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The following story is the follow up 
to an article I wrote back in July of 
last year, after visiting Lewis Charles 
Cornelius at the local penitentiary in 
Huaraz. For those who have not read 
the first instalment, it can be found 
on our website – www.thehuaraztele-
graph.com or on www.issuu.com – 
look for the July edition of The Huaraz 
Telegraph. The article relays the story 
of the 51-year-old South African man 
who was serving the last five years of 
his sentence while suffering from HIV. 
Víctor Pérez Liendo penitentiary is a 
place where cellphones and apples 
are forbidden: but razors are no
problem!

It is the 6th of January and we have just 
welcomed in the New Year. I am having 
a clear-out of some old clothes, and my 
wife suggests I take them to the prison 
for Lewis. Although they have gone out of 
fashion, they still have a few good years´ 
use left in them, and I am sure Lewis 
would be grateful of such an offering. 
So I bag-up my old tennis sneakers, the 
shoes I used to wear when I was teach-
ing English, a cap, a body warmer, a 
jacket, and many t-shirts. This time, how-
ever, I know not to take any food. Lewis 
mentioned the last time I was there that 
he would rather have items such as soap, 
shampoo or, even better, new shoes. 
While I am filling the bag I wonder to my-
self if inmates wish each other a Happy 
New Year in such a miserable place.

The first time I visited Lewis he was full of 
energy, he talked about his case and the 
few annual visitors he had. The questions 
I asked him had turned into one of the 
most successful and thought-provoking 
stories I had written for The Huaraz 
Telegraph. Though now I was wonder-
ing what I could ask him this time. In my 
mind, I was trying to imagine how he´d 
be; whether the HIV virus had taken its 
toll on his body. Had he read his story in 
the paper and if so, what did he think?  
Had the article encouraged people to visit 
or write to him? What if he didn’t like it? 
Would he be happy to see me? Maybe 
he´d been transferred to another prison, 
or perhaps the authorities weren’t happy 
with the story and would not honour my 
request to see him. All these questions 
could only be answered by going there 
again and finding out. 

One disappointing aspect of my first 
article was the lack of up-to-date pictures. 
All I had was an old one that was taken 
when Lewis had just been transferred to 
Huaraz, and it did little to inform the read-
er of the conditions of both the subject 
and his environment. This time I wanted 
to have at least one recent picture of him 
and I was hoping, if it was possible, to get 

a chance to see inside his cell. 
The night before my visit I went to a few 
friends’ houses to wish them a Happy 
New Year. Everywhere I went I was of-
fered an alcoholic drink: at Lucho´s, a 
Pisco de Muña at California Café, and 
even a free beer at Terracota Fusion 
while I was waiting for my takeaway. I 
made the decision not to accept any of 
these kind offers because I remembered 
when I visited the prison before my 
companion was denied access for being 
intoxicated. I couldn’t take any chances, 
so I went to bed early. This time I hadn’t 
prepared questions for Lewis; I would just 

South African wearing new clothes in 
Huaraz´ prison fuming: 

¨I should have been released already!¨

(which seemed the more logical choice).  
I was asked if I carried a cell phone – that 
would have been against the law as well. 
I did not; I was smart enough to leave 
my phone at home. While all the clothes 
were being checked, I did notice that the 
guards found it very interesting that I had 
come to do an interview. They had seen 
the previous editions of The Huaraz Tele-
graph I had brought for Lewis. The guard 
checked the clothes I had brought and 
said to me that I would not be allowed 

to take the shoes into the prison. When 
I asked why he said that he liked them 
a lot and wanted them! I looked suitably 
unimpressed, and he said it was okay. 
After a body search, I was allowed to go 
though to the inner courtyard. 

I arrived at the place where I had previ-
ously interviewed Lewis, and I tried to as-
certain which guard to ask to call Lewis. 
In the end it wasn’t necessary as Lewis 
had already spotted me and shouted 
loudly from a short distance: 
“Rex Broekman, how nice to see you!” 
I was shocked that he even remembered 
my last name; I must have made an 
impact. Anyway, as much as Lewis was 
happy to see me, I was even happier as 
it meant I could relax a bit more now and 
work towards a story. Lewis had been 
standing near the entrance patio 
attempting to make some money by 
trying to sell chewing gum to visitors. He 
hadn’t changed; he immediately started 
to talk, and clearly wore his heart on his 
sleeve. I handed him the bag of clothes 
and showed him what I had brought. He 
was extremely happy of course especially 
with the two pairs of shoes. I then handed 
him two editions of The Huaraz 
Telegraph. He smiled and said: 
“Excellent, I was hoping for this when you 
opened the bag.” This was swiftly 
followed by a “Happy New Year”. 

