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Football Crazy is a novel about Frogley Town, an impoverished north of England football club who ply their trade, just, in the Coca-Cola League Two. The club takes on a new lease of life when they are taken over by local millionaire meat pie manufacturer Joe Price, an arch traditionalist who has vowed to take the team all the way to the Premiership - and might very well achieve that lofty ambition if football hooligan-hating Frogley Police Chief Superintendent Screwer doesn't achieve his own ambition first. Lots of laughs, sex, drugs, rock and roll, chicanery and heartache, but very few goals.



Superintendent Screwer fixed Hawks with a beady eye. When would they ever learn? “Where there is football, Sergeant, there is football hooliganism. Having previously been stationed at Leeds I know that for a fact; and I know all about the cancer in our society that football hooliganism has become.”

“With respect sir, what few supporters the Town still have are nothing like Leeds United supporters.”

Screwer glared at him. If Hawks had been the office door the paint would have blistered. “Respect?” he screamed. “Respect, Sergeant Hawks? You aren't showing me any fucking respect! If you were you wouldn't be arguing with me, you would be making plans to adequately police Frogley Town's opening game of the season!”

Hawks bit his lip. Retirement and that cottage in the Lakes suddenly seemed very far away. “Yes sir.”

Screwer drew in his horns a little. “Football supporters are the same the world over, Sergeant. Animals. Nothing more, nothing less. Take my word for it, just because the fans of Frogley Town have yet to reveal their true colours doesn't mean to say that one day they aren't going to.”

“No sir.”

The horns shot back out again as if spring-loaded. “Well just let them! They will not find the Frogley Police Force wanting. Not while my name is Herman Screwer they won't. We'll be ready for them, Sergeant. Ready to whip them into line; ready to break them; ready to smash the brainless bastards into submission!” He suddenly smashed his right fist into his left hand. The splat of the bone of his knuckles colliding with the flesh of his palm made Hawks wince. “Crowd control, that's the name of the game. Do you know who my hero is, Sergeant?”

Hawks didn't, and didn't want to, he just wanted to leave. “No sir?”

Screwer offered a clue. “He rode a white horse.”

Hawks thought for a moment. “Attila the Hun, sir?”

Screwer smiled in fond recollection. “'The Policeman on the White Horse', Sergeant. 1923 Cup Final at Wembley. One man controlling the uncontrollable; a crazed mob of over two hundred thousand. Now that's what you call crowd control! What are we like for tear gas?” 
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FOOTBALL CRAZY

 




PROLOGUE

 


“Football isn’t a matter of life and death. It’s more important than that” – Bill Shankly

 


When the Frogley Town Supporters Club pre-season meeting was due to begin only six people occupied the hundred or so chairs set out in rows in the upstairs concert room of the Shoulder of Mutton. Stanley Sutton, the Chairman of the Supporters Club, suspected that even one of the six who had bothered to attend was a tramp who had come in out of the cold.

Aged sixty four, Stanley was about five feet four inches tall and no more than seven stones wet through; which he frequently was, by virtue of his tramping the mean streets of Frogley every spare moment he had, stoically selling tickets for the Frogley Town Development Fund Weekly Prize Draw. 

He decided to give it another five minutes, even though he knew it was unlikely that anyone else would turn up. He looked with sadness at the sea of empty chairs. What was the matter with folk, he asked himself for the umpteenth time, didn’t they want a football team in Frogley?

Five minutes passed. Nobody else turned up and one who had turned up went, claiming he thought he might have left the chip pan on. Stanley hoped he had and that it had set fire to his kitchen and burned his house down, then quickly got the meeting under way before anyone else came up with some other lame excuse to leave. 

He rapped on the trestle table with his knuckles. “I declare t’ meeting open. First item on t’ agenda is approval of t’ minutes of last meeting. Do I have a proposer?” He scanned the rows of chairs. No one seemed interested in proposing the motion, not least the suspected tramp, who had by now fallen asleep and was gently snoring. Stanley asked the pitiful assembly again, this time almost pleading with them. “Anybody?” 

“What’s t’ point, Stanley?” It was Alf Nadin, a man of about Stanley’s age, from the front row. 

“T’ point Alf?” said Stanley, surprised at such a question from a man who was chair of the local pigeon fancier’s club and thus knew full well the formal procedure adopted by official meetings. “T’ point is we can’t have a meeting until we’ve approved t’ minutes of t’ last meeting.”

Alf sighed. “I mean what’s t’ point of having a meeting at all?”

“What does tha mean, at all?” 

“Well, tha were at t’ club’s AGM last week so tha knows as well as I do that if t’ club doesn’t pay off their overdraft t’ bank has threatened to foreclose on them. And there’s about as much chance of them paying off t’ overdraft as there is of them winning t’ European Cup. I don’t know why we bother. They’re t’ worst team in whole of t’ football league; a right load o’ wankers they are, and no mistake.”

Stanley knew there was some truth in this but would have chosen death in preference to admitting it. Instead he defended his beloved team, his jaw thrust out in defiance. “No they aren’t, Alf. No they’re not.”

“No, you’re right Stanley,” Alf conceded. “Wankers know what they’re doing.”

“Don’t make fun of my football team, Alf,” Stanley admonished him. “I love t’ Town. Sometimes when I’m slaving away on that Bone Pulveriser at Price’s Pie Factory t’ thought of seeing t’ Town of a Saturday is t’ only thing as keeps me sane.”

“Well tha’rt not going to be sane for much longer then, is all I can say,” said Alf, with an air of impending doom. “Because mark my words, Frogley Town is going to finish up like another Accrington Stanley, Stanley.” 

Fully aware that Accrington Stanley had been re-admitted to the Coca-Cola League in 2006 after spending years in the wilderness, Stanley was about to seize on this as a probable likelihood if ever Frogley Town, God forbid, were to suffer a similar fate, when Alf continued, “Except that Accrington Stanley got back in to t’ league eventually. If t’ Town drop into t’ Conference they’ll be there till kingdom come.”

Deep down Stanley knew Alf was right in his forecast of what would happen if ever Frogley Town lost their league status. The feeling of abject misery this gave him could not have been worse if the entire dark forces of The Lord of the Rings had suddenly descended on him.

 




CHAPTER ONE

 


Following a defeat at White Hart Lane a Tottenham Hotspurs supporter ran to the Spurs dugout and threw a punch at their manager, Glen Hoddle. It was the first recorded case of the fan hitting the shit

 


Standing on the Lancashire/Yorkshire border, directly on the flight path of airplanes landing at Manchester Ringway Airport, Frogley is a town of some ninety odd thousand souls (and a hundred and thirty two odd souls, who reside in the local mental hospital, but more of that later). Someone once called Frogley a sleepy little town, and if that is the case it’s probably because there’s never very much going on there worth waking up for. Nor could it ever be accused of being pretty; old mill towns never are, and Frogley is no different. Once, when the town council erected a notice 'You Are Now Entering Frogley, Please Drive Slowly', it wasn't long before one of the more astute residents had painted out the word 'Slowly' and replaced it with 'Quickly'. The notice, changed from a polite request to a piece of helpful advice, was considered by most residents to be entirely appropriate. 

The airplanes pass over the drab millstone grit houses at a height of about five thousand feet, and if a passenger were to look down he would be able to pick out the home of Stanley Sutton quite easily - not because it was a large house, it wasn't, it was a two-up two-down in the middle of row up on row of terraced houses - but because Stanley had painted every inch of his house in the Frogley Town Football Club colours of red, green and yellow stripes. From that height it stood out, as the captain of an American Airlines Boeing 757 had once remarked to his co-pilot, in language no less colourful than the Suttons’ house, ‘like a nail in a black’s ass’. 

If, maybe due to severe turbulence over the Pennines or the pilot making a bit too merry with the duty free, the airplane had happened to be flying over Frogley at a height of five hundred feet instead of five thousand feet, and the date happened to be August 2nd 2010, a passenger looking down on Stanley Sutton's house might have seen Stanley serenely applying a fresh coat of paint to one of the yellow stripes on the front of his house. However one would have had to be passing the humble house on Abbatoir Street on foot to have overheard the conversation that was taking place between Stanley and his wife Sarah Jane, after she’d returned from shopping and observed what Stanley was doing.

“I see as you've enough money for paint then, Stanley Sutton,” she snapped.

Stanley didn't pause in his brushwork. “T' house has to look right for t' start of t' new football season, Sarah Jane.”

Sarah Jane sniffed her disapproval. “I haven't had a new coat in ten years. T' house has had ten new coats in that time.”

“Nine”, Stanley corrected her. “I didn't paint it in 1998.”

“Only because tha fell off t' roof in 1997 and broke thee back. Six months tha were off work and not a penny coming in apart from t' pittance tha got off t' sick. Not as it would have made any difference because t' more money we have t' more tha spends on that Godforsaken football team of thine.”

Stanley stopped painting for a moment and regarded his wife. It was completely beyond his comprehension that he should have to explain such a thing, but he did nevertheless. “Town's my life, Sarah Jane. I’d do owt for t’ Town”

Sarah Jane scowled at him. “Aye, and don't I bloody well know it.”

She made to go inside.

“Have you seen owt of Fentonbottom?” Stanley enquired of her. “Only I haven't seen him all morning.”

“And can you wonder?” Sarah Jane said, pouring more scorn on him. “When it saw thee with that paint pot it probably ran off with its tail between its legs if it’s got any sense.”

Stanley was indignant. “I didn't paint Fentonbottom, Sarah Jane. I dyed him. Painting a dog could kill it.” He resumed painting, then added, “According to that bloke at B and Q.”



Nowadays the Coca-Cola Football League, of which Frogley Town is a member, has a minimum standard for the stadiums of the football clubs who wish to play in its competitions. Fortunately for Frogley Town this minimum standard doesn't apply to clubs who were already members of the league when the standard was introduced, as it is doubtful whether their stadium at the present time would get them into the Tonga League Division Eight.

This was not always the case. In their glory years in the 1930's the stadium was reckoned to be one of the finest in the north of England - indeed at one stage there was talk of it being used as a venue for an FA Cup semi-final - and as late as the 1960's it could be compared with stadiums such as Maine Road and Goodison Park.

But in the 1960's the fortunes of the club began to decline, and although it was a gentle decline they nevertheless found themselves in the old Third Division, now the Coca-Cola League Two, by the 1980's, and thereafter in a constant battle to stay in that division and miss the drop to the dreaded Nationwide Conference; which they only just managed to do year in year out by the skin of their teeth. 

Like breeds like and the decline of the stadium went hand in hand with the decline in the team's fortune. It was the same old story, lack of success on the field equals fall in attendance, equals fall in revenue, equals less money to maintain both stadium and team, equals more lack of success, equals more fall in attendance, etcetera etcetera.

