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ACT 1 SCENE 1

SETTING:  DUSK AT A NORMAL ENGLISH PUB. POOL TABLE, SMOKY, TV SCREENS, PICKLED EGG IN JARS AND SO ON.

PUB SEEMS TO BE IN A NICE MIDDLE CLASS SUBURB OF SURREY. INSIDE SIT SMARTLY DRESSED GENTLEMAN WEARING NECKTIES, READING THE TIMES. A FEW COUPLES SIT TOGETHER SHARING A BOTTLE OF WINE.

FIVE LADS AGED IN THEIR EARLY TO MID TWENTIES ARE SITTING IN THE BEER GARDEN OUTSIDE ALL DRESSED IN EXPENSIVE DESIGNER GEAR THAT SOMEHOW JUST DOES NOT LOOK RIGHT. LACOSTE POLO TOPS WITH SHELL SUITS ADIDAS BOTTOMS, AQUASCUTUM BASEBALL CAPS AND GREY SOCKS. THEY WANT TO LOOK MENACING BUT SEEM TO BE TALKING THE TALK RATHER THAN WALKING THE WALK.

A LAD JOINS THEM CARRYING A PLASTIC BAG.

WIGGY:
“Alright lads. Got the baseball caps and t-shirts printed up.”

AL:
“Nice one wigs. Let’s have a look”


EACH LAD EXAMINES THE CLOTHING. ONE STARTS TO CHUCKLE.

WIGGY:
“What’s so funny?”

MOLEY:
“You’ve printed on ‘The 7.23 Crew’. But the train timetables changed last season and now the earliest train to Waterloo is at 7.34!”


THE BLOOD DRAINS FROM WIGGY’S FACE. THE REST OF THE GROUP IS SPLIT INTO A FIT OF GIGGLES AND EMBARRASSMENT. WIGGY GRABS ALL THE HATS AND T-SHIRTS BACK AND THROWS THEM IN THE BIN.

WIGGY WALKS DEJECTEDLY TO THE BAR AS THE GROUP SITS IN SILENCE.

ACT 1 SCENE 2

SETTING:  THE ENVIRONS OF A FOOTBALL MATCH ON A SATURDAY. THE CLUB IS A LOWER LEAGUE TEAM AND PLAYING AT HOME IN ITS GROUND IN SURREY WHICH STRUGGLES TO FILL IT’S STADIUM. IT’S USUAL ATTENDANCE IS AROUND 3,000.  IT IS A FAMILY CLUB.

THE LADS ARE IN THE BACK OF A LOCAL TRYING TO LOOK HARD. AROUND THEM ARE A VARIETY OF FOOTBALL FANS, ALL LOCALS BUT MAINLY OLDER, SIPPING ON PINTS OF BITTER AND READING THE PROGRAMME AND THE LOCAL NEWSPAPER. MANY LOOK BORED AND ARE ENJOYING THE PREMIERSHIP MATCH ON SKY MORE THAN THEY ARE LOOKING FORWARD TO THE MATCH IN THE AFTERNOON. 

THEIR TEAM IS ABOUT TO PLAY A NORTHERN CLUB NOT RENOWNED FOR EITHER IT’S SUPPORT OR FOOTBALLING PROWESS.

THE LADS ARE ALL DRESSED IN THE LATEST GEAR. TRAINERS PRISTINE WHITE, IMMACULATE BLUE JEANS, ONE WITH A BURBERRY SHIRT AND ANOTHER WITH A STONE ISLAND JUMPER WHICH HE BOUGHT OFF EBAY FOR £50. MOST OF THEIR GEAR LOOKS, AND IS FAKE.

THE OLDER FANS IGNORE THEM, INWARDLY MOCKING THEM FOR THEIR FALSE BRAVADO.

MOLEY:
“We could always wait inside the Queen Vic opposite the station for ‘em like we did against the scum.”


ALL NOD IN AGREEMENT. THEY FINISH THEIR PINTS AND WALK UP THE ROAD TOWARDS THE CENTRAL RAILWAY STATION. A SMALL TOWN, PEOPLE ARE WALKING UP THE ROAD WITH PRAMS, SHOPPING AND SITTING BY THE CAFES OBLIVIOUS TO THE FACT THAT THEIR HOME TOWN TEAM IS PLAYING. MANY DON’T CARE.


THE SIX OF THEM STROLL UP THE ROAD AND BUMP INTO ONE OF THE REGULARS FROM THE LOCAL WHO IS ALSO A RETARD NAMED JOEY. 

JOEY:
“Alright lads? U-u-u-up for a ruck today?”


THE SIX LADS HUMOUR HIM.

TONY:
“Yeah mate. We’re going up to the Queen Vic to see if any of theirs have got the balls to turn up. Hopefully won’t be any old bill about.”


THE OTHERS NOD IN AGREEMENT.

TIM:
“You haven’t been molesting any animals lately have you Joey?”


A FEW CHUCKLE. JOEY SHRUGS HIS SHOULDERS LOST FOR WORDS. HE SLOPES OFF AND THE HOOLIGAN WANNABEES CARRY ON UP THE ROAD.

WIGGY:
“What’s all that about Tim?”

TIM:
“Didn’t you hear? Joey had a dog at home. He was eating some yoghurt in his garden during the summer. He took his pants off and decided to put some on his cock and the dog licked it all off. What he didn’t know was that one of his neighbours saw and reported him to the RSPCA. He was pulled up before the magistrates and fined £100 and banned from keeping pets for five years. He denies it, but it was in the local Echo under the headline ‘Local Man Banned From Keeping Pets’. It mentioned his name too, Joey Hutton. He denies it’s him, but there is only one Joey Hutton around here, and besides, he admitted it to be in the boozer last Friday when he was pissed!”


TONY AND WIGGY DOUBLE UP WITH LAUGHTER.

