
Writer B 

Then something hit the BMW with such force that Alex cried out, 

his whole body caught in a massive shock wave that tore him 

away from the steering-wheel and threw him helplessly into the 

back. At the same time, the roof buckled and three huge metal 

fingers tore through the skin of the car like a fork through an 

eggshell, trailing dust and sunlight. One of the fingers grazed the 

side of his head – any closer and it would have cracked his 

skull. Alex yelled as the blood trickled over his eye. He tried to 

move, then was jerked back a second time as the car was yanked 

off the ground and tilted high up in the air. 

He couldn’t see. He couldn’t move. But his stomach lurched as the 

car swung in an arc, the metal grinding and the light spinning. It 

had been picked up by the crane. It was going to put inside the 

crusher. With him inside. 

He tried to raise himself up, to punch through the windows. But 

the claw of the crane had already flattened the roof, pinning his 

left leg, perhaps even breaking it. He could feel nothing. He lifted 

a hand and managed to pound on the back window, but he 

couldn’t break the glass and even if the workmen were staring at 

the BMW, they would never see anything moving inside. 

His short flight across the breaker’s yard ended with a bone-

shattering crash as the crane deposited the car on the iron 

shelves of the crusher. Lex tried to fight back his sickness and 

despair and think of what to do. He had seen a car being 

processed only a few minutes before. Any moment now, the 

operator would send the car tipping into a coffin-shaped trough. 

The machine was a Lefort Shear, a slow-motion guillotine. At the 

press of a button, the two wings would close on the car with a 

joint pressure of five hundred tonnes. The car, with Alex inside, 

would be crushed beyond recognition. And the broken metal – and 

flesh – would then be chopped into sections. Nobody would ever 

know what had happened. 

He tried with all his strength to free himself. But the roof was too 

low. His leg and part of his back were trapped. Then his whole 

world tilted and he felt himself falling into darkness.  


