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training, plus the equipment — the Emmm?oomﬂomv grade-three
rope and half-a-dozen anchors ~ you'd get five hundred
commandos over that wall and inside in three minutes.

Pause.

Jan Pitywe ain’t got no rope or anchors.

Louis Yeah.

Jan Isthat what you tried to sign up for?

Louis What?

Jan A commando?

Louis Oh,nota commando, no. 1 wouldn’t mind being a
commando, but I didn’ttry that. I mean, they only take the
cream, just the cream. T thought: well, I know I ain’t the
cream. You've got to be the cream. 1 didn’t think it was worth
wrying the commandos, since I didr’t have a chance. I thought
T'd try something where I had a chance, you know. Avoid the
frustration of getting turned down.

Jan Yeah

Louis So I tried what I thought 1 had a chance, a good
chance. That’s what bugged me, getting turned dowrL
Jan It would.

The crowd roars.

Hilly, header — over.

Louis We’re murdering them.

Jan Yeah There was a mate of mine who went to Paris.
And he got really pissed, so pissed. On that aniseed drink.
Makes you really pissed, so next morning, if you drink a glass

of water you get pissed all over again.

Louis Commandos ain’t allowed to touch that stuff. Not
allowed to drink, except after a mission successfully
accomplished.
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Jan  Well, he was in the Navy, see
Louis Rum.
a .
.W_SMAS W%M:_NM M.wamm :w in Paris with a few blokes and got
she 1s head on this aniseed dri ’ 1
ma ol : eed drink. A
p for the Foreign Legion. Walked in pissed mzmbmmw% mnww:mm
. , T want
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Louis Christ.
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Vel ears Q E out,

Louis Jesus.
an Hi
J His mum was arf annoyed.

Louis T wi
wish me mum ain’t hi
ain’t hidden me Doc Martens.

Jan Hisn i
1um said to my muin, she said, “Tony he’s alwa
ays
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Louis [ wouldn’t mind joini
forget, n’t mind joining the Foreign Legion. To

~ Jan VYeah.

Loui
ouis IfI wanted to forget, I'd sign up like a shot

— Hkogﬂm H wwﬂm S SOMe viCious _me—.mk Awm m waaw M oreign legion.
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« Vice 1 m w
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m Vicious.

m Jan He don’t send nothi

T send nothing home nei

s A 5 e neither. At le: n
Jtvas m the Navy he sent something home feast when he

_._ H\.Q.—-.Hm HJ“—: v\ V U €8
€ Deen UHNV\HN‘MW mw~mﬂwu minutes.

| .... HL : »
“r . ouis  Paul’ll go spare if we don’t get in.
~ Jan Itaint my fault.
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Pause.
o TE 1
ing i lc. Put it this way: .
b clis by :w %ocm mﬂwmoivw shoes if Paul sces £ This is disgusting. Disgusting. This shouldn’t be allowed
éocdemwﬂﬁova%oc« o Shouldn’t be allowed. Twenty-odd times I've been to

. Manchester this year. An’ to Wolverhampton, Burnley,
Sheflield. To Birmingham, Ipswich, Villa Park, Newcastle,
Jan e chat, Jan Shouldn’t have Liverpool, Middlesbrough, Derby. An’ Leicester and Stoke
Louis He shouldn’t have done thal, and Leeds and Coventry. All that, on fares. Standing in the
o ed. train, five hours . . . eight hours . . . standing up in wet
pr QIM1se

ahink T feel? - clothes, no fucking food on the train . . . standing up in the
Jan How do you ~ rainon the terraces . . . like . . . cattle. No roof to keep the

rain off . . . Lavatories stinking like cesspits. Warm beer in

paper cups . . . no food at the grounds . . . herded about by
the cops. No wonder they call us animals. That’s how they
fucking treat us. (He growls, impersonating an ape.)

Silence. The crowd is gently murmuring off-

~ HQ m&» H al N . s 5 3 \\Z\M ‘m
ﬁu. mm N \fw \w C S. %.N 2 Cés. & \N
1 00 NNNSQ ; mm aces furn. 1THACE. Mas FA) Ay

against the wall

Jan No luck? Jan and Lowuis laugh, goad him on. He behaves more ape-like.
1 olares at him He stops.
Paul glares :

asking twenty-five quid for a

Paul Fuckingtout™ asking,

Paul They treat dogs better. That’s *cause we’re fucking
« 1 fm ome. Jesus.
uid for one. Jes
.o cket, Twenty-five 4
standing ticke

animals, Lou, son.

