NOTES

Wreckage is a fictitious insider’s look into the life of a man who drives a
wrecking truck foraliving. Thisselection, withits confessional style, may
be considered for Dramatic Interpretation or Prose Interpretation, and it
should be performed by a mature male. If used in Prose Interpretation,
the drama mask icons are simply visible to show the performer when
to turn the pages in his manuscript. This is one of those rare selections
that is so simple in design, yet so complex in its underlying emotions,
that it has the power to leave a lasting impression on all who witness it.
With its simple candor, the performer should not overwork the written
word here, but rather, simply let the character tell his story. If pushed or
overacted, the words will not have the impact that is at the heart of the
character’s honest nature and willingness to simply talk about his job
and his feelings about that job. This selection is really nothing more
than a series of honest confessions. The performer should portray this
character with confidence and ease. He leads a simple, hard-working
existence. His compassion for others should be evident to all who hear
him; however, it is ultimately his likeability that should win the audience
over. He truly cares for his community. His life experiences and what he
has witnessed on his job should not be rushed. He is careful about what
he chooses to share. Remember, the very best dramatic performances
are those that are as simple as someone just talking and telling his story.
Play that honesty. Let him simply tell his story.

One of the very first calls I ever got was about a head-on collision between
an 18-wheeler and a mid-size sedan. In the wreckage, both the driver and
the passenger in the sedan were killed. When I got there, the driver of the
big rig wasn’t physically-injured; however, the accident was so traumatic,
he was being treated for a heart attack by the paramedics. As for the
couple in the sedan, there wasn’t a need to check for any vitals. They
obviously were killed upon impact. Always a blessing, I guess. When
you’ve slammed head-on into a truck that weighs 40 tons, it’s a pretty sure
bet that what was once a car—that weighs about 5,000 pounds—is now
just going to be a pile of scrap metal. Just the sight of all of that metal

is enough to give you nightmares. Try having to retrieve the bodies that
were inside that vehicle. Then you tell me my job is easy. Of course, they
usually have police officers and medical people that handle stuff like that,
but this night they were short-handed. Plus, it was raining like cats and
dogs. All you can do is work together and try to pick up the broken pieces
of what was once human beings... and place them onto rubber stretchers
the best you can.
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Wreckage

It was weird. The cops couldn’t find any identification. They couldn’t
run the license plates, because we couldn’t find them. Like I said, it was
raining something awful that night. So, me and a couple of highway
patrol officers, after kicking the largest pieces of glass and debris to the
side of the road, were trying to find any papers that might have blown

out of the car. We were looking for anything that might have a name

on it. It could have been an insurance card, a receipt, a credit card
receipt, or anything. After about thirty minutes of combing the highway
embankment, I picked up a piece of paper. At first, I had trouble reading
it. I don’t know. The whole thing was pretty smeared from the rain. But
then I could start picking out words. I just stood there. I read it over

and over. I finally put two and two together. It was a suicide note. It
seems the guy—the driver of the sedan—had asked the passenger—his
girlfriend—to marry him that night. I guess she said no. He must have
slipped into the men’s room or something, and he wrote out this note. [
guess he decided that if he couldn’t have her, no one could. He signed his
full name and everything. It was like he knew someone would find it or
something. I don’t know. The whole thing was pretty freaky, if you ask
me. It was one of my very first calls on the job. I’ll tell you what. Stuff
like that stays with you—whether you want it to or not. It stays with you.

Every call isn’t bad though. In fact, most of the calls are pretty routine.
We get a lot of calls from people stranded on the roadside. They just need
their car or truck towed into the nearest repair shop. A fan belt came off,
or there’s something wrong with the engine. With all of the new thing-
a-ma-jigs they put on these newer cars and trucks, it surprises me that I
don’t get more calls than [ do. It’s like my grand-daddy once told me,
“The more you put on a car, the more that can go wrong with that car.”
Man, isn’t that the truth? Once in a while, I’1l get a call about some car
that’s been abandoned in a neighborhood somewhere. I just pick them
up and haul them to the nearest pound. Usually, it’s just some domestic
dispute. An ex is late on a payment or something, then he’s nervous the
finance company will come repo it or something. He’ll try to hide it in a
low-key neighborhood and hope nobody finds it. Then a neighbor calls
the cops; tells them it’s been there for days or weeks longer than it really
has been. The cop puts a warning sticker on the vehicle, and then I get a
call a few days later to pick it up and haul it off. Most of the vehicles are
recovered eventually, but there are some that find the pound to be the end
of the line for them. Their final resting place, if you will. The death of a
car.