There was a time when the stadium could, and did on occasions, hold sixty thousand spectators - twelve thousand in the grandstand and forty eight thousand standing. Now, due to the old grandstand having fallen into such a bad state of repair that it had had to be demolished in 1995, and the entire 'popular' side having been fenced off as it had been deemed to be too dangerous, the ground capacity was much reduced. What remained of the stadium in Offal Road was terracing behind each goal, one end covered, one uncovered, although the covered end might just as well have been uncovered, so many and so large were the holes in its corrugated iron roof; and a temporary grandstand, hastily erected when the old grandstand had to be demolished - but for 'temporary' now read permanent, since there was about as much chance of the club ever having the money to build a new grandstand as there is of Arsene Wenger ever seeing one of the Arsenal players committing a foul.

Compared to the sixties the stadium today had a capacity of just twenty thousand, two thousand spectators in the grandstand and eighteen thousand on the terraces. It wouldn't have mattered if the capacity had been reduced to only two thousand, there would still have been empty places; the average attendance at Frogley in the previous season had been just eighteen hundred and thirty.

Now, three weeks before the new season was due to begin, the stadium having lain fallow over the summer months, there was more grass on the terracing than on the pitch. For the past couple of days the groundsman, old Rutter, had been weeding it, but the weather was fine and sunny now, after a week of solid rain, and it seemed to Rutter that the grass was growing faster than he could pull it out.

The club didn't run to a practice ground, and while Rutter was removing clumps of grass from the terraces the Town players were kicking out clumps of it from the pitch. Due to all the rain the pitch had taken recently it wasn't really fit to play on, but the new season wasn't far away, and needs must. A practice match was in progress, nine a side, for the club only had eighteen players on its books. There was no referee in charge of the game. No coach was in attendance either. Donny Donnelly, the man who performed the dual role of manager and coach, was in his office, one of three portakabins stood on bricks in a corner of the ground that served as the club's offices and dressing rooms. Every so often Donny would open the window and offer encouragement or criticism to his squad, usually the latter, but at the moment the window was shut.

The players of Frogley Town were a mixture of a few older players who at one time had played in a higher league but were now on the way down, a couple of younger players who were on their way up, but mostly players in their mid-twenties who weren't on their way anywhere. Their football reflected this. That isn't to say they were bad - when judged alongside amateur footballers they were good - but they weren't good enough, as is the case with the personnel of most lower division teams, the Premiership being as far removed from such players as the planet Neptune. 

In his office Donny Donnelly, wearing only a leopard skin thong, was lying on his sun bed topping up his tan. Prominent on the wall of the office that faced the door were two large framed photographs, a spotlight playing on each of them, thus guaranteeing that any visitor to Donny's inner sanctum would need to be as blind as a bat to avoid seeing them. One of the photographs was of Ron Atkinson, who was Donny's hero, despite his recent problems (of which Donny claimed Atkinson to be totally innocent, preferring to believe that the disgraced pundit hadn’t called Marcel Desailly a lazy nigger but a mazy dribbler, and had been misquoted). The other photo was of Ron and Donny together, Ron with a friendly arm around Donny's shoulder. It was signed, 'To my mate Donny, Big Ron'. All the money in the world could not have bought it. 

Apart from their respective heights, Ron being about six two and Donny nearer five two, the images on the photo were quite similar, both in build and features. Both of them had pudgy bodies and fat faces sporting a Mediterranean tan, and both had blonde hair worn combed over the top of their head in the manner favoured by Bobby Charlton when he still had some hair to favour. However if you looked closely at the photo you would see that while Ron was naturally blonde Donny was blonde courtesy of a bottle of peroxide, his black roots giving him away. Furthermore Donny had plenty of hair and, unlike Ron, didn't really need to comb it over the top of his head in a vain attempt to camouflage a balding pate.

His thirty minutes up, Donny swung his legs off the sun bed, got to his feet, and went to the mirror to check his tan. It was spot on, midway between light and George Hamilton. Pleased, he went to the window to check on his squad. 

As he looked out at them one of the players, Higgs, a man short in stature and even shorter in talent, was about to take a throwin near the corner flag. About ten players were jockeying for position in the penalty area. Donny nodded his approval. He had recently put in a lot of time coaching Higgs in the art of the long throwin and now the player was putting his newly acquired skill to good effect.

Higgs threw the ball in. Its trajectory was all wrong, much too high, and the ball landed well short of the jostling players. Donny groaned, opened the window and shouted out. “Higgsy!”

Higgs looked over to the portakabin. “Boss?”

“Arch your back more.” Donny demonstrated the required technique, bending backwards from the hips. “To give yourself more leverage.”

Higgs nodded. “Boss.”

The ball was booted back to Higgs by one of the players, missing him by several yards, and after collecting it he prepared to throw it into the penalty area once again. The players jockeyed for position. One of them, Darren Briggs, called over to Higgs. “On me head, Higgsy my son, on me head!”

“How can ye miss a target like that Higgsy!” mocked the player guarding Briggs, Jimmy 'Floyd' Cragg.

“Bollocks, you Scottish wanka,” retorted the Londoner.

Higgs drew his arms back, arching his back in the prescribed manner.

“That's more like it Higgsy my son,” Donny encouraged him.

Inspired by this, and determined to impress his manager even more, Higgs arched his back even further, but only succeeded in overbalancing and falling flat on his back in the mud, much to the amusement of his team mates.

At the portakabin window Donny rolled his eyes. It was going to be another long season. Then he remembered his idea. He smiled to himself. No, it wasn’t, it was going to be an excellent season. 



Joe Price, the owner of Price's Pies, a large, stout man in his seventieth year, was seated on the back seat of his chauffeur-driven Rolls-Royce, registration number 1 PIE, on the way to his pie factory. His face told anyone who looked upon it that its owner was contradicted about once every Preston Guild. 

As always Price was dressed in a black jacket, black and grey striped trousers and bowler hat, a form of dress he had worn for business for the last fifty years. From the back, with his traditional short-back-and-sides hair style, he looked like the character 'OddJob' in the James Bond film Goldfinger; a coincidence that was instrumental in giving birth to an authentic piece of Joe Price folklore. At the time of the release of the Bond film a youth, noticing the similarity, and seeing Price alighting from his Rolls one morning, had shouted 'OddJob!' at him from across the street before laughing and running off. Later that morning Price, with his chairman of the local Chamber of Commerce connections, had found out where the youth worked and had gone there and demanded he be sacked. He was, immediately and without ceremony. Making further use of his connections Price then made sure the youth failed to find employment anywhere else in Frogley. A week later Price knocked on the youth's front door. When the youth answered the knock Price shouted 'No Job!' at him, laughed in his face, then went on his way.

Price's Pies was by far and away the leading employer in Frogley, over three thousand workers passing through its large iron gates every day. It was also the largest manufacturer of pies in the country by a fair margin. They were excellent pies too, prize-winning pies, their recipes unchanged since the very first pie was baked by Joe Price's father Joshua in 1923.

Price ruled his pie factory by fear. He had found out that this method worked when he took over the running of the factory on the retirement his father in 1958, and had never found reason to change it, even if he'd had the inclination. 

There were no trade unions at Price’s Pies. Price had always paid his workforce ten per cent more than they could get elsewhere locally, and made them work twenty per cent harder for it, so everyone was happy. Price, however, was the happiest. Someone had once tried to get a trades union going in the factory but Price had dealt summarily with this pesky intrusion by giving all non-union workers a twenty per cent rise. Everyone who had joined the union quickly left it to qualify for the rise, and soon after they had all returned to the fold Price dropped everyone's wages back to the previous level.

Now, seated in the back of the Rolls, Price was feeling particularly pleased with himself. He had just met with his solicitors to tie up a couple of loose ends, and the objective he had been working towards for the past couple of months was now a done deal. In a couple of days he would announce it to the media.

Suddenly there was a screech of tyres as the Rolls braked hard, throwing Price forward into the back of the driver's seat with a painful bump. A small dog, dyed in the Frogley Town colours, had suddenly shot out into the road, causing the car’s chauffeur, Slaithwaite, to take evasive action. Alarmed, fearful that his employer had sustained an injury, Slaithwaite turned to him.

“Sorry. Sorry Mr Price, sir. Is tha all reet?”

Price straightened himself up then sat back in his seat. “No bloody thanks to thee, Slaithwaite.” He indicated to the chauffeur to continue the journey with an impatient wave of his arm. “Get me to my pie factory. And then get out of my sight, tha'rt sacked!”

“But …but it were Fentonbottom, Mr Price,” Slaithwaite protested.

“What bottom?” said Price.

“Stanley Sutton's dog, Mr Price. Fentonbottom. It run reet out in front of me, I'd have hit it if I hadn’t braked.”

Price was unmoved. “Tha knows t' rules, Slaithwaite.”

“But....”

“And but me no buts! Joe Price’s chauffeur brakes for nowt only human beings; and then only them as can still work. So get me to my factory, and sharp about it; then get theeself down to t' dole office, if tha’s a mind.”



Donny put on his track suit, replaced the gold medallion round his neck, then carefully combed his hair in the mirror. He checked a couple of times with the Ron Atkinson photos on the wall to ensure he had it just right, as he always did.

The door opened and the occupant of the other half of the portakabin, George Fearnley, the club secretary, came in. George had been with the club for more years than he cared to remember, back to the days when they'd had a decent team, and was Frogley Town through and through. 

During his time at Offal Road George had seen eighteen managers come and go, some of them good, some of them not so good, some of them downright bad. As far as the coaching side of a manager's duties was concerned George judged Donny to be the second most ill-equipped that the club had ever had, being only marginally better than Gianfranco Floriano, the Italian they'd once had who couldn't speak a word of English. In their wisdom the Town board of directors had reckoned that Floriano's reputed coaching skills overrode the language barrier, as he would soon learn English. What they didn't reckon with was that within a week of taking up his position the Italian would be rendered blind when a large piece of masonry fell from the crumbling grandstand and hit him on the head, and that following this, and despite neither being able to talk to or see his players, Floriano had insisted on seeing out his two year contract with the aid of an interpreter and a guide dog. As the guide dog appeared to have an almost pathological aversion to footballers and often bit the Town's players, quite often putting them on the injury list, this new arrangement had proved to be less than satisfactory.

Donny now turned to George, annoyed at the intrusion. “Haven't you ever heard of knocking, George? You might be the club secretary but that doesn't give you the right to just barge in here unannounced. I mean I could have been conducting delicate transfer negotiations for all you know, I could have been buying a new player.” 

