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Life in Latin America 
A Gringo Perspective 

I live in Latin America and I write about it. I paint a picture of what it’s like. What are the people like? 

What is dating like? How’s the sex? How do you make friends? How do you make money? Is partying 

different? How are the drugs? Is it safe? Are there kidnappings? Are the police corrupt? Have you been 

robbed or beaten up? 

I’ve been in South America for a year and a half now. I spent a year in Arequipa, Peru before moving to 

Bogota, Colombia, where I’ve lived for the last six months. Are there more experienced gringos out 

there? Of course, but they aren’t writing kick-ass reports like this one, now are they? 

With this report, you don’t have to come to my website for those answers. You don’t even have to be 

connected to the internet. If your office firewall blocks my website for (allegedly) offensive content, you 

can read this at work. You can print it off and take it wherever you want. It’s yours. 

This report is required reading for anyone considering or anticipating a long-term stay in Latin America. 

It’s also good for travelers with an upcoming vacation down here, Latin American natives interested in a 

gringo’s perspective on their culture, or anybody who likes a good read.  
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Gringos & The Basics 

Gringos 

There’s no better way to start than to explain how great it is to be a gringo in Latin America. Before my 

first experience, a 2-week bender in Brazil, my boss wrote in an email: “Latinos are very curious about 

America and Americans,” and he “enjoyed semi-rock star status” during his extensive business trips 

throughout South America and Mexico. 

I’ve found this to be 100% true.  I’ll write enough about my experiences with women in the Love and Sex 

sections, but this phenomenon doesn’t only apply to the opposite sex. Guys have bought me beers in 

bars all night long. They’ll initiate the friendship by inviting me to their table or just offering their booze. 

Sometimes they want to practice their bad English. Sometimes they want to be seen with a gringo 

(status symbol). But most of the time, they’re genuinely curious. This concept is foreign to most gringos. 

Our countries, especially America, have immigrants galore. Foreigners are nothing special. In fact, 

America has a tradition of making fun of our immigrants. Immigrants are seen as people to avoid. 

Latin American countries don’t have this tradition. For most of the people I meet, I’m the first foreigner 

they’ve met in a year – sometimes more. Try to imagine what that would be like, how different your 

perspective would be towards foreigners if everybody you’d ever met were from the same country, 

usually the same color, and spoke the same language. You can try to imagine but never truly 

understand. 

I’m not from a poor or depressed background, but I’ve always been an outcast in America. I’ve never 

been accepted by the cool crowd. Upper-class and elitists have always looked down on me. I don’t stand 

a chance at climbing to the top rung of the American social ladder. In Latin America, I’m in the upper-

crust by virtue of my nationality. It doesn’t seem fair, but I’ll take it. I’m selling out – cashing my check. 

Definition of ‘Gringo’ 

I’ve heard ‘gringo’ defined in at least four different ways. In Brazil, it’s any visitor to any foreign country. 

In Mexico, it’s only Americans. In Peru, it’s Americans and Europeans, and sometimes even Peruvians 

with light skin. The most general definition I’ve found, and the one that’ll work in most cases, is white 

people from rich countries. 

It’s not a derogatory term in most countries. So don’t take offense. 

Gringos are given more credit than they deserve. Gringos are assumed to be smart, educated, and 

competent. We all know that isn’t true, but I’m not out to change that opinion (not intentionally 

anyway). 
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The Basics 

I didn’t want any Basics, but something told me I can’t only write about the sensational stuff that’ll send 

me to hell someday. Then again, do you really need me to tell you the food’s good? 

The food’s good. Granted, I’m American and American food sucks. Gringos might say Peruvian arroz con 

pollo with as much rocoto picado as I use is TOO SPICY, Peruvian ceviche is TOO SOUR, Colombian 

arequipe (also known as dulce de leche) is TOO SWEET, or Colombian bandeja paisa is TOO MUCH. But 

those people are idiots. 

The climate’s nice. You can find whatever you want between the steamy Caribbean beach towns and the 

frigid Andean temperatures of Bolivia. Unless you live in Los Angeles, there’s an upgrade in weather 

available. 

The scenery’s beautiful. In the northern half of the New World, the early English colonists were focused 

on creating a more perfect brand of Christianity, or others aimed for a more perfect form of economics 

than the feudal repression of the Old Europe they were escaping. Those cold gringos emphasized 

efficiency and productivity over beauty in building cities.  

The Spanish, on the other hand, made things pretty. They chose the most picturesque locations for their 

cities, and the first thing they did was build a big gaudy plaza right in the center. Those plazas still exist, 

ancient church included, as must-see tourist sites and gathering places. They built little parks in each 

and every neighborhood for couples to gather and children to play. Whether it’s amazing mountain 

ranges, plush green forestry, beautiful coastlines and palm trees (or all of the above in Rio de Janeiro), 

Latin American scenery is photo-worthy everywhere you go. 

Say what you will about how the different strategies turned out, Latin America’s prettier. 

Latin work culture is different. In some ways, it’s stricter and in some ways not. For example, I worked 

with a company that gave timecards to all employees, including the white-collar professionals in 

marketing, finance, etc. Those company monitors what time they arrive, how long they take for lunch, 

etc. That management style is extinct in gringo countries, and I bet most gringos never saw those days. 

In other ways, it’s less strict. Deadlines aren’t as important. In gringo work culture, deadlines are as they 

are in English: “dead” and “line”. Those words don’t suggest flexibility. In Latin America, deadlines can 

change with the weather, and sometimes simply be ignored. Getting things done can be a pain in the 

ass. I tried to organize a simple business with a Colombian friend. An Irish buddy who’s been here 20 

years laughed at my efforts, grabbing his crotch and imitating himself pissing in the wind (implying that 

trying to work with Colombians is like pissing in the wind). 

Fortunately, gringos can always find work and money. Native English speakers are in demand 

everywhere, and teaching English pays enough to get by. Businesses in the tourism industry always need 

English speakers – and native speakers are coveted. Agencies, hotels, bars, and more are easy to work 

at. Remember, they’ll assume you’re smarter than you are. 
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That’s enough for the formalities. Let’s move on to the subjects that will get me hate mail. First up, Love 

in Latin America. 

Love 

Love & Romance 

I’ve never been to Africa or Asia, but I think I’m safe in declaring Latin culture the most romantic in the 

world. Below is my popular post titled “Garcia Marquez and Love in Latin America”: 

Latin culture is the most romantic in the world. Is this good or bad? 

Love in the Time of Cholera by Gabriel Garcia Marquez is set in an unnamed town, assumed to be 

Cartagena, Colombia, spanning the late 19th century and early 20th century. As a teenager, Florentino 

Ariza falls in love with Fermina Daza the first time he lays eyes on her. He embarks on a letter-writing 

campaign professing his love. She also falls in love and they begin to write regularly. They plan a 

marriage and life together without ever having spoken, behind the back of Fermina's overbearing, 

ambiguously-criminal father. 

Fermina's father learns of the relationship and is infuriated, for Florentino is an illegitimate son of a 

shopkeeper. The marriage would run contrary to his plans of social-climbing by marrying his daughter 

off to blue blood. He takes Fermina on a weeks-long trip through the Colombian countryside in an 

attempt to break the affair. The lovers keep a secret correspondence and make plans.  

Upon returning to Cartagena, Fermina impulsively ends the affair. Florentino is devastated. Fermina 

marries a promising young doctor who’s returned from a university in Paris. Florentino vows to have her 

someday despite the fact she just got married. Dr. Juvenal Urbino and Fermina Daza have two children 

and lead a compatible life. Fermina's father's dream is fulfilled as the couple ascends to the town's social 

elite through the good doctor's public service and Fermina's beautiful grace. 

The book begins with Dr. Urbino's death at an old age and proceeds to recount the characters' histories. 

While Fermina and the doctor led their perfect marriage of convenience, Florentino Ariza embarked on 

622 affairs to distract the love burning in his heart – all the while waiting patiently for the good doctor to 

die so he can reclaim his precious Fermina. On the night of the funeral, after all the mourners leave, the 

now 70-something Florentino says to Fermina: “I have waited for this opportunity for more than half a 

century, to repeat to you once again my vow of eternal fidelity and everlasting love.” On the night of her 

husband's funeral. It was 51 years, 9 months, and 4 days after first professing his love to her as a teen. 

He knew the exact number because “not a day passed that something did not happen to remind him of 

her.” After some resistance, Fermina succumbs to Florentino and they live happily ever after sailing the 

Magdalena River. 

Aside from the surrealism seen in all of Garcia Marquez' and other Latino writers’ work, the theme of 

love is unrealistically portrayed with a passion absent in other cultures. 
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In America, “dropping the L-bomb” is slang for when your significant other says “I love you” for the first 

time. I got as many A-bombs (Te amo in Spanish) from one year in Peru as the previous 29 in America – 

3. And one of the American L-bombs came from a Latina – a Brazilian exchange student. Now granted, I 

wasn't laying pipe for over half of those American years. And granted, the Peruvian women were surely 

enchanted with my gringo-ness, dreams of visiting America, the assumed life of security, and being seen 

by her family & friends married to a handsome gringo, but the quick-to-love sentiment did not only 

apply to me. I was not special. Peruvian males I knew experienced the same thing, as I saw with my 

basketball teammates. And the females aren't the only ones quick to love. I saw my buddy Roy crying his 

eyes out over a girl he’d only been dating for a few months. 

The passion for love is palpable. Almost every neighborhood in Latin America has a small park. And in 

every park on any night you see couples huddled up on the benches – cuddling, kissing, talking and 

holding hands. Public displays of affection are controversial to no one. Latinos spend more time in 

intimacy. The married couples I've gotten to know are different than typical gringo couples. The men 

enjoy their wives' company. They're proud of their wives. Husbands and wives work together, joke 

together, and have fun. A big night out is going dancing with the spouse. In America, guys play golf or 

poker and other activities to get away from their wives. And the wives have “Girls' Night Out.” 

A higher percentage of Latin music is about love and relationships. There are certainly party songs and 

political songs, but love songs are more common. Even in reggaeton – Latin America's version of hip-hop 

– love is a more consistent theme than in American rap. If you look at pictures of reggaeton artists or 

hear the music and don't understand Spanish, you’d probably assume it's the same subject matter as in 

rap. It's not. There's none of the misogyny, the bitches and hoes, the player and pimp shit. From Daddy 

Yankee to Wisin y Yandel to Jowell y Randy, they all sing love songs that would sound like gangster rap 

to the gringo ear. 

Last year's Latin Grammy for best reggaeton song went to “Te Quiero” by Nigga (known as 'Flex' in the 

US market). Some of those lyrics (loosely) translated: ‘How I want to hug you now, and sing you a 

thousand songs, and give you roses. You're the morning star that guides my life. I miss you night and 

day. This poetry wouldn't exist without you.’ This is their gangster music genre. 

Contrast that with what you hear in American music. The most popular rapper of all time, Tupac Shakur, 

wrote one (1) song in praise of women: “Keep Ya Head Up.” Ironically, it was released around the time 

he was convicted / in prison for sex abuse. He professed he'd never love a woman. Snoop said in '94: 

“We don't love them hoes.” You probably have other examples in your head right now. 

Merely playing romantic music in America can be a cultural faux pas. I dig love songs. As a kid, I used to 

dream about love. I dreamed about loving a woman and having a perfect marriage, in which neither of 

us ever cheated and we had a ton of kids and lived happily ever after with no divorce. I built the idea up 

in my head just as Florentino Ariza built up Fermina Daza, and I listened to R&B from a young age. 

I love Alicia Keys, Musiq Soulchild, Erykah Badu, Brian McKnight, Sade, Marvin Gaye, and so on. That 

music isn't acceptable with gringos. My college buddies made fun of me. Or they'd yell at me to turn it 
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off. It’s “gay” (I never understood how songs about love between a man and a woman were gay; “We 

don't love them hoes” seems gay to me).  

