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Chapter One 

 

 

1987— Huañin, Peru 

 

The day the soldiers came, Nina was with her brother, sowing potatoes on terraces the Incas had 

built. She remembered thick clouds, heavy with moisture, roiling up over the jagged Andean 

peaks. It was colder than usual, and her bare feet had grown numb in the furrows as she followed 

Miguel with the cloth full of cut potato eyes. She was twelve. 

“Papi says there’s already ice on the river,” Nina said in Quechua.  

“En español, chica.” Miguel was bent over in front of her, breaking open the ground with a 

wooden hoe. Nina sensed his frustration, for there were places a sixteen-year-old would rather 

be. Two kilometers below, the Río Apurimac thundered off the canyon walls. “Speaking to the 

apu,” Mamá would say—the spirit of the mountain. 

“Where is Mamá?” Miguel said, hacking away. “She was gone this morning before I got 

up.” 

“She went to make an offering,” Nina said in careful Spanish. Nina had felt the cramps in 

her belly for the first time yesterday, and Mamá said it meant she was now a woman. Lying on 

her mat in their little adobe early this morning, Nina had listened to Mamá’s feet padding back 

and forth across the hard-packed dirt floor, knowing she was about to hike up to the summit with 

an offering, to thank the apu for her daughter’s blood and to ask it to protect her from the 

soldiers, who were already eyeing her when they patrolled the village, looking for terrucos of the 

Shining Path.   

“Offering!” Nina saw Miguel’s back tighten beneath the faded red and white Peru soccer 

jersey as he slashed dirt out of the furrow. “So that’s why we have less seed!”  

Throwing down the hoe, he turned around. He had their father’s face, lighter-skinned than 

Nina, who looked more like their Indian mother, and she could see the flush of anger. He pushed 

his long black hair back with earth-covered fingers. Even in this cold, he didn’t wear the knit 

chullo with earflaps, or the rough alpaca chompa that others wore. “Isn’t it enough that half our 

crops fail or that the soldiers take what’s left? No, she has to squander what little we have on 

sacrifices . . . to a mountain!”  

“But she does it for us,” Nina said.  

Miguel’s face relaxed, and he became a younger version of Papi again—a man people felt 

good just being around. It came to Nina that people were like the sky: cloudy one moment, sunny 

the next. “You know, Nina,” he said, grinning, “in Cuzco they have much better ways of wasting 

money: cafés, discos . . . girls.” 

“You’re not leaving yet, are you?” The cloth of potato eyes jiggled a little in her hands. With 

all the fighting between the terrucos and the soldiers, more and more people were fleeing the 

mountains for the pueblos jóvenes—the shantytowns that grew up like weeds around the cities.  

“And leave little Llama Eyes for the wolves?” Llamas had the most beautiful eyes of any 

animal: large and brown and glistening. Pulling his hair back into a tail, Miguel tied it with a 

piece of string and picked up the hoe. “Is that what’s bothering you?” He stood up and slung the 

battered tool over his shoulder as one might a rifle. “Don’t worry, Papi and I will make sure the 

soldiers and the senderistas are long gone before I go make my fortune.” 

“What’s wrong with living here?” Nina said. 



Max Tomlinson/Sendero                     -copyrighted material-                                                  

2 

 

“Nothing, if you don’t like electricity or hot water—oh, and maybe a little excitement.” 

“I see,” she said, folding up her cloth of seed potatoes, holding it in one hand on her hip. “So 

you want to be a big shot like Uncle Oscar, selling coca paste to Colombian thugs?”   

Miguel shook his head. “No, Ninasisa. I’ll make my fortune the legal way. I won’t spend my 

life running from the police and militares and dealing with those narco pigs.”  

“How long will you stay, Miguel?” It was a question she found herself asking more and 

more. 

“Until you have a husband. And that might be a very long time indeed.” He gave her a 

playful frown. “I mean, who would want you?”  

“Stop!” 

Miguel laughed, and they went back to planting. And for a while, it didn’t seem as cold, and 

all Nina could hear was the river’s deep voice rumbling thousands of meters below. She thought 

of Mamá, burning seed potatoes and coca leaves and crumbled cigarettes. To keep Papi healthy. 

To keep Miguel here. To keep Nina’s virtue safe when the soldiers came. To keep them all from 

harm.  

While they worked, the air sharpened with the late-afternoon chill.  