“The board have stopped you buying any more players, Donny,” George pointed out.

“All right then, I could have been selling a player.” 

“Who to, the slaughterhouse?”

“Oh very funny I'm sure. Proper comedian, aren't you. Well you'll soon be laughing on the other side of your face. Because you're going to see a big improvement in our performances this season. My word are you. And for two very good reasons. One, thanks to my coaching the lads have got much more close ball control than they had last season; a lot more skill on the ball, if you like.”

At that moment, as if on cue, a football came crashing through the window and ricocheted round the walls before coming to rest at Donny's feet. George almost managed to keep his face straight.

Donny was unabashed. “You can smile, George. The lads will get there. There's many a slip between cup and saucer.”

“Right,” said George, by now well accustomed to Donny's butchered metaphors. He went on, “And the other reason we're going to see a big improvement this season?”

Donny smirked. He was going to enjoy this. He was fully aware that George didn't think much of his managerial skills, but this would show him, this would put him in his place. He puffed out his chest and announced, “I am going to take a mistress.” 

George wasn't sure he'd heard right. “A what?”

“Tell me George, what have Big Ron Atkinson, Malcolm Allison and Tommy Docherty all got in common?”

“They all got the sack. And you're going to be joining them if....”

Donny cut him short. “They have all had mistresses. And at the time they had a mistress they all won the FA Cup. They all got a result in the big one.” He got to his feet to enlarge on his idea. “You see George my theory is that me not having a mistress is the one thing that's stopping me from achieving my full potential as a manager. I’m not exactly sure why, but obviously it has something to do with having your testosterone in balance. Well footballers have more testosterone you see.”

George regarded Donny with amusement. He might be an inept football manager but if he had one saving grace it was that he could always be depended on to give you a laugh. “You're not serious are you, Donny?”

“Well of course I'm serious; it's the best idea since fried bread.”

“You are off your trolley, Donny,” said George.

Donny sniffed. “Yes well what do you know George, you're just an administration man; I mean you haven't got my football brain, have you.”



Superintendent Screwer didn't mess about. And he certainly didn't mess about with football supporters. The huge bull of a man who was the new chief of the Frogley police force was a man who had been practicing zero tolerance long before that expression had ever been coined, and zero tolerance was what he was going to exact on any football supporters who got on the wrong side of him this coming football season.

Football supporters were very much on Screwer's mind at the moment, as he studied the large map of Frogley on the wall behind the desk in his office, noting the locations and proximities to each other of the police station, the football stadium, and the hospital - the last of which any football supporters crossing him would be ending up in with a very sore head indeed if they uttered as much as a word out of place, by Christ would they!

There was a tap on the door and Sergeant Hawks, eighteen months short of retirement and counting, entered. When Screwer had sent for him Hawks had been daydreaming about how very pleasant it all would be in the not too distant future, living on his full police pension in his little retirement cottage in the Lake District, with not a thing to worry about. Not that a Frogley policeman ever did have much to worry about; apart from the odd scuffle on Saturday nights there was little happened in the town that required the services of the long arm of the law; a short arm of the law would have been more than adequate in Frogley.

Screwer carried on looking intently at the map. Hawks cleared his throat and said, “You wanted to see me, sir?”

“That's why I sent for you, Sergeant Hawks, that's why I sent for you.” Screwer turned to face him. “What arrangements have been made with regard to policing Frogley Town's opening match of the season in three week's time?”

“Well we'll just do the usual I suppose, sir.”

Screwer regarded Hawks with impatience. “Come along Sergeant, I'm new here, I don't know what the usual is, do I.”

“Sorry sir. Constable Balfour usually drops in for half-an-hour.”

Whenever he had difficulty in believing something Screwer had the habit of affecting surprise by jolting his head back in an exaggerated manner. At Hawks' explanation of Frogley's football policing arrangements it jolted back even farther than it usually did. “Constable Balfour drops in?” he said.

“Well he lives near the ground, sir,” Hawks explained. “It saves somebody having to make a special trip.”

Screwer was aghast. “Oh that won't do, Sergeant. That will not do at all. Good God man, how can we hope to stamp out football hooliganism if our entire policing of a match consists of Constable Balfour dropping in!”

Hawks explained. “With respect sir, there isn't a lot of interest in football in Frogley. No, I think you’ll find that at the Town's matches it's strictly a one man and his dog crowd.”

“Well this season there'll be lots of men there with dogs, Sergeant. Police dogs. Alsations with big teeth and bad tempers.”

“And there certainly isn't any football hooliganism,” Hawks continued.

Screwer fixed Hawks with a beady eye. When would they ever learn? “Where there is football, Sergeant, there is football hooliganism. Having previously been stationed at Leeds I know that for a fact; and I know all about the cancer in our society that football hooliganism has become.”

“With respect sir, what few supporters the Town still have are nothing like Leeds United supporters.”

Screwer glared at him. If Hawks had been the office door the paint would have blistered. “Respect?” he screamed. “Respect, Sergeant Hawks? You aren't showing me any fucking respect! If you were you wouldn't be arguing with me, you would be making plans to adequately police Frogley Town's opening game of the season!”

Hawks bit his lip. Retirement and that cottage in the Lakes suddenly seemed very far away. “Yes sir.”

Screwer drew in his horns a little. “Football supporters are the same the world over, Sergeant. Animals. Nothing more, nothing less. Take my word for it, just because the fans of Frogley Town have yet to reveal their true colours doesn't mean to say that one day they aren't going to.”

“No sir.”

The horns shot back out again as if spring-loaded. “Well just let them! They will not find the Frogley Police Force wanting. Not while my name is Herman Screwer they won't. We'll be ready for them, Sergeant. Ready to whip them into line; ready to break them; ready to smash the brainless bastards into submission!” He suddenly smashed his right fist into his left hand. The splat of the bone of his knuckles colliding with the flesh of his palm made Hawks wince. “Crowd control, that's the name of the game. Do you know who my hero is, Sergeant?”

Hawks didn't, and didn't want to, he just wanted to leave. “No sir?”

Screwer offered a clue. “He rode a white horse.”

Hawks thought for a moment. “Attila the Hun, sir?”

Screwer smiled in fond recollection. “'The Policeman on the White Horse', Sergeant. 1923 Cup Final at Wembley. One man controlling the uncontrollable; a crazed mob of over two hundred thousand. Now that's what you call crowd control! What are we like for tear gas?” 

 




CHAPTER TWO

 


In the entire history of football not one player has ever said ‘Your ball’ when the ball has gone out of play. 

 


The Bone Pulveriser at Price's Pies, the machine on which Stanley Sutton earned his daily bread, was to be found in one of the factory's yards, protected from the elements by a corrugated iron shelter. Until 1990 the machine had been housed within the factory itself, but the need of floor space for a new line in curried mutton and cowheel pies had seen it consigned to its present position, its product not coming under the stringent health regulations that govern the production of food for human consumption.

It was an impressive-looking piece of engineering by any standard. Operated by a system of hydraulics, and built to Joe Price's specification, it was still going strong over forty years after it had been commissioned. “And it will still be going when I'm pushing up t’ daisies,” Price had once remarked, and he was probably right.

Machines that performed the same function had been built since, many of them, but none better. Made of cast iron, with copper pipes carrying the hydraulic fluids and impressive-looking gauges encased in brass, the Bone Pulveriser was cylindrical in shape, twelve feet in diameter and ten feet high. A brass plaque, so highly-polished you could see your face in it, proclaimed it had been built in 1964 by the Barnoldswick engineering firm of Hardcastle and Unwin. In the bowels of this metal monolith were housed a series of three inch wide steel blades that combined together to render animal bones into shotgun pellet-sized granules, which were then bagged and sold on to a firm who made garden fertilizers. If the late Fred Dibnah had ever clapped eyes on it he would have had an orgasm. 

The bones entered the business part of the Bone Pulveriser through an overhead hopper, its opening wide enough to accept the largest animal bone. A man could easily pass through it, and did every week, but only to clean it, after first isolating the electric starter motor and carrying out the full safety procedure. And of course there was no danger of anyone accidentally falling into the Bone Pulveriser and coming to a premature and nasty end as the safety guard was always in position. Indeed, due to the height of the machine, anyone intent on throwing themselves in it would first have to climb up to the opening, and although many of the employees at Price's Pies got a bit depressed from time nobody had as yet done this, probably being of the opinion that although we all eventually end up as fertilizer in one form or another they didn't want to end up as it courtesy of the Price's Pies Bone Pulveriser.

Encircling the great machine, four feet off the ground and three feet wide, was a wooden platform, necessary for maintenance purposes but also to bring the opening of the hopper within reach of the operator of the machine. Standing on the platform at the moment, three-quarters of the way through the 6-2 shift, was Stanley Sutton, who was currently dipping his hands into a barrel of bones, newly delivered by fork lift truck from the butchery department.

Stanley selected the thigh bone of a cow and tossed it into the hopper. A second later it made a satisfying clunk, crunch sound as it hit the steel blades. Satisfying to Stanley, that is, as he had imagined the bone he had just dispatched was the thigh bone of the Unibond League team central defender who had crocked one of the Frogley Town team in their recent friendly.

Clunk, crunch again, as the shin bone of a pig hit the blades, this time the shin bone of the Unibond League left wing back who had tackled Frogley striker Darren Briggs just a little too vigorously for Stanley's liking. 

Clunk, crunch yet again, this time a cow's skull, in Stanley's imagination the skull of the referee who had refused Frogley a blatant penalty in the same match. The official had raised his whistle to his lips but hadn't blown. Stanley could see the blind bugger now, whistle to his lips but no sound coming from it. But now he could hear the whistle. Strange? There it was again. Then he heard a voice.

“Are you bloody deaf, Stanley, or what!”

Stanley was amazed. How did the referee know his name? He shook his head to clear it, then dismissed the incident from his mind and made to pick up another bone. As he did he saw his foreman through the corner of his eye. He turned to him. The foreman did not look best pleased.

“Stanleeee!” he yelled at the top of his voice. 

“Bert?”

“Shit a brick Stanley I've been stood here whistling and shouting at you for the past five minutes!”

“Sorry Bert, I were....”

The foreman butted in. “Daydreaming about that bloody football team of yours, I know what you were doing.” He calmed down a little, then said, “Mr Price wants to see you.”

Stanley's jaw dropped. “What?”

“You heard.”

Stanley's panic mechanism immediately went into overdrive. What on earth did Price want to see him for? 

Stanley knew only too well that whenever Price sent for someone, especially a lowly factory-hand, it invariably meant the sack. What had he done to deserve it? He racked his brains. On a few occasions recently a piece of bone had shot back out of the Bone Pulveriser's hopper when he'd been loading it, and on one such occasion an errant lump of bone had chosen to spew back out of the hopper as Joe Price happened to be passing and had whistled narrowly past his head. But I can't be blamed for that, Stanley reasoned, because I'd reported the fault when it first happened.

