Jennifer Cruz picks up the small blue bike with diﬃculty. She mainly
supports herself with the left side of her body as she climbs 200 stairs
to get to her house. Her right arm and leg don't work correctly, the
result of a blood clot and a stroke that kept her in the hospital for three
months. It's December and her son Alexander still believes that Baby
Jesus brings presents, like Santa Claus. In his letter to the Baby, he
asked for a “cycle”.
“I don't know who his father is” says Jennifer with laughter “it could be
the man downstairs, the fat, bald one” while she looks aﬀectionately at
her son.
The confession is true. Alexander doesn't know his father and Jennifer's
previous job, which she can't do anymore, allowed her to have many
lovers. In these times, there was no problem with having enough food
in the house, paying bills, or presents at Christmas. Now they must
“ask” for scraps at the butchers in the neighborhoods around Bello
Oriente, hope for presents from friends or neighbors and depend on
help from her sister.
In the house, a portrait of the sacred heart of Jesus and the Virgin Mary
hangs above a wide bed for three people: Jennifer, Alexander and his
brother Yaser. The shelves along the sides are bare and the photos are
old, from a past that they long for. The hallway brings you to a bigger
room with a T.V. and cupboard. The living room has a dining table that's
falling apart, an old armchair (or sofa) and the roof is used to dry
clothes. The kitchen is equipped with everything and, although it
seems like a middle-class house, it isn't. Everything has been given.
Outside, they hear the running water in a ravine that, in winter,
overﬂows and destroys the houses. Between the improvised walls and
stairs, an open space serves as a slide for Alexander and his brother.
They don't have many toys, but they can always play with the dogs,
which are abundant: for company or security. The more things a family

has, the ﬁercer their dog must be. Wealth is
measured in dogs.
Alexander, at 9 years old, assumed the
responsibilities of the man of the house: he settles
arguments between his mother and Yaser and goes
with his mother to her medical checkups.
“I want to be a bus driver” Alexander aﬃrms proudly.
He laughs and his toothy grin illuminates the house
“One of those that pass through here. To go up every
day to where my mother is” he points to a dusty road
near the door.
“What? I want to be an architect or doctor. And you
want to be a chauﬀeur?” Jennifer responds.
Everyone laughs, including Alexander, this time
without showing his teeth.
During Jennifer's hospitalization, Alexander missed
all of his classes at school. At seven years old, he
suﬀered with the image of his mother laying in bed
like a vegetable and permanently convulsing. He
was scared.
His grandmother enrolled him at the Foundation to
keep him busy while she looked for food and from
then, you can see the positive results. He's part of
the football team at Fundacion Caminos, La
Naranja Mechanica, and various other projects. “He
was failing at all the subjects. Some afternoons he
would come to the foundation so I could explain his
homework. Seeing him improve through the year,
along with his mother, was a marvelous gift,”
comments Yisela Rios, coordinator of the Reading
and Writing Project.
In front of the only mirror they have in the house,
Alexander sees the diaper that his mother must
wear, as she supports herself on the old chair in the
living room. Six months ago, the doctors told
Jennifer that she was entering the terminal phase of
her illness. Neither Alexander nor Yaser know it.
“I hope that God gives me more time to watch them
grow up” she says. There's no crying or cursing, just
a small smile. This is how you suﬀer in Colombia:
smiling.
August 2020:
Jennifer, the mother of Alexander and Yaser passed
th
away on 12 July 2020.
The boys live with their grandparents, they live in a
house with 5 people; grandmother, grandfather,

Biography
Yaser Cruz: 6 years old (12 September 2013)
Favorite animal: Unicorn
Favorite color: Yellow, blue and red
Future dream: Become a nurse
School grade: First
Activities: Football (La Naranja Mechanica)
and Reading and writing
(Lectoescritura)

“I want to become a nurse” Says Yaser “not for children but for adults so I
can cure people” Alexander wants to become a police oﬃcer. The
attention span is short and the boys start playing again.

“

“This is my mother” and
he throws the doll on his
bed. He seems happy and
careless, but the
grandmother tells “every
night he cries, he misses
his mother a lot”.

“

their youngest son of 20 years and the 2 boys. The grandparents lost a
stable income due to the measurements against the coronavirus. The
20 year old is applying for jobs, once he was part of the foundation as
well.
The aunt of Yaser and Alexander ﬁnancially supports them.
Yaser shows a doll, “This is my mother” and he throws the doll on his
bed. He seems happy and careless, but the grandmother tells “every
night he cries, he misses his mother a lot”. Yaser has endless energy and
keeps playing, Alexander takes a more responsible role in the house.
“Yaser shows his emotions, with help he will be ok. Alexander doesn't
show his emotions, he is trying to stay strong. That will complicate the
process a lot.” Says Yurani, Psychologist.

