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This booklet is a curated compilation of monologues selected and edited specifically for 

use in the LAMDA Grade 4 Acting Examinations. Each piece has been carefully chosen to 

support pupils in developing confidence, vocal clarity and expressive character work, 

appropriate to this level of study. 

These monologues are intended for the Self-Selected Monologue option and are not part 

of the official LAMDA Acting Anthology. Each piece has been adapted to ensure 

suitability for young performers and to align with the assessment requirements set by 

LAMDA. 

Compiled and edited by Niyazi Unugur for pupils of Black Box Drama School, this 

collection serves as both a rehearsal and performance resource, supporting students in 

their preparation and nurturing their continued growth as developing actors. 
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THE CRUCIBLE by Arthur Miller  

 

Abigail Williams, in The Crucible, tries to win John Proctor back. She claims she 
is tormented by witchcraft, rails against the hypocrisy of Salem, and casts 
herself as God’s chosen instrument to cleanse the town. Beneath her righteous 
fury is obsession: she wants John to see her as purified and worthy, even 
promising to be his wife when the chaos ends. 
 
For the Actor 
 
​ Context: ​ Abigail is alone with John Proctor, trying to convince him that the  

accusations she is making are righteous and that she is genuinely 
suffering. She also uses the opportunity to rekindle their former 
relationship and present herself as the woman he should be with. 

 
Mindset: ​ Intense, obsessive and increasingly convinced of her own power. She  

moves between feeling persecuted and believing she has been chosen 
by God. 

 
Goal: ​ To make John believe her, regain his admiration and ultimately  

convince him that they belong together. 
 

ABIGAIL:  

I cannot bear lewd looks no more, John.  

My spirit's changed entirely.  

I ought to be given Godly looks when I suffer for them as I do.  

Look at my leg.  

I'm holes all over from their damned needles and pins.  

The jab your wife gave me's not healed yet, y'know.  

And George Jacobs comes again and again and raps me with his stick.  

The same spot every night all this week.  

Look at the lump I have.  

 

Oh John, the world's so full of hypocrites!  

They pray in jail, I'm told they pray in jail!  

And torture me in my bed while sacred words are coming from their mouths!  

It will need God Himself to cleanse this town properly.  

If I live, if I am not murdered, I will surely cry out others until the last hypocrite is dead!  

 

 



But John, you taught me goodness, therefore you are good.  

It were a fire you walked me through and all my ignorance was burned away.  

It were a fire, John, we lay in fire.  

 

As bare as some December tree I saw them all –  

Walking like saints to church, running to feed the sick, and hypocrites in their hearts!  

And God gave me strength to call them liars and God made men listen to me,  

And by God I will scrub the world clean for the love of Him!  

 

John, I will make you such a wife when the world is white again!  

You will be amazed to see me every day, a light of heaven in your house!  

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



THE CRUCIBLE by Arthur Miller​
​
John Proctor has falsely confessed to witchcraft to save his life, but when 
ordered to sign and display it publicly, he refuses. To him, his name — his 
integrity — is all he has left. He will not be used as propaganda to justify the 
court’s hangings. Torn between life and honour, he chooses to protect his good 
name and the dignity of those who died honestly, even at the cost of his own 
life. 
 
For the Actor 
 
​ Context:​ Proctor is speaking directly to Judge Danforth and the court officials,  

who are pressuring him to hand over his signed confession. He has 
already compromised himself by lying to save his life; now they want 
to make that lie public. 

 
Mindset: ​ Desperate, ashamed and emotionally exhausted, but increasingly  

defiant. He hates himself for confessing, yet discovers there is still a 
line he cannot cross. 

 
Goal: ​ To stop Danforth from taking and publishing his confession. Proctor  

wants to save what remains of his honour, particularly for his children 
and for the innocent people who are going to their deaths rather than 
lying. 
 

JOHN PROCTOR 
No. No. No. 

I have signed it.   

