
 

 

Chile Pepper 
Into The Valley 

 
by D. Mila Bulic 

 



 

 

 
Chile Pepper: Into The Valley 

 Book 1 by D. Mila Bulic 
Create Space Edition  

This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places and 
incidents are products of the writer’s imagination or have been used 
fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblances to 

persons living or dead, actual events, locales or organizations is entirely 
coincidental. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or 

reproduced in any form whatsoever without written permission from the 
author. 

 Copyright © 2013 D. Mila Bulic 
All rights reserved. 

ISBN-10: 1490578447 
ISBN-13: 978-1490578446 

 



 

 

DEDICATION 

 
 

This book is dedicated to my mother, Margaret Bulich, 
who always told me that I had a wild imagination and told too 
many stories.  While I’m fairly certain this was not meant to 
be complimentary, I’ve decided to not quibble over the facts 
when there’s so much fun in fiction. 
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Note to my readers 
 
 

Writing this book, for good or for ill, has been the dream of a lifetime. 
When my husband and I left great jobs with great incomes in NYC in 
order to pursue a simpler life here in Arica, I never imagined this day, the 
day I finished my first novel, would come.  We spent our first seven years 
here, focused on survival in a foreign country, with a foreign language, 
and very foreign customs. Our biggest obstacle was to not allow these 
differences to overwhelm us—and it was difficult, to say the very least. 
Somehow, we managed to keep a sense of humor throughout these years.  

We have adapted and acclimated more than I ever thought possible, 
and it wasn’t until I was giving a tour of the city to a group of tourists 
from the States that I realized I had become an Ariqueña, and how proud 
I was to be one.  A saying from a good friend of mine, Gina Hucker, goes 
like this: “They are not weird. They are not wrong. They are just 
different.”  

Though this book is a work of fiction the places, customs, and 
assorted background information is very real. As real as the greyhound 
named Bob, and the Siamese named Aristophanes. Any errors in the 
police procedures are all on me, either because I misunderstood Tomas or 
because I just chose to ignore facts and procedures in favor of my story.  

The only truth about Pepper—well, as a physicist myself, the Theory 
of Everything really is as pressing as she describes. 

I hope you enjoy reading this book as much as I enjoyed writing it. 
Though a long and laborious process, I can’t wait to do it again. And 
again.  

Thank you so much for giving me a chance—I know you will come to 
love Pepper, Silvi, and the whole cast as much as I do. 
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One 

 
It was unbelievably hot, and all I could think about was 

getting to the beach and into the cool water of the Pacific as 

fast as possible. My faithful sidekick, a greyhound named 

Bob, was also in a hurry to get off-leash, and allowed to run 

free and play at the water’s edge. We walked the two 

blocks from my house to the beach, the heat so intense it 

created ghost-like glimmers in the air and the tar bubbled 

and boiled out of the blacktopped roads in a multitude of 

mini volcanoes. 

“I’ll never get used to summer in January,” I told 

Bob.   

Yes, I talk to my dog even though he can’t answer 

with anything more than a look or wag of the tail. He’s my 

best friend, and my constant companion. I rescued him 

shortly after my arrival in my adopted country of Chile. 

Bob, orphaned on the beach here in Arica and I, orphaned 

in New York City, were perfect for each other.  

As soon as I arrived at the beach, I wasted no time 

in renting a large beach umbrella and two lounge chairs 

from the concession stand. While the vendor took care of 

the umbrella and chairs, I took care of getting cooled off. I 

removed my big hat, big sunglasses, wrap, and ran to the 

water for a quick, refreshing dip. “Ouch! Ouch! Ouch!” I 

said each time my bare feet made contact with the scalding 
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hot sand, and wished that I’d left my sandals on until I’d 

reached the high tide line where the sand was wet and cool. 

The water was as cool and inviting as my 

imagination had advertised it would be. The waves were 

gentle, as is common this time of the year, and not a single 

riptide was in evidence, which is not—at least, not here at 

Las Machas. Most folks prefer to use the beaches at 

Chinchorro, Lauca, or La Lisera, but not me. There are just 

entirely too many tourists at those other beaches, with their 

litter and loud chatter and even louder children. Las 

Machas, on the other hand, is notoriously dangerous with 

its riptides, furious waves, and frequent deaths by 

drowning. So, no tourists and no children. Besides, the 

water at Chinchorro looks like strong coffee with a dash of 

cream due to the silt produced from river run-off. Yay me!  