He thought some more. Maybe it was because he'd pretended not to notice the bit of bone nearly hitting Price? Yes, that would be it. Price would have expected him to jump down off the platform and apologise to him, or at least ask him if he was all right after nearly being brained by a lump of bone. All right then, if that was the case he would just have to convince Price he hadn't seen the incident, because he certainly didn't want the sack, not now, by heck he didn't, especially with the new football season about to start, I mean how would he manage? What about the Town, how would he pay the printers for the Development Fund Prize Draw tickets?

He imagined what the scenario would be when he faced Price across his office table. “Well it were like this Mr Price....” No, take your cap off. And wring it in your hands like Willie Mossop did in that picture with Charles Laughton. That's better. “Well it were like this, Mr Price....and thank you for giving me t' chance to explain, Mr Price....very much, Mr Price....but I'd no idea you see, no idea at all, I didn't know a thing about it, I didn't see a thing.

“Bollocks, Sutton.” 

“Yes Mr Price.” 

Yes, that was how it would likely be. That was definitely how....

“Are you going to stand there all day, Stanley?” The foreman was getting annoyed, he couldn't stand here all day, he had his job to do or Price would be after his neck too.

Stanley wasn't far away from tears. “But….but I haven't done anything, Bert.” 

The foreman however had had enough. He took a threatening step towards Stanley. “Or have I got to bloody well drag you there?”

Stanley instinctively grabbed hold of the rails surrounding the platform in case the foreman should be as good as his word. But he knew he would have to go eventually. Better to get it over with. Forlornly he let go off the handrail and walked down the steps of the platform, putting his fate in the hands of God. However he wasn't very hopeful, God not having troubled himself overmuch on Stanley's behalf up to now. 



Donny had bought a new suit especially for the occasion. It was cream worsted, the finest that Next could supply. To complement it he wore a pink shirt, open at the neck so that he showed a little attractive chest hair, cream loafers, his fake Rolex wristwatch, and, of course, his gold medallion. He knew he looked good, and on the short walk from the car park of the Imperial, Frogley’s leading hotel, to the entrance of the hotel's Moorland Cocktail Bar, this was verified for him when he received a loud wolf whistle. He would have preferred it if the compliment had come from the lips of a pretty young woman rather than a young man with spots, but in Donny's view that didn't detract from the whistler's opinion of his appearance one little bit.

He breezed into the bar. At twelve noon there were only about half a dozen people in; two ladies who lunch, who at the moment were two ladies who drank glasses of chardonnay and slagged off their friends; two young men who looked like they could be homosexuals, seated close together in a dark corner sipping pina coladas; a man who had the look of somebody who has done something wrong but hasn't yet been found out; and a very large man in a very large suit which quite possibly contained as much flannel as Michael Parkinson.

The only other customer in the bar was a man with a briefcase seated on one of the barstools, more than likely a sales rep thought Donny. He was chatting to the young woman behind the bar. Donny couldn't blame him. She was gorgeous. Long black hair and short black dress, always a lethal combination.

The dress showed off the girl’s figure without at all flaunting it, the neckline cut so that you could only just see the start of her cleavage. Very classy, thought Donny, as he casually draped himself on a bar stool at the opposite end of the bar to where the sales rep and the girl were chatting.

A moment later the girl noticed him. She immediately walked over to him and smiled a welcome. “Can I get you something, sir?”

Donny could smile too. “A large brandy and coke, please.” Then, with only a trace of magnanimity - whilst wanting her to know that he always did this sort of thing he didn't want her thinking he was a bighead - “And whatever you're drinking.”

“Thanks, I'll have a gin and tonic.”

Donny watched her as she made the drinks. She was a corker and no mistake, she really was.

“I'm Big Donny Donnelly, by the way,” he said. “But then you probably recognised me.”

She looked him up and down. “No.”

Donny was surprised, but unfazed. “And you are?”

“Linda”

“Lovely name.” 

“Thanks.” She placed the drinks on the bar. 

Donny picked up the brandy and coke, silently toasted her, and took a drink. “So, how do you like working behind a bar, Linda?”

“It keeps me out of trouble.”

He put his glass down. “Guess what I do?”

“I've no idea.”

“I do the same as Ron Atkinson.”

“Sweat a lot?”

“What? No.” Donny put the poor girl right. “No, I'm the manager of Frogley Town.”

“Oh, football,” she said, with a distinct lack of interest.

Donny had interest enough for both of them. “Yes, we're going to be knocking on the door this season, Linda.”

“I hope they let you in.” She smiled and sipped her gin and tonic.

“And quite probably lifting the big one.”

“I hope it's not too heavy for you.” 

Donny looked at her sharply. Was she taking the piss? No. Why should she? No, it was just that she was a woman; she just didn't understand football expressions such as knocking on the door and lifting the big one. She was still smiling at him. Good. He jumped in at the deep end. “You're a very attractive girl, Linda.”

“Thank you.”

“A very attractive girl indeed. How would you like to be my mistress?”

“How would you like to fuck off?”

As her reply seemed fairly definite, and her face suggested that a house call from Harold Shipman might have been more preferable, Donny quickly finished his drink and left.



 


The average Frogley Town footballer exhibited all the arrested development of Ant and Dec, and as the team sat in an around the centre circle of the Offal Road stadium taking a break in training their conversation reflected this.

“I reckon our entire squad is worth about as much as a clinker hanging from David Beckham's bum cleavage hair,” opined Gary Moggs, the Town's first choice goalkeeper.

“David Beckham won't have clinkers,” said Darren Briggs. “Posh wouldn't allow it.”

“No she wouldn't put up with him having clinkers, a woman like her,” agreed midfielder Gareth Rock. Originally from the Rhonda Valley, Rock had a soft Welsh accent and a soft Welsh head. “I mean....I mean well she's....you know, well she’s posh, isn't she boy.”

“I bet he does have clinkers,” argued Teddy Links. “I mean stands to reason, playing football, shooting TV commercials, modelling, I mean poor bugger won't have time to wipe his arse, will he.”

Higgs looked puzzled. “How have you worked it out we're only worth one of David Beckham's clinkers then, Moggsy?”

“If he has any,” Rock chipped in.

“If he has any,” Higgs conceded.

“Well I reckon our squad is worth about five hundred grand,” said Moggs. “And Beckham must be worth hundred million quid. So we're worth one two hundredth of him, and a clinker is about one two hundredth the size of somebody.”

“Not the soize of one of your clinkers Moggsy,” pointed out Hereward Stock, the central defender from central England. “If it was the soize of one of your clinkers you'd have to modify your calculations more than somewhat.”

“I'll modify your nose more than somewhat if you don't shut it, you Brummie tosspot,” threatened Moggs.



Lying down near the centre spot Danny Crooks was with Carl Cook.

“So anyway,” said Crooks, “there was Paul Gascoigne driving down Tottenham High Road the week after he'd been transferred from Newcastle United to Spurs, and he pulls up at the traffic lights. And this bloke wearing a Newcastle United shirt taps on his window. Gazza winds the window down and the bloke says 'You're a twat you, Gascoigne, leaving Newcastle for Spurs'. Gazza winds the window back up, the lights turn green, he drives off. Just down the road there's another set of traffic lights on red. Gazza pulls up and he sees in his rear mirror the same bloke in the Newcastle United shirt running after him. He catches up with Gazza's car and taps on the window, and Gazza, thinking the bloke has perhaps realised he's gone a bit over the top and wants to apologise, winds the window down again, and the bloke says ‘You're worse than a twat, Gascoigne, leaving Newcastle for Spurs, you're a twatting bastard.' Gazza winds the window back up, the lights turn green, he drives off. Just down the road there's another set of traffic lights on red. Gazza pulls up and he sees in his rear mirror the bloke in the Newcastle United shirt still running after him. Gazza thinks, 'Oh bollocks to this', so he drops his trousers, and just as the bloke is about to tap on the window Gazza winds it down and sticks his bare arse out. And the bloke looks at Gazza’s bare arse and says, 'And as for you, Beardsley’....”

Cook looked puzzled. “I don't get it.”

“Well Gazza stuck his bare arse out of the window and the bloke saw it and he said 'And as for you, Beardsley’....”

“What, you mean like he had a picture of Peter Beardsley painted on his arse?” 

“What? No. The bloke thought it was Beardsley.”

“He thought it was Beardsley's arse?”

“No! Beardsley's face.”

“He thought Gazza's arse was Beardsley's face?”

“Yes!” 

Cook thought about it for a moment. “Why would he think it was Beardsley when he knew it was Gazza who was in the car?”

“Because Beardsley's such an ugly bastard, isn't he. He’s so ugly that when Gazza stuck his arse out the bloke thought it was Beardsley's face.”

“So Gazza's got an ugly arse, you mean?”

“What? No. Well yes, he might have I suppose….Oh piss off, Cooky.”

Cook reflected on the joke for a moment before saying. “His wife's got a nice arse. Gazza's. His ex. Cheryl.” 

“Yes, she has hasn't she.”



A little to their right Steve Parks turned to Trevor Hanks. “See if there's any mud in my hair would you, Hanksy?”

Hanks leaned over. “Let's have a butchers then.” 

As Parks lowered his head so Hanks could get a better look his long blonde hair cascaded down, forming a curtain in front of his face.

The majority of today's footballers favour short hair, and many no hair at all. Not Parks. Parks knew that when you lose your hair you lose your beauty along with it, just as surely as Samson lost his strength the day that bitch Delilah visited his bedroom and gave him a number one while he was sleeping. David Ginola had it right. Ginola had known the score. 

To prove the point Parks had once taken a pair of scissors to a photograph of the French international and cut all his hair off. In Parks' opinion it took away at least seventy per cent of Ginola's Gallic good looks. 

The Blackburn midfielder Robbie Savage was another case in point. Deprive him of his flowing blonde mane and what you were left with would be more likely to frighten a child rather than attract a bit of fanny.

He himself acknowledged that he wasn't much to look at, verging on decidedly dodgy, without his long hair, but with it...phwhooaaaaah, Parksy could pull with the best of them. Which is why he cherished it to such an extent that if a highwayman were ever to accost him and demand of him 'Your money or your hair!' Parks would have immediately emptied his pockets of all his cash and probably have invited his assailant to accompany him to the nearest hole-in-the-wall for a top up.