On the other hand, I've seen Colombian guys drink beer and whisky all night while singing along to salsa 

ballads. My buddy Miguel once said, “Yo creo que una mujer es para amar.” I believe a woman is 

supposed to be loved. He wasn't trying to impress anybody; there were no girls at the table.  

Latinos don't say “tener sexo” - or ‘to have sex’. They say “hacer amor” – ‘to make love’. Saying “make 

love” in English is corny. Gringos don't talk like that. Gringos “play it cool.” They protect their hearts. 

They date casually and take it slow. They delay commitment. They try different potential “partners.” 

This is considered wise, practical. I'll never forget when a high school crush told me she hates “mushy 

love shit.” You could go your whole life without hearing a young Latina say that. 

Latinos say “gringo frio” - cold gringo. They say our culture is cold, and it’s a unanimous opinion. One 

Colombian girl, with a confused look on her face, asked me why we gringos are like that. (I don’t know) 

Latina porn is different. With the exception of a few Brazilian favela-sluts, Latinas in porn look like 

they're in love on camera. They’re visibly emotional, sensual instead of sleazy. They don't yell profanities 

or make themselves look trashy. They kiss the men and hold eye contact. They make love. (Note: most 

Latina-tagged porn doesn't actually feature foreign Latina women. If you go looking for examples of my 

point, make sure the actresses aren’t American-born Hispanics or tanned gringas.) 

My last girlfriend in Peru and I had sex the first night we met – including anal. Later 69, ATM, etc. Our 

entire relationship was spent in my apartment, plus a few times going to the local chicken joint when we 

were hungry. In relationships that follow this course in America, both the man and woman know exactly 

what the relationship is about – and more importantly what it's not about. 

That understanding didn't exist in this case. After a month together, she bought me an alpaca scarf and 

a cute Christmas card with a heart-felt message inside. Being romantically-inclined as I am, her passion 

attracted me to her more. We spent my last night in Arequipa cuddling. I miss her. 

I posed the question at the start of this essay: Is this passion for love good or bad? What did Gabriel 

Garcia Marquez believe? What was he really saying in Love in the Time of Cholera? Literary scholars 

began to point out that the story may be critical of such passionate love. When asked if his story was 

something other than a heart-warming tale about the enduring power of love, Garcia Marquez said 

readers “have to be careful not to fall into my trap.” 

Look closer at the details of the story. The title uses the words “love” and “cholera” together. Cholera is 

a nasty, sometimes fatal sickness – and an ugly way to go out. Stories of cholera ravaging Colombia 

permeate the novel as often as love. Is this meant to be a contrast, or an analogy? 

What happens because of love in the story? One character's lover allows him to commit suicide because 

she loved him too much to stop him. When Fermina accepts Florentino’s proposal, he eats roses in a 

romantic euphoria until he vomits. In treating his symptoms of love, Florentino has 622 affairs and 
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contracts an STD on more than one occasion. One of his lovers is promptly murdered by her husband 

when he learns of her infidelity. Florentino’s last affair, as an old man, is with a teenage second-cousin 

he was charged with taking care of while she was in town. After he breaks off the affair to pursue 

Fermina, she commits suicide. And the story ends with Florentino and Fermina sailing into the sunset on 

a boat flying the cholera flag so they don’t have to stop at checkpoints. There’s a disease on board. 

Let's examine how Dr. Juvenal Urbino is the perfect contrast of the romantic Florentino Ariza. The good 

doctor once tells his wife love is not as important to marriage as stability and compatibility. Through his 

stellar performance in transforming the town's health services and other public interests, the couple 

becomes beloved local celebrities. Many critics say the novel deals with the challenges in Colombia (and 

all of Latin America for that matter) in developing sound political systems, societal progress, and healthy 

cultural attitudes. If this is true about Garcia Marquez’s intent, then Dr. Juvenal Urbino would be the 

story's hero. 

The fact Garcia Marquez approved adapting the novel into a cheesy Hollywood love flick skews his 

intent further. But moving past his intent, what's the truth about the utility of love? Modern advances 

seen in the first world require hard intellect free of romantic delusion. Cold, calculating gringos have 

made some impressive societal advancements throughout history.  

What about me – am I really the romantic I think I am? I often cheated on that last girlfriend. Even 

without considering ATM or sex on the first night, I never put much stock into the relationship because 

of her age – 20. My cold gringo nature, the natural skeptic / realist inside told me she's way too young. 

She's not going to love me forever. She's going to want another man within five years. It’d never work. 

And if she ever pooped out a kid that didn't match my DNA in a mandatory blood test, I'd leave her ass 

penniless in Peru. Nobody wants that. 

Aside from my basic gringo tendencies in love and coldness, I am a romantic. Love’s the best. It’s exciting 

and invigorating. But a balance is surely needed. 

This kind of romance isn’t all fun. Gringos may be shocked at requests from dates to meet the parents 

after a short time. Significant others can be possessive and jealous. After dating my first Peruvian girl for 

only a couple months, I took a weekend trip to Colombia. She came over for dinner the night before I 

left. She launched into a long spiel about how to be safe, and then warned me to be careful of one more 

thing. What was that? “¡Las chicas!,” she said as she punched my shoulder. Then she hit me again, 

harder. I didn’t even do anything! 

That last girlfriend in Peru slapped me around in bed once – several times to each side of the face. She 

was always getting jealous over incidents that I wouldn’t realize were incidents. If you’re averse to 

passion, Latin America isn’t for you. But keep this story in mind: my best friend in the States, a guy with 

4 kids by 3 women, once admitted he’ll be mentally abusive or pick fights with his girl only to make the 

sex better. 
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In case there are any women still reading, I think you’ll find Latin men a breath of fresh air. Being 

romantic isn’t manly in our cold gringo countries, but it is in Latin America. Men adore their women. 

Guys brag about their wives and call them, ‘my love’ or ‘my life’. And even the nerdiest Latinos can 

dance. In fact, they’ll wear you out. 

Conceptions of machismo among Latin men are exaggerated. It’s not completely untrue, but Latin men 

are more feminine than cold gringos in many ways – specifically regarding their appearance and how 

sensitive they can be. Latin men can generally converse with and relate to women much better than 

their gringo counterparts. The relationship with the mother plays no small role here. 

Gold-Diggers vs. Real Love 

I was in the States for Christmas and my friends wanted to know about the women. About 4 or 5 implied 

or stated directly that the women I’d been dealing with were interested in marrying me for US 

citizenship or money or whatever. Nobody came right out and said, “Well they certainly couldn’t really 

like you for you,” but it’s what they were thinking. 

There is a gold-digger factor for gringos to be wary of in Latin America. In fact, there are so many gringo-

hunting women in Peru they have their own slang term: brichera. When I first learned this term, I looked 

it up on Urban Dictionary and found this definition: 

Brichera – A Peruvian slang word. A brichera is a young girl or women, from roughly the ages of 

15-30. There are two types of bricheras, both are really just prostitutes but ones that dont 

charge for sex. The first are women that are looking to meet foreign men in the hopes of dating 

or marriage or even a quick fling, in hopes to leave there lives and country, and the second type, 

women that search for foreign men hoping to exchange sex for small gifts or a trip to the 

supermarket. This second type of brichera is risky, because this type does not reliably use 

contraception and therefore are at higher risk for transmitting STD (Sexual Transmited 

Diseases). Bricheras will tell the tourists stories of there love, and lies, but the moment the 

tourist leaves she will be having sex or anal sex with another tourist tell him the same stories. 

There are no pretty bricheras, just easy dirty lying ones.” [sic] x 10+ 

This is obviously extreme, probably written by a Peruvian male, or a gringo who got his feelings hurt. 

Since learning this term, I’ve published a handful of articles about my run-ins with bricheras, and I’m 

proud to say my site is the internet’s best source of information on bricheras – bar none. I wrote a new 

definition on Urban Dictionary and it quickly rose to the preferred option: 

Brichera – Peruvian slang for a Peruvian woman who aims to meet gringos - men from North 

America or Europe. A woman who is simply attracted to foreign men is not necessarily a 

brichera. Brichera implies that the woman is seeking to climb the social ladder by creating a new 

life or somehow benefit financially in the short- or long-term from relationships with foreign 

men. 
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The fact is these countries’ economies are on a completely different level than gringo countries’. This 

comes with the territory. 

However, gold-digging and desire for the blue passport don’t explain all the gringo attraction down here. 

How does that explain a girl who blushes to a bright red and can’t look me in the eyes? Girls whistle and 

make kissing noises when I walk past. Groups of young girls in their school uniforms giggle after me and 

whatnot. 

The most important factor gold-digging doesn’t explain: one-night stands. My one-night stand action 

improved in quantity and quality down here. My cousin from Ireland had a one-night stand threesome 

with two bricheras in Lima. One of them was a dime. Girls that hot would never look at us in our home 

countries, and he didn’t even buy them a drink! 

I once made out with a tall, beautiful brichera (her friend told me she only dates gringos) who invited me 

to a party at her house. Upon arriving, I was surprised to see her family’s rich. It was the nicest house I 

was in during my year in Peru. So why would she be chasing gringos? 

To understand why, I’ll have to explain what I’ve learned about the racial issues in Peru, with my 

politically-incorrect analysis. (Sue me.) 

Peruvian culture and national identity is a product of two races: the indigenous people of the region and 

the Europeans who colonized them.  The whiter Peruvians, the more Spanish, still control most wealth 

and power in the country.  The darker, more indigenous Peruvians are poorer and less-educated.  When 

angry at the lower classes, Peruvians will dismiss them as cholos and peasants.  I think most Peruvians 

associate themselves with the European side of their ancestry.  The US and Western Europe are the 

richest, most developed countries in the world.  I think most Peruvians want to believe they have more 

of that in them than the people who built Machu Picchu. This is true to an extent in all Latin America.  

And they all grow up watching Brad Pitt and Tom Cruise, or Julia Roberts and Jennifer Aniston in 

American movies. 

There’s a white girl I know – so white she must not have an Inca in all her lineage.  And all the Peruvian 

guys think she’s the best thing since sliced bread.  I don’t even think she’s hot, but their subconscious 

desire for white looks tricks their mind into thinking she’s so beautiful. 

This theory also explains why Latin men want to hang out and be friends with gringos.  

End politically-incorrect analysis. 

Another factor is simply the desire for something different. If a girl goes a while without a boyfriend or 

love, she may come to think she’s different than the locals. She may think foreigners are the answer. I 

can relate to that given my experience with gringas. 

Maybe you went to high school or college with an exchange student from France or Italy who attracted 

a lot of girls. How can my pasty ass compete with those guys? Or how can a cold gringa compete with a 
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tan, sexy-dressed, flirtatious, smiling Latina? You have to step out of your perspective. This is exotic to 

you gringos, but not to them.  

I once saw a tall and handsome black Colombian ignore Peruvian girls all weekend long to chase a tall 

Dutch girl, a girl as straight and Dutch as Dutch girls come. And I’ve seen dark Latino guys, smooth and 

confident as hell, flirt with Latinas and touch them. Annoyed, those girls roll their eyes and shake his 

hand off. They grew up with guys like that – they’ve known them all their lives. Put a clean-cut gringo 

with blue eyes in front of those girls, being nice and treating them cordially, and they can melt like 

gringas do for the aggressive Brazilian guys. 

The comments I heard in America are more indicative of the insularity of the American psyche, the kind 

of super-nationalism that believes everybody in the world wants to be a US citizen and live in America. 

Believe it or not, this isn’t true. Most people don’t want to leave their hometown, much less their home 

country, and certainly not their language and culture. We expats are a rare breed. 

But that’s not to say it’s all for the taking. There’s some resentment toward gringos in Latin America 

because of the men who come down and act like the Latin women are free and easy. Countless times 

I’ve seen gringos in tourist dance clubs, so drunk they can’t stand still let alone dance, paw at the local 

women as if they’re clothing for sale. Just because you’re unique down here doesn’t mean you can’t be 

a repulsive douchebag.  

And obviously not all Latinas want something different. Most want a man who shares their background. 