He asked whether I wanted to sit down, 
but I said I would rather stand. Instead 
of having the conversation at the place 
where we had it last year, I asked him if I 
could see his cell and continue our chat 
there. While walking, being guarded by 
Lewis, I noticed that he commanded a 
certain respect in the prison. I was 
offered chewing gum, sweets and other 
stuff by prisoners but when Lewis told 
them to bugger off they took notice and 
left. We went through two steel-chained 
doors to the infirmary. On my left I noticed 
a big, smoky kitchen with huge pots on 
the floor; they were preparing the meals 
for the jailbirds. 

Then there was another door we had to 
go through, and that was to get to his cell. 
On the left I noticed that my neighbour 
was sitting behind a desk and I greeted 
her; she was clearly wondering what I 
was doing there. Lewis answered the 
question for me by saying I was his friend 
and I had come for a visit. I had been pro-
moted from visitor to friend without even 
knowing it. At the end of the hall there 
was a tiled shower. I was impressed, the 
water was probably cold but it didn’t look 
as bad as I’d expected. Lewis took a right 
turn, and finally I was standing in his cell. 
Carefully, as if carrying a pot of gold, he 
put the bag of clothes on his bed and 
asked me to sit. His cellmates were obvi-
ously surprised with my arrival, and came 
to shake hands and say hello but I told 
them that I preferred not to be touched. 

Lewis, as far as possible behind three 
locked doors and deep into the prison, 

Lewis posing for a picture taken back in August 2012

visit and see what happened. I had my 
tiny voice recorder so taping the conver-
sations would be easy. When I arrived at 
the penitentiary there were no long lines 
of people waiting outside, which was a bit 
odd. Would it be closed because of riots? 
When I got closer, I noticed that the door 
of the adjacent police office was open 
and I asked them if I could go in. “Sure 
just knock on the next door”, the police-
man said.  I knocked on the door, and as 
I waited I noticed a sign hanging on the 

wall saying: To enter the ´Penal´, bring 
your DNI (which is your identity card). 

Damn! I forgot. How on earth could I 
forget my ID? I would have to walk home, 
carrying that heavy bag because leaving 
it there with the police wouldn’t be the 
smartest thing to do.  A guard opened 
the door and I thought since I was there 
I might as well give it a try. I explained to 
the guard that I had forgotten my ID, but 
I was only visiting the Tópico (the infir-
mary). The guard wouldn´t let me in but 
he called his supervisor. When the su-
pervisor arrived I recognised him; he was 
there the first time I visited the peniten-
tiary. I explained to him that I had forgot-
ten my ID and asked if he could make 
an exception. Luckily for me he agreed. 
Unfortunately, I had to leave my voice 
recorder behind along with my key chain 
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ing I am here under the 2-9-7 sentence, 
which is the one without possible condi-
tional release. As I have done half of my 
sentence, I should be released but no 
one wants to hear my case. I would have 
been out already if I had someone on the 
outside! I feel sad. You´ll understand that 
my psychological report shows that I do 
have a very good case even though I am 
constantly being victimized and beaten 
by the guards.”

I was thinking Lewis had been beaten 
by maybe one or two of the guards, but 
Lewis stated that there were eight or 
nine. The full names of all the guards 
involved are listed in the report. “I was 
abused on the 23rd of October last year 
and after 20 days the prosecutor came 
with cameras for an interview and a small 
investigation. Where the hell are you 
going to find marks after 20 days? It was 
unbelievable!”

Then Lewis showed me a hand written 
letter dated 03-12-2012. It was a decla-
ration of his intention to go on another 
hunger strike. “That guy there in the cor-
ner, wearing that bleached jogging suit, is 
sexually abusing that old man there. He 
lifts him up and throws him on the floor, 
the rest you can imagine.” To be honest I 
could not imagine the rest. “Two months 
ago he cruelly removed a toenail from 
his right foot. I try to keep things clean 
and ordered here in Tópico. I have even 
got them (referring to personnel) to give 
us soap and antibacterial liquids so we 
can disinfect the place. It´s a prison but 
also an infirmary, you know?” Lewis is 
fuming when he talks about the guards. 
“Gestapo that’s what they are; a piece of 
shit. They treat me like an animal. When 
beating me, they say things like: ‘Hit the 
dog’. Nine against one, they beat me for 
fun, Rex. Where we are now I have re-
spect, but I have fought for it. They know 
I have HIV and I can take their lives. Do 
you think they (referring to his cell mates) 
would survive in a European or South 
African prison? Of course not, this place 
is a kindergarten!” Lewis then told me 
that his embassy came and visited in 
August, I thought this was a positive thing 
and said as much to Lewis. ”No it was not 