WIGGY:
“Why doesn’t that surprise me? When he was working as the chef in the pub in the city centre, he kept on putting food back on the plate that he dropped on the floor. The guy is a proper retard.”

TONY:
“Yeah, but he would get involved in rucking if he wanted to.”


THE OTHERS NOD IN AGREEMENT, EVEN THOUGH NONE HAD EVER BEEN INVOLVED IN ANYTHING MORE THAN A SLANGING MATCH AT AWAY FANS.

FLASHBACK: THE SIX OF THEM ARE STANDING NEAR THE AWAY END AND SHOUTING ABUSE AT THE FIFTY AWAY FANS WHO HAVE BOTHERED TO TURN UP AT THEIR GROUND. IT ENDS SWIFTLY AS SOON AS ONE STEWARD WARNED THEM THEY WOULD GET THROWN OUT OF THE GROUND IF THEY CONTINUED. OTHER FANS LOOK TOWARDS THEM WITH DISGUST. THEY DON’T WANT IDIOTS LIKE THESE AT THE GAME. THEY ARE NOT EVEN PROPER HOOLIGANS. THE SIX PRETEND THEY ARE NOT BOTHERED BUT KNOW THAT THEY HAVE BEEN TOLD OFF BY A STEWARD WHO WAS OLD ENOUGH TO BE THEIR GRANDFATHER.

CUT BACK TO THE LADS ENTERING THE QUEEN VIC WHERE A FEW OTHER LOCAL FANS ARE SIPPING ON THEIR LAGERS AND STAND BY THE WINDOW OPPOSITE THE STATION. AN HOUR PASSES AND STILL NO AWAY FANS.

SUDDENLY A GROUP OF FIVE FANS WEARING THE AWAY TEAM’S COLOURS EXITS THE FRONT OF THE STATION. WIGGY AND TONY ZIP UP THEIR JACKETS AND READJUST THEIR BASEBALL CAPS, LEAVE THE PUB AND STAND ON THE PAVEMENT OUTSIDE THE PUB.

WIGGY:
(SHOUTING) “Fuck off you Northern monkeys! Come on then!”

THEY ARE OBLIVIOUS TO THE FACT THAT THESE FANS ARE SCARFERS. A MOTHER, FATHER AND THEIR THREE KIDS. THE FATHER PAUSES AND RETREATS BACK INSIDE THE STATION. LOCALS STAND AND STARE NOT KNOWING HOW TO INTERPRET THE SCENARIO. A FEW SECONDS LATER A POLICE CAR  SHOWS UP. THE LADS WALK DOWN THE ROAD INNOCENTLY. AS THEY LOOK BACK THEY SEE THE FATHER POINTING IN THEIR DIRECTION. THEY TAKE A SHORTCUT THROUGH A BACK STREET AND RETURN TO THE PUB WHERE THEY WERE ORIGINALLY.

INSIDE THE PUB THEY CHUCKLE TO EACH OTHER AS IF THEY HAD JUST ACHIEVED A MASSIVE COUP. THE OTHER FOUR SWIFTLY JOIN THEM.

THEY ARE APPROACHED BY A LARGE LOCAL HARDMAN, BILL, WHO THEY KNOW BY NAME BUT HAVE NEVER BEEN FORMALLY  INTRODUCED.

BILL:
“Been up to some mischief then lads?”

THE FOOLS STAND TO ATTENTION, ENJOYING THEIR NEW FOUND KUDOS.

WIGGY:
“Yeah mate. Some of theirs turned up at the station, but called the old bill when they saw us. They proper shit it!”


THE OTHERS CHUCKLE, EVEN THOUGH THEY KNOW THIS IS A GREAT EXAGGERATION OF EVENTS.

BILL:
“You better watch out lads. One of these days you are gonna get a proper kicking.”


THE LAUGHING STOPS. BILL RETREATS TO THE BACK OF THE BAR.


AS SOON AS HE IS OUT OF EARSHOT, THE LADS START TO TALK.

WIGGY:
“What does he know. Goes down the gym like a nancy boy. Bet he takes it up the arse!”


THE OTHERS NERVOUSLY LAUGH.


UNKNOWINGLY TO THEM, ONE OF BILL’S ASSOCIATES IS WITHIN EARSHOT AND GOES UP TO THE HARDMAN TO RECOUNT WHAT HE HAS HEARD. BILL STORMS UP TO WIGGY, GRABS HIM IN A HEADLOCK UNTIL WIGGY IS RED IN THE FACE. THE OTHERS JUST STARE AND ARE NOT SURE WHAT TO DO.

BILL:
“Listen son. as soon as you stop sucking on your mum’s titties and grow some pubes, maybe you will get taken seriously. Until then, shut the fuck up you poof”.


BILL RELAXES HIS GRIP AND LETS GO, BEFORE WALKING BACK TO THE BAR EYING THEM SCORNFULLY. WIGGY RUBS HIS NECK RUEFULLY, EMBARRASSED THAT EVEN THOUGH THEY ARE SIX, NONE WILL STAND UP AGAINST THIS ONE MAN. THEY TRUDGE OUT OF THE PUB, NOT A WORD SAID AND MAKE THEIR WAY TO THE MATCH.

ACT 1 SCENE 3

SETTING:  WIGGY’S HOUSE. WIGGY LIVES IN A DETACHED COUNTRY HOUSE WITH HIS PARENTS. ALL UPPER MIDDLE CLASS. AS HE GOES UP THE STAIRS, IN THE BACKGROUND ARE PICTURES FROM THE PUBLIC SCHOOL HE ATTENDED, AND A PICTURE OF HIM WEARING A CAP AND GOWN ON GRADUATION. HIS PARENTS ARE READING THE SUNDAY PAPERS AND LOOK LIKE A CULTURED FAMILY. 

