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David was just a boy,
a street urchin, but he had a manly
determination to succeed
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one afternoon in
"Amigo! I know the best tamales
the squalid alleys of Lima, in all of Lima!"
Peru, I heard a voice call in
He took me to a tiny, rundown
Spanish, "Sefior, you got a hundred stand where we had excellent tamasoles [then worth 22 cents] for a les and coffee. As an internationalstarving boy r"
economic-development consultant,
Like other Third World cities, I had seen suffering children all
Lima is crowded with hungry chil- over the world, and had always
dren, many of them orphans. I given them money. But this boy
turned and saw a youngster of ten seemed special. Despite the horrors
or I I, with black hair and a torn of living on the streets, he was full
T-shirt. He walked toward me, his of passion and love for life.
eyes flashing a streetwise wariness.
'i,Como te llamas?" I asked, for I
"You're chubbier than I am!" I 'still didn't know his name.
answered, smiling.
"David," he answered with gusto.
"Yeah, well, it works on most
David. Slayer of Goliath. He who
tourists," he said. "Thanks anyway. rose to greatness out of love for his
Hasta luego."
people. I tried to shake off what was
"I was just looking for some clearly an overactive imagination.
good tamales," I said as the boy
"Mine is Bruce," I said.
turned away. "Know any placesr"
"Ah, Sefior Bruce." He pro-
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nounced it BROO-say, to suit his
Spanish.
He was licking the corn husk
wrappers of his tamale. When I
ordered him another, he beamed.
"David," I asked, "what do you
want to dor How do you want to
live?" He obviously was not in
school, but I learned in later conversations that he had taught himself to
read and was the proud owner of
two paperback novels and a dogeared Spanish/English lexicon.
He stared into my eyes. "I want
to have my own shoeshine business." His answer carried the fierce
determination of someone who
knew what he wanted and knew
somehow he would get it.
Shoeshining occupies thousands
of boys in developing countries.
Most of them use cheap polish and
have no skill, but it struck me that
here might be an exception.
"David, have you any moneyr"
He reached into the pocket of his
tattered jeans and withdrew a bundle of 500-sol notes, the equivalent
of $9. It was a lot for a small boy in
Peru. "Where'd you get thatr" I
asked.
"From turistas."
I believed him. Tourists have
hearts of gold.
"David, I'll tell you what." His
big eyes were fixed on mine. "I'll be
your venture capitalist. That means
I'll provide the rest of the money
you need if you'll share your earnings with me. Fairr"
"Capitalism is evil!" he spat
back. "It's what makes us starve!"

I wasn't surprised. Throughout
the Third World, sociologists are
repeating this cliche. But I suspected this boy knew, inside, it was
false. "David, in the years before
President Belaunde, did you Ii ve
better or worse?"
"Things were bad then."
"Exactly. Because people were
not allowed to do what they wanted
or keep what they earned. Today a
person can make a living any way
he sees fit." He nodded. "David, I
just paid this lady for tamales.
Now, she's a capitalist because she's
in business for herself. But when I
paid her, who benefitedr"
He paused. "Both of you!"
"Precisely! Now, what if she had
wanted 1000 soles each for her tamales, rather than 25?"
"Hey, amigo, you would be a
real gringo if you paid thad"
"Yes, but more likely I would
refuse to buy them, right?"
He nodded enthusiastically.
"In a business transaction, the
price is determined by the customer's willingness to pay. It's my responsibility to look after myself, not
President Belaunde's."
"Okay. Bueno. So how much am
I going to charge r"
"What's the going price for a
shoeshiner"
"I guess 275 soles [60 cents]."
"And do you think you'll be as
good as your competitors-the other shoeshine boysr"
"I'm better than all of them!" he
boasted.
"So why don't you offer a better
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service and charge a few soles
morer If you're good, people will
happily pay the difference."
"Really?"
I ruffled his hair. "Really! Now
let's go get your equipment."
In a small, dingy store we found
a used shoeshine box. After buying
polish, brushes and rags, David was
$9 in debt. I asked where he wanted
to set up shop.
"At the Plaza San Martin."
"Whatr Along with 20 other
boys who already have steady customersr" It was time for a marketing lesson.
"Esta bien. But where else are
there lots of people r"
"The Sheraton Hotel. It has busloads of turistas with big hearts and
dirty shoes."
On our way to the Sheraton, we
discussed how to compete fairly
with the few shine boys already
there. Skill, we decided, should be
the only standard to win business.
At the Sheraton he popped a
question I had overlooked: "Sefior
Bruce, what is your sharer Hairr"
I paused to study this young
entrepreneur. "One percent," I answered. "That's one sol out ofevery
hundred you collect."
He beamed. "You are a gringo,
amigo!"
In the lobby I tried to talk an
unsuspecting British tourist into
stepping outside for the best shoeshine of his life. "I don't take to
these urchins rubbing polish all
over my slacks," he objected.
But finally he acquiesced, and as

we approached David, I looked
sternly at my young charge.
"David, if you use the wrong
color or get one smidgen of polish
on this man's slacks, I'll chase you
all the way over the Andes into
Ecuadorl"
He went to work with an intoxicating ferocity. Even the Britisher
was taken aback by the boy's skill.
David snapped his polish cloth with
the panache of a Jascha Heifetz
wielding a violin bow. Minutes later it seemed he had created a new
pair of shoes.
"That is a smashing job, young
man!" said the Englishman. "How
much do lowe you?"
David looked at me. I turned my
palms up; it was his decision.
"Trescientos sales, Senor!"

I smiled. Three hundred solessix cents above the competition.
The tourist dug a 5oo-s01 note
from his pocket. "This is for outstanding work" he said, handing it
to an overwhelmed David. "And
I'll send a few friends out to see you
later this afternoon. Cheers!"
With tears in his eyes, David
gazed at the first money he had
ever earned. I winked at him and
went up to my room in the Sheraton. But from time to time I peered
over my balcony, only to see David
slaying the Goliath of competition.
I laughed as he developed a style
that never failed to hook a passerby.
He would bow stiffly and shout,
"Sefior, I am zee BEST!"
Hours later, the concierge
phoned to say they had caught a

street urchin trying to sneak up to
my room. The boy
kept threatening
that , would
"chase them over
the Andes" if they
threw him out.
"Senor," , said,
"that boy is my
business partner.
Send him up at
once!" , pictured
David drawing
himself to his full
four-foot height,
dusting off his
shoe box, and
marching smugly
to the elevators.
When , opened
my door, he held
out his hands, piled high with 100sol coins and 500-sol notes. '" don't
know how much is yours, Senor
Bruce, but' must pay you."
We counted the money. After
returning my $9 investment and
paying my one percent, he had
$2.70 left. But he knew that from
then on he'd earn a lot.
As he turned to leave, he extended his small, polish-covered hand.
"Senor," he said softly, "someday'
will have enough money to come
see you in America."
'gripped his hand firmly. "That's
wonderful. But in the meantime
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you've got a lot to give to Peru'"
A moment of silence passed. '"
will give it," he said, and' released
his hand. On his way down the hall,
he stopped and looked back. ,
thrust out my hand, thumb up.
'il.rriba/" , shouted. Upward!
'il.rriba/" he shouted back, arching his free arm into the air. Then
we both laughed, for dangling precariously from his blackened thumb
was a polish cloth.
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