I asked Lewis why he was showing me 
his confidential psychological report when 
he didn´t have to. “Look, as I told you 
before on your first visit, I got sentenced 
2-9-6 (code referring to the benefits or re-
strictions in prison). That sentence means 
that I can apply for parole. Instead, when 
I was transferred to Huaraz (Lewis spent 
the first part of his sentence in the Callao 
Prison), I lost the benefits and the officials 
here hold me against my rights claim-
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very well and responds well to questions 
thinking them over before answering in a 
simple language, or plain Spanish.” His 
first psychological interview took place on 
08/06/2010, and I read that he has had 
no less than 106 sessions already. Prob-
ably to kill time as well, because 106 is a 
lot! Lewis is showing “responsibility, punc-
tuality and discipline” when present at 
those sessions. The document concludes 
mentioning that Lewis has “no signs of 

Lewis´ hunger strike declaration written on 03-12-2012 last year.

tried to make me feel comfortable, and 
insisted that I sit down on his bed, which 
I did. 

While I was thinking what to ask him, he 
asked me if I knew Erica. Erica was a 
young lady from South Africa who had 
visited Lewis after reading my story. He 
spoke eagerly of her visit. It was re-
ally gratifying to know that my story had 
touched someone so deeply that they 
felt compelled to visit him. I asked him 
what he thought about it, Lewis replied: “I 
am actually a bit worried, Rex, because 
I haven’t heard from her again. She told 
me that she had to leave the country 
and would go north and then come back; 
which she hasn’t.” It became apparent 
that I was Lewis’s first visitor in over two 
months. Lewis spoke about the bravery 
Erica had displayed in coming to visit 
him, and he gave an excellent description 
of her as he remembered her green eyes 
and blond hair. “She left me her number 
and I have tried to call her on numerous 
occasions but for some reason I cannot 
get in contact with her. Maybe she´s in 
Ecuador or has simply changed her num-
ber for some reason.”

Lewis told me that on this occasion he 
wanted to share some things with The 
Huaraz Telegraph. Last time he did not 
have any recent pictures, now he told 
me that he had three pictures of himself 
and that he was happy to give me one to 
take away and publish in my paper. Lewis 
also showed me the documents from his 
trial and subsequent sentence in 2006. 
The first thing I noticed was that the 
author had misspelled Amsterdam. For 
some reason I found this amusing and 
pointed out the error to Lewis. Among the 
documents was an informe psicológico, 
which is a psychological report describ-
ing Lewis´s behaviour and conduct. 
According to this document Lewis was 
born on August 1st 1960, and has eight 
children. Lewis is further described as 
follows: “He is a fair-skinned adult with 
brown hair and his personality is defined 
as that of a normal person and constitu-
tion. He is approximately 1.75m tall and 
presents with three tattoos – one on his 
left shoulder, another on his left hand, 
and the third one on his chest. Further-

more, he has one scar on his right hand 
which was the result of a motor accident”. 
Lewis declares in this document that his 
parents have passed away and that he is 
the youngest of twelve children. In addi-
tion, it shows that Lewis is “co-operating 

being a psychopath and that the likeli-
hood of social reinsertion is high” (out of 
high–medium–low) and that this psycho-
logical test “favours him of acceptance of 
the requested or claimed benefits”. 

Read further on page 8.
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because I could hardly speak to them. 
The main guy was called Moheng Motl-
hale and he was accompanied by two 
others. It took the bastards 30 months to 
see me and this time the warden ruined 
it all. First he filled up his office with 
nurses saying there was no place where 
they could meet me, and then when they 

all!” made Lewis laugh his ass off for half 
a minute with that. That was the best joke 
he had heard in years. While Lewis was 
still laughing, I had a look around his cell. 
I counted seven beds and assumed that 
there would be seven cons sleeping in 
here, but Lewis stated that there were 
actually eight. There was a small stove 
and a black and white television. It looked 
better than I initially thought it would. 
Three of the eight convicts were suffer-
ing from HIV and another one had TBC 
(a non-infectious strand of Tuberculosis). 
The most striking character out of the 
eight was a 92-year-old serving a 14 year 
sentence which he got eight years ago 
for abusing a seven year-old-boy.