IN HIS LARGE ROOM WITH ALL THE MOD CONS, HE OPENS HIS CLOTHES CUPBOARD. ON THE INSIDE NEWSPAPER CLIPPINGS OF HOOLIGAN ESCAPADES FROM NATIONAL NEWSPAPERS ARE PASTED CAREFULLY ON THE WOOD. AROUND THE ROOM ARE POSTERS OF OTHER HOOLIGAN FILMS – I.D., GREEN STREET AND THE FOOTBALL FACTORY. 

THE CLOTHES ARE ALL OF DECENT QUALITY. NICE SHIRTS SUITED MORE TO AN ACCOUNTANT THAN A HOOLIGAN. 

WIGGY:
(SHOUTING) “Mother! Where’s my Fred Perry top?”


NO ANSWER

WIGGY:
(LOUDER) “MUUUUM!”

HE RUNS DOWN THE STAIRS AND APPROACHES HIS PARENTS WHO ARE ENGROSSED IN THE RELATIVE SECTIONS OF THE SUNDAY TIMES.

WIGGY:
“Mum. I can’t find my Fred Perry top anywhere? Have you seen it?”

MOTHER:
“Wilfred, I put it in the wash yesterday. It will be ready tomorrow ok? I can’t do everything at once you know?”


WIGGY HUFFS. HIS FATHER PUTS HIS NEWSPAPER ASIDE, TAKES OFF HIS GLASSES AND RAISES HIS HEAD.

FATHER:
“Listen son, maybe if you did some chores around the house you would have your beloved jumper by now. why do you exactly need it today?”

WIGGY:
“We are going round to Orlando’s house today ‘cos he’s got a new DVD.”

FATHER:
“Listen son. Just go in your smart trousers and shirt. What will Orlando’s parents think when they see you dressed like one of those ‘chavs’ I see in the news and the Daily Mail.”

WIGGY:
“Dad, that’s what everyone wears nowadays.”

FATHER:
“Not anyone with brains! Now you listen to me. You have a degree. You are intelligent. You don’t need to spend time with those people. Find a better class of friend: and even better get yourself a job. It’s time you started to get your bottom in gear. you can’t live here all your life.”

WIGGY:
“But dad… oh nevermind.”


EVEN THOUGH WIGGY IS 21, HE IS STILL BEING TREATED LIKE A CHILD. HE SHRUGS HIS SHOULDERS AND GOES BACK TO HIS ROOM. ON THE WAY HE LOOKS AT THE CLOTHES DRYING. HE SPIES HIS FRED PERRY TOP, TAKES IT TO HIS ROOM AND DRIES IT USING HIS HAIRDRYER. IN THE BACKGROUND HE HAS SOME UNINTELLIGABLE MUSIC PLAYING WHICH HE IS NODDING HIS HEAD TO, AND TRYING TO RAP TO AS WELL EMBARRASSINGLY BADLY.

HIS FATHER KNOCKS ON THE DOOR AND WALKS IN. HE SITS ON THE BED NEAR HIS SON.

FATHER:
(MEASURED) “Listen son, I appreciate you have your friends and that’s a good thing. But you can’t sit around all day long wanting the world to do something for you. We didn’t send you to boarding school for no reason. Where’s your drive man? Everyone has ambition. Even Calvin’s son has a job in the City. Why are you wasting time in pubs and at football matches all the time?”

WIGGY:
“Look Dad, these are my friends and going to football is our hobby. I’ll get a job soon, I just want to have a break from my studies for a while.”


THE FATHER SHAKES HIS HEAD RESIGNEDLY AND LEAVES. WIGGY CHUCKLED TO HIMSELF.

WIGGY:
(MURMURING TO HIMSELF) “If only he knew I was in a firm”.

ACT 1 SCENE 4

SETTING:  A DECENT RESTAURANT. DAN IS WITH HIS FATHER, MOTHER AND SISTER, PRUDENCE. THEY ARE EATING SUNDAY LUNCH TOGETHER.

FATHER:
“So Prudence, how are your French A-Level studies going? What are they teaching you in the literature?”

PRUDENCE:
“Well, currently we are reading Moliere’s Tartuffe.”

FATHER:
“Ah yes, the imposter. ‘Serrez ma haire avec ma discipline’. Still stands to this day. We performed in a stage version of that at my school.”


THE FAMILY CHUCKLES.

FATHER:
“So, Dan how are you enjoying working with you father?”

DAN:
“Yes Dad, it’s great. not too many of my friends have jobs at the moment but hopefully with my six month gap year travelling to Asia behind me I can now concentrate on university next year.”

FATHER:
“Well son, we are proud of you. On Saturday we are going to see La Traviata as it is our 20th wedding anniversary. We have the best seats in the house.”

DAN:
“But Dad – I am going with a few friends to watch the derby match!”

FATHER:
“Well son, come straight back and then we shall head up to central London. There’s nothing wrong with a bit of culture from time to time”


DAN SMILES WEAKLY. WHAT WILL HIS FRIENDS SAY?

MOTHER:
“Oh and I have laundered your best suit as well.”


DAN’S MOBILE RINGS. THE RINGTONE IS THE ‘DAMBUSTERS’ THEME.

DAN:
(Quietly in a mock cockney accent) “’Allo mate. Yeah, yeah. Just having lunch. Gonna be there at six mate.”


DAN ENDS THE CONVERSATION SWIFTLY AND PUTS THE ‘PHONE BACK IN HIS POCKET.

MOTHER:
“Oh Dan, I do hate it when you lower yourself and speak cockney. It makes you lack class.”


FOOD ARRIVES. DAN TRIES TO MAKE UP EXCUSES IN HIS MIND WHY HE WILL NOT BE ABLE TO MEET WITH HIS FRIENDS AFTER THE MATCH.

