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Disclaimer
Names and identifying details have been changed in this
memoir. A few minor alterations were made regarding certain
events, their sequences, and/or some details in order to summarize certain points. The author’s memory is imperfect, but
what is written in this memoir actually took place and is written as remembered by the author, and from the author’s point
of view.

Introduction
I have had the good fortune to see and do some very interesting and unusual things as a young woman. I was compelled
to write it down in the hopes of getting a giggle, or providing
some entertainment for someone; and in the hopes of promoting the idea that a person really can achieve almost anything if
you just have a little drive and a little perseverance. Sometimes
I wrote things down almost immediately after, or as they were
happening, and sometimes I wrote them down a few weeks or
months later. I hope you enjoy my story and maybe even learn
something along the way.

CHAPTER
1
I woke up slowly at first. One eyelid lifted itself halfway,
only to fall closed again. I pulled the covers up tighter and burrowed in for a bit longer, I wasn’t ready to get up yet. Unfortunately, my eyelid had fluttered open enough to take note of the
unfamiliar crack in the ceiling.
I sat bolt upright as my brain registered that I’d never seen
that particular crack before. Both eyes were wide open now,
and I surveyed what I could see of the room. It was still mostly
dark outside.
I surveyed the cracking plaster walls and the dark-stained,
wooden doors of the closet, remembering that I was in Joe
Blake’s house, and that I was in Peru. I was there to be scrutinized by the company as a replacement for Joe Blake as the
mine’s Environmental Manager, as he was ready to move on.
This was the second morning I’d woken in Peru, but the first
morning had been such a blur of rushing through a predawn
Lima to the airport that it wasn’t particularly memorable.
This second morning, I was in a village in northern Peru. I
was in the Andes at an elevation of about nine thousand feet,
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and this was considered relatively low for the area. The mine
was at fourteen thousand feet.
It was cold in the bedroom, and I hissed quietly through my
teeth as my feet recoiled when they first touched the hardwood
floor. I didn’t know at the time that the houses in Peru have no
central heat. The best you can hope for is an electric heater,
placed in the room where you need the heat the most.
I took a deep breath and put both bare feet firmly on the
cold floor. I stood up and made my way to the bathroom. I
would be brave about this, and push thoughts about wishing
my mother was around to the back of my mind. Why is it that
all mothers drive us nuts, but in a pinch, that’s who we wish
for?
I walked into the spare bathroom and pushed the shower
curtain aside. A huge spider stared at me. “Good grief! I swear
God never intended for me to be an engineer,” I thought to myself. I knew about Beowulf. I had read the Canterbury Tales. I
knew who John Donne and Joseph Conrad were. I was a literary spirit trapped in the body of an engineer, somehow. But one
must pay the bills and take out the trash, no matter how much
one wants to transcend those needs. I had chosen to be an engineer instead of a starving writer. That is how I ended up in
Peru.
The spider seemed to stress the contradiction, as if he were
in Peru to scare me half to death and ask me why I was there.
Why was I there looking at him instead of analyzing, or perhaps writing, some brilliant literary masterpiece? I doubted I
had the makings of a true masterpiece writer, but it was a compelling thought.
The spider and I worked out an arrangement not to disturb
each other, and I proceeded to try not to freeze to death in the
shower, as he climbed high into his corner for cover from the
man-made rainstorm.
When I was done with the shower, I brushed my teeth and
began drying my hair. Smoke began curling out of the hairdryer, and an odd smell ensued. The hairdryer had seemed a tad
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more powerful with the 220 current down there. I switched it to
Low and hoped it wouldn’t blow up.
I finished getting ready by pulling on some jeans and a
clean sweatshirt, and walked downstairs. The tiled floor turned
the bottom of my socks orange in just a few steps. I sighed, and
decided I’d have to find some slippers.
Joe Blake looked very alert, stationed in front of the
Bloomberg Report watching the day’s financial report by way
of a black market satellite transmission
“There’s raisin bran and coffee in the kitchen.” He pointed
the way with his cereal spoon without looking up.
I nearly knocked myself out as I realized, too late, that
there was a step down into the kitchen. I managed to catch my
fall with the counter without making too much of a spectacle of
myself. I thought to myself that Joe Blake might’ve warned
me.
Armed with raisin bran and coffee, I joined him in the living room in front of the financial news. The darkness outside
was beginning to lighten, and Joe Blake made a running commentary about futures. I looked at him with a scowl, and considered him far too chipper and alert under the circumstances.
Those being that it was five thirty in the morning and we were
in Peru.
I’d never been in a foreign country, other than for vacation,
in my entire twenty-seven years. And those vacations were
only for a week or two—free and easy tourist trips as part of a
group of young girls. Not typically in a third-world country. I
didn’t think that Mexico’s coastal tourist traps counted as third
world. For some reason, all the odd things I’d seen on those vacations had just seemed quaint.
Now I was thinking of committing to live in a developing
country for two years, and the odd things did not seem quaint
now, only inconvenient. I’d discovered there was no heat in the
house, my socks turned orange from the funny floors, and I
vaguely remembered loud noises sounding suspiciously like
gunfire that woke me in the night.
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I looked over at Joe Blake. This all seemed normal to him.
His pregnant Peruvian wife was upstairs sleeping, and I, the
gringita, was in the living room with him watching the international financial news at five thirty in the morning over a bowl
of raisin bran. Was this real, I wondered.
We would soon climb into the mine’s Toyota Hilux truck,
cross the Andean continental divide, and drive to another little
village to see about a mercury spill.
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