Then, like ice snapping underfoot, a rifle shot cracked in the distance and echoed through 

the canyon, high and lonely.  

The shot sent a chill down Nina’s back as it reverberated off the canyon walls.  

Soldiers. Huañin wasn’t a Shining Path village—not yet, anyway. If it were, the villagers 

would have been raped and killed and the whole place burned to the ground. But things were 

getting worse. Last week, terrucos attacked a patrol by the hanging bridge, killing two soldiers. 

The week before, they beheaded the doctor in Pampahuaya for adultery and blew up the post 

office in Cheqquerec with explosives strapped to the back of a burro. But for all the soldiers that 

came, there seemed to be more and more who agreed to the cuota, the Shining Path’s pledge to 

give one’s life in sacrifice to Abimael Guzmán and the people’s army. Miguel called them the 

“mad Maoists,” but only among family—and quietly even then.  

A woman’s shriek pierced the air—far off but familiar. 

“Mamá!” Nina whispered hoarsely. She thought of Mamá’s tense features illuminated over a 

fire in the predawn, mumbling prayers up on the mountain. 

In front of her, Miguel froze. Had Mamá’s prayers not been answered? 

Nina saw her brother turn slowly, ashen faced, almost as if he himself had been shot. They 

stared at each other in silence.  

Then they heard another distant cry, deep-throated and hoarse. Willian, Papi’s friend. He 

was shouting at the soldiers.  

“¡Bastardos!” he was calling them for shooting his friend. 

And Nina saw her father’s same dark fire in Miguel’s eyes, as if it had flowed into him from 

the body it was leaving behind. It was as clear to her as the snow that would soon be coming: her 

father was dead. She dropped her cloth of potato eyes and broke into a run.  



Max Tomlinson/Sendero                     -copyrighted material-                                                  

3 

 

Chapter Two 

 

“You’ve got sixty seconds to get the hell out of here.”  

Willian opened his eyes and looked up. The sergeant had his hands on his hips and was 

glaring down at him through cheap plastic sunglasses. He wore a tight fatigue cap. Above his 

head, winter clouds tumbled over the mountains. 

Willian put his hand to his head—warm blood, where the mestizo soldier had cracked him 

with the rifle butt. 

He sat up and looked at his friend Adán, face down in the dirt, the sole of one bare foot 

facing the sky. The sandal lay a meter away, on its side. Nina and Miguel were standing off to 

the side. Miguel’s face was a clenched mask of impotent rage. Nina was fighting tears, trying to 

believe her eyes.  

Two soldiers flanked them—boys trying to look tough. 

Willian climbed to his feet, his head swimming.  

“Do you feel brave?” he said to the overweight criollo boy who had shot Adán. “Killing a 

potato farmer?” 

“I won’t say it again,” the sergeant said to Willian, pulling a cigarette from the pack with his 

lips. “Or you get the next bullet.”  

Willian looked at the two soldiers, then the sergeant. 

One day they would pay. 

“And take them with you,” the sergeant said, pointing with his chin at Nina and Miguel. He 