I noticed that Lewis looked healthier than 
he did six months ago so I asked him 
if that was the case. ”You´re right,” he 
said, “because I take even better care of 
myself. I hate the packages of carbohy-
drates we get served here so if possible I 
prefer to make some spaghetti or pota-
toes with vegetables. Healthy food is the 
key for me. I sell chewing gum to make 
some money you know. Yesterday I made 
one sol fifty! Some other inmates call me 
Mick Jagger and ask me to sing the song 
Satisfaction. I got the head nurse here 
the sack because she was lazy and fat. 
Now the new nurse makes sure everyone 
gets their medication on time because 
that is very important. I avoid greasy food 
and maintain order and discipline.”

As it was the first week after New Year I 
was wondering if Lewis had celebrated 
Christmas and how he felt back than.
“Heartbreaking, to be honest. You´ll see 
other inmates getting visits from 
family members but I didn’t have one 
single visit. I am surviving because I am 
strong and have some intelligence. But 
remember, no matter how intelligent you 
are you can’t beat the system. Rephrase: 
the corrupt system. It´s all about the 
money.” 

Before saying goodbye I wanted to ask 
Lewis what he thought of The Huaraz 
Telegraph and if he had enjoyed reading 
the previous editions. “It´s an excellent 
newspaper Rex, I like to read history 
and I now know a lot more about the 
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 QUOTE OF THE MONTH

 Lewis, have you ever thought 
about what to do when you´re 

released from prison?

Lewis: ¨Maybe I can work at an 
airport!¨

 Lewis 6 years later after being 
caught with 17 kilos of coke at the 

airport Jorge Chavez in Lima.

arrived the second time I got a call to 
report to the warden´s office, he said that 
we only had five minutes because the 
warden had to go. My rights are being 
violated. The director of the prison was 
just trying to dodge them. The white guy 
from the embassy noticed it luckily and 
they said they´d come back, but you’re 
the first visitor since Christmas and they 
should have been here two weeks ago. 
This is why my situation has got worse. I 
feel like a filthy animal. Also I have lost all 
contact with the outside world. I got three 
phone calls from my adopted son 
Clifford. He phoned to ask how his uncle 
is doing but it was very difficult to get 
me on the phone of course. After the 
third call I finally got to speak to him. We 
spoke for over half an hour.”

I asked Lewis if he ever thought about 
what he would do if and when he is 
released. “Well I am trying to improve my 
Spanish so I can work here in Peru in the 
tourist industry or in South Africa, but I 
have heard that they´ll put me on a plane, 
and that I may never come back to Peru. 
Although, there are now rumours going 
about that this might not be the case. 
Maybe I can work at an airport!”  My reply 
of: “Of course! You´re a specialist after 

clinica San Pablo

area and Peru. I knew nothing about 
the earthquake for example,” referring 
to the 1970 Ancash Earthquake which 
killed over 20,000 people. “I also liked 
the food description page but most of all 
was that tiny story you wrote about your 
compatriot, the waffleman,” referring to 
Dirk Wolkers who produces typical Dutch 
Syrup Waffles in Huaraz. “That guy must 
make a fortune, he´s a lucky man, I bet. 
In addition I liked the map of Huaraz in 
the centre of your paper because I can 
imagine that tourists can find directions 
easily. Good job!” Lewis told me he had 
kept all the previous editions safely in a 
box underneath his bed. I guess because 
you never know when one of your 
cellmates will need of some toilet paper.

On the way out Lewis guarded me 
through the penitentiary´s restaurant 
where I could eat from the menu for as 
little as four soles, but for cons this was 
a fortune an there was only a handful of 
them eating. Lewis Charles 
Cornelius is supposed to be released in 
2017. Lewis can be visited on Sundays 
and would kindly ask readers to bring a 
small amount of money, food or useful 
things like old clothes or soap. It is safe 
to visit the prison, but feel free to visit the 
Tourist Police on the Main Square 
(Plaza de Armas) if you want them to 
accompany you as I did the first time, but 
not this time. 

Story: Rex Broekman

Lewis´s psicologial report shows no less than 106 participated sessions

Continuation of page 7.


