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In October, 2000, the author and his wife moved from California to Costa Rica to begin a new

life in a new country. Martin had a theory that retiring to a foreign country would present so

many challenges as to make it impossible to fall into a rut, to become bored, and eventually

depressed as happens to so many retirees. It appears as though his theory was a correct

one.At Home in Costa Rica: An Adventure in Living the Good Life is the story of how Martin

and Robin gradually adapted to their new country, and tells a fascinating tale of the trials and

tribulations of learning a new way of life and a new language, of making unusual friends, of

building homes, of rehabilitating animals, of surviving the machinations of alien institutions

bureaucracies, of adjusting their first-world pace and needs to those of an emerging country,

and much more. Told in an anecdotal style, based on letters they've been sending home for

three and a half years, At Home in Costa Rica is filled with funny and touching stories about re-

learning how to live in one of the most beautiful, peaceful, and stable Democracies in the

world.The book is ideal for anyone who has either gone through this wonderful and at times

trying process, for anyone who is contemplating living the expatriate's life, or for anyone who

enjoys reading about life in other countries.
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For Robin,my dear wife andpartner in adventure.

Chapter OneBy Way of IntroductionOn October 20, 2000, my wife Robin and I departed San

Francisco with our dog, Jessie, to move permanently to Costa Rica. All our possessions were

already on their way by boat.To our family and friends it must have seemed a rather foolish

thing to do, given that we had only visited Costa Rica once before in March 2000 and on the

basis of that two-week trip decided to become expatriates. I had actually been there once

before, about six years earlier, for a week’s vacation with my ex-wife, Baker Moorefield. We

loved the little we saw and I was determined to go back sometime.There were two reasons

Baker and I went there originally. First, we both very much liked Spanish, specifically Latin

American, culture. I had been to Mexico several times and loved it. Baker and I had even

bought a time-share there. So the idea of visiting another Latin American country was quite

appealing.The second reason has to do with a family story, which I heard a few times when I

was growing up. Supposedly, a second cousin of mine, much older than I, had been a

physician during the Second World War. For some reason or another, he went to Costa Rica.

The story goes that he fell so in love with the country that he never lived in the United States

again.I was just a kid and didn’t ask any questions, of course. Now that I’d like to know more

about the story, everyone of that generation in my family is dead and there’s no one to ask. But

that story was what brought Costa Rica to mind when Baker and I were looking for a place to

visit. Now, thinking more about it, the story might not even have been about Costa Rica. It

easily could have been Puerto Rico, a place-name that many people tend to confuse with

Costa Rica.I suggested to Robin that we go there on our honeymoon because I had enjoyed

my first trip there so much. About then I was also thinking about a place to retire. I was just a

few months away from retirement at the time. I had always had a theory that retiring to a

foreign country would be a good thing to do. One would not easily and quickly fall into a rut the

way so many retired people do. There would simply be too many challenges and things to do:

learning a new language; learning how to fit into a foreign culture; learning about common

things which would be quite different, such as traveling, gardening, building, dealing with

municipal services, shopping, cooking, making new friends. Almost everything that makes up

our quotidian life would be different and would have to be learned.Now after more than three



and a half years of living here, I truly think I was right about not easily falling into a rut and

becoming bored in retirement.As part of the preparation for the honeymoon trip, we contacted

a few real estate agents, whom we had encountered on the Internet and who agreed to take us

around and show us various properties in the areas we would visit. Our first stop was the city of

San José, the country’s largest city and its capital. It didn’t take us more than about two hours

to know that this was the last place in the world we’d ever want to live.The next stop on our trip

was Dominical, a very small town, no more than a village, on the Central Pacific Coast, which

is a popular surfers’ destination. Dominical is located about forty-five kilometers south of

Quepos, a well-known resort area where Baker and I had spent our vacation.Although Robin

and I had three more areas of the country to visit, we never left Dominical until it was time to

return to California. We felt we had truly found paradise. The area is just what many of us city

dwellers imagine when we think about a tropical jungle on the Pacific: endless stretches of

beach with almost no one to be seen; the densest, most exotic vegetation everywhere;

magnificent palms of all kinds; strange, brightly colored flowers; wildlife at every turn in the

road; perfect weather. What more could anyone possibly want?We stayed at the guesthouse of

the realtors, Dave and Liz Stephenson. Every day Dave would take us out to look at properties

they had listed for sale. Each one seemed more beautiful than the next. Finally, he took us to

one property that seemed absolutely perfect to us. It was about twelve acres with the most

exquisite view of the Pacific. A large area had been cleared for building and the rest of the

property was jungle. We were enchanted. The price was a little more than we wanted to pay—

though not outrageous. Dave and Liz told us this was only the asking price and that the owner

would certainly entertain offers.Clearly this was going to be a hard decision to make in that

everything we read and heard, not to mention knew intuitively, said not to buy on a whim.