Gt B s

Louis (acts ape) Yeah.
Pause.

Paul Treat people like animals, that’s how they act. Those
bloody lavatories at most of the football grounds in England,
if they were like that at the factory, Lou, everyone’d walk out.
Strike until they’re cleaned up. Bloody clubs expect you to
pay to get into them.

Louis Dit steep.
Helditup, b :
Huwﬂw am 1 om)nannww, Great crowd T ound
n . . 11 . c
MMM and that. Posh voice, ww&. Mr:& q
Em,af cunt. (He paces about again.)

eld it up. Said. A.mOé
him. Blokes in suits,
id. He got it. Cunt.

L Gl e

e did. In his hand, h

e

i
.

R i

Louis I reckon I missed about fifteen goals this season,
are we? .

: in ) o
Jan We . . . ain’L gonna get i, cause I couldn’t see.

Paul Whole day and twenty quid to see the match at
Paise. Coventry and I couldn’t see either fucking goal. Talked to this

bloke who went to Holland one year . . . see United against

: rty-foot length of rope
. <aving, if only Thad a thirty
Loumis 1 wassaymg,!

chor — over the tOp-

and an an v ove? (He pals ~ Ajax. Oh, it’s a different world over there. Never have to
1 Isthatallyou need? What have 1 .WMMMM%. thm%mm .e bother over there <. sitdown ... bring WOE.&.UaQ. and
Pau . chbrush, complete o - lovely hot food, waiters do . . . while you’re sitting there,
his pockets.) Electric LOOtIBT = oulbs and a set of sparking - el i . e you re sithng :
us . acket of three, six light bulbs tenath of OpE. - while the matchis on . . . like a fucking nightcluh, not like a
ym T Uﬂowmwmv P o anchor and 1o thirty-foot 1eng - football ground . . . All the geezers take their bints . . . great.
plugs but . . - g
Sorry. =

s
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Louis Like cricket. the fever rushing
, €T rushung through you —
? , head , ¢ you — all of them, build i
Paul Eh : v\om MMM steam E.a then when it explodes SmﬁMHMM Hm .Euv get a
Louis Never have no riots at cricket. ¢ >:m&m WM: animals, say piss off we Qo:w ; sym,:: eir hands of
y know they’ve got you hooked. That %ocwmww mﬁm&i
0

wi
.%ocﬂ Hr.nE. That seems more of a cri
crimes we're supposed to do

Louis Atleast we

Paul Well, not often.
me to me. Than the

Jan Never have no aggro at Wimbledon — tennis and that.
,
I be able to sec it on the te]

Paul F ucking Jesus.

Louis Thart’s blasphemy.

Louis Treat you better. You can see. Get something for I
y tomorrer,

your money more than the game.

Jan Don’t exploit you.
Paul You what?

Jan Me Uncle. .. Tom~
Paul Oh

Jan Said he hates being exploited. His governor exploited
him, he said. He told him what to do. Where to go.

Paul So what. God’
- God’s dead. They ki g g
Louis No. y killed him in the war.

Paul Up there, Iaj
, laid out his co
sky-blue 5 corpse and wra -
O.% blue shroud. Shows he was always a fu E@ﬁm& e
Aty supporter., cking Manchester
More r0ars off

Paul 1wish.. s
1ist, what’s happening. Jan, whats -

Pause. Louis A
ouis oal! We’y o s o
There was something else. To make me blood bubble, 1o look ¢ Veve scored! We're winning —

forward to . . . to . . . mean something.

¢ Paul Nar, weren’t loud enough for a goa
-~ Jan (siuggling wirh i) Bloody dial
Paul What - give’s.

L. Jan, the radio.

Pause. — busted.