ACT 1 SCENE 5

SETTING. MOLEY’S HOUSE. OLDER THAN THE REST BY A FEW YEARS HE LIVES IN A PLUSH FLAT SHARING WITH TONY. AL, WIGGY AND TIM ARE SITTING ON THE LEATHER SOFAS AND THEY ARE GIVING SOME BANTER. DAN WALKS IN WITH A CHEAP PLASTIC BAG OF STELLA WITH HIM.

DAN:
“Alright lads. Sorry I’m late – bloody parents.”

WIGGY:
“No worries mate. Got that hoolie film on DVD now so we can watch it.”


THEY ALL SIT AND WATCH AS THE DVD BEGINS. THE USUAL CLICHÉ OF FOOTBALL FANS IN BURBERRY CAPS FIGHTING EACH OTHER BEGINS.


THE FILM FINISHES, AND THE LADS LAUGH.

AL:
“Yeah that film was based on fact actually. A mate told me. That pub in there with the fireeater in it was a proper pub in the East End of London where their firm would hang out every night.”

MOLEY:
“Yeah, it’s just like our local.”


THE REST NOD IN AGREEMENT EVEN THOUGH THEY ALL KNOW THIS IS UNTRUE. DAN IS SLICKING THROUGH MOLEY’S SCRAPBOOK WHICH HAS NEWSPAPER CUTTINGS OF HOOLIGAN VIOLENCE.

WIGGY:
“So who’s up for next Saturday then? It’s the scum away. I hear they’ve got a tasty firm. We should make an appearance.”

DAN:
“Yeah I am up for going, but I gotta be straight back. The usual family bollocks. If I don’t go, my dad will get me chucked out of my job.”

WIGGY:
“Fine mate. It’s only twenty minutes away by train. They’ve made it a 12pm kickoff so you should have plenty of time after the game.”

AL:
“So what are you up to then Dan? After the match I mean?”

DAN:
“You know, the usual stuff. Gotta meet some of my family in London that’s all. Some pony restaurant.”

MOLEY:
(Sarcastically) “Ooooooo! Going up to London mate? You sure you not going to the O – P – E – R – A?”


DAN CHOKES ON HIS LAGER.

DAN:
“The opera? Do I look like some kind of poof?”


THEY ALL LAUGH.


THE LADS FINISH OFF THEIR TINNIES AND BEGIN TO DISPERSE. 

ACT 2 SCENE 1

SETTING. TRAIN STATION. THE LADS HAVE ARRIVED AT THEIR LOCAL RIVALS TOWN. THEY WALK UP TOGETHER IN A HERD OF THIRTY OR SO OF THEIR FANS, MOSTLY SCARFERS JUST THERE FOR A GOOD DAY OUT. THE CROWD SOON SEPARATES AS OTHER FANS GO FOR SNACKS, LEAVING THE SIX ON THEIR OWN.

THEY ARE ALL DRESSED IN THE CASUAL GEAR AGAIN. THEY LOOK MORE LIKE CHAVS THAN HOOLIGANS BUT ARE KEEPING THEIR HEADS DOWN.

DAN:
“Have we got time to find a boozer? I’m dying for a piss.”

WIGGY:
“No chance. There’s only two pubs on the way to the ground and they’ll be packed.”


DAN SPOTS A LOCAL BURGER KING AND QUICKLY NIPS IN TO USE THE TOILET. THE LADS LOITER OUTSIDE BEFORE SLOWLY SHUFFLING ALONG.


DAN WALKS UP THE STAIRS AND TO ENTERS THE TOILET, WHERE HE MANAGES TO SLIP ON THE FLOOR AND BANGS HIS HEAD ON THE SINK.

DAN:
“Fuck!”


DAN LOCKS HIMSELF IN THE CUBICLE NURSING A LARGE BUMP BY HIS EYE. HE PUNCHES THE WALL OUT OF FRUSTRATION. HE PICKS HIMSELF UP AND LOOKS IN THE MIRROR. HE HAS THE BEGINNINGS OF A MASSIVE SHINER.

DAN:
“Shit! My parents are going to kill me.”


HE WALKS OUT OF THE RESTAURANT AND CATCHES UP WITH THE LADS.

DAN:
“Fuck lads. You’re never gonna believe this. Two of their boys just tried to beat me up in the toilets over there!”


THE OTHERS LOOK IN DISBELIEF. DAN SHOWS THEM HIS HAND AND FACE.

DAN:
“Don’t worry lads, I smashed one of them in the gob and they ran away.”


THE OTHERS LAUGH.

WIGGY:
“You alright mate? They still about? Maybe we should find them and give ‘em a proper kicking.”

AL:
“There’s no point. They are probably long gone. We’ll get ‘em after the game.”


THE OTHERS PRETEND TO RELUCTANTLY AGREE. THEY CARRY ON WALKING UP THE ROAD AND END UP IN THE AWAY END. THERE ARE ABOUT FIVE HUNDRED OF THEIR FANS IN THIS STADIUM. ALL THROUGHOUT THE GAME WE SEE CLIPS OF THEM GIVING IT LARGE TO THE HOME FANS. THE GAME ENDS IN A 0-0 STALEMATE AND THEY LEAVE THE GROUND WITH A SLIGHTLY LARGER THAN NORMAL POLICE PRESENCE AROUND. AS THEY EXIT, THEY ARE SEPARATED FROM THE AWAY FANS BY A POLICE CORDON.

MOLEY:
“Oi you sheep shaggers! Where were you at the station!”


A POLICEMAN WALKS UP TO MOLEY AND PUTS HIS FINGERS TO HIS LIPS. 

POLICEMAN:
“Shut it sonny or you’ll get nicked.”

MOLEY:
“Freedom of speech mate!”


HOWEVER, NOT ANOTHER WORD IS SAID. THE OPPOSITION FANS SEEM UNINTERESTED IN THEM. THEY WALK TOWARDS THE STATION.

TONY:
“Bunch of pussies! Didn’t even turn up!”