Spend more time looking, go to the country, rent a place and actually live there a while; in fact,

live in different areas of the country so you can get a good feel for what living there would be

like in general and where you’d be most comfortable.One day Dave, clever salesman that he is,

told us to drive up to the property about 5:30 in the evening with a couple of chairs and a bottle

of wine and watch the sunset. So we bought a bottle of wine and took a couple of plastic chairs

Dave loaned us and went up to the property. As it happened, it was the very end of March, just

when the sun sets directly in the middle of the ocean view from the property. As it also

happened, it was the most beautiful sunset we had ever seen. Robin took a picture of it that I

then used as the wallpaper on my computer while I finished my time with the company to

remind me of what was waiting for me at retirement.Well, that sunset was the final push. The

next day we made an offer, and the day after that it was accepted. We now owned property in

Costa Rica, and we decided that we would move there seven months later.The next seven

months were frantic. Finding a place to rent in Costa Rica. Designing a house to build. Learning

all about how to move a household a few thousand miles away to a foreign country. Getting

legal advice about residency in Costa Rica. Finding out how to transport our dog. Figuring out

how and where to forward our mail. Advising everyone we knew about the impending changes.

Dealing with our families. Just an endless series of tasks. But all very exciting because we

were preparing to embark on a grand adventure.We decided early on that we would keep a

detailed record of our experiences as we learned to live in our new country. That record took

the form of twenty-nine letters, most rather long, which we sent by e-mail to a list of about

eighty relatives and friends at irregular intervals. I decided to gather these letters into a book so

that people contemplating moving to Costa Rica, or to almost any other emerging Latin

American country, could read about one couple’s rather typical experiences in becoming

established in a foreign country.And now, a couple of words about the people you’ll be



spending so much time with as you read this book. I’m sixty-six years old. I was born and grew

up in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. I’m a retired university professor of Russian language and

literature. I taught for twenty-five years at the University of Tennessee, Knoxville. I’m also a

retired executive of a California educational software company I helped found. Robin is

considerably younger—and more mature—than I, thirty-nine years old. She was born and

raised in Battle Creek, Michigan. She has worked in human resources, was a veterinarian

technician, and an interpreter for the deaf. Here in Costa Rica she spends much of her time

rehabilitating wildlife.Finally, you can see many pictures of our life in Costa Rica by visiting our

Web site at

Chapter TwoNovember 5, 2000Our First Day in Costa RicaHello, friends and family:Thought

you might get a kick out of reading a bit about the day of our arrival in Costa Rica, Friday,

October 20, 2000. Were this a book rather than a letter, this chapter would probably be entitled:

And This Is Just the Beginning!We left San Francisco on a red-eye in order to make sure that

our dog Jessie would not get too hot and that we’d arrive in the morning. The trip to Costa Rica

was fortunately uneventful, except for an unplanned plane change in El Salvador and Robin’s

worry for Jessie’s safety.But upon arrival, our luggage was first off the plane, a very good sign.

Jessie came off almost immediately after, and getting her and us through customs went

without a hitch, largely due to Robin’s having ensured that all the paperwork was in order

before we left.The car rental people were there waiting for us at San José’s modern airport,

and they took us straight to the car rental office, though we had to do it in two trips because we

had so much luggage with Jessie’s huge cage.An hour later we were making our way through

the insane San José traffic trying to find our hotel, the Dunn Inn. This is a hotel that allows

dogs, which, of course, was a requirement. Our room was not yet ready, and it was going to be

two hours until we could have access. They did, however, allow us to put our luggage into a

small room furnished with two chairs to wait.By this time we had been up for more than thirty

hours and were hot, dirty, and tired. However, we hadn’t planned to sleep yet anyway because

we had a lot of things to take care of.I went to call the attorney who was going to help us with

these things, Ulises Obregón. As I was asking the receptionist if I could make a call, Ulises

called me. We met at the hotel a half hour later and began our odyssey around San José.

