
Nazca

This morning, the National Newspaper in Peru ran a headline that includes me 
and the national heritage of Peru.  The headline says, “Nazca Lines destroyed by 
Helicopter”.  That’s bad news.  Even worse, I was in the helicopter.

At this moment, my colleagues, the director, producer of a cell phone commercial 
are locked in a Peruvian Prison, along with our helicopter pilot.

The Nazca Lines are fantastic ancient ruins that rival the Egyptian Pyramids in 
wonder and mystery.  They are miles long, perfectly shaped and can only be 
seen from high above the earth.  But, they were built, thousands of years before 
the Wright Brothers lifted the first humans high enough to see them.

We know what crop circles look like because we can fly above them in aircraft to 
see that the trampled corn makes a shape.  But, the Nazca Lines are even 
bigger.  You have to fly a mile-high to see the shapes.

Here’s the kicker.  These magic drawings are just lines in the sand that have 
survived thousands of years, because there is no wind in the ancient Peruvian 
desert.  

Thousands of years ago, a lost civilization drew lines in the sand that stretch for 
miles across the desert.  Then, the artists vanished from the face of the Earth.  
No one knows who they are or where they went.  

The ancient drawings make modern crop circles look like child’s play. We don’t 
even know how they made them at a time when the people of Earth did not have 
technology to get high enough to see the lines. 

I first saw the lines through the flickering mechanical shutter of our Wescam, 
gyrostabilized movie camera from five thousand feet above the earth.  That’s how 
high we had to climb to see the lines.

Unfortunately, our helicopter makes wind to rise above the ancient drawings.  
And wind blows away sand.

One of the fragile drawings is actually the national symbol of Peru.  So, being 
dusted off and erased by a foreign helicopter is akin to Muslims burning down the 
Statue of Liberty.



I have a giant problem.  And as usual, I have no plan to get out of this mess.

I blundered my way into doomsday and I can’t think of a way to escape.  Right 
now, I’m in a restaurant, with two, big, scary-looking men sitting across from me 
not-eating, just staring at me with murder in their eyes.  

Because of the Newspaper Headlines, everyone in Peru thinks I destroyed their 
national heritage.  I’m afraid I don’t have long to live in the third-world. 

The newspapers are wrong.  Our helicopter didn’t harm the Nazca Lines.  But, 
corrupt officials said we destroyed them and blew away the national symbol of 
Peru.  In a crime-ridden ghetto, it doesn’t matter what happened, just what 
corrupt officials and thugs can get away with.  

If the entire country believes I’ve destroyed their national heritage, thugs can do 
anything they want to me.  My life has no value in Peru.  Even though I’ve done 
nothing wrong, my imprisonment and death will be applauded by Peruvians 
everywhere.

My life is worth less here than the Wescam, gyro-stabilized camera, which will 
probably be stolen by the people staring at me from the next table.  They just 
keep staring at me, not talking, not eating.  I would expect someone to stare at 
me that way, if I killed their children.  

I called the U.S. Embassy last night and told an official that I’m the one in the 
newspaper.  The official took a deep breath and asked, “Do you know how much 
trouble you’re in?
“Yes”, I said nervously.

I figure, since we all agree that I’m in trouble, they can escalate the US 
Government response and rescue me from this corrupt, third-world mess.  After 
all, I did not destroy anything.  The Nazca lines weren’t harmed.

But the Embassy Official said something that took my breath away. 
“We can’t rescue you.  All we can do is document whatever they do to you.”  

“Whatever they do?”  That sounds like they can do “whatever they want” and my 
government won’t lift a finger to protect me.



My heart sinks.  Nothing can save me.  I’m doomed, public enemy number one, 
in a third-world country where I don’t speak the language enough to order a cup 
of coffee.  I’m certainly not going to talk my way out of criminal charges before a 
corrupt, Spanish-speaking firing-squad.

Typical.  I can’t think of a way to save my own skin.  And this time, I’ve out-done 
myself.  I thought it was a good idea to stay behind to look after the camera 
equipment when the rest of the film crew fled the country.   

I thought it was wise to travel with no money or ID, since they can be stolen on 
the mean-streets of Peru.  So I have no way to even pay for a bus ticket out of 
the desert, where evil-doer’s are likely plotting my death and dividing up my 
camera equipment.

People like me usually just disappear after a thing like this.  You might see a flash 
on the news like, “Cameraman Kidnapped, Feared Dead in Peru”.  

I have no choice, but to physically run across the Peruvian desert, with no 
money, food or water.  It’s certain death, but I actually prefer it to death in a hell-
hole prison.  

Today my life looks like the season opener of “Locked-Up Abroad”.

Trying to appear casual, I rise from my seat and slip away from the scary-looking 
thugs, toward the hotel exit.  If I can get out of town, I can begin my walk across 
the desert.  

Hopefully by some miracle, I can avoid prison, murder and walk out of Peru.

“Excuse me señor!”  There’s nothing worse than polite words spoken in furious 
anger.
The man at the front desk is blocking my exit, as the scary-looking guys move in 
behind me.  I am surrounded by angry men.
“How are you going to pay?!”, asks the clerk, who is staring at me like a piece of 
meat.

I’m speechless.  I did not expect the hotel guy to demand money before I can 
leave.  I don’t have any money.



But that’s OK.   I have an easy answer.  The Film Company always pays the 
hotel bill for the crew.  Swallowing the lump in my throat, I speak as if nothing is 
wrong, “The company will pay.”

The look on this guy’s face says I might be murdered in the lobby.  “No señor.  
They did not pay.  You’re the last one here.  You will have to pay for all their 
rooms before you can leave.”

Shit!  The producer skipped the country without paying the hotel bill for any of the 
crew members.  Did I mention I’m an idiot?  I don’t have two nickels, or pesos, or 
whatever they pay with here.  

I can’t escape from Peru. I can’t even escape the hotel.
The hotel guy shoots a glance to the scary-looking thugs and they move closer, 
with clenched fists.

I’ve messed up before, but for the first time in my life, I can see the walls closing 
in…