THE OTHERS MURMUR IN AGREEMENT AND RELIEF.


THEY TURN THE CORNER A FEW MINUTES  LATER AND WALK PAST A SEEMINGLY EMPTY PUB. ONE OF THE LADS BANGS ON THE WINDOW SEEING ONLY A PENSIONER SITTING INSIDE READING A BOOK.

TIM:
(SHOUTING AT THE WINDOW) “What are you reading grandad?”


THE OTHERS CHUCKLE AND CARRY ON. UNBEKNOWN TO THEM IN THE BACKGROUND, TEN LARGE MEN EXIT THE PUB AND FOLLOW THEM. 


AS THEY NEAR THE STATION THEY HEAR SOME FOOTSTEPS BEHIND THEM. THEY TURN AND SEE A WAVE OF LARGE MEN SHOUTING AND GESTICULATING TOWARDS THEM. THE BOYS RUN FOR THEIR LIVES TOWARDS THE STATION AND JUST MAKE IT ON AS A TRAIN IS LEAVING. WITH A SMALL POLICE PRESENCE AROUND THE OTHERS DON’T FOLLOW.

MOLEY:
(OUT OF BREATH) “That was close.”


THEY ARE ALL PANTING AND REALISE THE WHOLE CARRIAGE IS LOOKING AT THEM. THEY TRY TO CALM DOWN.

AL:
“Bunch of pussies. They only chase us when they got a few more than us.”

TIM:
“Yeah mate. Six on six – that’s a fight. Not fifty on six.”


THE OTHERS AGREE EVEN THOUGH THIS IS OBVIOUSLY A GREAT EXAGGERATION. THE TRAIN SOON NEARS THEIR HOME STATION AND THEY LEAVE TO POP INTO THE PUB OPPOSITE.


DAN SEES HIS REFLECTION IN THE TRAIN WINDOW.

DAN:
“Fucking hell. How am I gonna explain this to the parents?”


THE OTHERS LAUGH.


AS THEY STAND IN THE LOCAL A FEW MORE OF THE LOCAL HARD NUTS WALK IN WHO HAVE ALSO JUST RETURNED FROM THE MATCH. THEY BEGIN TO CHAT.

MAN #1
(TO DAN) “Alright mate. What happened to you?”

DAN
“Well mate, we were chased down the road after the game and I decked one of them.” (HE SHOWS HIS HAND) “Then one of them got me in the face but we got into the train on time. Would’ve stayed for a ruck but we were outnumbered five to one.”


THE OTHERS ARE LISTENING IN.

MAN #2
“Yeah mate. We were there too just after you. We gave those boys a good kicking they’ll never forget. If you really wanna get involved, come up with us the next time we go away.”


THE BOYS KNOW THAT IT WOULD BE FOOLHARDY NOT TO ACCEPT.

WIGGY:
“Sure mate. We’re up for it. We’ve had a few run-ins in our time too. Just let us know and we’ll be there.”


THE MEN NOD AND WALK TO THE BACK OF THE PUB.

AL:
“Fuckin’ ‘ell Wiggy. Those lads are the hardcore. They’ve been banned from all the home games and go with England mate.”

WIGGY:
“So what? We’re all up for a ruck so when we go away, we’ll have a stronger crew.”


AL SIGHS, BUT THE OTHERS HAVE FOUND NEW CONFIDENCE AND START SINGING SOME FOOTBALL SONGS.


DAN LEAVES.

ACT 2 SCENE 2

SETTING. OUTSIDE DAN’S HOME. HE IS WALKING UP THE GRAVEL PATH AND FEELING NERVOUS. HE TAKES OFF HIS FAKE AQUASCUTUM CAP AND PUTS IT INSIDE HIS JACKET. HE DUSTS HIMSELF DOWN.

HE QUICKLY OPENS THE FRONT DOOR TO HIS HOUSE AND RUNS UP THE STAIRS.

MOTHER:
“Dan? Daaaan? Are you ok?”

DAN:
(SHOUTING FROM THE BATHROOM) “Yes, mum. I just needed to use the bathroom quickly!”


HE QUICKLY TAKES A SHOWER AND WASHES HIS HANDS THOROUGHLY. HE LOOKS IN THE MIRROR AGAIN AND GASPS. HIS HEAD WOUND HAS TURNED A MURKY BLUE/GREY COLOUR.


HE OPENS THE MIRRORED CUPBOARD ABOVE THE SINK AND RETRIEVES HIS SISTER’S MAKE UP KIT. HE CLUMSILY TRIES TO PUT ON SOME MAKE UP ON THE WOUND TO DISGUISE IT BUT IT ISN’T WORKING.


HE LEAVES THE BATHROOM AND PAUSES. HE STARES AT THE RUG ON THE CARPET. HE DELIBERATELY TRIPS HIMSELF UP ON IT OUTSIDE HIS ROOM AND BANGS HIS BEDROOM DOOR HARD WITH HIS FIST TO TRY AND PRETEND THAT HIS INJURY OCCURRED AT HOME, AND NOT THE FOOTBALL MATCH.

MOTHER:
“Dan, is everything ok?”

DAN:
(WAILING) “OOOOoooowwww! I just tripped on something and banged my head on the door!”


HIS MOTHER RUNS UP THE STAIRS.

MOTHER:
“Oh Dan! Look at yourself! You’ll make us look embarrassing at the opera tonight!”


DAN'S SISTER WALKS UP THE CORRIDOR.

PRUDENCE:
“Mum, don’t worry. I have some make up so I can cover it up.”


DAN SOBERS UP AND LOOKS EXTREMELY DEJECTED.

DAN:
“Sorry Mum, I just slipped….”