lit the cigarette and tossed the match on the ground. 

~~~ 

Willian took Nina and Miguel home and told them to stay inside. Miguel was vibrating with 

anger. Naira, their mother, was rocking in the corner of the hut, moaning softly.  

Willian forced his head under the village pump, the ice-cold water making him wince. His 

head throbbed. He let the water run over his head. 

Adán was the good man, the kind, gentle man. Willian was none of these things. Yet it was 

Adán who lost his life early. 

Willian stood up, shaking the water off his head as a dog might. 

He had come close himself, accusing the soldier of murder. The boy had said Adán came 

after him with a hoe, but that was a lie. The boy had shot Adán either out of fear or because he 

was an Indian. Whatever the reason, his friend was gone. 

Willian pushed his hair back with his fingers and looked around the deserted street.  

The neighbors were still in hiding, no one daring to offer a hand. They had seen too many 

terrorists, too many soldiers. Their courage was gone. Willian went back to Adán’s hut and set 

Nina to work making tea for her mamá, to give her something to do. She was young and strong; 

she would get by. Naira, though . . . She still squatted in the corner of the hut, rocking on her 

haunches, eyes focused on nothing, whispering a prayer in Quechua: “Pacha Tira, apukuna, 

Huañin.” Over and over. Willian’s precious memories of Naira were already turning to smoke.  

“Miguel,” Willian said. “Come with me.” 

Miguel said nothing as he accompanied Willian back down to the square. Brooding, he 

stared at the ground like a child. Less than half an hour had passed since his father was shot. He 

would do better if he helped move his father’s body. Otherwise, years from now, he wouldn’t 

forgive himself.  
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At the corrugated iron church by the square, Pastor Agustín Malqui was on his knees in the 

dirt with his faded brown Bible, murmuring prayers over Adán’s body. He wore truck-tire 

sandals, rumpled polyester slacks, and a dirty down jacket with chicha stains down the front, and 

his thinning, fuzzy hair reminded Willian of a sort of unkempt halo. Definitely not your typical 

Quechua village pastor. He had always been a drinker, but he had been on a downslide ever since 

the Shining Path shot up his church last month and put him out of work. But to his credit, Pastor 

Malqui hadn’t run off—yet.  

The two soldiers from the shooting were off on the other side of the dirt square, standing 

with the others next to a yellow pickup truck with a crew cab. The sergeant was reading the 

criollo boy the riot act. 

“What the fuck did you think you were doing, boy!” 

Willian cocked his head and heard the boy explain how Adán had come at him with a hoe, 

even after repeated warnings. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw the mestizo soldier with a stoic 

look on his face, not disputing a thing, helping the boy mask the lie. 

“Horseshit!” the sergeant said when he was through. “I don’t see any hoe lying on the 

ground—do you?” 

“Over there,” he said, pointing at the hoe Willian had dropped when he got hit. 

Adán had simply been in the wrong place at the wrong time. And nothing would be done 

about it. 

“Those lying motherfuckers!” Miguel hissed, glaring at the soldiers. Willian hadn’t seen him 

look at his father’s body yet.  

“The senderistas are going to cut your fucking balls off!” Miguel shouted. 

“Easy, boy,” Willian said, yanking him back around. “Now isn’t the time for that. Not 

unless you want to join your father. Look what happened to me, eh?”  

“Willian,” Pastor Malqui whispered. Malqui stood up, the knees of his trousers powdered in 

fine brown dust. His unshaven face was reddened by grief or chicha, perhaps both. He took a 

disposable camera from his jacket pocket and held it cupped in his hands. “You and Miguel—

over there.” He nodded at a spot on the other side of Adán, where they would block the body 

from the soldiers’ view.  

“Are you drunk again?” Miguel growled. “You think you’re going to take a photo? Of my 

father? Like hell you are.” 

“Miguel, shut up!” Willian cuffed Miguel’s arm. “Do as he says.” He pushed Miguel over to 

the other side of the body and followed. They stood in front of Adán, side by side, arms locked, 

blocking Malqui and the body from view of the soldiers. 

“Don’t push me around, God damn it!” Miguel tried to pull away, one arm clenching into a 

fist. “He’s my father!” 

“Someone told you life was easy?” Gently but firmly Willian grabbed Miguel’s raised arm 

and pushed it down. “Guess what? There’s plenty more of this ahead. So you might as well face 

it like a man. It’s what your father would have expected. Now, show him some respect and get 

started. The sooner the better—for your mamá’s and sister’s sake if nothing else.” 

“Don’t you even talk about my father.” Miguel’s voice was on the edge of tears now. “He 

was twice the man you are.” 

“Please,” Malqui said. “Miguel and Willian, turn around and face the other way, away from 

the camera.”  

Miguel shot Malqui a hot glance. “Why?” 

“I don’t want your faces in the photo.” 
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“Just do as he says,” Willian said. “He knows what he’s doing.” 

They turned away from the body, facing the soldiers. 

Pastor Malqui saw the sergeant turn from the soldiers and look their way. There was no time 

to argue. Malqui stooped and took a discreet photo, lining up the body, Willian and Miguel 

standing together, the soldiers, and even their pickup truck in the distance. Then, seeing the 

sergeant head their way, he stood up, slipping the camera in his pocket, and came around to 

Miguel. He patted him on the shoulder and gave it a squeeze.  

“There will be justice for this, Miguel. I know it doesn’t seem so now, but you simply have 

to trust me. Go back to your mother and sister. I’ll stop by later.” Malqui coughed a warning as 

the sergeant’s boots crunched toward them. “Y que Dios te acompañe, mi hijo,” he said loudly.  

Miguel finally turned to look at his father’s body, blinking away any anguish that might 

have shown, then walked away. 

“What’s going on here?” the sergeant said. Shorter than Willian and Malqui, he looked up at 

them, then went over and had a look at the body, his shiny boot centimeters from Adán’s dusty 

face. Willian could smell the cheap soap on him. The sergeant looked up at Willian, then at 

Malqui again.  

“What are you two doing here?” 

“Paying our respects,” Malqui said. 

“Where does he think he’s going?” The sergeant nodded at Miguel.  

“His father is dead,” Malqui said.  

The sergeant looked at him. “And who are you?” 

“I’m the pastor.” 

“You don’t look like any pastor I’ve ever seen. Why is your church shut?”  

“My church was closed by Shining Path terrucos.” 

The sergeant turned his head and spat away from the body. “They’re either screwing each 

other’s brains out because they don’t believe in love, or cutting some poor bastard’s head off 

because he’s a priest and they don’t believe in God.” He turned back and looked at Malqui. “But 

what do they believe in, eh?” The sergeant shook his head. “Mao’s little red book? Bullshit! 

They’re nothing but a death cult. If they believe in anything, that’s it: death.” He nodded as if he 

had just figured it out. “It’s not much, is it? You better let me see your papers, pastor.” He 

looked at Willian. “Yours, too.”   

When the sergeant was satisfied, Malqui said, “Now, if you don’t mind, Sergeant, we’d like 

to bury this man.” 

The sergeant shook his head. “Sorry, pastor. We’ll take care of him, eh? And if you want 

my advice, you’ll say your prayers twice, then forget all this. It’s not a very pretty war, but it’s 

still a war. And we all have to do our bit.” He shrugged and looked at Willian. “Sorry about your 

friend. Damn kids they send me. What can you do?” He turned and shouted for the men to bring 

the truck over.  

“You’re just going to dump his body somewhere?” Willian said. 

The sergeant turned around. “What did you say, Pachacutec?” 

“Nothing,” Willian said. Adán would wind up among the many never accounted for. 

“Absolutely nothing.” 

The sergeant smiled. “Then I think it’s probably time for you to go plant some potatoes.” 