There were three main objectives: (1) to open two bank accounts at the Banco Nacional, a

dollar account and a colones account; (2) to open an Internet account with RACSA

(Radiográfica Costarricense SA), the state-owned ISP monopoly; (3) to get photocopies made

of the documents we had brought with us in order to apply for residents’ status so that we

could stay in the country legally for more than three months.I had brought a cashier’s check

with me to open the bank accounts, for I had been told that a normal check required thirty to

forty days to clear. This way the cash would be immediately available. There would be enough

to buy a car and then we would transfer money from the dollar account to the colones account

as needed. We’d be able to withdraw money from the colones account through an ATM

machine in San Isidro de El General, a large provincial town about an hour from where we’d be

living in Dominical. San Isidro is also where we do most of our shopping and pick up our mail.

Living where we do means at least one trip a week there. Though we’ve been there probably

six times in the two weeks we’ve been here. It’s hard to anticipate at this early stage everything

we need.It seems as though Banco Nacional, one of Costa Rica’s national banks, treats a

foreign cashier’s check the same way it does a foreign personal check. It was still going to be at

least thirty days before the money would be available. So, after long deliberations with the

woman at the bank and with Ulises as translator, we decided that I’d just send the check back



to the States to be re-deposited. Then I’d open the accounts at the San Isidro branch and have

the money wired to the dollar account, thereby not having to wait thirty days.As it ultimately

turned out, although the bank received the money the day it was wired, because of the

paperwork involved it was still going to be an additional three to five working days before the

money was available.To tide us over, I eventually made two ATM withdrawals from my account

in North America, got two cash advances on my credit card, and exchanged a couple of

hundred dollars I had into colones. I even borrowed a few thousand colones from one of our

friends.Because we had Jessie with us in San José that first day and because she was so

insecure after her life had been turned upside down, we couldn’t possibly have left her in the

hotel while we went on our rounds in San José.We had decided to walk everywhere with Ulises

because parking is just impossible in San José—as is driving, too, as far as I’m concerned.

The traffic is horrendous; except for several major boulevards, most streets are very narrow.

The Costa Ricans, who are by and large non-confrontational, are often aggressive drivers. And

there are hundreds of buses everywhere, all belching black smoke. All in all quite anxiety

provoking until you get used to it—which probably only takes a couple of years. Fortunately

we’ll be living far, far away from San José.Our dog, Jessie, for those of you who don’t know her,

is a very large ninety-pound Great Dane—Greyhound mix, jet black. Walking her through the

crowded streets of San José on a leash attracted an enormous amount of attention—stares,

smiles, fear-stricken faces, and even a woman’s loud, shrill scream—of joy or terror we’ll never

know because she ran around the corner.It seems that not many people walk their dogs on

leashes in downtown San José. What walking her also meant was that poor Robin spent a lot

of time standing outside of various buildings waiting for extended periods while Ulises and I

were doing battle with the long lines and complex problems of trying to get a lot of things done

in one afternoon within a system that usually requires as long as thirty minutes to sixty minutes

in line just to make a deposit in a bank. The reason Robin stayed with her instead of me is that

Jessie was still so nervous that she panicked when Robin was out of sight.Almost everywhere

you go to do some kind of transaction in Costa Rica requires you first to take a number from a

machine and wait until you’re called. And that was the case at RACSA when we went in to set

up an Internet account. All in all we waited about thirty minutes until our turn came. During this

time Robin, who was not allowed in the building with the dog, had to stand outside and deal

with dozens of people who wanted to know everything about Jessie. Every ten minutes or so,

Ulises or I would go outside for a few minutes to check to see how Robin was doing.Finally it

was our turn. Fortunately, the young woman who served us spoke excellent English. That

made things go much more smoothly because it meant that Ulises didn’t have to translate.