When you love something as much as Parks loved his hair you tend to lavish attention on it, and in this regard Parks couldn't have lavished more attention on his hair if it had been Farrah Fawcett's hair in her Charley's Angel days. In fact it looked not unlike Farrah Fawcett's hair in her Charley's Angel days. Except that her hair was just blonde, it didn't have tawny streaks in it like his. And it wasn't as long or as wavy.

Parks spent sixty pounds on the maintenance of his hair every week, not counting the cost of transport to Manchester, the nearest place to Frogley that had a hairdresser who had sufficient tonsorial skills to be trusted with his crowning glory.

“Can you see anything?” he now asked Hanks, anxiously. If in fact there was some mud in his fair Barnet Fair it would be a disaster; it meant he would have to wash it and ruin his blow wave, and his next appointment in Manchester was still three days away.

“There's a bird's nest in here,” said Hanks, peering closely into Parks’ hair. “Sparrow I think.”

“Do you want a thump?” said Parks. “Just tell me.”

Hanks gave his colleague’s hair a final once over. “No, looks all right to me. Well as far as not having any mud in it is concerned,” he added. “Other than that it looks a bleeding sight.”

Parks ignored the jibe. “If it keeps being muddy like this I'm going to start wearing a shower cap.” 

“A shower cap? Do they allow you to do that in the Coca-Cola League?”

“Well I don't see why not.” Parks reasoned. “I mean that bloke who played for Southend, what was he called, Sodje, he wore a bandana.”

Hanks looked puzzled. “A banana isn't going to keep much mud off your hair, Parksy.”

Parks looked at his team mate in disbelief. “A bandana, bollock brain, a bandana. Like a turban thing.”

“Oh,” said Hanks.

Such was the chit chat that morning which passed for conversation amongst the Frogley town squad.



Martin Sneed, the sports correspondent of the Frogley Advertiser, a tall, thin man with the jaundiced look of someone who has failed to achieve his ambitions, sat down at his computer, adjusted his trademark polka-dot bow tie and prepared to pen the first article he'd written about Frogley Town since the end of the last football season. As in previous years it would be a piece about the Town's prospects for the coming campaign.

Sneed was in a good mood today, having had a little tickle on the gee gees at last night's race meeting at Pontefract, thanks to information from an inside source, so he didn’t intend to be too hard on the town's football team this time round. Notwithstanding that he was a newspaperman, and whatever he wrote would have to be the truth. But he now had extra money in his pocket and the sun was shining at last, so he saw no reason why on this occasion the truth couldn't be written whilst his usual iron fist was sheathed in a velvet glove.

He already had his headline and now quickly typed it in. 'Whither Frogley Town?' Then he added 'By Martin Sneed, The Man They Can't Shut Up.' Although he knew that his by-line would be included automatically, Sneed always typed it in as he liked to see it written down in black and white as it served to remind him of what he was all about, journalistically speaking. 

He considered the headline for a moment. Could it be improved on, made more meaningful perhaps? How about 'What's In Store For Frogley Town This Season?' which meant exactly the same but would be more easily understood by the sort of people who read the Advertiser, half of whom probably wouldn't know what the word 'whither' meant.

He quickly came to a decision. No, leave it as it was. Educate the buggers. Better still, why not make the headline into a pun? 'Wither Frogley Town?' Because that's what would continue to happen to the club, or his name wasn't Martin Sneed, The Man They Can't Shut Up. The football team had been withering for years, why should this year be any different? However he dispensed with the idea as quickly as he’d thought of it, reasoning that if the readership of the Advertiser didn't know what 'whither' meant then they certainly wouldn't understand the cleverness and subtlety of replacing it with the word 'wither'. Besides, hadn't he decided to go easy on the Town this once?

He considered what to write. Over the years he had said just about everything there was to say about Frogley Town and finding something new to say wasn't getting any easier. There were only so many ways you could say crap. And they would be crap again this season, as sure as God made little green apples. They had already convincingly lost their opening three pre-season friendlies, and the most recent of them to a team that had finished only mid-table in the Unibond League the previous season. 

Recalling this a headline immediately suggested itself to Sneed. 'Unibond Team Paste Frogley'. He filed it in his mind under 'Sarcastic Puns' for possible future use.

He began to type. 'As the start of another football season fast approaches, what fate awaits our local team, Frogley Town? Sadly this column has seen no evidence to suggest there will be anything ahead of them other than the usual uphill struggle for survival. When I last spoke to manager Donny Donnelly he remarked that all his players were treated the same, that there were no 'stars' in his team. This column will not argue with that summation, because, and staying with the analogy of comparing footballers to celestial bodies, the nearest thing to a star the Town have would be an extremely modest-sized burnt out asteroid.' He paused for a moment, smiling to himself. ‘Extremely modest-sized burnt out asteroid’. Good, that; worthy of Fleet Street itself.

At the thought of Fleet Street Sneed’s mind began to wander. It was really the place where he belonged. With the big boys. And he would have been there too if there had been any justice in the world. He was as good as any of them. Better than most. But they'd rejected him. All of them. The Mail, the Mirror, the Sun, the Star, even the Sport for Christ’s sake. Not out of hand of course, well except for the Telegraph. They'd all interviewed him, listened to his views, read the portfolio of articles he'd written over the years for the Advertiser and other provincial newspapers on which he’d worked, and all of them had been complimentary about his work. The Sport had been particularly enthusiastic. Especially about his article on the gymnast who had been abducted by aliens from Mars and nine months later had given birth to a slightly green baby midway through an exercise on the beam. (In fact this had been a fictional rent money article he’d written for 'Strange Tales' magazine but the people at the Sport had thought it was a hard news story and Sneed hadn’t been about to advise them otherwise.)

The Sport had also enthused about his end of column filler about the Championship goalkeeper who kept having wet dreams every night and couldn't keep clean sheets. But when it came to the crunch they wouldn’t give him the break he deserved and nor would any of the others. ‘Very good, excellent in fact, but not quite our style.' was one of the things they'd said to sweeten the pill. 'I feel sure that your undoubted talents will quickly be taken on board by another newspaper.' was another. And other lame excuses in similar vein. But they didn't make the pill any less bitter. Well bollocks to them, it was their loss.

He turned his attention to his article. However his reflections on how he had been shunned by Fleet Street had soured his mood, all thoughts of going easy on the Town had disappeared, and as he started to type the usual invective he employed when writing about Frogley Town had returned.



 


When Clarence Shufflebottom decided what he wanted to do with his life he changed his name to Dave Rave by deed poll, reasoning that people might make fun of a television presenter with the name of Clarence Shufflebottom. The fact that a large proportion of the viewing public make fun of television presenters anyway, regardless of their name, and that the sorry attempts in the art of television presenting by the likes of Jamie Theakston, Steve Penk, Keith Chegwin and others too numerous and trite to mention, have probably been responsible for more laughs than the combined efforts of the Goon Show and Monty Python's Flying Circus, had never crossed Dave's mind.

Dave was doing very well for himself, thank you very much. At the age of only twenty two he was Frogley Radio's number one presenter, and had a business card that said so - 'Dave Rave - Frogley Radio's Number One Presenter', the card proudly proclaimed in italic gold lettering. That he was Frogley Radio's only presenter, in addition to being Frogley Radio's newsreader, football commentator, disc jockey, advertising space seller, switchboard operator, host of 'Friday Feng Shui Phone-in with Mr Wong', odd job man and lavatory cleaner, was something Dave chose to ignore when it came to the matter of promoting himself. 

In any case it was only a matter of time before he’d make Frogley Radio so popular that the station’s owners would be able to afford to employ other people to perform the tasks that currently came within his domain; although he thought he might hang onto the lavatory cleaning as he always had his best ideas when he was on the lavatory, and he would still be able to commandeer it for thinking purposes whenever he needed it on the grounds that he was cleaning it.

But by then he would probably be off anyway. Snapped up by Greater Manchester Radio or Radio Leeds, or even, dare he say it, Radio One. Then, after conquering that, television!

He would probably have to do Children's TV first like they all did, even Noel Edmonds had to start on that, but very soon after would come fronting quiz shows and compilations and after that the ultimate....hosting the Brit Awards! He scarcely dared think about it. But why shouldn't he think about it? He was certainly good enough, talented enough. It was bound to happen one day. Bound to. It was written. He’d written it, on a piece of lavatory paper one day when he was between ideas.

For the time being though he was on his way to the Frogley Mental Hospital. Some of his biggest fans were incarcerated there and he was short of a few interviews he needed for the piece on Rock and Roll Legends he was doing on his daily 'The Dave Rave Show'



As Joe Price's form of dress had remained unchanged for over fifty years so had the decor and accoutrements of his office. Not a single concession had been made to the twenty-first century, or the second half of the twentieth century for that matter. Even the large black Bakelite telephone on Price's desk was the same telephone that had been there when he took over the office from his father over four decades earlier.

Price liked his office the way it was, so why alter it? He could only replace the walnut wall panelling with some other walnut panelling, because you couldn't get anything better than walnut panelling to line your office walls with, so why bother? And why change his desk? Would another desk be any more impressive than the six feet by four feet solid mahogany, Moroccan leather-topped desk at which he was now sitting, awaiting the arrival of Stanley Sutton? Price doubted it very much. 

The Wilton carpet had been changed in 1989, but only for another Wilton carpet in exactly the same design. The man from Batt's, Frogley's leading purveyor of carpets and soft furnishings, had tried to talk Price into a different, harder wearing carpet, a 'more suitable for office use' carpet, as he had put it, but Price would have none of it. The Wilton about to be replaced had lasted for over thirty years and that was hard enough wearing for Joe Price. Besides, when he had people on the carpet he wanted them to be aware they were on a proper carpet, a gradely carpet, a Wilton carpet, not some over-priced rubbishy synthetic job.

There was a tap on the door and Price's secretary Miss Pimlott, spinster of this parish, stepped inside. “Stanley Sutton to see you, Mr Price”, she announced.

Price looked up from the proposed plans of a new factory he was thinking of building in Scotland, a country he had convinced himself was starved of decent meat and potato pies - or why the hell else would they eat haggis?

“Well show him in woman, show him in,” Price growled, “Let t' dog see t' rabbit.”

On the other side of the door, Stanley, hearing Price's words, had no doubt who was the dog and who was the rabbit. Miss Pimlott turned to him and snapped. “Take your cap off then!”

Stanley snatched his cap off as though it were on fire, made to tuck it under his arm, then changed his mind and decided to keep hold of it for wringing purposes. Miss Pimlott gestured impatiently to him to enter. He waited for a moment, took a deep breath, then shuffled slowly past her and into Price's office. A man leaving the comparative comfort of the condemned cell for the hanging chamber could hardly have entered with less trepidation. Barely across the threshold he stopped, licking his dry lips.