Of course there are gold-diggers and gringo-hunters and bricheras and aprovechadores. They’re pretty 

obvious to me, and usually scare me off. But unfortunately, they wouldn’t exist if they didn’t succeed 

sometimes.  

I recommend using common sense in awarding trust. Something I’ve done all my life is set precedents 

regarding money. Make her pay for a meal early on. Let her know when you’re broke, and insist on 

staying in. That’s my strategy.  

And do NOT let anyone tell you that it’s custom for the man to pay for everything.  

A lot of guys like those bricheras. It’s an easy source of sex, more respectable than banging whores. 

Speaking of, this brings us to Sex.  

WARNING: the next section features graphic sexual content. If you don’t want to read about SEX in 

explicit detail, skip to the Partying & Drugs section on page 24. 
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Sex 

Soon after arriving for my Brazilian Adventure, my host explained that, contrary to common perception, 

he thinks it’s easier to get laid in America than Brazil. I think this is probably true. 

Why? Catholicism.  

Brazil, Peru, Colombia, and all these countries are more Catholic than Italy itself. Latin America is 

Catholicism’s true stronghold. These cultures haven’t seen the liberal or atheist influence gringo 

countries have. People maintain an image of properness. Women live with their parents until they 

marry, men often do also. A significant percentage of people cross themselves when passing a church. 

Sundays in Latin America resemble what I imagine a Sabbath is supposed to be. 

So the percentage of Latin women willing to have sex on the first night is much lower than the 

corresponding gringa percentage. There’s less public sleaziness. You won’t see two Latinas making out in 

the bar for attention. They’re more conscious of the fact they’ll be married someday.  

But Catholicism isn’t all boring. 

Mickey: “You don’t even believe in God.” 

Mickey’s father: “That doesn’t mean I’m going to stop being a good Catholic.” 

Â Edward Burns’ {ƘŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ hƴŜ 

Father Smeesby: “The Catholic Church may be harder to believe, but it’s easier to live with.” 

Â Sinclair Lewis’ Elmer Gantry 

Fortunately, Catholicism hasn’t attacked vice like the militant Protestant brands of America have. There 

was no movement against alcohol, no Prohibition, and certainly no ridiculous ideas to ban dancing or 

women cutting their hair like in Baptism or Pentecostalism. Catholicism’s not as intrusive. 

I won’t go so far as to say Catholicism is more tolerant, but it does allow for the pleasant vices. Art and 

beauty have thrived. And beneath the strict appearances, there’s a real primal instinct. 

My Brazilian buddy is probably right in saying it’s easier to get laid in America. And while you can find 

videos of gringas engaged in sexual acts so over-the-top they aren’t even arousing, these super-sexed-

out gringas that make it easier to get laid comprise a minority of the total population. Most gringas 

aren’t so freaky. Most want their sex clean and simple, not too messy and nothing too nasty. 

Under the veil of Catholic properness, there’s a craving for animal pleasure. Sex isn’t meant to be clean. 

Once the deal is done, nothing takes priority over what feels good. Anal, ATM, swallowing cum, licking 

butt and kissing afterward, it’s all good if it feels good. 
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Before leaving America, I came to believe the “lady in the street but a freak in the bed” was a myth. Not 

anymore. Here’s an email I sent to a buddy about my second girl in Peru: 

One night she was on her period.  She sucked my dick for like an hour.  When I finally came, she 

didn’t suck it out.  She used her hand and the cum went all over my dick and waist and whatnot.  

As I was reaching for the roll of toilet paper on my nightstand, she scooped all the cum up with 

her hand and rubbed it on my dick like lotion.  She then stroked it for twenty more minutes 

(after I came).  It felt really good, like a mouth.  She stroked it until it was dry, having rubbed all 

the cum back into my skin. 

She licks my chode every time she blows me.  She’s spent a lot of time down there. 

One time during doggystyle she told me she wanted me to come in her mouth (no problem).  I 

told her when I was about to come to suck real hard.  She sucked it out and swallowed it all.  

Then she told me IT TASTES GOOD. 

She always strokes, sucks, and plays with my penis for a long time after I come.  One time she 

asked me how to say it in English.  After I told her, she took it out of her mouth and said in a 

thick accent “I love your dick,” and put it back in her mouth.  (I loav jore deek) 

Last night, she was sucking it while I played with her vagina.  She took my hand away from her 

vagina and sucked the juices off of all my fingers. 

She’s bought me dinner both times we’ve gone out to eat.  She’s done the dishes twice, my 

laundry once, cleaned my room once, and ironed two of my work shirts. 

Not bad? 

There’s good news for any gringos who value quantity over quality. My Brazilian buddy’s take was 

skewed by his exoticness advantage in America. This particular guy was at the top of the sexual food 

chain in Brazil, where flirting is the national pastime. Imagine the damage he’d do in America. His 

advantage in gringo countries is my advantage in Latin America.  

Although Latinas are more likely to make you put in some work before having sex, the demand down 

here spikes so high that the aggregate sex available surpasses what I was doing in the States. 

And of course there are Latinas who have sex on the first night. Here’s how I met that last girl in Peru: 

Mike, Nicolas and I went downtown to a bar with live music. We sat down next to a large party of 15 – 

20 people, 75% of whom were female. With typical Latina subtlety, the girls looked us up and down, 

including the girls not facing us who turned around to see. After we sat down they giggled and stole 

glances with the same subtlety. 

Soon after our drinks arrived, the girls’ table sent an ambassador to make contact. One of the guys came 

over and explained it was somebody’s birthday and she wants a hug. We gave her hugs and the other 
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girls hooted and hollered. We sat back down. More guests arrived to their table and they asked if they 

could share ours. We merged tables and crowded in. That was how we joined the party. 

We soon acquired another newly-emptied table, so Nicolas and I moved to the new table at the other 

end. Four girls followed. One of them – Milagros – was among the first to join us. She didn’t run per se, 

but she had a bounce in her step on the way to make sure she sat next to me. 

So Mike, Nicolas, and I started putting down beers while chatting the girls up. It wasn’t the first thing she 

asked, but Milagros asked if I had a girlfriend early on. The birthday girl told Nicolas he was her birthday 

present. The girl Mike was talking to asked him if he had a girlfriend. He told her he did and she was in 

Canada. She said that’s great because her boyfriend was in Europe. Why did this seem easier than it’s 

supposed to be? Answer: they’re all nursing students J 

A band started playing Spanish covers of American songs.  Our side of the table was getting crowded 

and I was getting tipsy. Milagros was seated perpendicular to me and I put my leg over hers to make 

more space. She put her hand on my leg. Later we held hands under the table. 

Before the party sent the ambassador, I had identified this girl as the one I’d pursue if we ended up 

talking to them. She was the most beautiful. She’s light-skinned (think Italian) with high cheekbones, 

cute eyes, and very slim.  

When the band finished, the girls asked if we wanted to go dancing. Mike and I went with them to 

Munay’s on Dolores. There were thirteen of us – about half girls, half guys. Because there were so many, 

the club gave us a bottle of pisco to go with our cover charges. I danced with Milagros while Mike was 

shared by two or three girls. I went for a kiss which Milagros refused. 

We got a table and drank the pisco. I put Milagros on my lap. Her friends took a picture of us. I kissed 

her on the cheek for the picture. A few minutes later, she couldn’t resist the kiss any longer. We started 

making out and her friends took another picture. It was almost two o’clock in the morning, so I got 

Milagros’ number and told her I was leaving. She said she wanted to leave too, so we left together. 

Outside, I hailed a taxi. Beginning the negotiation with the driver, I told him “Quinta Gamero pasando 

por Χ” This is like saying your address and then “with a stop at …” And I looked at Milagros to say her 

neighborhood but she didn’t say anything. Whatever, I thought. Maybe we’ll have a nightcap at my 

place. We got in and made out the whole way. I paid the driver and asked Milagros if she wanted to 

check out my apartment. She did. 

We got in my bed and started to make out. She got on top and ripped my shirt off, sending a couple 

buttons flying. We got naked and had sex. We did it all: oral both ways, 69, all the positions. She’s loud. 

Not screaming, but constant moaning. She woke up all the roommates. Not only is she loud, she’s a 

multiple-orgasmer. And not just a multiple-orgasmer, but an above-average multiple-orgasmer. She 

comes early and often. It was pretty cool. I was drunk so it lasted a long time. We took several breaks. 

During one, while cuddling, she told me she was looking for a serious relationship. 



 

14  www.expat-chronicles.com  
 

At one point, she was riding on top while stimulating herself. I decided to help out; I moved her hand so 

I could stimulate her there.  After a few seconds, she grabbed my hand and put it back on her butt so 

she could take over. After all, she can do it better than me.  

I got the impression she enjoyed how I was massaging and spanking her butt cheeks. I ventured into her 

crack a little and she didn’t resist. I ventured inside a little with my finger and she didn’t resist. I turned 

her over so I could venture in a lot. Then I asked her if she wanted to engage in anal. She did. We did 

that for the last five minutes or so until she collapsed on the bed. We passed out. 

We woke around 7 and had sex again. This time I finished. She told me she picked me as soon as she saw 

us in Montreal. I told her I picked her too. She told me she told all her friends at the table, “Para mí es el 

grandote.” The big one’s mine. 

She told me she wanted to ask me something but she didn’t want me to get mad. I told her I wouldn’t. 

She asked me my name. HA HA! She left around 8.  

She came over that Sunday while my roommates were playing on their computers at the dining room 

table. Milagros’ conservative upbringing makes her shy about heading straight to a bedroom for others 

to see (but having anal sex on the first night is no big deal). As soon as they left, she jumped up from the 

couch. I was trying to play it cool like I wasn’t in a hurry to run for my room as soon as possible. She was 

NOT playing it cool. We got in bed and did it all over again (minus the anal). Afterwards, she started to 

get extra-cuddly. She kissed me all over my face dozens of times. 

She asked me if I thought she was easy. I stumbled with that one. What are you supposed to say to that? 

Anal sex on the first night – within six hours of meeting. I should have been like, “NO! Not at 

all!” Afterwards she cleaned my room. Then we ate chicken. 

Her swallowing my semen became our standard course of business – not a special occasion. I’m not 

advocating the pull-out method as an effective form of birth control. But if you’re going to roll the dice, 

ejaculating in her mouth every time is the way to do it. 

My sex life picked up in Latin America, thanks in no small part to Prostitution. 

Prostitution 

In America, prostitution is a taboo conversation even among guys. One Peruvian buddy and I got into a 

conversation about women and sex, and it came out within a couple minutes or so that each of us had 

paid for it before.  

Instead of strip clubs, Latin America has brothels. Instead of half a dozen or more naked women dancing 

on poles and offering lap dances, brothels feature scantily-dressed women drinking with the men and 

offering sex in private rooms. If you’re a male creating a new life in Latin America, you’ll certainly be 

brought to one of these places someday. 
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An American buddy of mine, a connoisseur of prostitutes, explained he needs a basic service like getting 

his engine oil changed. He doesn’t take the oil-change guy out for dinner. He doesn’t get to know the 

guy beforehand. A seduction process isn’t necessary to perform this simple service.  

My experiences have been a mixed bag – a few were great, but most were OK or lame. It’s not exciting 

when the girl clearly isn’t into it. One of the better experiences came during my first visit to Colombia. 

On the last night, a Sunday, I was drinking with a few gringos who went to bed before I was ready to call 

it a night. So I went to a brothel, where I spent some six hours. Here’s that story: 

I’d been drooling over the Colombian women all weekend long. This was my last night and there was 

only one kind of place open. I wouldn’t have been able to go to bed at 2am after two nights drinking till 

dawn. So I went to a brothel. 

The cab took me to the curb and pointed out the front door. A mustached man dressed in a suit met me 

at the taxi, gesturing me in politely and confidently. This mustached man came to be my primary 

caretaker. Resembling a Latino version of Borat, he ushered me in, sat me down at a booth, and brought 

me a Heineken. 

I surveyed the field and took a liking for a slim black girl with huge butt and breasts. I took her to a 

bedroom downstairs within twenty minutes of arriving. It was OK, I was quickly finished. She had a body 

as good as God makes ‘em. 