~~~ 

“They shoot an innocent man and get away with it,” Willian said.  
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They were sitting around Pastor Malqui’s rough wooden table in the simple cottage behind 

the church. It wasn’t much, but it did have a wood floor, a gas lamp that hissed at the coming 

darkness, and a half-full bottle of trago. The two men had watched the yellow pickup bounce off 

down the road with Adán’s body in the back, his blue poncho fluttering in the wind—Adán 

waving good-bye. 

“Have a drink,” Malqui said, pouring two fingers of the milky liquor into the smudged glass 

in front of Willian, then two more in his own tin cup.   

“That’s your answer to everything,” Willian said. “‘Have a fucking drink.’” 

“You have a better idea for the immediate future?” Malqui said. 

“Find Adán’s body. And bury it.”  

“Yes, of course. But all in good time. We don’t want to run afoul of the militares. Besides, 

with that bruise on your face growing like a crow’s egg, you need a little medicine.” 

“That sounds like my excuse. What’s yours?” 

“I see,” Malqui said, fumbling for his cigarettes. “So now it’s your turn to have a go at me. I 

let the whole village down, Willian, is that it? Because I didn’t act with enough courage after the 

Shining Path shot up my church? Because I didn’t reopen it in a hail of bullets while you all 

cowered in your huts? I’m sorry if I didn’t personally go find Abimael Guzmán and his band of 

murderers myself and shake my Bible at them. You see, I don’t have a secret connection with 

God. I’m just a man, like you. But if it makes you feel better to point the finger, go ahead. What 

difference does it make if one more despises me?” Malqui slid a cigarette out of the crumpled 

pack of Premieres, straightened it, and stuck it in his mouth, then patted himself down for 

matches. 

Willian put his hands around the glass of liquor as if it might warm them. “Ever since that 

Sunday, you’ve been hitting the sauce too much; that’s all I’m saying.” 

“A drink or two to steady my nerves. I’m not John the Baptist. I don’t want to lose my damn 

head to those maniacs—not for you lot, anyway.”  

Willian rubbed his nose. “Peasants not good enough for you?” 

Malqui let out a deep breath. “I’m waiting for my second wind. Until it comes, I’ll have a 

nip.”  

“Are you sure it will come?” Willian squinted at him.  

Malqui found a match and played with it. “I have to be,” he said. “It’s the business I’m in.” 

“Faith—that’s a business? The same as growing potatoes or making chicha or raising a goat 

to sell at market?” 

