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By Jake Barton
notes

Wreckage is a fictitious insider’s look into the life of a man who drives a 
wrecking truck for a living.  This selection, with its 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.  

Aphrodite: (To the horse) Pegasus, is it okay if my boyfriend, Adonis, 
rides in the chariot today?
Pegasus: Better him than Whistler’s mother!  Get in the chariot, Adonis, 
and hold on tight!
Adonis: How fast can you fly, Pegasus?
Pegasus: Ever hear of Greased Lightning?

(To the tune of “I Believe I Can Fly”)
I know I can fly
Fly fast enough to touch the sky
I dream about it everyday
I spread my wings and sail away

Adonis: Pegasus, there’s no time for a song that’s not part of the original 
musical!  Besides, the race is starting!  All right, everyone, wish us luck!
Aphrodite: Good luck, Adonis!

Persephone: (Like a brain-washed captive) Okay, Racers, I’m 
Persephone, Hades’ girlfriend. We represent the Underworld. And the race 
between Hades’ gang and the Gorgons from Trojan High starts in three, 
two, one—and go!

(To the tune of “Greased Lightening”)
Pegasus: I’m flying real fast with my wings flapping up and down
Adonis: You can do it! I know you can do it!
Pegasus: I can pull a chariot faster than all these clowns
Adonis: We’re beating Hades! We’re really beating Hades!
Pegasus: My wings aren’t clipped / Your body’s ripped / We’re gonna win!
Adonis: Go! Go! Go! Go! Go! Go! Go! Go!
Pegasus: Now I’m turning right and we’re headed to the finish line
Adonis: We’re almost there! By Zeus, you’re a-okay!
Pegasus: If we win this race, I’ll be ready to wine and dine!
Adonis: I’ll give you water! Yes, I’ll feed you hay!
Pegasus: I’m getting tired / But that’s okay / We’re gonna win!
Adonis: Go! Go! Go! Go! Go! Go! Go! Go!

Adonis: Pegasus, you did it! We won!  
Pegasus: Can I have some hay now?
Adonis: Pegasus, you can have anything you want!
Pegasus: How about a really sexy, female unicorn?
Adonis: If we can find one, she’s yours!

Aphrodite: (Breaks out into song)
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Aphrodite: I love you, Adonis. You have the body...of a Greek God, even 
if you aren’t as strong as Hercules!
Adonis: I love you, too!  And even though you aren’t as beautiful as 
Helen—or me for that matter—and your face could never launch a 
thousand ships—your heart is filled with the love—of a Greek Goddess!

Scene Eight: The Coliseum

Adonis: Okay, Guys, this is it! The Trojans have never lost a race with 
Home-Coliseum advantage.  Trojans, are we ready to show Hades and his 
gang who’s boss?
Everyone: Yeah!  Trojans rule! 
Adonis: Perseus, thanks for bringing the secret weapon.
Perseus: You mean my flying horse?
Adonis: No other school has a horse with wings!
Perseus: My horse can talk too!
Pegasus: (A la Mr. Ed) But I still have an accent!
Adonis: We are totally going to win this race! Where’s Atlas?
Atlas: I’m right here, Adonis.  
Adonis: We’re glad you’re here, buddy, but why the sad face? You look 
like you’ve got the world on your shoulders!
Atlas: I’m just tired.  I was so worried that I’d get lost today that I stayed 
up all night and invented this map!
Aphrodite: (Entering) Hey, boys!  Are you ready to win the race?  
Medusa and I thought we’d snake back—I mean—sneak back here and 
wish you guys luck.
Adonis:  (On the down low) Aphrodite, that’s sweet, but you really 
shouldn’t have brought Medusa with you!
Aphrodite: Why not?
Adonis: Horses are afraid of—
Perseus:  (Sees Medusa) Snakes! (He faints)
Adonis: Oh no!  Perseus has fainted! 
Snakes: This is one hairy mess!
Medusa: Shut up, snakes!  
Aphrodite: Adonis, you’re going to have to take over the reigns, as it 
were! 
Adonis: But what about Perseus?  Maybe he can be revived!
Medusa: No, actually, I think one of the snakes in my hair bit him.  He’s 
dead.  (Bows head in shame) I’m bad.
Snakes: And we’re sorry!
Aphrodite: Adonis, you can do it!  You can drive the chariot!
Adonis: I can?
Aphrodite: Yes you can!  If you can’t do it, no one can!
Adonis: Aphrodite, I think you just invented—cheerleading!

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.  I 
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 I 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’ll 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.