There was this boy I used to know . . . a student, at the
factory, one summer . . . for a bit of packet money, he worked
a couple of weeks . . . then Mr Baker found out about him
and got him out of the factory so fast you couldn’t see him
move. Junkie, see. Oh yeah. I saw him after, in the High
Street. Said it happened at the Black Lion. Lot of pushers
there. An’ he didn’t want to know. They pumped him with
the stuff. Held him down and shot it into him . . . and then, It must be a R —
later, after he’d got hooked, they wouldn’t always sell him it. Jan  Sodic > ustb
‘cause they kept putting up the price. See. An’ he said, X ‘

‘Cunts, they got me hooked an’ then said no.” (He paces, turns.}
Bloody foothall clubs. Get you hooked, get you boiling, get

\ ..wwm Bloody dial fucked, or the batteries gone flat

Lous
ouis  What happened? Gotra know what

hap; -
an Ican't help it - ppened

Paul Pissing hell.

e a goal!

OuIs \/\
€ Wi
'. €1 ny :zm We must U@ (a\::uzwm

Paul Ger thay radio —
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Jan 1 can’t Paul, it’s smashed.
Paul Smashed, Ill fucking smash it —
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L.
anted to see tha
: anted to see that . .. W

Louis I wante

Paul lels out an animal cry and Tuns against the wall, smashing
himself aganst it.

Louis Paul, for Christ’s sake.

Paul If it weren’t for that wall. .
Louis Paul,don’tbea stoopid bastard, you
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3
Jan Better ind the St John’s men.
Louis He’s mad, he’s crazy.
Jan Yeah.
3
Louis 1wonder who scored:

The roars giow, the lights fade. Blackout.

Scene Three

Nuﬁwmﬂ. MMNQ 'Svﬂtw& Q,\.N\Nm GQQN\G& ubﬁwﬁwm. N\ngﬁw :%.
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Enter Jan.

Abide with Me
Jan  Sull nil-nil.
Louis Oh.

Jan  Apparenty it’s all United. Southampton are right _
knackered. They’re soaking up so much punishment. The
bloke on the ice-cream van said — he’s got a portable telly.

y Louis See it?

Jan Nar, there was such a crowd there. Anyway he said it

looks like there’ll be an avalanche in the last twenty minutes,
Six or seven goals.

T En T

Louis Great.

¥
-

Jan  What you doing?
Louis Fixing the tranny.

Jan (looks)  Bloody hell. You've . . . got it all back together.
Louis Yeah, still ain’t working yet, but —
Jan @ didn’t know you could fix radios.

Louis Me sister’s husband, he does radios an’ that. In the

Navy. Wireless operator. Real skill. He’ll make a bomb when
- he gets out. Electronics an’ that. Tried to get me to have a go
- atit. I said, ‘Leave off: I work in a factory, mate. No chance.’

_,mc,mrmaoaﬁomwoi me how to do it. An’ showed me how .
-~ trannys work.

RIS A T A D sl

Jan  Christ. I didn’t know you was good at that sort of thing.

Louis No? Learned the basics on me refrigeration course.
The crowd roars.

an Il be good o hear the last fifieen minutes.

Louis If[can getit fixed . .. See, it’s the . . . I dunno how
0 explain it, I dunno what the things are called.
Jan

] Well, so long as you can fix it - that’s the important
 thing,

89
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Louis Isit?
it 1 (S.
Jan Sure, course 1L1s. That’s what count
* 5

M k]
it agree.
Leouis DPity the recruiung officer didn’t ag

-..—95 Oh.

—.n-——-m _ :_n— 1 m ::—Awrvm Nn::ﬁ. >.: WUWVCH): S >uw D—NRH:
W\w C
C_.OOWM. mnw wmﬂ&. HT@H@ s not H:COM~ ONHM A‘OH &N: m O—OOW umwwum‘”:ﬁ

in Bellast.