“Exactly. I just don’t have my shop anymore.” 

“So reopen it.” 

“And who would come? You?” Malqui laughed. “You never came before. The senderistas 

will come with their guns—that much is certain. Tell you what, Willian, you promise to show up, 

I’ll reopen it. We can dodge the bullets together.” 

“I have no time for church,” Willian said.  

“I’m sure you don’t. So save your comments for one of the other brave villagers—and if you 

don’t mind, wait until my back is turned.”  

Willian’s face felt tender and puffy on one side. In the heat from the kerosene lamp, it 

seemed to be melting into the dark.  

“Forget what I said, pastor,” Willian said. “I was out of line.” He studied his untouched 

drink. “It seems I barely knew Adán, but I still think of him as my best friend. He never had 

much to say, but he never told a lie. He was an honest man. He was the best man in Huañin.” 
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Malqui scratched the match on the bottom of the table and brought the flame up to his 

trembling cigarette. He sucked in the flame, shook the match out. “I want you to say those exact 

words at Adán’s service.” 

Willian shook his head. ”I have no fucking idea why it was Adán.”  

“There’s no reason,” Malqui said. “There never is.” 

“The military, they’ve shot senderistas,” Willian said. “They’ve taken people off in the 

middle of the night. Remember Ranulfo over in Ampares? The Navy mercenaries dragged him 

off. But they’ve never done this—shot a man in broad daylight for no reason and gotten away 

with it. Not in this valley.” 

“It’s not going to get any better, my friend.” 

“Maybe we should form one of those rondas.” 

“Then there would be three groups firing shots instead of two. And who would be the 

weakest? Who would be the loser in such a triangle?” Malqui shook his head. “No, there should 

be an investigation.” 

Willian stared at him. “I never should have let you take that photo.” 

Malqui nodded as he blew acrid smoke into the lamp. “There’s a human rights organization 

in Lima: el Instituto de Defensa Legal. They can see that the government opens an investigation 

and brings that soldier to justice. I’m sending them the photo.” 

“Contact the fucking government?” Willian said. “Are you insane?” 

“Not the government—the Instituto de Defensa Legal.” 

“It’s the same thing in the end.” 

“President García says he wants the abuses to stop.” 

“He wants the hyperinflation to stop, too. People in hell want ice water.”  

“Willian, what choice do we have? Form a ronda? With who? You and me? Because this 

village isn’t brave enough or big enough to fight that way. So we end up doing nothing.” 

“But to bring in the government . . .” 

“You want me to open the church? If nothing else, it will help Adán’s family get through 

their grief.” 

The lamp hissed while Willian sat silent.  

“It might do the opposite,” he said. 

“If we do nothing, nothing will happen.” 

Willian nodded. “If you want a statement from me in your letter, I’ll sign it.”  

Malqui dug into his pocket and pulled out something on a tarnished neck chain. He held it 

up, and it swung from side to side in the hissing lantern’s light. A worn silver medallion of a 

figure at prayer. 

“You took it off Adán’s neck,” Willian said.  

“I did.”  

“You sly bastard.” 

“Give it to the boy,” Malqui said. “When he’s ready.” 

Willian took the medallion and pocketed it. 

“To Adán,” Malqui said, lifting his glass. 

