Yates continfes the hass 1€

OK?
JORDAIN? (Slight pain.) Mmimny/
YATES. Hei
JORDAN. Lo
YATES. (Of the k
JORDAN. Salright.

Yates conti,

YATES. Youred : 1 Up good and strop

Yates
JORDAN. ckon I'll get on? :
YATES. You might. I'll nudge him. S :
JORDAN. Can I tell you something? o m
YATES. The kit man is a priest, you tell him a '
JORDAN. I'm scared.

YATES. Be insane if you weren’t.
JORDAN. My heart’s burning and bumping.

Yates stills him, gently.
YATES. Adrenaline. It's alright. You’re safe.

Nything,

Yates holds him a moment. Jordan calms. Looks g

JORDAN. He’s paying me. Said hed find me thirty qui&
don’t tell no one. Call it expenses. Thass not right. Is it?

YATES. What else d’he say?
JORDAN. He banged on about losing. Bit fuckin’ out there, you}

YATES. Oh yeah. He’s that. Styles himself a maverick. Likesa,
He lives for the cameras. But round here, they are scarce.

Jordan gets up from the treatment table, stretchesabi
puts the towels in a laundry basket, the massage oil!
his cupboard.

They’ll be coming in. Soon enough.
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Jordan starts putting his kit on. Yates takes out the warm-up
tops, hangs one on each hook. Jordan watches him, intently.

JORDAN. What’s your cut?
YATES. Eht
JORDAN. Before. Thing you said. What would you take?
Yates shakes his head.
Everyone wants a cut.
YATES. I don't.
JORDANC =Y OUTRS
YATES. No.
JORDAN. No take?
YATES. No. I'd...you know...
JORDAN. Youd...?
YATES. Yeah.
JORDAN. Youd do it for love?
YATES. The honour. I believe in you.
JORDAN. You'll look after me?
YA EESTSYESS
Pause.
JORDAN. You got a deal, mister.
Jordan offers his hand, Yates shakes it.

Home team.
Jordan hugs Yates. Yates is overcome.

Thanks, boss.

YATES. Easy. Jim’s the boss.
Jordan gets his boots out, starts to loosen the laces.

What are those?
JORDAN. Shit boots. You gonna get me a sponsor?

YATES. When you play like a young God.
Jordan watches Yates. Thinks. Flexes his leg. Wants to tell him

something.
take his mo




JORDAN. It’s thirty quid.

YATES. When he comes to pay you, say yoy ok %,
JORDAN. Why? :
VATES. Principle. The club should pay you, not hia ‘.
JORDAN. Alright. eep jt Cleq,':"?
VATES. Let him know who you are. :
JORDAN. Who [ am is broke.
Yates offers Jordan a twenty-pound note. A
No—1I wasn’t asking—I can’t. a tey
YATES. I'm a billionaire. Pay me back when you're flugp,
Jordan nods, takes the cash. :
JORDAN. Thank you.

Yates goes to his cupboard, takes out q mg a
Rich Tea biscuits. P and a pqcy

YATES. Ref’s due. I gotta slop out his lair. Keep them limb
and easy. L

JORDAN. Always loose.
Pause. They look at each other.

YATES. See you on the park. = ND
—
Yates exits. —_ (_./

Jordan sits back on the bench, luxuriating a moment.

Then he goes to the window. Looks out.

He returns to the bench and unzips a pocket in his bag;

He pulls out a syringe and loads it from a small phial.
He straightens his left leg.

Then he injects himself just above the knee.
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