Price beckoned him and said, “Well get over here, mon. Jump to it.”

Stanley almost ran to Price's desk, stumbling and almost falling in his rush to get there. Price looked him up and down. “So tha'rt Stanley Sutton?”

“Aye. Sorry, Mr Price. Don't give me t' sack, please. T' Town would never be able to manage if I lost me job.”

“Oh? And why might that be?”

The words rushed out in a torrent. “Well it takes most of me wages to have t' Development Fund Prize Draw tickets printed and if there were no Development Fund Prize Draw tickets I wouldn't be able to go out selling 'em and then there wouldn't be enough money to pay t' players Mr Price, sir.”

Price considered Stanley’s outpourings for a moment then got to his feet: then, adopting his policy of always making visitors to his office sweat a bit, he hooked his thumbs into his waistcoat pockets, went to the window and looked out. When he had considered that Stanley had sweated for long enough, Price turned to him. “Tha'rt Chairman of t' football club supporters club, they tell me?”

“They're my whole life, t' Town, Mr Price.”

Price raised an eyebrow. “Are they now?”

Stanley panicked. The last thing he wanted was for Price to think that he put the Town before his job at Price's Pies. “But I'll stop supporting them if tha says so, Mr Price. Just say t' word, Mr Price. I'll....”

Price cut him off short. “Stop grovelling, Sutton.”

Stanley clammed up immediately and held his breath. Price went to his desk, opened a drawer and took out a postcard-size sepia-coloured photograph. He looked at it for a moment then turned to Stanley and regarded him as a Master of Hounds might look at an unruly hound. 

Stanley shuffled his feet uncomfortably, unsure of what was expected of him. He said, “Shall I carry on grovelling now, Mr Price?” 

Price ignored his words. “This afternoon, Sutton, I am going to buy Frogley Town Football Club,” he proclaimed.

Stanley was utterly gobsmacked. “Buy t' Town, Mr Price?”

“I've only ever had two ambitions in my life, Sutton,” Price went on. “One was to be t' biggest and t' best pie manufacturer in t' country; and I achieved that long since. T' other is to own my hometown football club. Well now I'm going to. Now as I've time to run a football club t' way as a football club should be run. Let me tell thee summat, Sutton, and for nothing. It’s this. I don't intend to rest until I've taken Frogley Town right to top of t' Premiership.”

Stanley hugged himself in pure joy. “Oooh, Mr Price!”

Price offered the photograph to Stanley. “Look at this see.”

Stanley took the photograph off Price and glanced at it. If hearts really do skip beats Stanley's heart now skipped one, maybe two, for it was a photograph of the Frogley Town football team of 1935, the year they won the FA Cup. To a man, the players on the photograph had close-shaven heads, save for a fringe at the front, and droopy moustaches. Their baggy shorts were way past their knees, their shirts were the round necked lace-up style that were in vogue at that time.

“It's a photo of t' Town in 1935 Mr Price; when Billy Fentonbottom were centre forrard,” said Stanley, in awe.

“Aye, 1935,” said Price. “A very significant year that, Sutton. Frogley won t' FA Cup and my father opened t' very first Price's Pie factory. A pie factory as is still going strong to this day, using t' same ingredients and meat pie making methods as it did in 1935.” He looked keenly at Stanley. “Any idea what I'm getting at, Sutton?”

Stanley thought for a moment. “No, sorry Mr Price.”

“Old fashioned values, Sutton. What were good enough in 1935 is good enough in 2006. Nay, better. Because since 1935 I could name thee a dozen pie makers as has gone bust, what with their new-fangled methods, while Price's Pies is a strong as what it ever were. And I reckon as what holds for pie making holds for football team making. Now does tha see what I'm getting at?”

A terrible thought struck Stanley. “Tha'rt not going to make t' players into meat pies, are tha Mr Price?”

“I am going to turn 'em into t' finest team in t' land, Sutton! And as President of t' Supporters Club I'll be looking to thee to get me some new supporters.”

Stanley hadn't felt so happy since the last time one of the Town's players had scored a hat trick back in 1978. “Thee just try and stop me, Mr Price.”

“And when tha gets these new supporters tha can tell them from Joe Price that when they come to see t' Town play they'll be in for a bit of an eye-oppener!”



Six department store mannequins were lined up in the Frogley Police HQ yard. They had been dressed up as Frogley Town football supporters, and wore scarves, hats in club colours, and Frogley Town football shirts with players' names on the back. Watched by Superintendent Screwer, Sergeant Hawks at his side, six police constables armed with truncheons were laying into the 'supporters' with some gusto. Already two of the supporters had lost arms and a third had only half a head left. Screwer, however, was far from happy with the performance of his underlings and after watching for a moment or two more impatience got the better off him and he stepped forward and snatched the truncheon off the nearest constable.

“Don't namby pamby them, Balfour,” he barked. “Get stuck in! Like this see!”

Screwer laid into Constable Balfour's supporter, raining terrible blows on its head with the truncheon. Then he stopped for a moment, glared at it malevolently, and fetched it one in the groin with the business end of the truncheon. Then he kicked it in the same place. It fell over. He kicked it round the yard for a minute. Finally he jumped on its head a couple of times with his size twelves.

Watching his superior officer, Hawks cringed. He looked at the six constables, all of who had been watching Screwer, transfixed, mouths hanging open. Hawks had seen awe on the faces of people lots of times. And fear. But he had never seen it as plainly and of such a magnitude as he now saw it on the faces of his compatriots.

 




CHAPTER THREE

 


“Pass the mogadon would you, I’m on the air in two minutes” - Gary Lineker.

 


The buying of Frogley Town by Joe Price meant different things to different people.

To Stanley Sutton it meant everything. His football team were rarely far from Stanley’s thoughts but since Joe Price had informed him of his intentions to buy his beloved club he had thought of nothing else. And what thoughts! They could win the league this year and gain promotion to the Coca-Cola League One. Then once they were in League One it was only one step away from the Championship. Then after the Championship the Premiership itself! And that was where they were headed, he was quite certain, no doubt about it, Mr Price had said so, and if Mr Price said something was going to happen it happened.

Stanley had seen evidence of the will power of Joe Price too many times to doubt the resolve of his employer. Perhaps the most memorable example was in 1973 when two weeks of torrential rain had caused the River Frog to break its banks and flood Price's Pies factory to a depth of six feet. Most independent observers had held the opinion that it would be the end of Joe Price; and not without good reason, as the damage to the buildings, the pie-making machines, and especially the ovens, had been of monumental proportions. Not a bit of it! When the last of the flood water had been pumped out of the cellars Price mortgaged his home, Pie Towers, mortgaged his cottage in the Derbyshire Dales, mortgaged the three rows of terraced houses that he owned and rented out to his workers, sold his Rolls-Royce, then rolled up his sleeves and proceeded to coax, beg, cajole, bully, threaten with violence, and do whatever else was necessary to encourage engineers into mending the machinery, builders into repairing the fabric of the buildings, and his staff into performing mopping-up operations and drying out the ovens. The factory was back in full production three weeks later and two years on Price had repaid the mortgages on his properties in full and was riding around in the latest Rolls Royce Silver Shadow.

No, Stanley didn't doubt where the Town was headed for one moment. And he had his part to play in this wonderful, wonderful thing that was about to happen! To encourage the townsfolk of Frogley to come along and support the Town. What more could a man ask for? And he would see to it they did, by heck would he! 



To Stanley's dog Fentonbottom, although that unfortunate cur wasn't yet aware of it, it meant a new dye job in the Town’s colours. Originally Stanley was going to leave it for this year on the grounds that it wasn't too bad, and anyway last year Fentonbottom had nipped him painfully when he’d lifted its red and yellow tail and tried to dye its testicles green, and he didn't want to risk a similar occurrence. However now that the Town was on its way to the Premiership there was no way that Stanley was going to allow Fentonbottom's livery to be in anything less than pristine condition in readiness for the coming season. 



To the previous directors of the club it meant they would never see the Town play again, leastwise not at home. For the simple reason that one of Price’s first moves on adopting ownership of the club was to ban them from the Offal Road Stadium for life.

When he had first made the offer to buy the club Price had made it very clear that he was interested in buying it in its entirety, or not at all, which meant that the incumbent directors had been forced to sell him every last share they owned. The deal done, and with them now having no financial ties to the club, Price viewed them as deadwood, and as he had always been a firm believer in the doctrine of a new broom sweeping clean had proceeded to sweep them right out of the club. Consequently Grant Fielding now had more time to run his three butchers shops, Henry Heyworth could concentrate his mind fully on his printing business, and James Liversedge could take more interest in the firm of Liversedge and Sons, Funeral Directors (much to the disappointment of Sons, who in their father's frequent absences on club business had been running a nice little sideline hiring out one of the hearses to a prostitute who specialized in catering for clients with unconventional sexual preferences).

In an effort to keep their seats on the board along with the excellent seats in the directors box that went along with them, Fielding, Heyworth and Liversedge had proposed to Price that it would be advantageous to the club if he were to keep them on as non-shareholding directors, 'seeing as how they were all skilled businessmen.' However Price had informed them, after going over the club's books, that it was abundantly clear to him the only business in which the three of them were skilled was monkey business, that their further participation in the affairs of the club would only be advantageous if the club wanted to go up shit creek without a paddle farther than it was up it already, and to clear off out of it and bloody quick about it before he brought the law in.



To Donny Donnelly it meant several things. He had heard of Joe Price of course, who in Frogley hadn't, and knew him to be a very rich and powerful man. Donny knew as well as anyone that you didn't ride around in a Roller if you were on the breadline. He also knew that rich and powerful businessmen of Price's ilk bought football clubs as toys for themselves, much as they would buy a teddy bear or a doll for their children, and whilst they didn't bring much in the way of football knowledge to a club when they acquired it what they did bring was even more important; money. As far as Donny was concerned what the arrival of this rare commodity at Frogley Town meant would be new players; a full-time physiotherapist instead of the ten hours a week but I'll have to fit you in when I can physio that was all the club had been able to afford in the past; a proper office where he could hold proper press conferences instead of a portakabin which, judging by the smell of it in warm weather, had been used as a urinal in its previous incarnation; better training facilities, more ground staff, and lots of other things too; but more than anything what it meant to Donny was that he would be able to have a number two.

Nobody in football was more aware than Big Donny Donnelly that all managers have a number two, and the fact that he hadn't got one really hurt him. Really hurt him. All managers had a number two, that was the way things worked, it went with the territory. He couldn't think of one other manager in the whole of the Football League who didn't have a number two. Some of them even had a number three! Through his dealings in the transfer market he knew that most of the managers in the Nationwide Conference had a number two too. Even the manager of the Unibond League side that had recently stuffed them had a number two. Probably Archbishop Desmond Tutu had a number two too. If they could all have a number two, why shouldn't he have a number two?