You have seen me.   

It is done.   

You have no need for this.   

I have confessed to God and God has seen my name on this!   

It is enough!​

​

You came to save my soul, did you not?   

Here!  I have confessed myself, it is enough!  

Is there no good penitence but it be public?   

God does not need my name nailed upon the church!   

God sees my name, he knows how black my sins are!   

It is enough! 

 



​

You will not use me!   

I am no Sarah Good or Tituba, I am John Proctor!   

You will not use me!   

It is no part of salvation that you should use me! 

I have three children in the world.  

How may I teach them to walk like men in the world and I sold my friends?​

​

(DANFORTH:  You have not sold your friends!)​

 

JOHN PROCTOR 

Beguile me not!   

I blacken all of them when this is nailed to the church door.  

The very day they hang for silence!​

You are the high court.   

Your word is good enough.   

Tell them I confessed myself;   

Say Proctor broke on his knees and wept like a woman;  

Say what you will, but my name cannot be nailed upon the church door!​

​

(DANFORTH: Do you mean to deny this confession when you are free?) 

 

JOHN PROCTOR 

I mean to deny nothing!​

​

(DANFORTH: Then explain to me, Mr. Proctor, why you will not let us -) 

 

JOHN PROCTOR​

Because it is my name!  

Because I cannot have another in my life!   

Because I lie and sign myself to lies!   

Because I am not worth the dust on the feet of them that hang!   

Tell me - how may I live without my name?   

I have given you my soul. 

Leave me my name! 

 



DNA by Dennis Kelly 
 
Leah talks at length to her silent friend Phil, desperately filling the silence with 
questions, thoughts, and nervous chatter. She spirals from asking about 
happiness to reflecting on grief, school dynamics, and the consequences of 
their shared actions. While she tries to rationalise and lighten things, with an 
undercurrent of guilt and fear. 
 
For the Actor 
 

Context: ​ Leah and Phil are implicated in a terrible event; she seeks  
connection, but Phil gives her nothing back. 

 
Mindset: ​ Restless, insecure, searching for reassurance. She masks her  

anxiety with humour, tangents, and overthinking. 
​  

Goal: ​ To get Phil to respond, to ease her own guilt, and to make sense of  
the chaos. 

 
LEAH 

Are you happy? 

No, don’t answer that.  

Jesus, sorry , what’s wrong with me, sorry - Are you? 

No, I’m just wondering.  

I mean what is happy! 

What’s happy all about?  

Who says you’re supposed to be happy? 

Like we’re all supposed to be happy?  

 

Happy is our natural and any deviation from that state is seen as a failure,  

Which in itself makes you more unhappy so you have to pretend to be even happier. 

 

Which doesn’t work because people can see that you’re pretending.  

Which makes them awkward. 

And you can see that they can see that you’re pretending to be happy  

And their awkwardness is making you even more unhappy. 

So you have to pretend to be even happier!  

It’s a nightmare!  



It’s like nuclear waste or global warming. 

Isn’t it Phil?  

Phil?  

Isn’t it, like nuclear…. 

Can you remember the happiest moment in your life? 

I know mine.  

I know my happiest moment.  

Week last Tuesday. That sunset.  

You remember that sunset?  

Do you?  

You don’t do you.  

Oh my God, you don’t! 

 

Everything’s much better, though.  

I mean really, it is.  

Everyone’s working together.  

They’re a lot happier.  

 

Remember last month, Dan threatened to kill Cathy?  

Well yesterday I saw him showing her his phone, like they were old friends.  

 

Last week Richard invited Mark to his party, bring a friend, anyone you like! 

Can you believe that?  

Richard and Mark?  

Yep. Everyone’s happier.  

 

It’s pouring into the school, grief, grief is making them happier. 

They say John Tate’s lost it though,  

Won’t come out of his room.  

Bit odd.  

 

 



Maybe that’s what’s making people happier! 

Maybe it’s just having something to work towards.  

