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“Sports are sports.”  
 
That’s right. Sort of.  
 
Walter, a native of Quetzaltenango who now lives in Southern California, said the above while 
waiting to buy food at a U.S.A./Guatemala friendly fútbol match, played July 5th in San Diego. 
An enthusiastic Super Chivos fan, he was more cautious discussing his country’s national team, 
and predicted the match would end in a 1 – 1 tie.  
 
His caution was echoed by other Guatemalans at the game, the Quetzals on their shirts standing 
out in a sea of red, white and blue. Santos, who noted that the smoother stadium grass in the U.S. 
seemed to speed up gameplay, did not believe his team could stage an upset. Rosa, in town from 
Los Angeles, was the most optimistic: “¡vamos a ganar! she said.  
 
The game ended in a 6 – 0 rout, the U.S. crushing through the Guatemalan defense in the second 
half. The fifth and sixth goals happened within minutes of each other, the third and fourth 
seemingly within seconds.  
 
But the drama on the field did not translate into much drama in the stands. Walter mentioned 
how kind U.S. fans had been to him. The rowdiest section only saw a handful of fans ejected, a 
few cans of beer thrown in celebration. Guatemalan families arrived supporting more than one 
team, the children wearing U.S. jerseys, their parents in blue and white. Large sections of the 
stadium were empty, and for all the second half cheering, it was business and usual throughout 
the rest of San Diego.  
  
For those that have attended games in Central America, the American fans would have seemed 
downright catatonic. 
 
When Honduras hosted the U.S. for a World Cup qualifying match four years ago, no fans were 
ejected because there was no security in the stands. All the security stood in riot gear and ski 
masks around the playing field, like a medieval moat with assault rifles. The amount of airborne 
beer was matched only by the amount of airborne urine, and when Honduras missed a penalty 
kick late in the second half the only Americans in the stadium fled for their lives, as 50,000 
Hondurans became very, very agitated.  
 
But a few days later, when a last-minute goal by the U.S. against Costa Rica propelled Honduras 
to their first World Cup since the 1980’s, those same Americans were overwhelmed with hugs 
and kisses from thousands of Hondureños who had taken to the streets, waving American flags 
in an impromptu parade.  
 



“American people, are the best people, in the world!” one slurred from a sidewalk.  
 
When Xela won its fifth Luna two years ago, it felt like every chapín in the western highlands 
had crammed into every bar, pub and restaurant to watch their team beat Guatemala City. Those 
that couldn’t fit overflowed into Parque Central, and when that match ended there was nothing 
“business as usual” about the ensuring all-night party.   
 
Soccer is soccer. Fútbol is fútbol. No matter how smooth the grass is, or what team is playing, 
it’s the same game no matter where it’s played.  
 
But it’s definitely not the same game from where it’s watched.  