After about forty minutes, she had all the forms filled out on her computer and clicked the

button to submit our application to the system.At that point, the system, as she explained, “fell,”

the Spanish equivalent of “crashed.” It was clear that we were going to be there for quite a

while yet, so Ulises was kind enough to walk Robin back to the hotel, which was about fifteen

minutes away, while I stayed to deal with the fallen system. The young woman checked with

someone and was told to resubmit. However, some of the information had to be reentered.

Once again, a click on the button to submit. But we were still submitting to the fallen system.At

this point we found out that the system would be down until about 9 pm. The alternative turned

out to be that all the forms would be filled out by hand and signed. Then, the evening shift

would resubmit everything electronically after the system came up again. I would be called

eventually to be told when my account was effective. Although I was convinced that years

would pass before I ever heard from RACSA by phone, I was amazed when they did, in fact,

call me two days later to tell me my account was open and working.After RACSA, it was time to



get photocopies made. According to Ulises, in all of Costa Rica there are no copy shops where

one can go to a machine, put in a few coins, and make one’s own copies. Rather, you go to a

copy shop—and there are many of them—take a number, wait your turn, and then have the

work done by someone behind the counter. In most cases—for we went to three copy shops

before we got anything done—there would be about ten people waiting and perhaps two or

three machine operators. But many people had complex jobs such as two-sided printing,

collated books, blueprint reproduction, paper trimming, and virtually anything else that could be

done with copy machines in a print-shop environment.This meant that the waits could be

interminable. We left the first two shops we went to after waiting fifteen to twenty minutes

because it was clear that there might still be an hour to wait. Finally we went to a third shop

where our number was only three behind the current number. Our turn came in just a few

minutes. Ulises explained what we needed to be done. As the operator started to do our job,

Ulises suddenly realized that he was still missing some papers and that it would make no

sense to finish the job now and he told the operator to stop. What he was missing I never did

find out, but I took his word for it.At this point we were finished. Four hours spent, the only

result of which was the completion of a form by hand that might or might not result in the

opening of an Internet account.What I didn’t know at this point was that back at the hotel, there

was a sign on the desk that said: “Copies, fifteen cents each.” There was, of course, no line to

wait in.While saying goodbye to Ulises before walking back to the hotel, I remarked that we

really had accomplished very little. He gave me his big, charming, very boyish, and sweet smile

and said, “And this is only the beginning!” How right he seems to be from the vantage point of

sixteen days later!But these are just part of the challenges we anticipated during the process of

acculturation. This is no place for A-type personalities, which is why I am working on my

transformation into Marty Mañana. The upsides of being here, which I’ll write about later, are

truly many. Best regards to all of you,Martin and Robin

Chapter ThreeNovember 19, 2000Hi, friends and family:Today marks a month since we arrived

in Costa Rica. It’s hard to believe. You’ve all received our first letter about our first day. Quite a

bit has happened since then, and we thought we’d send you another update about our life

here. Some of you have already read some of what follows in individual letters we’ve written.

We’re going to avoid doing that again so as not to waste your time having to read some things

twice.Robin’s Message to Her MotherWe’ll start with something Robin thoughtfully wrote and

sent to some of her friends and—if you can believe it—her family, including her

mother!“Everything is going as smoothly as could be expected considering the civil war that

broke out the morning we arrived. Martin is in prison, and I haven’t been able to see him—but I

hear it’s one of the better ones as they only have ten people per cell. I am in hiding, living in a

lean-to in the jungle. I haven’t had anything to eat for a few days. But Jessie made a meal of a

brightly colored snake she found last night. Unfortunately, it bit her before she ate it, but she

seems OK so far, just a little foaming at the mouth, and a few tremors. You may have heard

about that little earthquake; don’t worry much about that. It’s the hurricane brewing that I’m

more concerned about.”We’ve concluded that because her mother survived reading that

paragraph, she is most likely immortal! In fact, however, we did have a small earthquake

yesterday—I was sitting on the couch reading, and the couch began to shake. It was over in

about five seconds. Robin was at the other end of the house and didn’t feel it. Small quakes are

very common in this area, and no one pays any attention to them.Back in the ’40s AgainOur

initial days here were indeed complicated as you could tell from our last letter, and in fact,

many of the following days were complicated as well. But it’s all part of becoming acculturated



to our new home. Clearly life in an emerging country is radically different from what we knew in

the United States. Once in a while there’s something that is a true throwback to the 1940s for

me. For example, although the place we’re renting has a new washing machine, there is no

dryer, but there is a line to hang our clothes. And yesterday when I was doing that, I

remembered clearly how, when I was little, my mother had neither washer nor dryer and how I

used to help her hang out the clothes and take them in. And it’s not bad at all; in fact, it’s fun

(now it’s fun—ten weeks from now—probably not). Because it’s still the rainy season here,

however, you have to get the clothes out in the morning when the sun shines and then in

before the rain starts in the afternoon. But the sun is so warm that the clothes dry very quickly.