Together.  

 

Do you think that’s what it is.  

Are we really that simple? 

Where will it stop?  

Only been four days but everything’s changed. 

What have we done Phil? 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
THE TRAGEDY OF JULIUS CAESAR by William Shakespeare 

 

At Caesar’s funeral, Mark Antony speaks to the Roman crowd, outwardly 
respectful to Brutus and the conspirators, but slyly undermining them. Through 
irony, repetition, and appeals to Caesar’s compassion, he stirs doubt about the 
claim of “ambition.” His grief turns to persuasion, gradually inflaming the 
people’s emotions. By the end, Antony transforms the crowd’s mourning into 
anger, planting the seed of rebellion. 
 

For the Actor 

 

Context: ​ Antony is alone with the crowd after Brutus has left; this is his chance  

to win them over without openly attacking the conspirators. 

​  

Mindset: ​ Clever, controlled, manipulative — grief is real, but he uses it as a tool. 

​  

Goal: ​ To turn public opinion against Brutus and the conspirators, while  

appearing fair and honourable. 

 

ANTONY 

Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears; 

I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him. 

The evil that men do lives after them; 

The good is oft interred with their bones; so let it be with Caesar.  

The noble Brutus hath told you Caesar was ambitious: 

If it were so, it was a grievous fault, 

And grievously hath Caesar answered it. 

Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest— 

For Brutus is an honourable man; 

So are they all, all honourable men— 

Come I to speak at Caesar's funeral. 

 

My heart is in the coffin there with Caesar. 

He was my friend, faithful and just to me: 

But Brutus says he was ambitious, 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 



 

He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 

Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill: 

Did this in Caesar seem ambitious? 

 

When that the poor have cried, Caesar hath wept: 

Ambition should be made of sterner stuff: 

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious and Brutus is an honourable man. 

 

You all did see that on the Lupercal 

I thrice presented him a kingly crown, 

Which he did thrice refuse: was this ambition? 

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious! 

And sure he is an honourable man! 

 

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke, 

But here am I to speak what I do know. 

Thou art fled to brutish beasts, 

And you have lost all reason. 

You did love him once, not without cause: 

What cause withholds you then now to mourn for him? 

 
 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



OUR DAY OUT by William Russell 
 
In Our Day Out, Mrs Kay defends her pupils against Mr Briggs’s rigid discipline. 
She argues that these children come from harsh, deprived backgrounds and 
deserve at least one carefree day. Her words expose the futility of the 
education system that has already failed them and the deep compassion that 
drives her. This scene pits idealism and empathy against authority and 
cynicism. 
 
For the Actor 
 
​ •​ Context: Mrs Kay is challenging Mr Briggs’s attitude on the school trip; it’s 

both a moral stand and an emotional plea. 
 

​ •​ Mindset: Calm, patient, passionate — frustrated by the system but deeply 
caring toward her pupils. 
 

​ •​ Goal: To make Briggs see that kindness matters more than control and that 
the children deserve joy, not lectures. 
 

 
MRS KAY: 
(turning to Mr Briggs) 

Well, I’d suggest that if you want the chaos to stop -  

You should simply look at it not as chaos but what it actually is –  

Kids, with a bit of space around them, making a bit of noise.  

All right, so the head asked you to come along, but can’t you just relax?  

There’s no point in pretending that a day out to Wales,  

Is going to be of some great educational benefit to them.  

It’s too late for them.  

Most of these kids were rejects the day they came into the world.  

We’re not going to solve anything today, Mr Briggs.  

Can’t we just give them a good day out? Mm?  

At least we could try and do that. 

(listening to Mr Briggs) 

Well, what’s your alternative?  

Eh?  

Pretending?  

Pretending that they’ve got some sort of a future ahead of them?  

Even if you cared for these kids you couldn’t help to make a future for them.  

You won’t educate them because nobody wants them educating. 



