
Writer C 

Alex lay flat in the BMW, his heart pounding as if trying to 

break a hole in his chest to escape. He could still hear 

barking and gruff, manly voices.  He wanted to wait until 

the voices died down to escape, but the worst happened way 

too soon.   

Alex closed his eyes, trying to control his breathing in a 

slow, steady pace.  As he slowly opened his eyes, he 

snapped them shut again as a swarm of miniscule glass 

shards flew and landed in the car making an uncomfortable 

bed for Alex.  Itching his cut face, Alex found the cause. A 

claw. A colossal claw. It had wrapped its menacing fingers 

around the roof. Alex’s breathing went out of control again. 

Panicking, he tried to get out of the car but got thrown back 

when the car was jerked up as the claw snatched it from the 

rough, rocky junkyard ground.  A second shower of glass 

blanketed Alex.  He felt like he was having injections, not 

just in his thighs and shoulders, but all over.   

Alex kicked and punched the door with great force like it was 

his sworn enemy…no result…tried again…wouldn’t budge!  He 

had to keep trying: he didn’t want to be seen as a coward, 

the scaredy spy in the eyes of the whole spy economy. No!  

With sweaty face and tired arms, Alex kicked with all his 

might. Peering through a gap in the suffering metal, he saw 

a crusher, opening his thick, iron jaws for its next meal… 

Alex had to get out. He was so worried. Remembering if he 

didn’t do anything, he would come face to face with his 

doom, he smashed himself against the door… again, it 

would not budge. He reached out his arms to rip the metal 

apart, but the came back spilling blood out like waterfalls. It 

was when Alex was plummeting into the crusher, he saw 

it…the crusher, and the fact there was no way out…  