And yes, it’s true, clothes do smell better for drying in the sun—though they’re not as soft as

they are when they come from the dryer.Life in the Big CityWe’ve been back to San José twice

since our last letter, and we’re getting to like it a bit more. The idea of living there is still

appalling—the air is like that of Mexico City, about 90 percent carbon monoxide at times—or at

least that’s the way it seems. But it’s very colorful with an intense street life.Now that we know

our way around a little better, we’re quite a bit more relaxed there and can devote more of our

attention to the surroundings. San José is not an attractive city, by any stretch of the

imagination. But it’s vibrant, loud, and dynamic, and has its own exciting rhythm. It also has a

couple of great malls where local yokels such as we can get neat stuff when we venture in from

the provinces.The Pan-American HighwayThe best thing about San José, however, is probably

the four-hour car ride from Dominical to get there. The road is the Pan-American Highway, a

grandiose appellation for a moderately well-paved, two-lane road. But it goes high over the

mountains that separate the Central Valley (where San José is) from the Pacific Coast

reaching a height of about nine thousand feet before you start heading down. The entire route

is hilly and extremely winding, but it goes through the most magnificent rain forest and there

are stunning vistas everywhere. Frequently you’re in patches of cloud and fog and then break

out into glittering sunlight with a view of the valleys and peaks that is simply breathtakingly

beautiful. With the road’s being so narrow, you do feel the presence of the jungle strongly, and

you are easily able to see the huge variety of plants and trees quite close up. There are ferns

as big as houses, and huge splashes of color from flowering bushes, which we have not yet

identified. There are many different types of palms, mango trees, and “toucan” trees. (We don’t

know the name of these yet, but they’re trees that toucans frequently perch on because of their

attraction to the fruit growing on them.)Buying a CarOur last three-day trip was mainly to buy a

car. We had been renting one thus far. We bought a great Jeep Cherokee—not the Grand

Cherokee Laredo, but the smaller model called the Cherokee Classic which is a gussied-up

Sport. I don’t even know if they sell them in the States. But it’s rugged and powerful which is

what we must have here given that probably 85 percent of our driving is off-road. Actually, it’d

be off-road in America, but here, most of our roads are off-road so I guess in a sense it’s on

rough-road driving.The agency where we bought the car is located on a street with perhaps the

worst traffic I’ve ever been in. Robin and I just couldn’t imagine driving a brand-new car through

that traffic, especially being so new to the area. So when we decided to buy it and agreed on a

price, I told the salesman that we’d buy it only if he delivered it to our hotel. He agreed,

naturally.The Rental House and Its SurroundingsAs far as the rental house is concerned, it

turned out to be a bit of a disappointment. Robin put it well. At first blush it’s quite charming

until you start noticing bare wires, holes in the walls and screens, the temperamental plumbing,

and the like. But the grounds are simply beautiful with huge crotons and begonias, ginger and

palms, banana trees, heliconias, and hibiscus.The roads around our house are lined with bird-

of-paradise plants as big as palm trees, and the branches of the huge trees in our backyard



are just covered with epiphyte bromeliads, many a good three feet in diameter. Sometimes they

get too heavy for the branches and just fall out of the tree. Our yard backs up to the Barú river,

which runs quite swiftly behind our house on its way to the ocean, just a couple of kilometers

away. There are, in fact, three rivers very close to us, and when we go to the beach, we see

them meeting the ocean. We’ll talk more about the rivers, the beach, and the ocean in another

letter.And there are many things we have simply never seen before. The garden is full of so

many different types of birds that it’s a joy to wake up in the morning to their songs. And I have

twice seen a most amazing butterfly. It’s about six inches from wingtip to wingtip. It flies slowly

for a butterfly. The top of its wings is the most intense powder blue we’ve ever seen, and the

bottom of the wings is a dark orange. It’s spellbinding to watch. We found out that it is called a