(listening to Mr Briggs and the snapping) 

No, you listen, Mr Briggs, you listen and perhaps you’ll stop fooling yourself.  

Teach them?  

Teach them what?  

You’ll never teach them because nobody knows what to do with them.  

Ten years ago you could teach them to stand in a line,  

You could teach them to obey, to expect little more than a lousy factory job.  

But now they haven’t even got that to aim for.  

Mr Briggs, you won’t teach them,  

Because you’re in a job that’s designed and funded to fail!  

There’s nothing for them to do, any of them;  

Most of them were born for factory fodder, but the factories have closed down. 

So Mr Briggs, I’m not going to let you prevent the kids from having some fun.  

If you want to abandon this visit you’d better start walking,  

Because we’re not going home! 

We’re going down to the beach! 

(suddenly calm) 

You can’t come all the way to the seaside and not pay a visit to the beach. 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 



ROMEO AND JULIET by William Shakespeare 

 

Juliet has secretly married Romeo, but after Romeo kills her cousin Tybalt, he 
is banished from Verona. Juliet’s parents then order her to marry Paris, 
unaware that she is already married. Desperate to escape, Juliet and Friar 
Lawrence devise a plan: she will drink a potion that will make her appear dead, 
allowing her to be placed in the family tomb until Romeo comes to rescue her. 
Now alone in her bedroom on the night before her arranged marriage, Juliet 
prepares to drink the potion. As the moment approaches, her imagination 
spirals through everything that could go wrong. 
 
For the Actor 
 

Context: ​ Juliet has just said goodbye to Lady Capulet and the Nurse and is now  
completely alone. She is speaking to herself, holding the vial given to  
her by Friar Lawrence. Nobody else can help her; she must decide 
whether she has the courage to drink it. 

 
Mindset: ​ Terrified but determined. Juliet’s thoughts race from one possibility to  

another: the potion might fail, it might be poison, she might suffocate 
in the tomb, or she might wake surrounded by corpses and be driven 
mad. Her imagination makes each possibility increasingly real. 

 
Goal: ​ To overcome her fear and find the courage to drink the potion,  

because she believes it is her only chance of escaping the marriage to 
Paris and being reunited with Romeo. 

 

JULIET: 

Farewell! God knows when we shall meet again. 

I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins 

That almost freezes up the heat of life. 

I’ll call them back again to comfort me. 

Nurse! What should she do here? 

My dismal scene I needs must act alone. 

 

Come, vial. 

What if this mixture do not work at all? 

Shall I be married then tomorrow morning? 

No, no. This shall forbid it. Lie thou there. 

 

 



What if it be a poison, which the Friar 

Subtly hath ministered to have me dead, 

Lest in this marriage he should be dishonored 

Because he married me before to Romeo? 

I fear it is. And yet, methinks, it should not, 

For he hath still been tried a holy man. 

 

How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeem me? There’s a fearful point. 

Shall I not, then, be stifled in the vault, 

To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in, 

And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes? 

 

Or, if I live, is it not very like 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

Together with the terror of the place— 

As in a vault, an ancient receptacle 

Where, for this many hundred years, the bones 

Of all my buried ancestors are packed; 

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 

Lies festering in his shroud; where, as they say, 

At some hours in the night spirits resort— 

Alack, alack, is it not like that I, 

So early waking, what with loathsome smells, 

And shrieks like mandrakes torn out of the earth, 

That living mortals, hearing them, run mad— 

 

O, if I wake, shall I not be distraught, 

Environèd with all these hideous fears, 

And madly play with my forefathers’ joints, 

And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud, 

And, in this rage, with some great kinsman’s bone 

As with a club dash out my desp’rate brains? 

 

 



O, look! Methinks I see my cousin’s ghost 

Seeking out Romeo that did spit his body 

Upon a rapier’s point. Stay, Tybalt, stay! 

 

Romeo, Romeo, Romeo!  

Here’s drink.  