CUE DAN LEAVING THE HOUSE WITH HIS SHINER HEAVILY MADE UP LOOKING DEJECTED. HIS SISTER IS SMILING, PROUD OF HERSELF, BUT HIS PARENTS ARE SHAKING THEIR HEADS AT HIS TENDENCY TO BE SO ACCIDENT PRONE ON SUCH AN IMPORTANT EVENING. 

THEY STEP INTO HIS FATHER’S MERCEDES.

AS THEY DRIVE OUT OF THEIR VILLAGE-LIKE SURROUNDINGS, DAN LOOKS OUT OF THE WINDOW WATCHING THE PASSING TREES.

ACT 2 SCENE 3

MOLEY IS SHOPPING WITH HIS GIRLFRIEND ON THE LOCAL HIGH STREET. HE LOOKS BORED. SHE IS NEATLY DRESSED WITH HER COLLAR TURNED UP AND IS A WANNABE ‘SLOANE RANGER’.

GIRLFRIEND:
“Orlando. Shall we pop into H&M? Get you some proper clothes now the sales are on?”

MOLEY:
“Not today, I’ll go back later in the week. Look - I’ll go into the shop over there to look at some jumpers. You go in here and I’ll catch up.”


MOLEY WALKS INTO A MEN’S DESIGNER CLOTHES STORE. HE PERUSES THROUGH WHAT THEY HAVE ON DISPLAY. HE LOOKS AT THE PRICE OF SOME OF THE MORE EXPENSIVE LOOKING TOPS AND SHAKES HIS HEAD. THE STORE MANAGER SPOTS HIM AND AMBLES UP. HE IS A LARGE FELLOW DONNED IN A BLUE STONE ISLAND ZIP UP TOP.

MANAGER:
“Alright mate. Those are proper tops mate. Only one of each kind made. Each one is unique. All my mates who go up to watch Chelsea wear ‘em. Proper nutters.”

MOLEY:
“You know some of the Chelsea boys?”

MANAGER:
“Yeah mate, I used to run with them.”

MOLEY:
“Yeah mate. We got a small crew here, but hardly see any action. Most of the fans that come down to see us nowadays are a bunch of poofs. Not like the old days mate.”


THE MANAGER SEEMS TO SEE THROUGH HIS BULLSHIT, BUT HUMOURS HIM.

MANAGER:
“Well mate, if you want to walk the walk, you better get yourself one of these. I’ll give you a 5% discount mate.”


MOLEY IS SUCKED AND DOESN’T NOTICE THE PATRONISING MANNER OF THE MANAGER.

MOLEY:
“You got this in a size L?”

MANAGER:
“Sure mate. With the discount that’s £190 mate… and it’s proper original stuff.”


THE MANAGER PASSES HIM THE TOP.

MOLEY:
“Ok mate, I’ll take it. This is all unique yeah?”

MANAGER:
“Definitely mate.”


MOLEY FEELS THE JUMPER AND STARES AT THE STONE ISLAND BADGE WHILE HE IS PAYING. HE LEAVES, CHUFFED. AS HE WALKS UP THE HIGH STREET HE NOTICES A YOUTH WEARING THE SAME JUMPER HE HAS JUST BOUGHT. HE LOOKS BACK TO THE STORE BUT HASN’T GOT THE GUTS TO ASK FOR HIS MONEY BACK. HE MEETS UP WITH HIS GIRLFRIEND IN ANOTHER STORE.

GIRLFRIEND:
“So you bought something then? Oh that’s a nice quality jumper Orlando. How much was it?”

MOLEY:
“It was on sale for £50…bit expensive but you gets what you pays for!”

GIRLFRIEND:
“All you need now is a decent suit for work! Let’s go to the Starbucks.”


MOLEY LOOKS EXTREMELY CHUFFED AS THEY ENTER THE STARBUCKS. HIS GIRLFRIEND ORDERS A MOCHA. HE ASKS FOR A LARGE WET LATTE.


THEY SIT DOWN AND HE IS CLINGING ONTO THE BAG.

GIRLFRIEND:
“We should go and see the boat race later on this year. A few of my friends who went to Oxford are going. They usually hire a boathouse and there’s plenty of Champers going!”

MOLEY:
“Sure, sounds great!”


MOLEY STARES OUTSIDE THE WINDOW AND ANALYSES THE DRESS SENSE OF SOME OF THE TOUGHER LOOKING LADS WALKING UP AND DOWN THE STREET. NONE OF THEM HAVE THE SAME JUMPER THAT HE HAS WHICH MAKES HIM SMILE. SUDDENLY, THE MAN WHO HAS THE SAME JUMPER AS HIM WALKS INTO THE COFFEE HOUSE AND ORDERS. MOLEY STARES AT HIM IN DISBELIEF.

ACT 3 SCENE 1

WIGGY IS WATCHING THE CUP DRAW IN THE LOCAL BOOZER AT LUNCH. HE IS JOINED BY MOLEY.

THEY EXCHANGE SOME BANTER AND THEN SIT QUIETLY.

MOLEY:
“So who are you wanting for the cup draw then?”

WIGGY:
“Not bothered really. I am going whoever we get. I don’t care.”


ON THE TELEVISION THE DRAW BALLS ARE EMPTIED INTO A CLEAR BOWL. TWO RANDOM PLAYERS ARE MAKING THE DRAW. DAVID DAVIES IS LOOKING SMUG AS USUAL.


THE FIRST TO COME OUT IS A TEAM FROM THE NORTH WEST OF ENGLAND. THE AWAY TEAM IS THEIRS. 

MOLEY:
(DISHEARTENED) “Shit! That’s miles away.”

WIGGY:
“Should be a good trip mate.”


MOLEY GETS ON HIS MOBILE PHONE AND CALLS THE OTHERS. JOEY WALKS IN AND ASKS TO JOIN. THEY RELUCTANTLY AGREE.

JOEY:
“Alright lads! You gonna go up?”

MOLEY:
“Of course mate. We should take a few up there. There’s us six and a few more.”

