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  Steel was first performed at Theatre by the Lake, Keswick on 3 October 2024. The cast was as follows:
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  Characters




  JAMES




  KAMRAN




  MARC




  LYNN




  NICK




  WENDY




  GWEN




  TED




  SAM




  AARON




  GITA




  Notes on the Text




  This should be achieved with two actors with the following doubling:




  Actor 1  James




  Actor 2  Everyone Else




  Dialogue in bold denotes the role-playing of a memory.




  




  This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  

    

  




  




  After midnight. The steps of St. John’s Church. Workington.




  JAMES (seventeen) stands and stares at a microphone, top step, centre.




  KAMRAN (seventeen) loiters at the back of the portico, unseen by JAMES.




  JAMES (into mic). I reckon the best spot to start’s…




  Suppose…




  (To himself.) Think…




  KAMRAN. Burger King.




  JAMES turns and clocks KAMRAN.




  KAMRAN. Salterbeck kiss.




  JAMES. Course.




  I thought you’d gone.




  KAMRAN. Come back, didn’t I?




  JAMES. They can’t hear you.




  KAMRAN joins JAMES at the microphone.




  KAMRAN (into mic, loud ). I come back.




  JAMES. There’s no need to shout.




  They look at one another. Awkward.




  JAMES (into mic). It started with a Salterbeck kiss.




  KAMRAN (into mic). Means headbutt.




  JAMES (into mic). Up Distington Burger King.




  JAMES stares out. Freezes. KAMRAN flicks JAMES’s arm.




  KAMRAN. And?




  JAMES. Nervous.




  KAMRAN (into mic). I dunno if you know Burger King but we do burgers. Shakes. Crispy Chicken Tenders.




  JAMES (into mic, loud). Whoppers.




  We work there.




  KAMRAN. Worked there. Past tense.




  JAMES. Zero-hour contracts.




  KAMRAN. We’re mostly ‘out back’.




  JAMES. I’m not allowed around food.




  KAMRAN. How many times you failed that food hygiene now?




  JAMES. Six. And eleven.




  KAMRAN. Seventeen. So I’m mostly shadowing him ‘out back’.




  JAMES. Meaning cleaning toilets.




  KAMRAN. Exactly where we were when it started.




  JAMES. The best spot to start.




  KAMRAN. The only spot to start.




  They both can’t help but swap a small smile.




  JAMES. 19:10.




  KAMRAN. The time not the year.




  JAMES. This one lad’s been headbutted.




  KAMRAN. Salterbeck kissed by some other lad in the lad’s bogs.




  JAMES. ‘Bloodbath’, reportedly.




  KAMRAN. Which it’s not.




  JAMES. There’s just a bit of nosebleed by the bin.




  KAMRAN. I mop it up.




  JAMES. Me sitting watching in the sink.




  KAMRAN. It’s total silence.




  JAMES. Kamran’s not talking to me.




  KAMRAN. Tell them why.




  JAMES. Doesn’t matter.




  KAMRAN. Dare you.




  JAMES. No.




  When in comes my dad.




  KAMRAN. Absolute first.




  JAMES. Too far out of his way.




  KAMRAN. Plus he only really eats pizzas.




  JAMES. He kicks the ‘Cleaning in Progress’ sign clean off its hinges.




  KAMRAN. Retches at the stench of the bleach.




  JAMES. I slip out the sink and stand to attention.




  KAMRAN. His dad leans against the hand dryer. Activates it. Shits himself.




  JAMES. Stares me up and down and says…




  Be him then.




  KAMRAN. Why?




  JAMES. Cos it’s quicker.




  KAMRAN. Than what?




  JAMES. This. He waits for the dryer to finish and says…




  MARC. James?




  JAMES. Lower.




  MARC (lower). James?




  JAMES. What, Dad?




  MARC. Listen, lad.




  JAMES. He’s pissed.




  MARC (slurs). Some snooty lass has left a message on the house phone answerphone for you.




  JAMES. And you’ve come all this way to tell me? Must be important. Wanting what?




  MARC. Asking you to call her.




  JAMES. He hacks up a phlegm and lands it by his bucket.




  KAMRAN. Barely missing my trainers.




  JAMES. Show them.




  KAMRAN. No.




  JAMES. Did she say owt else, Dad?




  MARC. She did. That there’s some sorta money going owing.




  JAMES. For me?




  MARC. Aye. Summat to do with the steelworks. With an ancestor on your mam’s side. George.




  JAMES. How much?




  MARC. A million.




  JAMES. Bollocks.




  KAMRAN. He turns from James to me and he stares.




  JAMES. I’ve told you, he’s pissed.




  KAMRAN. Nowt out of the ordinary. But tonight I dare to match it. Stare back.




  Knowing how his wad of phlegm was likely meant for me.




  JAMES. He’s got sinuses.




  KAMRAN. He does it all the time.




  JAMES. Gob at you?




  KAMRAN. Remind me this is his town. His territory. Taken.




  JAMES. We watch him leave. Dad. Neither knowing what to say.




  KAMRAN. I wasn’t talking to you, remember?




  JAMES. Dad’s always coming out with some shite but this… even for him.




  KAMRAN. Was to tell you after work to find a new best mate. Wish I had now.




  JAMES. When in comes Chris. Manager. He says…




  KAMRAN. ‘There’s a call for you… some snooty lass.’




  JAMES. 19:20. I find him round the back, swilling out his bucket at the drain.




  We’re finishing early. Move it.




  KAMRAN. What about my anorak?




  JAMES. Where we’re going we don’t need anoraks.




  KAMRAN. I ask him if he means abroad. He doesn’t say.




  JAMES. Not a word.




  KAMRAN. Says nowt till we’re both on the bus down to town.




  JAMES. 19:22.




  KAMRAN. Well? What did Snooty McSnoot want?




  JAMES. Lynn. Likely short for Linda. She didn’t fully say.




  KAMRAN. What did she say? Tell them.




  JAMES. That my Great-great-great-grandad George – who I can’t remember ever even meeting – owns a mile of British railway track.




  KAMRAN. And has done for over a hundred year.




  JAMES. A mile they want back.
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