“To Adán.”  

~~~ 

Four weeks later, in the middle of the night, a black Land Rover came rumbling down the dirt 

road into Huañin and pulled into the square by the church. Four black-clad antiterrorist police 

sinchis got out quietly, pulling black ski masks over their faces. The Land Rover left as quietly 
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as it came, with Pastor Agustín Malqui bound and gagged in the back. Everybody in Huañin 

knew it happened, yet no one ever talked about it. Fortunately for Willian, he was out of town at 

the time.  
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Chapter Three 

 

“Nina, wake up.” 

Miguel was shaking her awake in the middle of the night.  

It was two months after the soldiers killed Papi. Miguel was squatting on the floor of the hut. 

In the moonlight, she could see his camouflage fatigue pants and tattered Inca Kola T-shirt. He 

had discarded his beloved Peru futbol jersey shortly after Papi’s death, about the time he started 

meeting with a man the village didn’t talk about, high up on the terraces. The man gave Miguel a 

little red book that took the smile from his youthful face and made him say things like “Soccer is 

a capitalist diversion, Nina.” And “We must cut the head off the snake.”  

Mamá was asleep in the other room, in the trance that had taken her since the soldiers had 

killed Papi. An alpaca skin and entrails were drying on a wooden rack by the dead fire. Cooking 

pots and firewood were stacked neatly by the wall.  

“Miguel,” Nina whispered back. “What is it?” 

But she already knew.  

Outside the hut, in the shadows, Shining Path cadres waited silently for her brother. Nina 

had been waiting for this day ever since the sinchis had stripped Miguel naked and beaten him in 

front of her and Mamá a few days after they took Malqui away. 

They wanted a confession that Papi had been a terrorist. 

But Miguel had not uttered a word.  

If Nina had once feared that Miguel would run off to Cuzco to chase money and girls, the 

new Miguel only made her wish he had. She looked at the stranger squatting beside her bed in 

the moonlight. A faint glow seemed to emanate from his eyes. 

“The senderistas have come for you, Miguel,” she said.  

“Yes, Ninasisa,” he said quietly. “It is my turn.” 

“Did you take the oath?” 

“Yes.” 

So her brother was no longer a brother but a senderista, a member of the Shining Path. One 

who had agreed to his own death once he had killed his quota of soldiers and capitalists. Death 

could come by suicide attack, in battle—it didn’t matter. Once in a while a senderista would live, 

but it was rare. 

She started to cry.  

“Nina,” he whispered gruffly in a voice that seemed to struggle with the old, playful Miguel. 

“Willian will look after you and Mamá until Uncle Oscar sends for the two of you. But in truth, 

you know it is you who must look after Mamá. It has always been that way, really.” 

“But, Miguel, what about you?” 

“I do not walk this path alone.” 

Nina gulped back salty tears.  

“Tell Mamá I ran away to Cuzco. If the soldiers question you, tell them the same. For your 

safety and Mamá’s, ¿claro?” 

“Mamá knows you would never run away and leave us.” And in her heart, Nina wanted to 

believe it. 

“She will. She trusts you more than anyone. When Uncle Oscar sends for you and Mamá, 

you must leave Huañin. You must convince Mamá to leave, Nina. This village will not be safe. 

There is going to be a great reckoning.” 
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One of the men outside the hut leaned in. 

“Comrade Samson,” he said quietly, “it is time to leave this life behind now.”  

They had already assigned him his new name. 

“Miguel,” Nina said. “Does it do any good for me to plead?” 

“Shh, Llama Eyes.” Miguel put his rough fingers over her lips. “It is done.”   

After that, Mamá and Nina moved—not to Lima, as Uncle Oscar urged, but higher into the 

Andes, away from the “Red Zone,” to the village of Wichay, back to the Puna, where Mamá 

came from. Lima was a sewer for the Spaniards, Mamá said; she would never go to live at Uncle 

Oscar’s.  

Nina had just turned thirteen. Shining Path guerrillas were killing more soldiers, and she 

wondered how many Miguel had killed. Whenever she learned of a soldier being killed, inside 

she was secretly pleased. She knew that was wrong, because the guerrillas did many wicked 

things as well, but she couldn’t help wondering if Miguel had found the soldier who shot Papi, 

and sliced the bottoms of his feet open before forcing him to take the walk of death. Nina had 

seen bodies floating down the river. One day she saw a soldier, bloated and black, and she 

thought, did my brother kill him? Miguel had protected her the day the soldiers raped Mamá, 

hiding her in the pastor’s hut. How bitter Nina felt at times, kept from her father’s body when he 

was shot, then having to endure what happened to Mamá. Eventually it became an overall feeling 

of what was happening to her people. But when all was said and done, she was still a virgin, and 

she had Miguel to thank for that.  

Before they left Huañin, the soldiers came and a sergeant questioned Nina. Had the terrucos 

been here? No. Was she sure? Yes. Where was her papá? Shot. Where was he buried? She didn’t 

know; the soldiers would not let them have his body. It was probably in the country somewhere, 

wherever the soldiers took them. The sergeant nodded and said she was very bold. Where was 

her brother? He ran away to Cuzco. “Your brother is a coward,” the sergeant said, and touched 

Nina’s hair. “I’m thirteen,” she said, and moved away. “And if my brother were here now, you 

would not do that.” He nodded and asked Nina to comb her hair for him then. She said no. He 

asked again, saying he did not want to hurt her, only to watch her brush her hair. So she brushed 

her long black hair while he watched, and she thought, Miguel will kill you, too.  

 