Pause.

u.m@ Wwas ¥ wm: Sar astic. ‘ _wm A:r ! w OKE € 1180 . .
€ UH u. WETCY _,VN.Q MMA
C m m /

r“HHQ.. HLDOHWu mwav v ou amn t mDﬂ too H:—\—nww o111 mOR you at —”ww@

competent
moment. But if you can prove yourself as a p

nur cirician Hm V\OC Mnmuuw a Uﬂﬁ more, conie —Umwnr na v\ﬂms ﬁ::w
v

we’ll have another look at you.’
Jan Oh

i ternoon.
Louis Attwo o’clock in the af

Louis |l go back then.
e i hen to go back. I'll g

is I wrote it downw Mig b : wwr o
zww other-in-law, when he’s on leave, he’s going o_ %.H wgm

™ - - 5 - u
afe :masm.n. Get me to look a bit oos;%nﬂwsﬁ as mﬂp% mnﬁ cian
. e ,o. - e 3 ers

%Mw n, well — fingers crossed, I'm keeping me fing

an 1,

crossed.
i 1 ers
J Bit difficult mending wirelesses with crossed fingers,
an Bi
in't it?
They laugh.

Louis GCome in handy on the Plain though —

%)
Jan Eh: )
i .. Full

Louis With the cadets, two é.n,nrwu mmwu.mwrm%cma iy, el
oeuvres. Had to do everything, we Q. i duey

E&uw .omsﬁuwnmu oh a lot of camping. Food nev

ran olfea fo

moom& me when you’re out in the open

own somn.
Payse.

g ..
5

- " Twish it could be Jike that every day of the
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Jan I remember when you come back - so energetic!

Louis 1tsa different world. Just like the Army, it is. Like

a
family. Looks after you, laoks after you.

Pause.

Jan  More bloody reliable than me Uncle Harold.
Louis Well -

Jan  When me dad pissed off] he said he’d treat me like his

His son never hears from him neither.

Me grandad always said they’d hang Harold.
Louis They don't hang people no more.

Jan  Me grandad said they'd bring back hanging specially
for him.

Louis  You oughta join the cadets, Jan. That's what you
oughta do.

Jan Twantiwo.. he part of something.

Louis Yeah -

~ Jan  Like when we’re standing there . . . on the Stretford
- End ... crushed in, thousands of us . .
- the red and white, it don’t matter that
. “cause you’re like brothers, s
- together . .. and all leaning

breathing

- and cause you're in
no one knows you,

o close ... all together . . . all
together, the same way, and all
together, like, not thousands of people, but like
~one . . like a grear giant hreathing.

The crowd’s roars subside,

week, Better than
 the fucking factory.

-
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vé i list,

Louis Giveit a try on Thursday . . . that Smmw get in, enlis

o | |
;11 be like it all the time, every day of the wee
Jan Well?

Louis Thursday night. N
Jan Tllhave...a look. But I ain’t saying I'll join.

a e

Louis Thursday then.
Jan Right

Enter Panl, his head bandaged.

Paul Would have to be the same fucking eye.

Jan Paul-youall right?

Paul Yeah, P'm all right. Couple of stitches.

Jan Oh-

Paul No anaesthetic.

Louis No?

i ¢ "1 said. ‘Stufl
Paul St John’s bloke said, “Tll give you a shot.” 1 said

. .,
g stitches 1.
that son, I don’t want none of that. Just bung the s
»
Still nil-nil.
Louis Yeah.

’ i oals. Two a
Paul Last ten minutes, there'll be a flood of goa
s 1
minute, T reckon. What you doings

Louis Fixing the tranny. Nearly fixed it.

Silence.
Paul Didn’t know you could —

Louis Yeah.

.M ”a ﬁwwr YO AWOHW t ant 1o i€ H(au N.WA 1 HZw.\: u \mvx
[ w %O can
ub\&Om. AL HWH.“:(. Owwu wwb Hw wvnﬂ, c V\CC Q.O.‘:‘wm NE ﬁwwm S O&Qﬁwm

ith wires.
plug-fixing and that, if he knows you can twiddle with wi

E——
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Louis I wouldn’t mind that. Out of the spray shop,
_ money doing electrics than shoving cans through an o
Pause.

more
Ven.

=

Paul I’d not let Mr Baker hear about that, if I was you.
Right, Jan?

> i

T g

Fause.
I said —
Jan Right,

Pause.

At least . . . we was here on the day.

Payse,

r—

Something to tell our grandchildren.

Paul What?

Jan Here on the day . .