I drink to thee. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ROMEO AND JULIET by William Shakespeare 

Mercutio is travelling with Romeo, Benvolio and their friends to the Capulets’ 
masked party. Romeo is uneasy because he has had a troubling dream and 
fears that attending the party will lead to something terrible. Mercutio mocks 
Romeo’s belief in dreams by launching into an elaborate fantasy about Queen 
Mab, a tiny fairy who travels through people’s minds as they sleep. What 
begins as a playful and imaginative story gradually becomes darker and more 
disturbing, revealing Mercutio’s cynical view that dreams are driven by 
people’s desires, ambitions and fears. 

For the Actor 

Context: Mercutio is speaking primarily to Romeo, although Benvolio and the other 
young men are also present and listening. Romeo has mentioned his dream, and 
Mercutio begins the speech as a way of teasing him and dismissing the idea that dreams 
predict the future. 

Mindset: Energetic, witty and highly imaginative. Mercutio enjoys performing for his 
friends and inventing increasingly elaborate images. However, he becomes carried away 
by his own story, and the playful fantasy gradually develops into something more 
violent, sexual and unsettling. 

Goal: Initially, Mercutio wants to cheer Romeo up and ridicule his seriousness about 
dreams. As the speech develops, however, he becomes absorbed in his own imagination 
and exposes a much darker view of human nature. 

 

MERCUTIO  

O, then I see Queen Mab hath been with you.​

 She is the fairies’ midwife, and she comes​

 In shape no bigger than an agate stone​

 On the forefinger of an alderman,​

 Drawn with a team of little atomi​

 Over men’s noses as they lie asleep. 

Her wagon spokes made of long spinners’ legs,​

 The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers;​

 Her traces, of the smallest spider web;​

 Her collars, of the moonshine’s wat’ry beams;​

 Her whip, of cricket’s bone; the lash, of film;​

 Her wagoner, a small gray-coated gnat,​



 Not half so big as a round little worm​

 Pricked from the lazy finger of a maid. 

Her chariot is an empty hazelnut,​

 Made by the joiner squirrel or old grub,​

 Time out o’ mind the fairies’ coachmakers.​

 And in this state she gallops night by night​

 Through lovers’ brains, and then they dream of love;​

 On courtiers’ knees, that dream on curtsies straight;​

 O’er lawyers’ fingers, who straight dream on fees;​

 O’er ladies’ lips, who straight on kisses dream,​

 Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues​

 Because their breaths with sweetmeats tainted are. 

Sometime she gallops o’er a courtier’s nose,​

 And then dreams he of smelling out a suit;​

 And sometime comes she with a tithe-pig’s tail,​

 Tickling a parson’s nose as he lies asleep;​

 Then he dreams of another benefice. 

Sometime she driveth o’er a soldier’s neck,​

 And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats,​

 Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades,​

 Of healths five fathom deep; and then anon​

 Drums in his ear, at which he starts and wakes,​

 And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two​

 And sleeps again. 

This is that very Mab​

 That plats the manes of horses in the night​

 And bakes the elflocks in foul sluttish hairs,​

 Which, once untangled, much misfortune bodes. 

This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs,​

 That presses them and learns them first to bear,​

 Making them women of good carriage. 

This is she. This is she! 



ROAD by Jim Cartwright 

Valerie is a working-class mother trapped in poverty, living with an 
unemployed husband whose drinking has made life at home increasingly 
unbearable. Alone, she waits for him to return from the pub and finally allows 
herself to express everything she normally keeps buried: exhaustion, 
humiliation, anger and resentment. Yet as she condemns him, she also 
recognises the man underneath the drinking: someone diminished by 
unemployment and stripped of his purpose and dignity. Valerie is caught 
between compassion for what has happened to him and the painful realisation 
that she can no longer forgive what he has become. 