Blue Morpho.The wildlife here is incredible. Just taking out the garbage, we’ve seen swallows,

a scarlet-rumped tanager, a flock of cattle egrets, and a little blue heron flying up the river. And

there were many more; those I mentioned were only the ones we could identify. We have two

basilisk lizards that play on the roof in the mornings. Many times while traveling to the house of

our friends, Liz and Dave, we’ve seen troops of capuchin monkeys crossing the road through

the treetops. At our property, for several days, there were two sloths living in one of the trees in

plain view. In another tree, we spotted two different types of toucans at the same time. Dave

told us recently that he had seen a jaguarondi that day. (It’s a wild cat, smaller than but similar

to a jaguar.) Dave and Liz are two wonderful people. They’ve been an endless source of help

and marvelously friendly—we try to spend as much time with them as we can. We’ll tell you

more about them in a future letter about the people here.The CabinaThe upside of our

dissatisfaction with the rental house, however, is that we decided that since we didn’t want to

live in it for a year (that’s how long it will probably take to build our house rather than the six

months we originally thought), we would first build what is called a cabina in Costa Rica. A

cabina is a small house, usually one or two rooms plus bath which, in our case, will be about

six hundred square feet. We’ve cleared a place on our land for it, and it will only take about two

months to build. It will be quite attractive in the Spanish style with a beautiful bath and

kitchenette, large arched windows, lots of tile surfaces, and modern appliances. At the same

time, on another spot on our site, we are building what first will be a secure storage facility for

all of our things—eighteen feet by twenty-one feet—and then, after the main house is built, we

will convert it into a stable for the horses we hope to have.After our house is built, we will

probably use the cabina as a home for a Costa Rican couple who will work for us. This is a

fairly common arrangement here. It could be a guesthouse, but because we’ll have two very

nice guest rooms in the main house, we don’t expect to need a guesthouse.We’re very excited

about living in the cabina for a variety of reasons. The two foremost are just being able to live

on our beautiful property that much sooner, and, second, being right there during the

construction of the house so that we can keep a close eye on things.Medical CareHere is

something interesting about medical care and costs in Costa Rica. Some of you remember that

Robin had hurt her hip a couple of months before we left and had been in physical therapy.

Well, it never really got completely better, and about two weeks ago, she woke up in the

morning and virtually couldn’t move. So we drove to San José to go to a private hospital.The

bottom line is that she is totally pain free now. The doctor confirmed that nothing was broken or

fractured, and all he did was to prescribe, in addition to the pain medicine that she had, some

muscle relaxants. That did the trick overnight. But here’s the interesting thing. The visit there

consisted of a consultation with the doctor, a leading orthopedist here, then x-rays, then back

to the doctor, then the prescriptions filled. Everything was in one building; the entire time spent

there, including having the x-rays developed, was less than an hour and a half, and the entire



cost, including the prescriptions, was about ninety dollars. And it was “that much” because we

didn’t yet have national health insurance. With the insurance it would have been about twenty

dollars.Some PricesAnd speaking of prices: a pair of extremely heavy vinyl, calf-high boots,

Wellingtons for walking through the jungle, costs $6.25; chicken breasts—freshly killed the day

of purchase—at the most expensive butcher’s in San Isidro—for $1.00 per pound; dinner for

two with wine in an Italian restaurant in Dominical, which, if not quite as good as Il Fornaio or

Piatti’s in Palo Alto, is very, very close, for $15.00—not per person, but for two; a two-pound

loaf of fantastic, whole-wheat bread, baked the day before we bought it, for about a dollar; at a

stop at a roadside fruit stand on the way to San Isidro we bought three tomatoes (vine ripened,

of course), a watermelon, four papayas, a bunch of cilantro, about three pounds of bananas

(cut from the stalk for us), and a fresh pineapple for under $5.00!There is so much more to tell,

but this is probably more than enough for one sitting. We’ll send another installment next

month, by which time we should be in our cabina. Our warmest and best personal

regards,Martin and Robin
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Dog Brindle, “A Dream I Once Had.... AT HOME IN COSTA RICAADVENTURES IN LIVING

THE GOOD LIFEMonths away from retirement, Martin Rice the author of this story and his wife

Robin decide to take a honeymoon. They go to Costa Rica and fall in love with the place.