- Man United, the Red Devils,
Doc’s Army won the cup

Paul Doc’s Red Army, an’ Doc’s cockne
be marching tonight, mate . .

match, but — tonight . . . marching through Piccadilly,
thousands of us . . . see the lights going off in the pubs as we
approach . . . Be some glass flying tonight, be some glass

memerSErmE....SoEm%msEmeE.\E together,
marching through London . . |

v army — we’ll
. Oh Christ. . . missed the

Puause,

Just the thought of it . . . makes me wanna wet meself.
Jan Eh?
[ 4

Paul  Felt like thar after the semi . | | felt it throbbing
through me . .. We'll he marching tonight. Better not catch
sight of your Uncle Harold.

Jan N-no,
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Paul This Thursday, the replay —
ot s Paul All together. Louis But Paul... got to have a hundred per cent record.
_ﬂ_ i Jan Yeah. |
_l._ Paul No worries, no Cares,

Paul Lou baby, you’ve gotta get your priorities right, son.
All that obliterated, just the —

Louis 1 seen all the matches.
L Louis Likethe cadets, Jan.
|
| Paul ER?

z her.
Louis Plunge in, no Cares, all togeth

1
t
m For the regular army, got to prove I'm hundred per cent
i ; hink about.
nothing to have w T

Paul Can’t miss the replay. Can he, Jan?

Silence. The crowd is roaring.

Louis But Paul -
__ Paul Wrong army.

Paul Can’tlet everyone down, Lou.
| Louis No.
Long pause.

Paul You fixed that radio yet?

Louis Won’t make no difference whether I’m there or not

Paul (grabs him)  Lou, kiddo — United need you.
Louis Almost.

Louis Need me? They don’t need me. Or you. Or Jan.
lay . . .
Paul Gonna be a repia)

Don’t give a fuck about us. How come we’re outside if they
need us? Cadets need me, make me a part of them, take me
in, give me food, give me a home, give me . . . a job. Give me

something to do. United don’t give a shit. Take me money,
that’s all.

Jan Sdllten minutes.

” Q.F,—._. Mwwﬂw ; Oworwﬂ ﬁw:w m@ . O i
me Cm now . .. {00 H:;hpp 1o 1 —ﬁ—W
wowwww i HWWH ¢ mﬁm;ww H 5 ¢ m /\ m. 1
m 2 A_:\: - H.rr ny wwm. < ; wr»ﬂmlﬂ.w M:r € :OWW”\M

then. .
H.o,ﬁwm 1 thought it was Wednesday

Paul No... they've got us all, got you . . . You can’t do
without them.

Panl Thursday.

Louis Gonna try hard, Paul.
Louis But Thursday, 5€€; Thursday —

Pause.

Paul What? o
Louis Thursday, well, every Thursday, cadets’ mg
o

‘Jan Gotta come, Lou. Gotta come.
Pause.

Louis  Want the Army, Paul. Like you want it, Jan.
) 10 the cadets.
Go on Thursdays Lo

‘aul  Jan, don’t be a prick — Jan don’t want —
: e mylaving.
a Not when nited are piaymsg

ouis Be someone?
- play on a _\H.,wugm,m&.Nv\.
Louis They neverpiay




96 Barbarians

Paul Issomeone. Right, Jan? Down your road, when you
set out in your drills and tartan, eh?

Louis When I set out in my cadet’s drills and —
Paul Lou, son—

They struggle.

You're fucking coming.

Louis Ain’t throwing it away, boy. Ain’t gonna be like
you when I'm your age. Factory six days, life on one? That
ain’t a life. That ain’t living.

He pulls away. Pal flicks a knife, holds it towards Louis.
Louis Aw, don’t be stupid. I'm on your side.
Paul You've changed sides.

Jan Paul...he’s Lou

Paul Done things for you, Lou son, done things for you this
year. At Sheffield when they got you in the bog, twenty of
them . . . when you went in the wrong bog and they got you, 1
waded in . . . kicked his fucking head in to release you.

Louis You didn’t do that for me, Paul. You did it *cause
you get your fix kicking fucking heads in. Me, T was just the
excise.

Paul Did it for you . . . ’cause you're one of Doc’s soldiers.
Louis No, Paul. .. putitaway, Paul. ..