JOEY:
“Listen guys, do you mind if I tag along? I really fancy going up.”

WIGGY:
“Course you can mate!”


JOEY LEAVES THE TABLE AND SEEMS TO HAVE A SPRING IN HIS STEP

MOLEY:
“What the fuck did you do that for? The man’s a liability!”

WIGGY:
“Safety in numbers.”


THEY SINK THEIR PINTS AND LEAVE THE PUB. ON THE WAY THEY BUMP INTO THE TWO MEN THEY MET IN THE PUB AFTER THE DERBY GAME.

MAN #1:
“Alright fellas? Seen the draw?”

WIGGY:
(CHUFFED) “Yeah mate. You going?”

MAN #1:
“Yes mate. Get the half seven train on the day of the game. Why don’t you lot come along with us?”

MOLEY:
“Sure mate. Meet you on the train then? We should have seven or more coming with us.”


THEY SHAKE HANDS AND PART.

ACT 3 SCENE 2

SOME OF THE LADS ARE AROUND MOLEY’S AND THEY ARE WATCHING ANOTHER HOOLIGAN FILM.

MOLEY:
“Right I have sorted out the train tickets. I’ve done them all on Young Person’s so it’s only £30 return.”

AL: 
“Can’t wait mate. We should get some tinnies in on the day of the game.”

WIGGY:
“Of course we will mate. We are also gonna hook up with the other boys we met at the last game.”

TONY:
“Fuck! So what size firm we gonna have then?”

WIGGY:
“About twenty at least mate. We’ll make a good showing.”


DAN FROWNS.


ON THE TV TWO SETS OF FANS ARE KICKING THE LIVING SHIT OUT OF EACH OTHER. THE LADS SEEM FAIRLY HUMOURLESS.

ACT 3 SCENE 3

THE LADS ARE SEEN AT THEIR LOCAL STATION. THEY MEET UP WITH THE OTHER LADS. ALL HAVE PLASTIC SHOPPING BAGS FILLED WITH BEER. THE SEVEN LADS SEEM OUT OF PLACE. THE OTHER HOOLIGANS LOOK LIKE A PROPER FIRM AND SEEM TO BE ALL HARD BASTARDS.

THE TIME ON THE STATION CLOCK SHOWS 7.33. IT CHANGES TO 7.34 AND THE TRAIN THEY ARE ON LEAVES THE STATION FROM LONDON.

THEY HAVE VIRTUALLY THE WHOLE CARRIAGE TO THEMSELVES. ANYONE ENTERING THE CARRIAGE GIVE THEM WEARY LOOKS AND MOVE ON NOT WANTING TO BE CLOSE TO WHAT SEEM LIKE FOOTBALL HOOLIGANS. EVERY TIME THIS HAPPENS, THE GROUP SMIRKS.


HALF THE LADS ARE SLEEPING – THE OTHER HALF ARE SINKING THEIR BEERS, PLAYING CARDS AND EXCHANGING MORONIC BANTER.


THEY ARRIVE INTO LONDON AND BOARD THE TUBE. THERE ARE NOT TOO MANY PEOPLE ABOUT AS IT IS A SATURDAY MORNING.


THEY BOARD THE TRAIN AT EUSTON, AND AGAIN HAVE THE WHOLE CARRIAGE TO THEMSELVES. ONCE THE TRAIN LEAVES, MOST OF THEM PILE INTO THE BAR ON THE TRAIN AND START SINGING SOME SONGS.

WIGGY:
(TO MAN #1) “We have to change at Crewe. Maybe we can stop off for a pint there. Then we have a thirty minute journey to the stadium.”

MAN #2:
“Ok thanks for that trainspotter!”


WIGGY AND HIS FRIENDS NERVOUSLY LAUGH. JOEY IS WITH THEM AND OBVIOUSLY VERY DRUNK. 


THEY CONTINUE SINGING A FEW SONGS AND DRINKING. SOME OF THE HARDER CREW ARE TAKING TURNS IN THE TOILETS TO TAKE A VARIETY OF DRUGS.


A TICKET INSPECTOR WALKS THROUGH THE CROWD AND SEEMS TOO AFRAID EVEN TO ASK TO CHECK TICKETS.

ACT 3 SCENE 4

THE TRAIN ARRIVES IN CREWE. THE LADS LEAVE TOGETHER. THERE ARE SOME POLICE ABOUT BUT NOT MANY. 

THEY LEAVE THE STATION AND HEAD INTO THE FIRST PUB. THEY KEEP MUCH QUIETER HERE AND AFTER SINKING A COUPLE OF PINTS THEY RETURN TO CATCH THEIR TRAIN TO THE MATCH.

AS THEY ENTER THE PLATFORM IT IS OBVIOUS THAT THEY ARE NOT THE ONLY FANS THERE. OPPOSITE THEM IS A GROUP OF THIRTY MEN ALL SIMILARLY DRESSED. THEY ARE RECEIVING SOME EVIL STARES. ON THE PLATFORM BEHIND THEM, THERE ARE TWENTY OTHERS THAT ARE DESCENDING ON THE STAIRS. THERE WILL BE AN OFF.

MOLEY:
“Oh shit!”

JOEY:
(VISIBLY PISSED) “COME ON THEN YOU SLAAAGS!”


WIGGY AND MOLEY LOOK AT EACH OTHER WITH GENUINE FEAR IN THEIR EYES. THE WHOLE CREW STARES AT JOEY IN DISBELIEF. THE OTHER FANS RUN UP THE STAIRS TOWARDS THEM. AS THEY DESCEND THE STAIRS ONTO THEIR PLATFORM, THE GROUP BACKS AWAY. SOME ARE RUNNING ON THE TRACK TO ESCAPE A POSSIBLE KICKING. A HUGE FIGHT ENSUES AND THE LADS ALL RECEIVE A MASSIVE BATTERING. 