When I got back upstairs, I realized this was the only bar open and I still wanted to drink. So I sat down 

in the same booth and ordered a shot of aguardiente and another Heineken from Borat. He told me to 

move from my current table to a table where three girls were sitting. I obliged but focused on my 

precious booze. The girls left and I sat alone for an hour or so, pounding Heinekens and aguardiente. 

A caramel-colored cutie walked down the aisle wearing a coat. She said goodbye to a few people around 

the place, but when she saw me she stopped and sat down. She asked how I liked the negrita. I asked 

her if she wanted a drink as I ordered another shot and a beer. She wanted scotch – the most expensive 

drink on the menu. I don’t remember what we talked about but it must’ve been nice and time-

consuming because I found myself wanting to be alone with this one. I consulted Borat to see if I could 

use my credit card for a room if I felt the need, which he told me I could. 

We were downstairs after another hour or so. While not as much of a brickhouse body, this one was 

sexy with wide hips and a cute, brown face. She was the type whose bodily architecture needs to be on 

top in order to achieve orgasm. In my experience, I’ve found this type gets the job done pretty quickly 

once they’re up there.  

So she was on top, but not sitting up straight because she was also the type that needs constant clitoral 

stimulation. Her head was right next to mine as she ground herself into my pelvic bone while riding. This 

is somewhat painful for me. However, I enjoyed her persistence and tenacity in finishing herself off, 
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which must have taken more than twenty minutes. I’ll never forget the spectacular view of the mirror 

above the bed: her beautiful brown backside spread-eagle over my disgusting pink balls. 

After coming, she stopped altogether and laid her cheek against mine.  Her hair was wet with sweat 

against my face. We put in a little more effort for my sake, but it was basically finished. I had no orgasm 

by the time a knock on the door let us know my time was up. (The next day, I had bruise pains on my 

pelvis bone.) 

We went upstairs, said goodbye and she went home. It must have been 4:30 and I still wanted drink. I 

ordered another shot and a beer. Drunk-irrationality told me I had already broken out my credit card. I 

might as well have a good time, right? Borat asked if I wanted a girl to join me. NO! Thank you, but I am 

fine. He brought me more precious booze. 

I noticed a girl eyeing me. She was lighter-skinned (think Italian or Spanish complexion). Beautiful. She 

sat down and we started to talk. She was very sweet with something magnetic about her. I usually 

dislike the personalities of prostitutes and strippers, who are generally cold and completely transparent 

about only being interested in money. This one refused a drink. She drank club soda with lime. I insisted 

she drink with me. She didn’t want anything. 

Borat offered me a pint of aguardiente for 150,000 pesos (about $95). I refused and made a face like he 

was hurting my ears. I really didn’t need that much liquor. He had a conference with the bartender and I 

went back to talking with this new whore who I had no intention of having sex with. Then Borat offered 

the pint for 100,000 pesos (about $63). I refused; I really didn’t want a whole bottle.  

I turned my attention back to my little buddy sitting next to me. She asked me if I liked the two girls. I 

told her the first one wasn’t that cool but the second one and I had some kind of chemistry. She shook 

her head at me. Then Borat came back and offered the bottle for 60,000 pesos (about $37.50). His price 

had come down a full 60%. I finally agreed and he brought the bottle. 

I already broke out the plastic. Might as well have a good time, right?  

The girl and I took a shot together. I told Borat to bring a shot glass for himself, for the security guard 

who was working, and for this little fat dude who seemed like he worked there. We had a big toast. 

Borat took two shots. Then the security guard took a second shot. I noticed it was dawn outside and 

decided I shouldn’t go to sleep before my 1pm flight back to Peru. 

As I said, the girl sitting with me didn’t come off like a prostitute at all, but rather a girl who really enjoys 

sex. She told me one of her favorite activities: “fumar la marihuana y tener sexo ς es RICO.” She loves to 

smoke weed and have sex. Really? WHAT A COINCIDENCE: I also enjoy smoking weed and having sex! 

Isn’t it amazing we have so much in common? 

I came up with the clever idea that it might be fun to smoke weed and have sex together. She agreed it 

was a good idea. I asked Borat if he could get me some weed. He told me he couldn’t and I wouldn’t be 

able to smoke it in the bar anyway. Plus, they were closing soon. However, he would have this little fat 
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dude take care of anything I needed from then on. But I would need to pay 50,000 ($31) to the house to 

take my new honey with me. I agreed and the three of us – me, my hot honey, and Little Fat Dude – 

hopped into a taxi for an ATM. 

After getting money, the taxi took us to a disgusting motel not far from the whorehouse. The hourly rate 

was like 15,000 pesos ($9), which I would pay afterwards. Little Fat Dude took care of all my 

arrangements and showed us our room. The dingy room had nothing but a bed. The hardwood floors 

were in need of replacing and the paint on the walls was peeling. Little Fat Dude said he would come 

back with the weed. My hot honey and I got in bed and couldn’t wait for it. We were naked and I was 

inside before even paying her. 

From the moment I started touching her until the end of our episode, my hot honey was moaning and 

breathing hard and looking at me with those pleasure eyes. She was on fire! 

Ten or fifteen minutes after starting, there was a knock on the door. I flung the door wide-open wearing 

nothing but a condom to find the surprised Little Fat Dude. He had two joints for me for 10,000 pesos 

($6). My hot honey, motionless on her back, didn’t bother covering up. I fumbled through my wallet only 

to find 50,000 peso bills. I gave him the 50 and told him it was for the motel and the weed. I told him to 

leave and I didn’t want any change (100% tip). 

I got back inside my hot honey and we lit a joint. We passed it back and forth while I slowly rocked from 

up top. After deciding she had enough marijuana, she carelessly threw it aside on the floor and grabbed 

a hold of my shoulders. 

With this monster, I pulled out every trick in my book of how to get a girl off. I went down on her for at 

least five minutes while she pulled my head into her pelvis. Before doggystyle, I dove into her butt with 

my tongue and she said “Oooh, ¡me gusta!” At one point while on top, she was squeezing my chest 

muscles and shoulders so hard her nails dug in and hurt. Nobody beats me up, so I grabbed her neck 

with both hands, choking her while pounding away. For about five full minutes, I was strangling her with 

both hands, only easing up to allow her a breath every 30 seconds or so. 

She started to hurt after a while so we stopped. Her eyes teared up and she began to sob a little. I asked 

what was wrong. She told me she’s only had sex like that with one other guy – her ex-boyfriend who she 

had a kid with. Then she started getting hysterical and worried. She said it was late and she was a mess 

and I hadn’t even paid. I cuddled her and kissed her on the cheek and told her not to worry. 

I paid her and she started to come back to reality. She seemed to realize I am not her boyfriend and she 

is a whore and this is her job and she has things to do and I would go back to Peru and we would never 

see each other again. I assumed we would share a taxi to her house and then my hostel. 

We stepped outside to a bright sun and rush hour traffic. We walked and talked. Before I knew it, we 

were back at the brothel. She said she lived there. “¿Vives acá?” I asked in disbelief. She said she’d only 

been in Bogota two weeks. Then she asked for a tip. I made a disgusted face and said “No estes 
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fría.” Disappearing into the pedestrian traffic, I bought a beer, lit the second joint, and took a taxi back 

to the hostel. 

At this point, you’ve seen that Latin America can be a wild Party. It is. 

Partying and Drugs 

Alcohol 

I recently entered AA and have pondered, in hindsight, if I subconsciously chose Latin America because 

it’s a great place for a drunk – especially a gringo drunk. If you like to party in excess, you won’t find 

more excitement anywhere in gringo culture unless you’re a rich rock star in NYC, LA, London, or Paris. 

One of my first nights in Brazil, my buddy took me to some heavily promoted party at a concert venue. 

The ticket price paid for the handful of forro bands and an open bar. I got wasted off Johnny Walker Red 

on the rocks (get used to that drink in Latin America) until dawn. The crowd had shrunk but wasn’t 

small. The sun came up. I saw a group of guys arrive and join the dance floor, nodding their heads and 

dancing with their hands to techno, trying to inject their energy into the party. The sky didn’t have that 

blue tint like when the sun is starting to come up, the sun was UP. The sky was bright and the sun shined 

YELLOW on these guys – 8am or 9am yellow on their techno dance. 

I wish I had a picture of my face as I saw that, jaw dropped and thinking, “I want my bed!”  

I mentioned that to my Brazilian buddy later in the week, and added the late nights (late mornings 

rather) and heavy drinking were taking a toll on me. He told me about a private party he attended 

shortly before I arrived. The guy at the door enforced a rule that everybody had to take three (3) shots 

of cachaça before entering.  

Ahead of my buddy in line was a girl who pleaded with the doorman to let her in without taking the 

three (3) shots. She was sick, and her boyfriend was inside, and she only had to talk to him. The guy at 

the door held firm, refusing to let her in if she didn’t take three (3) shots. She elected not to take the 

shots and left. The idea is to not have any tag-along non-partiers contaminating the debauchery vibe. I 

thought that was a different approach. In America, party guidelines include serving food and having non-

alcoholic options. 

Brazil is the extreme end of the spectrum, but partying is big everywhere. 

In Peru, blue-collar bars are basically liquor stores with tables. Imagine a bar, a gathering point, which 

sells booze at the same price as off-premise retailers. And the bars and nightclubs all sell hard liquor by 

the bottle, and not for the insanely inflated prices at American nightclubs for “table service.”  

In Bogota, you can effectively drink in the street. Urban parks are packed on the weekends with groups 

of guys and girls sharing a bottle (or the cheaper box) of hard liquor. A gringo friend who spent 20 years 
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drunk in Bogota told me he used to drink in the street. He’d meet people here or there, follow them 

around and meet another group in a different park, follow them to a bar and then a club, then maybe 

head out for a snort or a to smoke a joint, and drunkenly go where the night took him. For twenty years.  

If you do that in gringo countries, you’ll run up against the police someday. Rules and laws will catch up 

with you. But here, no hay problema. It’s difficult to go to jail in these countries. 

One day a Facebook friend who was travelling in Buenos Aires updated: 

Movie “Hangover” is titled / advertised in Argentina: “Que Paso Ayer?” which literally means, 

“What happened yesterday?” Subtle difference. 

I commented on his update: 

The word for ‘hangover’ is different in almost every Spanish-speaking country. 

Mexico: estar crudo 

Peru: tener resaca / estar resaquiado 

Colombia: tener guayabo / estar enguayabado 

And those are just the regional variations that I’ve learned. Spanish is like that for a lot of words. 

Pain in the ass if you ask me. 

Then somebody else commented: 

Or it simply could be that they found the word “hangover” offensive as a title and changed it so 

that it still reflected the theme of the movie. 

I was shocked when I saw that opinion. I realized I take my knowledge of Latin culture for granted. The 

Curse of Knowledge. Apparently, not everybody knows how it is. So I wrote a blog post about Alcohol 

and Sensitivity in Latin America: 

THESIS: First, alcohol is not a controversial or sensitive subject in Latin America. Second, Latin 

Americans’ brand of sensitivity is not oriented toward subjects like that. 

First up, alcohol. 

Latin America is not the only culture different from the States in this respect, but it’s extreme. Alcohol 

doesn’t have a negative stigma at all. There was never a Prohibition. People are allowed to drink at a 

younger age – by the law and social norms. 

People get real drunk. People get fucked up. Yes, people in the States also get fucked up. But since 

moving down here, I’ve seen some things you don’t see back home. 

My first month in Peru, I was riding in a taxi with some friends down some busy side-street. Traffic was 

slowed almost to a stop. Some drunk stepped in front of our car and the driver hit the brakes. The drunk 
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half-fell on the hood. Pushing up and balancing himself with his hands, he continued on. Nobody in the 

taxi said anything about it. 

Another night my basketball coach was giving me a ride home. We were heading up Avenida Goyeneche 

when we saw, in the street, somebody trying to pick up his drunk friend and carry him to the sidewalk. 