Jan Not today, Paul. . . not on the Cup Final. No sense of
occasion.

Paul You sound like your fucking Uncle Harold. Cunt —
Jan Good bloke.
Paul What's he ever done for you?

Jan Visited me in the home every week, some boys had no
one visit them.
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P
anl  Bollocks. He was probably screwing the matron

Jan  Payl . . drop it, let it drop.

Paul You're gomma be here Thursday, Lou

“tthe repran » gonna be here

Louis begins 10 shake his head. P,
crowd lets oui g deafening roar.

Jan  Chrigt.
Paul That’s a goal.

wﬂ._ goes to lunge at him but he
1t continues loud

Jan  Scored!

.~ Paul Jesus.

Jan  Just before the death -

b\ \u 7 g
m~m§§%»~b. mmmm NNQ Q%GRN N.N w®\ﬁmm HLQ.-H.HM %Nﬁ&ﬁ&h ~N~WQ»N.\“G3N N\NNNB.

Paul Musta been Pearson -
Jan  Hill was going close.
Panl Radio working, Lou - quick.
Louis W orking.

He hands the radio to Paxl,

Hw&. Only joking,
right. No replay now
the radio 1o one ear.)

mlmﬂ 20 problem. Thursday, cadets all
we've doneit. .. Oh great. (He holds

- Jan Who scored ie? . _ | Got the station. Who -

Paul is deathy. Pause, The roars continue.
Paul Siokes,

Pause,

Jan  Own goal?

- Pause.
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. ) hall

Paul McCalliog split the defence with a long through-bal
m\ ; -

and Stokes . . . put it in the corner.

Pause.

Jan It’snot possible.

Paul Fucking radio ain’t lying.

Fause.

Oh Jesus. (He holds s head.)

Jan Five minutes to g0 sull .

Paul looks at him.

Jan Oh Christ. (Almost tearful.)

i s 1 ible? After all we've
’s it possible? How’s 1t posst it H
MNMW 9” MMMMODH.V. . so far, so much . . . days 1n QH mevz MMWMM,
mm,mo.ﬁzmw,wz that . . . fighting . . . Pipped for the League

now . . .

Louis edges away.

Paul Where you sneaking off to?
Louis [I'm going home.

Paul Match ain’t over.

Louis Itisnow.

. . 1
Paul When the mob getsout. .. tonight, oh tonight there
he fucking hell break loose.

Louis That’s why 'm going home.
Pause.

Il come round for you Thursday, Jan.
He goes.

Paul What's he mean by that?

Pause.

Jan Dunno. Dunno what he means.

1 Abide with Me
w Pause. The roars continue.
_. Paul He’s gone. He’s chicken. He’s a wank. There, that’s
what happens when ol’ Lil gropes you.
Jan  She used o grope everyone.
Paul Did she grope you?
Jan  Used to, till Lou came.
Paul 1wonder why she never groped me?
Payse,
Tonight . . . oh Christ, tonight. . . il be like . . . He weren’t

trying to chat you into Joining the fucking Army was he?
Pause.

Said -
Jan  The cadets, he made it sound like . . . a family.

Paul We’re your family. United, the biggest family in the

land . . . oh tonight, you'll see tonight . . . it’ll be like after the

¢ Spurs match . . . after coming back from White Hart Lane . . .

.. Well assemble at Euston . . . we'll march in file, wave after
wave of us . . . the streets’ll empty as we approach . . .

-

§ The hights begin lo fude. Jan goes the way Louis wen.

" Paul is alone stage centre. As the lights fade, a spot continues 1o
iluminate his face until only his Jace is it,

g

- Paul They’ll barricade the windows, the pubsll lock their

- dooars, the lights will go off in the shops and the police will line
_the pavements, white with fear . . . Cops’ hats’ll bobble like

decorations on a windy promenade . . . The air will be heavy

.~ with shouts and yells and the smashing of glass . . . No one

- will ignore us. We will not be ignored. They’ll talk about us,
- write about us, hate us. Hate us. Hate us. Animals, ¢

B . . . .
‘animals . . . not ignore me . . . won’t he ignored . .
ignore me. .. not...ignore . . . me.

_.._;NN& lights go to black. More roars.

3

all us
. not
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