THE SOUND OF SIRENS IS IN THE DISTANCE. THE GROUP SCATTERS. THE FIVE POLICE AT THE STATION ARE POWERLESS TO DO ANYTHING AND RECEIVE A FEW PUNCHES THEMSELVES. AS OTHER POLICE ENTER THE STATION, THEY ALL SCATTER. DAN IS LYING ON THE FLOOR UNCONSCIOUS. WIGGY IS HOBBLING. THE MEN WHO CAME WITH THEM ARE NOTICEABLE BY THEIR ABSENCE.


WIGGY KNEELS NEXT TO DAN AND A POLICEMAN CUFFS HIM.

WIGGY:
(WHILE BEING LEAD AWAY) “DAN! DAAAANNN!”

ACT 3 SCENE 5

THE LADS ARE ALL IN A&E. DAN IS NOT WITH THEM. THEY ALL HAVE BRUISES AND A COUPLE STITCHES. THEY LOOK WHITE AS SHEETS AND ARE VISIBLY SHOCKED BY THE EVENT. A DOCTOR APPROACHES. 

DOCTOR:
“Alright lads. Just to let you know your friend is doing fine. He got mild concussion but will have stitches in the back of his head.”

AL:
“Thanks doctor.”

DOCTOR:
“We shall have to leave him here overnight for observation I am afraid.”


THE DOCTOR LEAVES. THE LADS LOOK AT EACH OTHER.

MOLEY:
“Shit. His parents are going to kill him.”

TONY:
“You fucking wanker Joey. Everything would’ve been fine if you hadn’t shouted out.”

JOEY:
“Sorry…” HE IS CUT OFF AS TONY LUNGES AT HIM AND HITS HIM IN THE FACE. THE HOSPITAL SECURITY WADES IN AND THROWS BOTH OF THEM OUT. OUTSIDE THE HOSPITAL THEY SIT ON THE PAVEMENT IN QUIET CONTEMPLATION STARING AT THE GROUND.


MOLEY JOINS THEM.

MOLEY:
“Listen lads. Just heard we won the game! Who’s up for the next round?”


TONY STARES AT HIM  INCREDULOUSLY. 

TONY:
“Fuck you mate.”


TONY WALKS OFF TOWARDS THE STATION.


HE IS SEEN BOARDING A TRAIN BACK TO LONDON. HE IS SITTING ON HIS OWN STARING OUT THE WINDOW.

ACT 4  SCENE 1

DAN IS SITTING AT THE DINNER TABLE WITH HIS PARENTS SPORTING A BANDAGE AROUND HIS HEAD.

FATHER:
“Well, son, that’s the last football match you are going to.”

DAN:
“But Dad! There was nothing we could do! We weren’t looking for a fight….”


HE TAILS OFF AS HIS FATHER STARES AT HIM.

MOTHER:
“Dan, we love you. This is not the path we want you to go down. Do you want a criminal record?”

DAN:
“No Mum, I am sorry.”


DAN BEGINS TO WEEP.

ACT 4 SCENE 2

WIGGY GOES TO HIS ROOM. HE SITS ON THE EDGE OF THE BED WITH HIS HEAD IN HIS HANDS.

HE LOOKS UP ON HIS WALL WITH POSTERS OF HOOLIGAN FILMS. 


HE SIGHS, GETS UP AND TEARS EVERYONE OF THEM DOWN. HE THEN OPENS HIS CUPBOARD AND REMOVES ALL THE NEWSPAPER CLIPPINGS.


DAN IS IN HIS ROOM. HE LOOKS AT HIMSELF IN THE MIRROR AND SHAKES HIS HEAD. HE TAKES THE CLOTHES HE BOUGHT TO MAKE HIM LOOK LIKE THE MEMBER OF A FIRM AND PUTS THEM IN A LARGE BAG WHICH HE HIDES UNDER HIS BED.


MOLEY IS SITTING IN HIS FRONT ROOM LOOKING DEPRESSED. HE WATCHES HIS TEAM IN TV. SUDDENLY HIS TEAM SCORES AND HE PUNCHES THE AIR.

ACT 5  SCENE 1

SETTING:  DUSK AT A NORMAL ENGLISH PUB. POOL TABLE, SMOKY, TV SCREENS, PICKLED EGG IN JARS AND SO ON.

PUB SEEMS TO BE IN A NICE MIDDLE CLASS AREA. INSIDE SIT SMARTLY DRESSED GENTLEMAN WEARING NECKTIES, READING THE TIMES. A FEW COUPLES SIT TOGETHER SHARING A BOTTLE OF WINE.

FIVE LADS AGED IN THEIR EARLY TO MID TWENTIES ARE SITTING IN THE BEER GARDEN OUTSIDE ALL DRESSED IN CHAV GEAR THAT SOMEHOW JUST DOES NOT LOOK RIGHT. LACOSTE POLO TOPS WITH SHELL SUITS ADIDAS BOTTOMS, AQUASCUTUM BASEBALL CAPS AND GREY SOCKS. THEY WANT TO LOOK MENACING BUT SEEM TO BE TALKING THE TALK RATHER THAN WALKING THE WALK.

THEY ARE NATTERING AWAY.

CHAV #1:
“Yeah mate, it’s all going to boot off this weekend”

CHAV #2:
“Can’t wait. We’ll stay in the Kings Head opposite the station and wait for ‘em.”


THE REST LAUGH NERVOUSLY SIPPING THEIR PINTS.


THE CAMERA ZOOMS OUT ABOVE THEIR HEADS.


IN THE BACKGROUND THE DEVIL IS LYING ON THE ROOF OF THIS PUB SWIRLING HIS TAIL AND LAUGHING. 


A NEW BREED OF WANNABEE HOOLIGANS IS GROWING IN ANOTHER TOWN. 

THE END
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