When Donny had first joined the club some eighteen months previously he had made getting himself a number two his first priority. On the very day he took over the managerial seat at Frogley he had gone to the board of directors and asked them if he could have one, making it very clear by the tone of his voice that a reply in the negative wasn't an option. The board had agreed to his request unanimously and without argument. Donny had been over the moon. However he had very soon been back under the moon, because having agreed to Donny's request for a number two Grant Fielding went on to say that it was of no concern to the board what style of haircut their manager chose to adopt and that if he wanted a number two he could have a number two; and James Liversedge had added that as far as having number twos was concerned shitting was free and Donny could have as many shits as he’d a mind to. 

So eighteen months later Donny was still number twoless. But now he was going to have one!



To the Frogley Town players it didn't mean very much at all. Their job was out there on the park, doing their best for Frogley Town. Trevor Hanks, the ‘you fat bastard you ate all the pies’ of the team - leastwise according to the supporters of whichever team were providing the opposition for the Town that day - expressed the hope that Price might offer the players a discount on his range of pies; Darrel Lock suggested that with Price at the helm they probably wouldn't have to threaten the board with violence in order to get their pay packets, as they'd had to do on more than one occasion last season; and Des Barrel expressed a hope that they would now be able to fill the communal bath with more than the six inches of water they'd been restricted to in the past, on the grounds of economy. But apart from that it didn't much matter to the players who was the owner of the club, be it Joe Price, Katy Price or Our Price.



To George Fearnley it also meant very little. Not because any changes at the club would not affect him, as club secretary they were bound to, but because he was due to retire at the end of the coming season and whatever changes were made would be unlikely to affect him very much beyond then. 

He wondered about Price though, and the pie manufacturer's sudden involvement with the club from absolutely nowhere; as far as he could recollect Price had never shown the remotest interest in the club. He admitted though that this judgement might be doing Price a disservice as he himself had only been with the club since 1968 and it was possible Price might have been a regular visitor to Offal Road in the early sixties when the club, if not in their pomp, were still a decent First Division side. Maybe Price's visits, like those of so many other fans of long ago, had dropped off in direct proportion to the team's fortunes on the field?

This was neither confirmed nor unconfirmed when Price had telephoned George the day after news of the takeover broke. After exchanging pleasantries, or as near as Price ever got to pleasantries, the new owner of the club informed George that he would be visiting his new acquisition the following Tuesday at ten a.m. on the button, and that George and Donny were to make themselves available. George had remarked that before the takeover he hadn't been aware that Price was even interested in football, never having seen him at a Frogley match. Price had replied that it was precisely because he was interested in football that George had never seen him at a Frogley match as there had been fat bloody chance of him ever seeing any there.



To Martin Sneed it meant he had found a new enemy. Price had got on the wrong side of him by telling the national newspapers about the takeover before the Advertiser had had the chance to reveal the news. Well Martin Sneed would show him! His articles and match reports on the Town's fortunes might have been scathing in the past but they were as nothing to what they would be like in the future. 

Price hadn't seen anything from him yet! Headlines continually jumped into his mind. 'Frogley Town – The Team You Wouldn't Pay To Watch At Any Price'. 'Another Stale Performance From The Pie Men'. 'The Price Is Wrong For Frogley Town'. Snatches of copy followed - 'If ever the meat wagon fails to show up at Price's Pies factory leaving them short of filling for their meat and potato pies Joe Price need look no further than the Town back four for an adequate substitute to mix in with the potato'. 'Price may be a success as a meat pie manufacturer but it takes more than filling a pastry case with meat, fat, gristle, sinew, offal, bone, snot and God knows what else that goes into his pies, to make a successful football team, as last week's dire performance clearly demonstrated'. 'The Town played so badly that when three of the players picked up bookings the referee, instead of giving them yellow cards, would have been more than justified in exposing them as the cripples they are by handing them green cards'.

Even the muse struck him.


Simple Simon met a Pieman



The Pieman was Joe Price



Said Simple Simon to the Pieman



Frogley, Conference, in a trice


Sneed rubbed his hands together. The new season couldn't come too quickly for him.



To Superintendent Screwer it meant there would probably be even more football hooligans to deal with. It was a simple equation - more money to spend equals bigger crowds equals more hooliganism. But it wouldn't be anything he couldn't handle. They wouldn't be dealing with his predecessor at Frogley, that soft touch Superintendent Soft Twat or whatever he was called, the barmy bastard whose apparent method of policing football matches was to get Constable Balfour to drop in. Not a bit of it. Things would be different. They would be facing Superintendent Herman Screwer now. They would be dealing with a man who had previously held the unofficial all police divisions in-house record for personally braining football hooligans for four years on the bounce; and some of the bastards he’d brained had bounced!

Screwer’s stunning performance, in both senses of the word, was nine hooligans and a man carrying a sandwich board bearing the legend 'The End Of The World Is Nigh', who happened to get in the way. After Screwer had finished with him his end very nearly was nigh, and would have been nigh if it hadn't been for the skills of the doctors at Leeds General. No, to Superintendent Screwer it was just a little more grist for the mill, with the football hooligans of Frogley being the grist and himself being the mill.

 




CHAPTER FOUR


 




“And that is only the third time a player has scored the opening goal on his birthday in the Premiership this season, and the twenty fourth time I have come out with yet another load of meaningless trivia during this commentary” - John Motson

 


The players were usually given the day off after a match, but the day previously the Town had lost three-nil to a Blue Square North team and Donny had brought them in for extra training. He had emphasised to them that this wasn't intended as a punishment, merely to get their fitness levels up. 

In the post-match briefing he had told them that overall he was pleased with the result, at the end of the day, as it was proof they were turning things round, and that if any proof of this were needed they only had to look at their last two results - in the match before last they had lost four-nil to a team in the Unibond League, and in the last match they had lost only three-nil to a team in the Blue Square North, which meant they had lost by one goal less to a team from one league higher. In turn this meant that if they were to continue this rate of improvement it would mean that if they played a team from the Football Conference, one league up from the Blue Square North, they would lose by only two-nil. Carry the theory through to its logical conclusion and it would mean that they would only lose one-nil to a Coca-Cola League Two side, draw nil-nil with a League One side, beat a Championship side one-nil, and if they were to play a team from the Premiership they would beat them two-nil.

Although a few of the players harboured the odd doubt that they would struggle to win two-nil away at Chelsea or Manchester United their manager’s reasoning seemed to make perfectly good sense so they were putting a really big effort into their training that morning.

From the direction of the portakabins Dave Rave, carrying his portable recording equipment and a football, now approached the pitch. As he climbed over the perimeter fence he called out to the players, “Hi fellas!”

The nearest player to him was the Geordie midfield man Darrell Lock, ex-Bolton Wanderers, ex-Swindon Town, ex-Darlington, ex-any use, who raised a hand in salutation and greeted the local radio legend. “Hey up, Dave man, how's it gannin’.”

“You know me Locky,” said Dave. “When was Dave Rave ever down?”

“When you’re giving somebody a blow job,” said Darren Briggs.

The rest of the players had a laugh at Dave’s expense following this brilliant shaft of wit, which the radio presenter took in good part. Dave didn’t mind the player’s joshing him, it made him feel like one of them, like one of the lads, something a good DJ should always try to be. 

“What's brung yow here then, Doive?” asked Hereward Stock.

“The number nine bus,” said Jimmy Floyd Cragg.

Two of the players groaned but the remainder of them laughed, and even the two who didn’t laugh thought it was funny and wished it had been they who had said it. 

“Big Donny has given Frogley Radio's fave DJ the OK to interview a couple of you for the Dave Rave Show Pre-Season Football Special,” said Dave. He remembered the football he was carrying. “Oh, and one of your fans at the mental hospital asked me if I could get you all to sign his football.”

“So we're still popular at the mental hospital then?” said Lock.

“I have it on the authority of no less a person than the Chief Psychiatrist that the one time the inmates can safely be left on their own is during my commentary of your matches,” said Dave, with some measure of pride.

“Noice to know our efforts is appreciated, ain't it lads,” said Stock.

“Even if they are nuts,” agreed utility man Chrissy Knox.

Dave corrected him. “Disturbed. Disturbed Chrissy, not nuts. There but for the grace of God, and all that.” He looked around. “So which of you guys would like to be interviewed?”

“Me,” said Moggs, elbowing his way to the front. 

“You, Moggsy?” ridiculed Cragg. “Who wants tae listen tae an idjit like you!”

The big goalkeeper turned on the Scot. “Who asked you to stick your bleedin' oar in, Craggy?” Then he said to Dave. “Put me down Dave.” 

“That's one then,” said Dave. He turned to Briggs. “And how about you for another, Darren?”

Briggs shrugged his shoulders nonchalantly. “Yeh, why not.”

Dave switched on his tape recorder, tapped the microphone to ensure it was working, then sang into it. “It's the Day... ayve...Rave Show.” He turned his attention to Briggs. “With me now is ace Frogley Town striker Darren Briggs. Tell me Darren, as a Frogley player, what is your reaction to the news that meat pie magnate Joe Price has bought the club?” He held the microphone out to Briggs and the striker spoke into it.

“Well obviously Dave, I'm just over the moon about it.”

Moggs protested immediately. “Hey I was going to say that!”

“Well you'll just have to fink of somefink else to say then won't you Moggsy my son,” said Briggs.

“Moggsy?” said Barrel in disbelief. “Do us a favour Briggsy; he won't be able to think of anything else.”

Moggs turned on him. “Oh yes I will, Barrelly! We're not all thick Yorkshire bastards.”

“No, some of ye are thick Lancashire bastits.” said Cragg.

“Piss off, twatface,” said Moggs, bringing the eloquent repartee to an end for the moment.



Donny and George were in the latter’s office awaiting the arrival of Joe Price. 

Even though it was his first job in football management and he had yet to prove himself Donny had no doubts whatsoever about his skill levels in his chosen vocation. Why should he have? He had everything required of a modern young manager; he had an FA coaching badge; he had a wealth of experience as a player for six league and three non-league clubs; he had a lovely wife Tracey Michelle; and, like Ron Atkinson, he had a Mercedes. (Donny's favourite anecdote about his hero concerned the time that Big Ron had taken over the manager's seat at Manchester United. Apparently when it came to the question of a car the chairman had offered him a Rover. Big Ron had told him that he didn't want a dog, he wanted a car, and had promptly demanded, and got, a Mercedes. When Donny had taken over at Frogley Town he hadn't even been offered a dog, much less a car, so he had been forced to buy his own Mercedes, a P registration job, but a Mercedes nevertheless). 