The drunk had apparently passed out in the middle of a 3-lane, one-way thoroughfare where cars haul 

ass. Dude was laid out in the middle of Lanes 1 & 2. Coach easily swerved clear, and continued whatever 

point he was trying to make without even mentioning the sleeping drunk on the boulevard. 

One weekday I was going to lunch near Plaza las Americas in Arequipa. A short, indigenous-looking 

drunk came up to me with an ear-to-ear grin. We shook hands. He had like three teeth. He held a clear, 

unlabelled bottle half-full of clear liquid. I don’t remember the name of that stuff, but I’ve heard it’s 

strong, cheap, harsh, disgusting bathtub-gin they drink in Peru. We parted ways and he stumbled off. 

Aside from the street drunks, I’ve seen productive, industrious young people get drunk in ways you 

don’t see in the States. I’ve seen, on more than one occasion, dudes drink themselves to vomiting within 

an hour. That takes entire glasses full of hard liquor – slamming it. And then doing it again. And their 

girlfriends shrug it off like, ‘Oh well. I’ll wait it out and put him to bed. No big deal.’ 

There’s currently a popular drinking song in the peasant mountains of Peru, “Cerveza, Cerveza” by 

Wendy Sulca (click here for YouTube video). This get-drunk song is sung by a 10 year-old girl! Lyrics 

include (translated from Spanish): 

Serve me some beer, I want to drink beer! …  

Give me more beer … give me more beer! … 

I don’t think that’d fly in the States. 

And in Colombia, it seems degenerating into an all-day-every-day drunk is a profession a significant 

amount of men go into.   They’re all over, usually leaning against a wall with their hand out. I’ve seen big 

piles of puke on the bus a few times. 

Even when drunks are being particularly annoying, normal people don’t get mad about it. They dismiss 

it: “Es un borracho.” He’s a drunk – in the same tone as if saying it were raining outside. 

Second point, Latin sensitivity. Before starting with examples of political correctness and sensitive 

subjects, here’s a case of a Spanish title mistranslated to be less offensive in the gringo market (the 

other way around). Gabriel Garcia Marquez chose Memoria de mis putas tristes for the name of his last 

novel. They released the English edition with the title Memories of My Melancholy Whores. 

“Melancholy” is a little prettier and less harsh than the literal translation: Memories of My Sad Whores. 

Ideas in general aren’t likely to offend Latinos. It seems to me politically correct ideas or the content of 

messages isn’t offensive so much as the way the messages are delivered. I offended Peruvians a couple 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DuoCd7UEkpc
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times in the way I’d give them a pen or pencil, dropping it on the desk in front of them. Or people being 

blunt without warm greeting can come off rude. But ideas? Not so much. 

The most obvious example regards fat people. In the States, you’re not supposed to call people fat or 

make them feel bad about their fatness. In Latin America, on the other hand, fat males are reminded of 

their fatness all their lives (not necessarily so for women). If you’re a fat male in Latin America, your 

nickname is ‘Gordo‘. This is fact. I’ve met so many Gordos that when I meet a new group of guys, I 

already know the fat guy’s name. If you’re a fat Latino, you will not only be called Gordo (Fat Boy) as 

your nickname, but you will also be referred to in the third-person generic term, el gordo (the fat boy). 

One day I was talking to a Peruvian girl about hooking her friend up with my old roommate. She replied 

something like “Creo que a ella no le gustan los gorditos.” I don’t think she likes FATTIES. She said it 

without a trace of malice or humor in her voice at all. Completely normal. 

I went to Girardot, Colombia with my buddy Oscar, who’s really fat. If you’re really fat, you might get it 

worse than Gordo. We went swimming in a river and all his cousins and family called him ‘Free Willy’ or 

just ‘Willy’. They tried to get me to call him ‘Willy’ too. 

Before I moved to Colombia, there was a verbal spat between Peruvian president Alan Garcia and 

Bolivian president Evo Morales. In responding to a reporter’s question about some Peruvian policy, 

Morales explained how he thinks obesity is a mental illness. He thinks obese people are mentally ill. He 

explained that Alan Garcia fatness is a symptom of mental illness, so his ideas must be warped. 

This is how their heads of state talk! 

Brazilian president Luiz Inácio Lula da Silva is famous for making statements with sexual innuendos. He 

once said to George W. Bush that they need to find the ‘g-spot in their negotiations’. 

Venezuelan president Hugo Chavez has a weekly, hours-long television show broadcasted in Venezuela. 

He lambasts his cabinet, seated in the front row, on national television. There’s also this video of Chavez 

insulting Bush for no less than 3 ½ minutes. 

Sexual harassment is sensitive in the States. Very PC, very taboo. In Peru and Colombia, I’ve seen office 

guys grab a hold of their female coworkers. With the female fighting and turning her head away, the 

male will force her head toward his and kiss her on the lips. No big deal.  

And finally, my last and most extreme example of how Latinos aren’t as sensitive about ideas and 

offensive topics as gringos comes from the States. I worked as a server and bartender in college. Our 

kitchen, like all kitchens not charging double-digit prices for a sandwich, was all Mexican. Illegal labor 

Mexicans. Mexicans born and raised in Mexico who took a 3-day hike to get to the States. Mexicans who 

don’t speak English. Not Hispanics born in America. 

So our restaurant hired this little retarded guy to bus tables part-time. Some social service organization 

brought him by and asked management if they’d give him a job so he could learn how to do things, earn 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0kvz8FGQPGI
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money, and have somewhere to go every day. Management agreed to the idea and we had a slightly 

handicapped busboy from the ghetto for a while. 

The Mexicans started fucking with him the first day. They threw fries at him. The dishwasher would 

spray him with the hose when he walked by. If he tried to confront them, they would square up to fight, 

picking up cutting knives and whatnot.  All the while laughing their asses off. These were grown men – 

most of whom have a handful of kids. 

In Latin culture, alcohol isn’t a sensitive subject.  In fact, there aren’t many sensitive subjects at all. 

Sorry for the sensitivity tangent. But I thought it’d complete the case about the movie title’s translation. 

I’ll get back to partying now. Specifically, Drugs. 

Drugs 

Marijuana is really the only drug I have a soft spot for. My little experience with it in Latin America is 

that it’s dirt-cheap and not hard to find. I’ve smoked weed in Peruvian taxis a handful of times. Strangers 

have passed it to me in clubs or on the beach. 

In La Candelaria and Chapinero neighborhoods in Bogota, coincidentally the two bohemian 

neighborhoods where I’ve lived, you smell marijuana every day. It’s almost like the smoke has stained all 

the walls of all the buildings and they can’t get the smell out. I’ve been to both Amsterdam and The 

Haight in San Francisco – neither comes close to La Candelaria or Chapinero in marijuana aromas. 

Sometimes the smell gets in my apartment if I leave the window open. 

One night I was drinking alone at home here in Bogota when I got the idea to get high. Here’s the story 

of what happened: 

So I was drinking rum in Plaza Lourdes on a Thursday night.  Plaza Lourdes is the center of commerce 

and action in Chapinero.  At night, the bars come alive with music, there are street performers on the 

weekend, people mingle, etc.  It’s a bit of a drug scene as well; I’ve been offered drugs more than a few 

times walking through the plaza.  To be completely honest, I went to the Plaza because I wanted to get 

high.  I was already drunk when I got there. 

After shaking off a few “¿Que estás buscando?” offers (What are you looking for?), I posted up on a 

stoop in the center of where the dope-peddlers kick it with my box of rum and bottle of Coca-Cola Zero. 

 There weren’t many people out on this Thursday night.  To my left were a guy in a wheelchair and 

another guy, who was bent over trying to light some kind of cigarette.  They invited me over.  I sensed 

free weed and joined them.  They asked what I was looking for just as the sweet smell of marijuana filled 

my nostrils. 

“La hierba,” I replied.  They invited me to hit their joint.  I asked how much.  They said it’s no problem if 

they could drink some of my rum.  Agreed.  It was a fat joint rolled perfectly.  I commented that joint 
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would cost $10 in the States.  They said it costs 5000 pesos in Colombia (about $2).  The joint lasted 

forever. Some people quit on it. 

While smoking the everlasting joint, different characters joined us.  First of all, there was the guy in the 

wheelchair.  He was overweight, of a Caucasian-complexion, and seemingly clean.  The other guy wore a 

clean, pressed suit and had his hair all greased up. He had taken his tie off and undone the top button of 

his dress shirt.  He looked sharp – obviously a white-collar type with a taste for dope.  Then a clean, 

over-the-hill guy with a cane joined us.  Then a couple of alcoholic barfly chicks in their mid- to late-

thirties came around. 

Then a bald Colombian wearing glasses and a Starter-style jacket joined us.  At first, I thought Glasses 

was gay (this is Chapinero), so I ran the same not-interested-in-you game I ran on the barfly hags.  I kept 

telling him I was from Peru. The group dynamics suggested Glasses was worth a little more respect, 

especially from the wheelchair guy who had the weed.  They let him talk and ask me questions. 

I finally told Glasses I was from the States.  He noted that I’m probably already set up with a house, car, 

etc.  I didn’t laugh but I was incredulous.  You think if I had a house and a car, then I’d be hanging out 

with you motherfuckers?  Drinking rum out of a box in the street?  (I didn’t say that.) I said I’m making 

enough to live in Chapinero.  The wheelchair guy started choking when he heard this, trying to cover up 

his laughter by coughing. 

Glasses started into a long intro before getting around to asking if I liked cocaine. 

I came off stronger than normal in explaining I don’t.  In hindsight, I was probably a little insulting about 

it.  But when living in Latin America you gain an instinctual resistance to sales pitches.  And I thought this 

was a sales pitch.  I thought it’d go something like this: ‘You like cocaine?  You wanna buy some?’ or 

‘Let’s go get some, I know where to go.’  But most importantly, I don’t really like the shit. 

Glasses dismissed my opinion and pulled out a bag of coke with a fat, plastic straw sticking out the 

top. The straw was about as fat as the ones they serve with Slurpees at 7-11, but cut down to two inches 

and sticking out of a fat pile of cocaine instead of a Slurpee. 

Glasses started offering it out.  The clean guy in the suit went first, expertly offering his right fist in a 

position for Glasses to break him off a bump in between where the thumb-bone and index finger-bone 

meet the wrist.  Then he served the wheelchair-guy and the bald guy with the cane.  Glasses didn’t 

bother with his own fist, he took a deep snort straight from the straw-to-bag setup. 

There we were, in the middle of Plaza Lourdes next to one of Bogota’s biggest churches and tourist 

destinations, drinking rum and smoking weed and snorting coke. Bogota’s a great town for substance 

abuse. 

There’s more to this story about paisas and language, but I don’t want to lead you on another tangent. I 

know you gringos love cocaine. In fact, cocaine funds from gringo countries are the main reason 

Colombia has suffered crippling corruption and the world’s longest-running civil war. But I digress. 
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Colombia, Peru, and Bolivia are the first, second, and third top cocaine-producing countries in the world 

respectively. So I should know more about it than I do, but I‘ve only done it once down here. 

My brother helped me move from Peru to Colombia. Soon after he arrived, he mentioned in a bar that 

he wanted to sample the local cocaine. I was shocked. That hadn’t even occurred to me and I had no 

idea where to get it. That same night, in the same bar, we met a limeño jazz musician who offered us 

some. We all went into the bathroom together and he gave us each bump after bump from a small 

paper envelope. Then he gave my brother an entire envelope, a new one, as a gift. That second 

envelope yielded four or five bumps for each of us later in the night. 

That was the first time I’d done coke in years, so I was well-wired. I’m not enough of an expert to gauge 

quality, but I think my brother said it was good. I once met a Scottish tourist in Bogota who loved coke. 

He said what he bought in Colombia was worse than what he gets in Europe. Coffee is similar – 

Colombian coffee is the best in the world but the best beans all get exported to Italy, Argentina, and 

France because it fetches more money there than it does domestically. But I’m sure there’s high-quality 

coke here if you get plugged in with the right people – I know there’s some pretty good coffee. 