I laid back in the water and bobbed on the never-

ending supply of waves, and shaded my eyes with my 

hands. The sky was the palest blue, as if the sun had 

bleached all the color from it. Seabirds and condors alike, 

circled overhead, carried on the wind’s currents, in search 

of their next meal. I sat up to check on Bob’s whereabouts. 

He didn’t usually bother other people or go too deep in the 

water, but I always checked just to make sure.  

After a few minutes of paddling around in water just 

barely up to my waist, I heard a high-pitched voice 

shouting, “Pepper! Yoo-hoo!”  

I looked back toward the beach to see my good 

friend, Silvi, standing near the chairs I had rented for us. 

Her arms were waving wildly to get my attention, looking 

every bit as if she were flapping her wings and getting 

ready for take-off. I suppose I shouldn’t think things like 

that. After all, I’m not going to be in my twenties forever, 

and I’ll probably have those gramma-wave-bye-bye bird 

flaps, too.  
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It wasn’t as though I could actually miss her, 

though. She was wearing a loud floral-print bathing suit in 

neon colors, and a colossal red-and-yellow sun hat that was 

nearly as wide as she was tall—topped with a large yellow 

feather, which would probably aide her in her flight once 

she got her arms flapping to speed. As always, she wore 

bright red lipstick.  

Silvia Ramirez is part mother, part confidant, part 

mentor, teacher of all things Chilean, and fully the best 

friend I’ve ever had. She is in her sixties—though I’m not 

certain of her exact age—short and round, with close-

cropped yet stylish salt-and-pepper hair, striking chocolate 

eyes, and a high-wattage smile. Always perfectly groomed, 

made-up, and dressed in her unique style—expensive 

designer clothes not suited to life in the desert—and never 

without her heels. Even on the beach she wore heels, 

removing them only when she was ready to take a few 

ladylike steps into the very shallowest water.  

With her, she has brought what appears to be a large 

purse, but is actually some sort of little frou-frous dog 

carrier, inside of which is, you guessed it, a frou-frous dog. 

Princessa, to be precise. An annoying, yapping little apricot 

toy poodle decked out in the latest doggie-fashion that also 

just happens to match, color for loud color, her mistress’ 

attire. Even her doggie nails were done up in the same red 

as Silvi’s lipstick. I don’t like this dog and she doesn’t like 

me, but we make nice so as not to hurt Silvi’s feelings. The 

things I do for a friend, sheesh, I should get a medal.  

“Silvi! So glad to see you,” I said with all the 

excitement of someone who hadn’t seen a friend in ages, 

while in reality I had seen her just the evening before. I ran 

from the shore and proceeded to hug my friend.  

Silvi looked at me with a bit of disapproval in her 

eyes and said, “My dear, you will never find a husband if 
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you insist on covering yourself with those old fashioned 

bathing suits.”  

“Who says I want a husband?” I asked, feeling a bit 

defensive as I looked down on my conservative black one-

piece that I thought was rather fashionable.  

“Oh, every woman needs a husband. Want has 

nothing to do with it,” she said with a dismissive wave of a 

perfectly manicured hand.  

“Well, if it means prancing around half-naked, I 

s’pose I’ll never get one because I won’t do it. Besides, 

Princessa wears a full-length fur coat year-round and she 

doesn’t seem to have trouble attracting the males. I’m 

taking my cues from her,” I said as I gave Princessa a pat 

on her little poodle head.  

Silvi set the doggy purse down, scooped Princessa 

out, and sat her gently onto the sand as though she were 

made of glass. Bob bounded up, jumped on Silvi by way of 

greeting, and knocked her flat on her not inconsiderable 

bottom. I held back a laugh and pointed at Bob while 

scolding him.  

“No, Bob! Bad dog!” I said, without a trace of 

sincerity in my voice. He gave me a look that said “sorry,” 

and then ignored us in favor of giving Princessa a thorough 

sniffing before the two of them ran off to play. Yep. I guess 

I’m the only one here not captivated by the apparently very 

charming Princessa.  

“You okay, Silvi?” I asked as she picked herself up 

with all the dignity she could muster.  

She brushed the sand off of her backside, and said 

“Yes, dear. Quite. You must teach your beast some 

manners though.”  

With that, she situated herself in one of the lounge 

chairs, applied some moisturizer, looked at me, and said, 

“Now, let’s have a nice chat.”  

Perfect.  