Sounds like the perfect romance novel doesn't it? While there, sitting on the beach watching

the sun set they realized it to be the perfect place to retire. Martin 63 retired after 25 years,

from the University of Tennessee teaching Russian Language and Literature and also was a

retired CEO of a software firm in California. They decided to move right then and there, so the

next day they checked out the real estate offerings and found some property to develop. They

were now new land owners in Costa Rica, they moved seven months later.They moved into a

rental property while they built their dream home Casa Pacifica—a huge spread of prime

farmland—complete with swimming pool, a stable barn for horses, and out buildings and Robin

could continue with her wild life and veterinarian interests.Martin kept a detailed account of his

experiences in this new foreign country which took on the form of twenty-nine lengthy emails—

letters to friends back home in the U.S.—He starts on the day they arrive, Friday October 20,

2000.If you are thinking of moving to another country like Costa Rica, this book is for you. In a

humorous way Martin explains from beginning to end, the pros and cons of building a house in

a foreign country. In this case he builds not one, but three.The patience you gain the longer you

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/yNzED/At-Home-in-Costa-Rica-Adventures-in-Living-the-Good-Life


live there. The problems you come across with: language, money and banking, inferior

technology, customs, the police (Fuerza Pública), the crime and civil war, obtaining a driver's

licence, the highway system, medical care, the rainy season, buying a car, food, telephones,

wages and almost everything else you could think of or need to know with a few good tips on

getting to the front of lines in banks and government agencies and fitting in with normal

routines of daily life. Half of that would deter me.On their farm, Robin an animal lover, adopts

horses, dogs and possums and fruit bats, especially one bat they named Batboy. They plant

trees, and plan a hill top garden while fighting off an endless stream of army ants.Martin also

takes the opportunity to perfect his Spanish, reading newspaper after newspaper, and book

after book in Spanish and conversing with the native people. Now that's immersion! He admits

that Costa Rica has done wonders for his health, losing about 35 lbs. and lowering his

cholesterol and blood pressure.In general, he has mastered the secret to a happy long life,

patience. From the hectic life of the United States to the laid back life style of the Costa Rican,

where there's no hurry much, to do anything.A perfect place to retire. I really enjoyed this

book, I give it five stars.  He hinted there might be a sequel.Michael Estey”

Mr. Z, “Entertaining. I have never been to Costa Rica and I may never make it out there.

However, I found the book to be rather entertaining. The book is a collection of emails sent to

the author's friends and family while he was living in Costa Rica. Honestly, it made me feel that

the letters I write to friends and family back home are inadequate.The drawback to this book is

that we don't know how the story ends. From what I can tell, the author has moved back to the

mainland. I would like to know what happened. I wish that I could get some kind of closure.”

M. Worth, “Enjoying the daily life of Martin and Robin. I am enjoying the events as they build in

what sounds like a very beautiful place. I will be visiting Costa Rica soon, and am reading as

much as I can about CR before I go. When I am there, I will decide if I could adapt to life there

on a full time basis. I find myself thinking that living in a less populated area, as the Rice's do,

would appeal to me much more than the city life. The book is very discriptive, and I can see the

picture he is painting in words. I was only disappointed about one thing... The website listed in

the book does not exist. I was looking forward to seeing the pictures he speaks of in the book.”

John R, “Great Book about making the change. This is a great book talking about a couples

experiences making the move from the states to Costa Rica. Building two homes. It talks about

the upsides and the problems they encountered along the way. I found it very entertaining. Kind

of brings you back home to Costa Rica. Enjoyed hearing the stories of daily life in paradise as

well as the pitfalls along the way. The book gives you a real feel of this couples experience of

adapting to a new country. Not a retirement book but one that is very entertaining for those

infatuated with life in Costa Rica.Pura Vida!!”

Horst P. Tuckow, “Must read for anyone planning to live in Costa Rica. Real world experiences

of the many daily activities you can anticipate when a Gringo moves to God's country!very

helpful, even entertaining.”

The book by Martin P. Rice has a rating of  5 out of 3.3. 6 people have provided feedback.
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