STEVE MCCABE BIOGRAPHY
My name, Stephen, I grew up just outside Boston, MA in a town known for  
the shot heard around the world 
. My father was a contractor and my mother an artist. This surrounded me with tools and art. As a kid I started tinkering with just about anything mechanical I could get my dirty little paws on, bicycles, telephones, and power tools, whatever. I was sent to work young and learned my way around trucks and heavy equipment. By the time I was able to get my license I had driven a forklift, a bulldozer, and the family van. In high school I joined theatre because I was questioning my sexuality, I questioned why a straight guy would get into sports when he could get backrubs from cute actor girls. Made sense. I did not do much acting. I built scenery, ran the lights, rigged the gear and mouthed off to the drama teacher. I was good enough at it that the school turned a blind eye to my  
mischief 
 and allowed me to graduate. 

After high school I started working building theatre scenery and attended Harvard at night. I learned to professionally, fabricate, rig and drive a fully loaded truck in a crowded city. I bought a motorcycle and an old car and started doing my own mechanical work. I soon started fabricating my own parts and customizing my vehicles. I would go out late at night and use the city streets as my racetrack.

 I knew all the jumps and secluded roads as well as good places to pick up a quick drag race. I gave up quick on collage since I couldn 
t afford it and was already working in the entertainment industry. I eventually moved out of Boston and drove cross-country to California. I was in love. Beautiful beaches, roads and women. I lived in San Jose for a couple years and attempted a 9 to 5. 

I hated it and Moved to L.A. to get into film. I fit in just fine. I met Mr. Strange on the job. I came into work for a couple days for him after a friend said,  
you will love this guy 
. At first I pegged him as a vein, self-indulgent victim of rockstar syndrome. I was right but he is also an intelligent, cool, and caring. He is a master of his craft and takes care of his crew and his friends.

 We quickly became friends it is very rare I meet someone who is an amazing artist as well as incredibly mechanically capable. Elvis is a great guy and a great driver. When he asked my to be on his team I blushed. I know him and his crazy ass vette could win this race and look cool as hell doing it. We have always made a good team at work, and will kick ass in this rally.