The Scot joked, although the local blow wasn’t great, it was so cheap he bought A LOT of it. In America, 

cocaine is expensive enough so cokeheads have to hold a pretty good job to stay high. Cocaine is 

hoarded. Guys take it into bathrooms with only their closest friends. Here, cocaine’s priced in line with 

other party favors. It’s done in public and shared like cigarettes. So cokeheads – and addicts of the even 

less expensive bazuco – don’t have to be as active as their American counterparts.  

I once took ayahuasca, a psychedelic drug found in Peru, Ecuador, Colombia, and Brazil. The 

hallucinogenic brew is made with specific plants from the Amazon jungle. Known in Colombia as yajé, 

William Burroughs and Allen Ginsberg made it famous in The Yage Letters, written during their 

respective pilgrimages to Colombia to sample the stuff. It’s an intense trip almost exclusively used as a 

spiritual and religious aid among the indigenous populations in the Amazon jungle. It’s an anomaly in 

those countries since most people haven’t taken it. You’d have to invest some time and energy finding 

it. You can read about my experience with yajé here. 

Now that you’re beginning to glimpse the sketchy side of Latin America, we can transition to what most 

of you gringos worry about: Crime & Violence. 

Crime and Violence 

Crime 

Gringos have an exaggerated image of Latin America. Americans in particular attribute what they’ve 

heard about Mexico to all of Latin America. Mexico is a unique country; its long border with the largest 

economy in the world is exploited by a startlingly powerful criminal class. Few countries in modern 

http://www.expat-chronicles.com/2009/08/yaje-in-colombia/
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history share the same circumstances seen in Mexico. I moved to Arequipa, Peru from St. Louis, MO, and 

concluded it was safer than where I was in St. Louis. I got soft in Peru. 

While danger is exaggerated, it may be worse than where most gringos are coming from. However, it’s 

not something that affects quality of life. You get used to it. I was shocked after moving to Bogota, 

Colombia – statistically one of the toughest towns in the world. My first month or so were a little 

nervous as I got to know the rules, but now I’m used to it. In fact, I’m considering staying longer than I 

originally planned – maybe forever. 

Here’s how I got victimized my first week in Bogota: 

I was staying at a cheap, no-frills hotel in La Candelaria because I needed a private room. It’s not a party 

house with gringos making noise, and the management runs a tight ship. Unfortunately, they don’t have 

Internet so I paid the management of another hostel to let me come in with my laptop and use their Wi-

Fi. The hostel was three blocks from my hotel. Since La Candelaria is the historic part of town, the three 

short blocks are similar to two American city blocks in distance. TWO BLOCKS. 

I was online at the hostel all night long. I finished up around 2am and decided to call it a night. When 

leaving late at night, I lock my laptop up at the hostel instead of carrying it, which the management 

agrees is a good idea. 

I left for my hotel. At the second block, I heard footsteps coming up behind me on my left. I turned to 

see a little Colombian making eye contact. These panhandlers approach this way and run their pitch for 

a block or so. But instead of asking for money, this little guy pulled a shard of glass out and blocked my 

path, demanding my money. 

I was scared. I gave him all the coins from my change pocket and told him it was all I had (about 500 

pesos, or $0.21). He realized he had me, stopped and scared and all. He demanded my jacket. I just got 

this black leather jacket for Christmas, brand new. I stalled. He asked more forcefully. 

I sidestepped him and RAN. I turned my head to see the cunt jogging in the other direction. It was over. 

While this happened Saturday night, it was technically 2am on Easter Sunday. My Easter Sunday 

Mugging. 

I’ve since learned nobody walks around late at night in Bogota – especially not in La Candelaria. Not 

even two blocks. I now know the rules and haven’t had any problems since. 

Crime isn’t as much of a nuisance as aprovechadores. Aprovechar means ‘to take advantage of,’ or to 

capitalize. Seize the opportunity. An aprovechador is a hustler, or shady person who takes advantage of 

others. Dealing with this element is the biggest Latin American pain in the ass in my opinion. 

Before reading these stories, it’s important to understand the cultural context. Gringos typically have an 

idea of a set price, a fair price, for all. Car dealerships aside, haggling isn’t widespread in gringo culture. 
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In fact, auto brand Saturn differentiated itself early on with no-haggle pricing. This is attractive to 

gringos.  

Objectivity is also a gringo concept. High-context cultures lean toward subjectivity. There’s no set price 

for many products. There is what the buyer is willing to pay and what the seller is willing to accept, and 

usually room in between. It’s in Latin culture, and most cultures of the world for that matter, to fuss 

about within that window before settling on a price. So keep in mind there’s rarely maliciousness or ill 

intent when you’re treated differently in a simple deal. It’s the exact same game and rules with you; 

they just think the window’s bigger. 

And of course there are aprovechadores that conduct themselves dishonestly. Gringos must be prudent 

in Latin America or you’ll get taken advantage of regularly. This is more annoying than violent crime. 

Here’s a piece I wrote on taking Taxis in Colombia vs. Peru: 

American taxis are generally safe. The worst thing to happen is getting “taken for a ride.” Taxis in Latin 

America can be dangerous. A tourist was robbed, raped, and murdered while I was in Peru. 

There are rules to taking taxis in Latin America. I’m going to explain and contrast the Colombian rules 

with the Peruvian rules. Then I’ll explain why, ironically, I prefer the Peruvian rules. 

Peruvian Rules 

In Peru, you never simply hail a taxi and tell the driver where you’re going. If you do this, regardless if 

you’re a gringo or not, you’re going to get ripped off. 

First of all, not all taxis are safe in Peru. You can’t hail any taxi in the street. In Arequipa, there are a few 

safe brands. The Arequipa taxis have signs on top with the company logo. Some companies are diligent 

in their employee-vetting and hiring practices. They weed out thieves and choros with gang links. Some 

logos represent not-so-diligent companies. And still some of these signs were found in the trash by some 

asshole who’s just bought a yellow car and is now making a living as a taxi driver. 

At first, I only remembered two safe brands to get around, the two most common: Turismo Arequipa 

and Taxitel. After a while, I noticed some companies or solo acts were making signs that mimicked those 

companies’ logos. They used the same fonts and colors, and chose names like Turista Arequipeño or 

Taxicel. I had to get better at discerning the real from the fake. 

After some months, I started adding brands to my safe list: Imperial, Teletaxi, etc. And I started getting a 

little risky with unrecognized taxis. If I were with a group of people going to lunch, it’s unlikely we’d have 

any problems. Or if I were with Damien – both of us 6’3 (192cm) and him black – I usually didn’t worry 

about it. We didn’t make ideal marks. 

Lima taxis don’t have the big signs atop the cars. The safe taxis in Lima have a company logo on the 

passenger-side door with a telephone number. The telephone number is what indicates safety. This is 

how it was explained to me during my one week in Lima. Anyway, I thought this was a pain in the ass 
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because you can’t spot the phone number from two blocks away. It’s written very small. You have to 

wait until the guy slows down and is right up on you so you can look real close. Sometimes I had to tell a 

taxi driver: Never mind. 

Once you’ve chosen a safe taxi, you need to determine price. Simply getting in and going is not how it’s 

done because the taxis don’t have meters. Instead, the price is negotiated beforehand based on the 

destination. Here’s how it goes in Peru: 

1. The client hails the taxi. 

2. The taxi stops and, from the passenger window, the client tells the driver his destination. 

3. The taxi driver quotes a price. 

4. If the client agrees, he gets in. But since Latinos love need to haggle, he’ll usually come back 

with a price lower by 1 sol or 50 centimos. 

5. The taxi driver may agree or spit out a middle-ground price. 

6. At this point, the client accepts or declines. 

This process was annoying when I first moved to Peru because the taxi drivers gave me ridiculous prices. 

However, after a few months, I picked up the Peruvian talk and they could tell I wasn’t a tourist. They 

started giving me fair prices. 

Peruvian Horror Stories 

The worst case became a national news story in Peru soon after I moved to Arequipa. An Israeli tourist 

was found strangled to death in a field near Sachaca. She’d been raped by more than one person. 

Peruvian President Alan Garcia publicly mentioned the case, vowing to catch the killers of the “Israeli 

journalist and soldier who was murdered because she dared to walk the streets of Arequipa alone.” 

Police arrested three suspects. It turns out the girl took a bad taxi. 

One day at lunch, my buddy Carlos got a phone call. He was immediately engrossed in the story he was 

hearing, and told it to me after hanging up. Carlos’ good buddy, an Arequipeño born and raised in 

Arequipa , got a little overconfident in his hometown.  He was shitfaced wasted one night and got in an 

unrecognized taxi. He was almost passed out in the backseat when the driver stopped the car. He sat up 

to see where they were when the driver said, “Dame tu billete.” Give me your wallet. 

Carlos’ buddy asked what the hell he was talking about. The driver told him to give up his wallet or he 

was going to let the guys standing outside into the cab. Carlos’ buddy took note of the two guys on each 

side of the car. He locked both doors. A struggle ensued. The guys managed to unlock the doors and pull 

him out of the car, hitting him over the head with a metal bar. He woke up bloody and broke. He got 

stitched up and then called his buddies to tell the story. 

My old roommate Roy – my good buddy and super-tight homeboy – is a dumb-ass. He also got really 

wasted one night and jumped in a bad taxi. He fell asleep in the passenger seat on the way home. When 

they arrived at our apartment, Roy stumbled out. The taxi drove off. In his drunken stupor, Roy couldn’t 
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figure out why the taxi left before collecting the fare. It wasn’t until the next day he realized he was 

missing his cell phone. The driver lifted it from his pocket while his drunk-ass was fast asleep. 

Colombian Rules 

By the time I first visited Colombia, I had already acclimated to Peruvian rules. So I asked the hostel 

employees how to recognize safe taxis. They looked at me like I was stupid. Aren’t there safe taxis and 

unsafe taxis? Same look. I asked if it was OK to hail taxis in the street. They said it was – with a tone like 

‘Of course.’ I confirmed like three times that all taxis are generally safe and I could hail them in the 

street. They agreed each time. 

Since then, I’ve heard Colombians claim not all Bogota taxis are safe. They say you have to call by phone. 

I’ve disregarded this advice. There probably is a bit of danger, but here’s the difference: in Peru, not all 

taxis are safe. And NO Peruvian would say they are. NOBODY. At least half of Colombians say hailing 

taxis is safe. And I haven’t heard any horror stories yet. So I assume they’re safe. For now. 

Colombian taxis are much bigger, although they rarely never have working seat belts. Lima law requires 

passengers to wear seat belts, and many drivers enforce it. 

Colombian taxis have meters – called taximetros. You don’t have to negotiate the price beforehand, 

which I liked when I came to visit last year. It was a relief. However, the meters don’t count in pesos. 

They count in some unknown number that starts with 25. The price you pay corresponds to a price guide 

which most drivers (should) hang from the head rest of the passenger seat. So if the meter reads 80, you 

consult the guide and see 80 corresponds with 5000 pesos, or whatever. The taxi drivers know all the 

prices by heart. Sometimes they don’t post the guide where they should and rattle off the price from the 

top of their head, rounded up to the next thousand or so. 

It’s important to make sure the driver resets the taximetro to 25. Otherwise, he could trick you into 

paying for his previous customer’s ride in addition to yours. 

Those are the rules as I’ve learned them. However, I’ve only got 3 months in-country so I have more to 

learn.  

Colombian Stories 

My worst story happened my first month. I found a job teaching English after only two weeks in Bogota. 

I was still living at Hotel Aragon in La Candelaria. My first fascist class required me to be at Calle 187 

(187th Street) at like 5am.  My hotel was at Calle 13 (13th Street). It doesn’t take a math major to figure 

out how far this is. 

I had to leave the hotel around 4am. The TransMilenio doesn’t start running until 5 so I had to take taxis. 