For the Actor 

Context: Valerie is alone at home, waiting for her husband to return from drinking. She 
is not having an argument with him; instead, we hear the thoughts and feelings she 
cannot express directly to him. Her children and the constant struggle to keep the 
household going surround everything she says. 

Mindset: Exhausted, angry and emotionally starved. She initially pours out years of 
resentment, but gradually begins to see her husband with compassion. That makes the 
speech more painful: she understands why he has deteriorated, but understanding him 
does not undo the damage he has caused. 

Goal: Valerie is trying to make sense of how their life and relationship have reached this 
point. She moves between blaming him and defending him until she finally confronts a 
devastating truth: she once loved this man, but now she hates what their life has turned 
him into. 

 

VALERIE 

I’m fed up of sitting here waiting for him, 

He’ll be another hundred years at his rate. 

What a life, get up, feed every baby in the house. 

Do everything else I can, without cash. 

While he drinks, drinks it, drinks it, 

And shoves nothing my way except his fat hard hands in bed at night. 

 

Rough dog he is.  

Big rough heavy dog. 

Dog with sick in its fur. 



He has me pulling my hair out. 

Look at my hair, it’s so dry. So sadly dried. 

I’d cry but I don’t think tears would come. 

And there’s nothing worse than an empty cry.  

It’s like choking. 

 

Why do we do it? Why do I stay? Why the why why? 

You can cover yourself in questions and you’re none the wiser 

‘cause you’re too tired to answer. 

 

Always scrimping and scraping. 

He just takes the Giro and does what he wants with it. 

Leaves a few pounds on the table corner sometimes, sometimes. 

But you never know when and if you ask him he chops you one. 

 

That’s why I have to borrow, borrow off everyone. 

I am like a bony rat going here, going there, 

trying to sniffle something out. 

They help me, though I’ll bet you they hate me really. 

Despise me really. 

Because I’m always there an’ keep asking, asking, and they can’t say no. 

They just open their purses, and I says, thank you, 

thank you a thousand times till we all feel sick. 

God I can’t wait till the kids are older then I can send them. 

He’ll come in soon. Pissed drunk through. 

Telling me I should do more about the place. 

Eating whatever’s in the house. Pissing and missing the bog. 

Squeezing the kids too hard. Shouting then sulking. 

Then sleeping all deep and smelly, wrapped over and over in the blankets. 



Drink’s a bastard.  

Drink’s a swilly brown bastard. 

A smelling stench sea. 

And he’s the captain with his bristles wet through. 

Swallowing and throwing, swallowing and throwing 

white brown water all over me. 

 

Oh what am I saying, it’s a nightmare all this. 

I blame him then I don’t blame him. 

It’s not his fault there’s no work. 

He’s such a big man, he’s nowhere to put himself. 

He looks so awkward and sad at the sink, 

the vacuum’s like a toy in his hand. 

When he’s in all day he fills up the room. 

 

Like a big wounded animal, moving about, 

trying to find his slippers, clumsy with the small things of the house, 

bewildered. 

I see this. I see the poor beast in the wrong world. 

I see his eyes sad and low. 

I see him as the days go on, 

old damp sacks one on top of another. 

I see him, the waste. The human waste of the land. 

But I can’t forgive him. 

I can’t forgive the cruel of the big fucking heap. 

The big fucking clumsy heap. 

(She startles herself with what she’s saying, nearly cries.) 

He’s so big and hunched and ugly. 

(Holding back.)  



Oh my man. 

(She chokes.)  

I hate him now, and I didn’t used to. 

I hate him now, and I don’t want to. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ROAD by Jim Cartwright  

 

Skin-Lad drifts between memory and present, recounting his life as a young 
skinhead obsessed with fighting. He describes the discipline, the tactics, and 
the addictive rush — “the tingle” — that comes from violence. But as he relives 
one particular night, his bravado cracks: he recalls being surrounded by rival 
skinheads and glimpsing a mysterious, ghostlike figure mocking him. Beneath 
the tough exterior, the monologue reveals loneliness, craving for identity, and 
a sense of being haunted by his own life. 
 