I called cabs from the hotel to pick me up (I had already been robbed at this point so I wasn’t eager to 

walk around La Candelaria at 4am dressed business casual with a backpack). The first day of class, I got 

picked up by an honest taxi driver. He wasn’t friendly, but honest. He cut right over to Avenida Caracas 
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and hauled ass up to the Autopista Norte. He drove so fast I was clutching the door handle with white 

knuckles. We arrived in like 20 minutes (30 minutes early) and the fare was 17,000 pesos. 

The next day, I was picked up by a nice but dishonest taxi. This fucking guy took me up Avenida 

Circunvalar all the way to Calle 170. Circunvalar is the eastern-most thoroughfare running north-and-

south. It’s in the mountains most of the way. It twists and turns and climbs and descends. I sat in the 

back seat incredulous. How could this dumb-ass try this shit? I was so new in-country though that I was 

hesitant to tell him which way to go. I didn’t even know the names of Caracas or the Autopista. I thought 

if we arrived in time and it was the same price, no big deal. 

We slowly made our way north creeping and crawling and I started to worry. Time was ticking down. If I 

were late for the company bus, I would miss class. The price was climbing past 17,000 pesos. I 

developed a plan. 

We arrived and this asshole enthusiastically pressed the button on the taximetro, which calculated a 

price of 23,600 pesos. He turned around with a smile and cheerfully said, “Veintitres mil, seis cientos.” I 

gave him a 20,000 note and told him that’s all I had. He said something like, ‘But the fare is 23,600.’ And 

I said something to the effect of, ‘20,000 is all I brought with me, man. This same trip cost 17,000 

yesterday. So I don’t know why it costs so much.’ And I got out. He drove off. I had another 20,000 note 

in my pocket. 

I don’t know much about the economics of a taxi driver. I believe if they use the meter, then the 

company that owns the car knows exactly how far the trip was and takes a specific cut of the fare based 

on that distance. I hoped that after paying his company, he made less money on that deal than he would 

have if he took Avenida Caracas and charged 17,000 pesos. But I don’t know. 

So the main way the Colombian taxi drivers get over on you is by taking you for a ride. The second way 

seems insignificant, but they do it to gringos. 

When my brother was in town, he and I and another gringo, Geoff, took a trip to check out Parque 93 

one Sunday. When we arrived, the driver quoted us something about 3000 pesos more than what it 

should’ve been. Geoff started arguing and asking for clarification. For 1000 pesos each (about $0.50), I 

didn’t really give a shit. 

But Geoff did. He wanted to know exactly why this should cost so much. He summoned a guy working at 

the corner store in front of where the taxi was parked. When they got it all figured out, the taxi driver 

admitted the fare should be $1500 pesos ($0.75) less than what he had charged. 

At night (after 8:00pm) and on Sundays, taxis add a 1500 peso recargo to the fare. This guy rounded up 

the fare to the next thousand and then added a 2500 peso recargo. I’ve seen them charge 2000 peso 

recargos; it varies. But it should be 1500. Not a big deal in my opinion. However, Geoff doing that and 

me underpaying the other guy, deters aprovechadores from pulling that shit on gringos in the future. 

We’re making it easy for the next gringo. You’re welcome. Warmest regards. 
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Conclusion 

As much as I hated the Peruvian system at first, I’ve come to prefer it. At first, it sucks I have to haggle 

with every cab driver and it sucks some of them are thieves. I used to think, Why can’t this backward 

country be more like Colombia and get meters for God’s sake? 

But I’d take the Peruvian way today. At least it’s clear and upfront. There’s a system with rules I can live 

by. Not all taxis are safe. Fact. This is how you spot the good ones. Fact. Determine the price beforehand 

– there are no bullshit rides and no surprises. Fact. The Peruvian driver hauls ass to get there because 

he’s losing money if he’s losing time. In Colombia, everything is ambiguous. Not every taxi’s safe, but 

most of them are. There’s no way to discern. And there are meters, but you have to know the streets to 

make sure the guy’s taking you the right way. Pain in the ass. 

FYI – since writing that piece, I have heard some horror stories of gangster taxi drivers in Colombia. 

Negotiating with the Peruvian taxi drivers in my first months and the experience I had with the 

Colombian driver who took me the scenic route (at 4am when there’s nothing to see) are examples of 

how being a gringo in Latin America can be annoying. Being on guard for situations like those becomes 

instinctual, and it’s not pleasant. But all things in life come with positive and negative.  

One of my aprovechador situations turned ugly in Cusco, Peru – the former Inca capitol in the Andes 

Mountains and starting point for tourists seeing the Machu Picchu ruins. This town sees so many gringos 

the entire economy revolves around tourism. 

An abbreviated version of the infamous Cusco Incident: 

I arrived in Cusco and intended to stay at a friend’s hostel. My taxi driver – Lenin – immediately started 

selling me his own hostel.  He asked how much I was paying at the other place.  I answered an absurdly 

low number: 15 soles / night ($4.69).  He told me he’d give me a private room and bathroom for that 

price.  I told him I’d think about it.  As we were passing my buddy’s hostel, I noticed it seemed closed so I 

told Lenin the Taxi Driver I’d stay at his place. 

While checking in and getting my key, I noted Lenin’s hostel was a shithole.  No matter, the price was 

right.  Before taking a nap, I locked the deadbolt to my room with the key.  I slept for three hours or so.  

I woke up and got some things together to go see Cusco and buy tickets to Machu Picchu. 

When I tried to unlock the door, my key wouldn’t unlock the deadbolt.  This same key that locked the 

deadbolt was turning round and round but the deadbolt was not unlocking or even making a sound.  I 

was locked inside my room.  As I noted earlier, this hostel was a shithole and I could see this door’s lock 

was also a piece of shit.  In Peru, doors have these large metal boxes for locks and door handles.  I saw I 

could probably pry the entire metal box far enough off the door so the deadbolt would come free from 

the wall. 
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First I banged and banged on the door in hopes someone downstairs would hear me.  I banged and 

banged and banged and nobody could hear me since I was on the third floor.  So I went to work on this 

metal box.  I pried and banged and pried and worked on the door for five minutes or so until I had bent 

the metal box back far enough that I could open the door. The lock was bent into complete 

worthlessness. 

I went downstairs with all my things to find Lenin’s teenage slaves (they manage the place while he’s 

driving his taxi and recruiting guests) watching TV. I told them my lock was broken and I want a new 

room.  The boy gave me a new room and I went out to see Cusco.  I decided there was no way in hell I 

was paying for that lock and I’d leave the hostel if Lenin tried to make me pay. 

I took a city tour, bought Machu Picchu tickets and bummed around town for a few hours. When I 

returned to the hostel, I asked the kids if they told Lenin about the lock. No word. I went out for dinner 

and met a few acquaintances in Cusco for a beer. I went back to the hostel to shower before going out.  I 

again asked if Lenin had any news for me. Nothing. I paid another fifteen soles for a second night. 

After eating dinner, I bought some weed and went back to the hostel to roll it into joints.  The two front 

doors are always locked and a manager has to let people in and out.  I knocked and knocked and 

knocked.  Nobody answered the door.  I couldn’t get into my own hostel!  What a shithole.  I rolled one 

joint on the stoop in front, ringing the doorbell every five minutes or so.  My ringing probably annoyed 

the other guests, who I could hear walking around, but they couldn’t let me in anyway because they 

didn’t have a key to these front doors.  I went to a restaurant and ate a second dinner so I could 

inconspicuously roll joints on the table. 

After dinner, still no answer at the hostel. I gave up and went out drinking.  I got back to the hostel 

around 4am.  I was supposed to wake up at 6am for Machu Picchu. 

I woke up at 7:30 and panicked.  I definitely missed the train to Aguas Calientes.  I was worried I’d have 

to buy new tickets ($150).  I packed a few things in my backpack and put on my Machu Picchu clothes.  

My plan was to run to the office where I bought the tickets to see if they could do anything for me. 

I ran downstairs and the two brats said I had to pay for that lock I broke.  Lenin told them not to let me 

leave until I paid.  The girl was extremely annoying in how loud she kept yelling “Tienes que pagar por la 

chapa” and “Tu la rompiste.“  I told them I’m not paying for that lock and went back upstairs to get all 

my things.  I was activating my aforementioned plan of leaving the hostel. 

I came back down and told them to let me out.  They said I had to pay for the lock first.  They called 

Lenin and said he’d be at the hostel in seven minutes.  All too familiar with Peruvian time, I set my 

phone alarm for exactly seven minutes.  I paced back and forth, fuming, wearing my backpack with all 

my things in it. 

I had missed Machu Picchu. I was still drunk.  I only slept three hours.  And now I had to deal with this 

lock shit.  I was pissed.  My plan was to stay close to the two glass doors and, when Lenin unlocked them 
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to come in, I would push him out into the street and start yelling at him.  If he offered any resistance, I 

would knock him out in front of all his neighbors. 

My alarm went off.  I told the little shit-sticks seven minutes had passed and I was leaving.  They refused.  

I told them I was going to throw their computer through the doors.  I grabbed the boy by his shirt and 

pushed him against the wall.  I obviously wasn’t going to hit a kid, but I wanted to scare him a little.  I 

grabbed the handle of the door while I said, “{ƛ ǘǳ ƴƻ ŀōǊŜǎ Ŝǎǘŀ ǇǳŜǊǘŀ Χ” and I shook the door a little 

bit to make some noise … 

And both doors shattered into hundreds of little pieces of glass (it was an accident!).  As soon as the last 

piece hit the ground, I leapt over the pile and sprinted down the street.  My backpack must have 

weighed at least 30 pounds.  I turned after three blocks and sprinted two blocks uphill (Andes 

Mountains uphill). 

I wasn’t running or jogging, but sprinting – on my toes, chin tucked, full-range arm-swinging – like a wide 

receiver after a reception in the backfield with a cornerback on his tail.  After five blocks, I slowed and 

started panting.  I needed water.  I needed to get off the streets.  I saw an old man sweeping the stoop 

of his hostel.  I asked him how much for a room.  35 soles ($10.94).  I’ll take it! 

He showed me to my room, which was nice.  This hostel was no shithole.  He even brought me a towel, 

toilet paper, and bar of soap. 

I changed clothes and ran to the office where I bought my Machu Picchu tickets. I was super-paranoid of 

every police car. The lady who was supposed to meet me at the train station said she called my hostel 

and the person who answered the phone said there was nobody by my name at the hostel.  Perfect! 

The ladies in this office devised a way to change the date of my train ticket until the next day.   

But now I had to worry about this whole Cusco Incident (the incident being my breaking a lock and two 

glass doors of a hostel and then fleeing the scene).  Normally, I wouldn’t worry because I got away with 

all my stuff.  However, I gave my NAME and PASSPORT NUMBER when I checked in. 

So Lenin the Taxi Driver had a description of me (I stand out) plus my name and passport number if he 

were inclined to have the authorities look for me.  While I have a good grasp about life and culture in 

Peru, I have no clue how police and the authorities work. Will they be looking for me?  Will they hold me 

at the airport if I try to leave the country?  Would they even care?  I needed to consult some Peruvians. 

Most of the advice I got said it’s probably not a big deal but I should get out of Cusco as soon as possible. 

Cusqueño Billy didn’t think it’d be a problem, but he did think Lenin called the police and lied to them 

(leaving out that he was in effect detaining me illegally).  Billy said the police would look for me at the 

airport and main bus terminal over the next few days.  He recommended I go to the Zorro Estación (bus 

station for poor people) and catch a bus to Sicuani, a tiny pueblo two hours outside Cusco.  In Sicuani, 

there’s another terminal where I can catch a bus to Arequipa.  Billy said the police wouldn’t be looking 

for me at either of those stations.  A plan! 
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I laid not-so-low for the rest of that day and went out drinking again. I somehow woke up on time and 

went to Machu Picchu the next day.  I’d planned to catch an overnight bus back to Arequipa 

immediately afterwards but I was dead tired.  I paid for another night at the (2nd) hostel and checked out 

the next day. 

It was time to execute the plan and escape Cusco.  I found a collectivo service that goes to Sicuani.  If I 

took one of these shuttles, I wouldn’t even have to show my face at the Cusco bus station for poor 

people. I took a taxi to the collectivo parking lot, an operation with five vans that leave once they fill up.  

9 soles ($2.81) for a two-hour ride to Sicuani, which arrives faster than the bus. 

Billy was right: the authorities definitely wouldn’t be looking for me in Sicuani.  Sicuani is the smallest, 

poorest little pueblo I’ve seen to date.  I get stared at in Arequipa, but I got stared at in Sicuani.  I 

imagine there are more speakers of Quechua than Spanish in this little town.  I had three hours to kill in 

which I ate and looked around.  I asked at five different places; none had cold beer.  Every single woman 

in the town had the custom pigtails, hat, dress, and blanket backpack (with or without baby inside). 

The bus was as poor and peasant as the town (but only 18 soles / $5.63 for a seven-hour bus trip!).  The 

family in front of me spoke Quechua.  A woman slept on the floor in the aisle, her feet directly to the 

right of my aisle seat.  We got to Arequipa around 3am.  I got away smooth! 

Most readers thought this story was funny. A couple Peruvians even apologized for their countryman 

putting me in that situation. A (very) few readers lashed out at how I dealt with the situation. I won’t 

hash out the argument in this report. But if you think Lenin the Taxi Driver had the right to charge me for 

that lock and detain me, you’re going to get the short end of the stick OFTEN in Latin America. 

Violence 

After I finalized my plans to relocate to Peru from America, I was surprised at how many Americans 

made comments about kidnappings or flat out said “You’re gonna get kidnapped.” Again, this is 

Americans applying what they know about Mexico to all of Latin America. 

Mexico certainly has a kidnapping problem right now – no doubt about it – made famous in the film 

Man On Fire starring Denzel Washington. The last figures I read suggested Mexico saw about 100 

kidnappings / month nationwide – that’s 3 per day! Again, I contend that Mexico is a special case – an 

anomaly – which shouldn’t be used as a representative example for all of Latin America. 

Colombia also has a high-profile kidnapping problem, which is mostly political and perpetrated by the 

FARC. I saw a trailer for some documentary on the growing kidnapping problem in Brazilian cities. And a 

friend of a friend was kidnapped in Peru in what was a national news story there. They kept him for a 

month and he spent his last week inside a bread oven in which he couldn’t even stand up. Peruvian 

National Police rescued him. 

From what I’ve seen, gringos have little to worry about (assuming you don’t travel near FARC territory in 

Colombia). Gangsters in these countries don’t want to get your gringo relatives on the phone in English 
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and arrange an international wire transfer. No, the most daring stunt on a gringo is probably a trip to the 

ATM. The ransom deals, excluding Mexico where it’s known to be done for as little as $500, target only 

the wealthy and elite in their home country. In Colombia, military personnel and their relatives are also 

at risk. But kidnapping gringo travelers seeing the world on a budget? It’s not something I worry about. 

And most cities in Latin America don’t have a kidnapping problem at all. 

General violence is different in Latin America. In some ways it’s safer and in some ways it’s not. For 

example, there are considerably less bar fights and macho scuffles than in the States. However, those 

fights in Latin America escalate to using knives quickly. Deadly weapons are used more. But this trouble 

is unlikely to find people who aren’t looking for it. In America, there are groups of guys who go around 

looking for fights. They enjoy the thrill of it, or because they have something to prove, so they “start 

shit.” I haven’t run into that – starting shit for fun – at all in Latin America. Not yet anyway.  

But there are often stabbings in my neighborhood. And as I understand it, the only people who get it are 

those involved in the criminal economy. 

The Mick is an Irish friend here in Bogota and regular character in my blog. He came to Colombia in the 

80s with the intention of moving cocaine back to Europe. Before he even learned Spanish, he wound up 

in Colombian prison for a 4-year sentence. The Mick says Colombians can’t fight – they don’t have a 

boxing or MMA culture so most Colombians literally don’t know how to fight (in what I saw on the 

street, it seemed that was the case in Peru as well). However, these countries have a long tradition in 

which life is cheap. People get murdered more.  

Here’s one such story from The Mick’s first year in prison. 

WARNING: Graphic violence. Skip to the Conclusion on page 37 if you don’t want to read grisly prison 

violence. 

The Mick was a good soccer (which he calls ‘football’) player in Ireland. He soon started playing in prison 

and gained the respect of the inmates as a great “footballer.” He got chummy with the other soccer 

players. However, he was bored as anybody with too much time on his hands. 

On one floor in his prison building, there was a carving industry. Inmates carved wood, stone, and other 

items into Buddha statues and other decorative junk. He decided to take up carving. One day after 

playing soccer, he saw another player with a billiards cueball in his hand. 

The Mick doesn’t remember the guy’s name, but we’ll call him Niche. Niche is a common nickname for 

black Colombians, and it’s nicer than the word The Mick uses. However, he does say Niche was a great 

soccer player. 

So The Mick had this ambition to start carving and saw Niche playing around with this cueball. He 

thought the cueball would make a cool statue, so he asked to buy it. They settled on a price of 500 pesos 

and the deal was done. Now Niche was a great soccer player, but he had an unfortunate taste for 
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bazuco. The Mick says 500 Colombian pesos was worth a lot more in the 80s, and Niche got smoked out 

of his mind all night with that money. 

This prison had a general mess hall with free food, plus a section of inmate-owned and -managed 

restaurants on a different floor. Although these restaurants weren’t great, The Mick had enough money 

that he never ate the “pitiful stuff” in the mess hall. 

The day after buying the cueball from Niche, The Mick went to eat in the restaurant area. A couple of 

these places had pool tables in addition to their dining tables. The Mick was unpleasantly surprised to 

see one of these pool tables empty of the usual crowd of men playing pool. Nobody was standing 

around the table, which had fifteen balls neatly racked and ready to go – but no cueball. 

The Mick realized he was involved in something. 

The restaurant managers were among the most powerful men in the prison. The Mick was new to 

Colombia, but having done bids in both England and Ireland, he wasn’t new to prison. A couple nervous 

days passed before, sure enough, the manager of that particular restaurant (and pool table) approached 

him about the cueball. The Mick lied, telling Restaurant Manager he’d sent it down to the carving 

section to be carved into a statue. He said he didn’t know it was stolen when he bought it, but it was 

already cut up now. 

In the next days as the Restaurant Manager was following up with the carving guys, Niche came to The 

Mick sweating, wearing five jackets. Inmates would wear several jackets when they were anticipating 

getting stabbed. If a knife hit punctures five jackets, its force is considerably reduced before it hits skin. 

Niche, down on his knees on the verge of tears, begged The Mick to give him the ball. The Mick felt bad 

but was justifiably angry. He told Niche he wouldn’t give him the ball, but he’d put it back on the table. 

Niche begged for the ball, insisting he had to give it to Restaurant Manager. The Mick argued he wanted 

to put the ball on the table himself, in a way that somebody’d see him do it, but Niche kept begging and 

crying in his five jackets until The Mick relented. The Mick gave Niche the cueball. 

After a day or two, Restaurant Manager cornered The Mick in his cell with a knife. The Mick was 

completely surprised. He insisted he already gave the cueball back to Niche. Apparently, Niche sold the 

cueball AGAIN! All this time, Restaurant Manager was losing money because of that ball. And now he 

was going to stab The Mick if he didn’t give back the cueball. 

In a moment of genuine surprise and anger, The Mick convinced Restaurant Manager he didn’t have the 

ball. He managed to appease Restaurant Manager, due in no small part to an agreement to kill Niche 

together. 

Colombian prison in the 80s was much different than what you have in mind. Prisons in gringo countries 

have several dozen prison guards for every couple hundred inmates, and the prison is run by the guards. 

Colombian prison is run by the inmates. For the hundreds of inmates, there may be a handful of guards. 

This is how they can have a carving industry, (more) widespread drug use, etc. 
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The Mick and Restaurant manager took knives into the yard everyday for a week, looking for Niche. 

Because of the Colombian management style, prison doesn’t have as much structure. Inmates don’t 

have to do things at set times; an inmate never has to leave his cell if he doesn’t want to. The Mick and 

Restaurant Manager realized Niche was holed up somewhere and wasn’t coming out. 

At this point, they probably could’ve tracked Niche down in his crackhead lair and killed him there, but I 

imagine they wanted to do it in public. They both needed to set a precedent – Restaurant Manager 

because Niche sold the ball twice, and The Mick because, as a gringo in Colombian prison, he would 

have every inmate in the place riding him if he let that stunt go unpunished. 

So Restaurant Manager bribed a prison guard to find Niche, yank him out of his hiding place, throw him 

into the yard, and look the other way. It was done the same day. 

Niche hit the yard in his five jackets, clinging to the wall. The Mick says this is a common scene in 

Colombian prison. When somebody knew they were going to get it, they would stay against the wall. 

Walking sideways, looking from side to side, the doomed marks knew it was coming but didn’t know 

from where, or from which of the hundreds of inmates in the yard. The mark’s dilemma is complicated 

when all the inmates realize what’s going to happen and congregate toward him for a good view. 

The Mick and Restaurant Manager moved in. They ran in from opposite sides at Niche, who couldn’t put 

up the least resistance before he was taking stabbings from both sides. The Mick says his most vivid 

memory was the amount of blood flying in all directions as they pounded away with their knives on 

Niche’s upper-body: chest, stomach, arms, shoulders. 

The Mick says they must’ve stabbed him “29 times.” The five jackets were preventing the knives from 

penetrating deep so they kept stabbing and stabbing. Given the nature of Colombian prison security, 

they didn’t have to stop when they did. Maybe due to a sixth sense in human nature or maybe because 

they thought “29 times” was enough, they left Niche hemorrhaging blood on the ground. There weren’t 

any guards around to clean up the mess. Either with the help of a Good Samaritan or by hobbling his 

way to help, Niche wound up in the infirmary. 

Niche survived the attack. Probably because of all the jackets, the ~29 hits amounted to little more than 

flesh wounds. He couldn’t move an inch in his bed, but he was indeed alive in the Salón Rojo (Red Room, 

their name for the infirmary). 

The Mick learned this from his best friend Tachuela. Tachuela was an up-and-coming killer in the prison, 

taking contracts from the outside and starting to attract attention from the prison leadership. 

Coincidentally, The Mick became good friends with this guy. 

Tachuela gave him the news over lunch, and The Mick was stressed out about the situation. He didn’t 

want Niche to walk out of the Salón Rojo. In his own words, “there are no small enemies in the nick.” 

During their conference over lunch, Tachuela was moved to help. He volunteered to finish the job for 

free. 
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And one night Tachuela slipped into the Red Room and cut Niche’s throat while he lay in bed. And it was 

over. 

Besides that blip, The Mick had no problems in prison. I’m not trying to scare you with that story. The 

Mick says that, while the murder rate of Bogota is about 3 times as high as the highest murder rates in 

America, you don’t have anything to worry about if you’re not involved in crime. 

Prison story aside, the point of this section is that what you’ve heard is exaggerated. If you’re a nice guy, 

you’ll be fine. 

Conclusion 

This report is extreme. I don’t want you to come away thinking Latin America isn’t for you if you’re not 

looking for what’s in my stories. Hundreds of millions of moderate Latinos live normal lives without my 

extremes. However, you simply can’t escape some things. You can’t avoid Catholicism, or public drunks 

and aprovechadores, or passionate lovers and relaxed lifestyles. 

There are less extreme cultural differentials. I didn’t write about racism or family life or reading habits or 

sports or public urination or art or dogs with no leashes or music or poverty or museums or politics or 

any of the softer subjects – but there are interesting points of difference to learn from in all those areas. 

All of which are available on my website: www.expat-chronicles.com. 

Thanks for reading. Feel free to email me at webmaster@expat-chronicles.com, and keep me in mind if 

you ever need a competent gringo’s help with business ventures in Latin America. 

Best, 

Colin from Expat Chronicles 

Bogota, Colombia 

http://www.expat-chronicles.com/