For the Actor 
​  

Context: ​ This is a direct-address confession. Skin-Lad isn’t just telling a  
story — he’s reliving it, letting the audience into his head and body. 

​  
Mindset: ​ Restless, wired, proud of his rituals but carrying a deep emptiness.  

The “tingle” is his stand-in for purpose or connection. 
​  

Goal: ​ To show the audience how he built his life around fighting — and to  
hint at the hollowness and shame beneath it. 

 

SKIN-LAD:  

(meditating) 

Ommmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm.  

(eyes open) 

He opens his eyes.  

He sees you.  

He wants to tell you the story.  

He feels the need to drift back on the tide of his memory,  

Back, back, back.  

(standing) 

And I’m the lonely skinhead again.  

Jogging away, everyday, to be the best - to be the best.  

And the press-ups.  

And the sit-ups.  

And the one-two-three, one-two-three, one-two-three, one-two-three! 

And you’ve gotta be fit to fight,  

And I do every Saturday night - Fight!  

(pointing) 

Do you know about fighting?  



No.  

I’ll tell you in my story.  

(change of pace)  

I want to be the best skinhead,  

And I want to give everything, every single thing, to the experience - the tingle.  

I’ll tell you about the tingle later.  

(exercising)  

And you’ve gotta be fit to fight, and practise tactics every night.  

Do you?  

I do.  

Do you work in the asphalt factory?  

I did.  

(exercising stops)  

I’ll explain.  

(He indicates an imaginary opponent.)  

My opponent!  

Anyone you like.  

City fan, Ted the foreman. Any idiot! 

You choose.  

(Indicates an imaginary target.)  

Targets!  

Face, neck, beerbag, shin, top of the foot.  

Top of the foot! 

Today I want the neck, this vein here.  

I don’t want my mother’s love,  

I don’t want to work at the engineering firm,  

I want the neck, this vein here.  

(change of pace)  

Tactics, new techniques.  

What does he think?  

What do you think?  

(Strikes and screams.)  

The neck! 

And that’s that.  

Now I’ve told you about the three things you need to get to the experience of the tingle.  

 



One fitness, told you.  

Two, tactics, told you.  

Three, new techniques, I told you.  

Now I’ll tell you about the tingle.  

Well it’s… 

You can’t say it can you?… 

It’ll come when you’re fighting.  

Sometimes in the middle, sometimes beginning, sometimes end, but it won’t stay. 

Anyway, once you’ve had it, you need it.  

I thought that’s all there was until that night 

 

(He now mimics his memory of the night, physically playing all characters)  

 

I came out the disco, last man to leave, all my lads had gone.  

I’d been talking to Mickey Isherwood the bouncer.  

‘See you Jim.’  

‘Aye, see you Ishey.’  

(walking for a moment, then stops)  

Then I saw them.  

Skins.  

Bolton boot boys.  

Skinheads.  

Some sitting on the wall.  

Some standing.  

(walking off downstage right)  

I moved off to the right.  

‘Eh, you.’  

‘Eh, come ‘ere.’  

(looks upward)  

I looked at the moon.  

(big sigh and grin)  

I heard the crack of denim, the scuffle down the wall,  

The pad and fall of the Dr Martins, pad, pad, pad.  

I closed my eyes.  

Pad, pad.  

As they moved in -pad, pad. 



I moved out - pad, pad.  

I felt their breath… 

(long pause, reaches out with one hand and then a loud cry)  

KIYAA! 

I lifted one man by the chin…can you imagine it?  

Magnificent!  

They were scattering.  

(throws the imaginary body) 

Caught one man, nutted him - osssshhh. 

(mimics headbutt)  

When to my surprise I saw a figure watching, like a ghost, all pale in the night.  

Seemed like I’d known him all my life.  

He was laughing at me - mocking my whole life. 