Despite his qualifications and obvious suitability for the job Donny was as aware as anyone that a footballer manager's job is never likely to be vying for top spot in the Job Security League, that his position is at best insecure and at worse bloody precarious. So, ever mindful of the tenuous nature of his profession, he had put a great deal of thought into his appearance for this, his first meeting with the club's new owner.

Donny had seen Price on three occasions in the past; once when they had both been boarding the train for Manchester, the other two times when Price had passed by in his Rolls-Royce. He had also seen Price's photograph in the local several times. On each occasion Price had been wearing a bowler hat. Well aware that to copy someone is the sincerest form of flattery Donny had considered wearing a similar type of headgear himself for their first meeting. The problem was that if he were to do this it would cover up his Ron Atkinson hairstyle, and that was just not an option. He had then considered wearing a bowler hat for Price's arrival, then taking it off and carrying it under his arm, like they did in old wedding photographs, thus getting the benefit of both worlds. This seemed to him to be the ideal solution and the one he adopted.

He had previously noticed a bowler hat in the window of the local Age Concern charity shop and had gone in to try it on. Unfortunately the hat had been much too large and had fallen down over his eyes. However the old dear behind the counter, who looked to Donny more like she should be receiving some of the profits of Age Concern rather than helping to create them, had seen a possible sale, and was now firmly intent on getting it. She took the hat off him and quickly lined it with folded newspaper. He tried it on again and now it fitted perfectly. The old dear clapped her hands together in delight and assured Donny that he looked very nice in it. Donny looked in the mirror and could immediately see why she should think this. Then she proceeded to put her foot in it by going on to tell him that he looked quite the little gentleman. As Donny had already half-convinced himself that the bowler hat made him look even shorter than he already was the old dear's confirmation of this was all it had taken to decide him against it. But he did want to impress Price. Which is why he decided to take the bowler hat but to just carry it under his arm.

With it Donny initially thought he might wear his powder blue jacket and lazer blue slacks, an outfit that his lovely wife Tracey Michelle liked him in so much, but when he tried it with the bowler hat in the full length mirror at home he found that the two clashed. Then it occurred to him that maybe Price might prefer to see his manager in a more 'hands-on' mode of dress, but found that his lime green track suit didn't go too well with the bowler hat either. In the end he'd plumped for the new cream number he'd bought for acquiring a mistress purposes.

He looked at his watch. A minute to ten. “Any sign of him yet,” he asked George, who was nearer the window.

George looked out. “Not yet. If I know Price he'll make us wait.”

“Well he hadn't better make us wait too long,” complained Donny. “I want to get my number two in place today.”



Ever since Price had told him that he would be looking to him to get some new supporters for the Town Stanley had been racking his brains as to how he could best accomplish this. So far he hadn't come up with a single idea. And he'd thought of everything short of press-ganging people in the pubs of Frogley during the Saturday lunchtime prior to the match. (If he had happened to have thought of it he would have put it to Price immediately and offered to be in charge of the press gang.)

But four days on he still hadn't come up with anything that would get more people though the Frogley Town turnstiles that wasn't already being tried, or that hadn't been tried before and had failed.

The problem was that Stanley really didn't have the sort of innovative mind that comes up with new ideas. He was a simple man; not mentally deficient in any way, or slow, but simple in the humble, uncomplicated, artless sense of the word. What Stanley was good at, and what he knew he was good at, was hard graft and being loyal to the causes he loved - and certainly nobody was better at displaying these virtues if his performances to the glory of Price's Pies and Frogley Town Football Club were the yardstick. But being a grafter and being loyal weren't much good to you when you were trying to come up with an idea which would fill the Offal Road Stadium to capacity every match day, a fact which Stanley readily admitted to himself as he sat in his living room in his red, yellow and green striped chair with his freshly-dyed faithless dog Fentonbottom at his feet.

Then suddenly, completely out of the blue, or maybe completely out of the red, yellow and green, he had an idea. His son! He was a clever fellow. A big disappointment to Stanley, true, because he had no time at all for football; but he was bright, there was no doubt about that, he'd passed GCSEs and things and had a good job in the financial department of the Frogley Borough Council.

Stanley spoke his thoughts out loud. “I wonder if t' lad could help me think of summat?”

“What?” said Sarah Jane, who was seated opposite her husband, knitting him a new scarf in the Frogley Town colours, on the strict understanding that if she finished it in time for the start of the new football season he wouldn't dye the cat.

“I were just wondering if our Craddock Kiln Wragg Hovel Clogthorpe Flinch Jabbit Crowe Fentonbottom Grit and Shakeshaft could help me out.”

Sarah Jane pulled a face. “Does tha have to call our son by his full name every time tha mentions him?” 

“I like saying it, Sarah Jane. It's music to me ears. It's t' names of 1935 Cup-winning team.”

“I know what it's name of Stanley Sutton; I ought to, I've heard it often enough! And what does tha want help with, anyroad?”

“Mr Price needs more folk watching t' Town.”

Sarah Jane sniffed. “I'm surprised as he hasn't issued all his workers with a season ticket before now and knocked t' money out of their wages every week.”

It took only a second to hit Stanley. “Bloody hell! Bloody hell Sarah Jane, that's it!”



Back at the football ground Dave Rave was interviewing Moggs.

“....Town goalkeeper Gary Moggs. Tell me Gary, as a Frogley player, what is your reaction to the news that meat pie magnate Joe Price has bought Frogley Town?”

Grouped around them, all the other players waited expectantly for Moggs's reply.

“Well....” started Moggs. “Well....well obviously Dave, I mean....well I'm just over the moon out about it.”

All the players burst out laughing and jeering at Moggs, who threatened the lot of them with violence.



Joe Price, approaching the portakabins, wondered what they were laughing about. And, more to the point, what they'd got to laugh about, since they'd been beaten the day before by a team from the Blue Square North. One thing was certain, they wouldn't have anything to laugh about for much longer.

George saw Price's approach through the window of the portakabin. He turned to Donny. “He's here.”

“Price?” 

George nodded. Donny went over to the mirror for a final check on his appearance. He put a stray hair back into position across the top of his head, straightened his medallion, flicked a speck of dust off the bowler hat in the crook of his arm, then turned to George.

“How do I look?”

“He's here to discuss the future of the club with us Donny, not audition us for Butlins,” said George. “But if he was auditioning us for Butlins you'd stand an excellent chance. Particularly if they were putting on a minstrel show and you were happy about blacking up.”

“What do you mean?” asked Donny, unable to make the connection between his appearance and a Black and White Minstrel, but before George could enlighten him the door swung open and the new owner of Frogley Town stepped in.

Donny had only ever seen Price from a distance, or in the newspaper. Close up and in the flesh Frogley Town's new owner was even more impressive-looking. Donny was glad he had taken such care over his appearance.

Price looked the pair up and down. “You two will be George Fearnley and Donkey Donnelly then?”

Donny put him right. “Donny Donnelly, Mr Price. Big Donny Donnelly.”

“I were referring to thee by t' name as tha were known by when tha played left back for Stockport County,” said Price.

Donny let this slight on his footballing ability pass. There were more urgent things to discuss. He set the ball in motion. “Before we go any further Mr Price, I'd like you to know that I feel it is imperative that I have a number two.” Then, just in case Price wasn't absolutely clear about what he was demanding. “I don't mean a shit or a haircut, I mean an assistant”

The look that Price gave Donny was long in suffering but only a split second in arriving. “I know what a number two is, Donnelly,” he snapped.

“Well it's imperative I have one, Mr Price,” Donny reiterated. “And early doors. Very much so.”

“There'll be no number two if I've owt to do with it,” said Price. “And if tha aren't up to t' job on thee own I'll get somebody as is.”

“But....”

Price cut off any further protest. “And listen up, t' pair of you. It cost me one million pounds to buy t' Town. And that's a lot of meat pies. One and half million to be exact. And that's only t' beginning of what I intend spending; there's t' ground to be brought up to scratch and t' playing strength to be improved. I don't expect to see change out of fifteen million pounds this season alone. And that's a lot of meat pies. Twenty two and half million to be exact. Now I....”

Donny held up a hand. “If I can just butt in for a moment, Mr Price. Concerning our current playing strength. Our immediate need is obviously more punch up front, more strike power if you like; and I know where I can get just the player we need if I act quickly. And he won't cost all that much.”

“And how much might that be?” 

“I think I could get him for about four hundred thousand meat pies.”

Price fixed Donny with a beady eye. “Are thee making fun of me, Donnelly?”

Donny was aghast. It was the very last thing he wanted to do. How could Price possibly think he'd been making fun of him? All he'd been doing was speaking in the language of the person he was talking to, like it had advised in the book ‘The Psychology of Football’ with a foreword by Ron Atkinson. He now wished he'd stuck to his own language, very much so, but it was too late. “Making fun of you Mr Price?” he said. “Oh no, Mr Price.”

“Only some folk do,” said Price. “Once.” He noticed Donny's bowler hat. “What has tha got that bowler hat under thee arm for?”

“This, Mr Price?” Donny took the bowler from the crook of his arm. “Well I wear one of course, Mr Price.”

“Put it on then,” said Price.

Donny suddenly felt a great need to be somewhere else. “What?”

“Put it on.” This time there was more authority in Price's voice.

“Well I always take it off when I'm indoors, Mr Price,” Donny hedged. “It’s good manners.”

Price leaned over and stuck his face about an inch away from Donny's and bellowed, “Put it on!”

There was nothing else for it. Donny put the bowler hat on. He had removed the newspaper padding as he had assumed he wouldn’t be wearing it and the hat fell down over his eyes.

Price had no doubts now. “Tha are making fun of me, aren't tha Donnelly!”

The feeling Donny had of wanting to be somewhere else, a nice comfortable snake pit perhaps, grew even stronger. His voice became hoarse. “No, Mr Price,” he managed to croak.

Price stepped forward, took the hat off Donny's head and looked at it more closely.

“Where did tha buy this hat, Donnelly?”

“Buy it, Mr Price?” Donny's mind raced. “Er....Next.”

“That's funny,” said Price. “Because it's one of mine. One of my old ones as I threw out. And things as I throw out my wife gives to t' charity shop.” 

“Next….door to Woolworths, Mr Price....Age Concern,” gabbled Donny, thinking on his feet. “I couldn't think of the name, Mr Price. Now I can. It was Age Concern.”

Price looked at him imperiously. The feeling Donny had of wanting to be somewhere else grew ever stronger. Maybe some nice quicksand whilst giving Dawn French a piggy back.

“Tha'rt a lying sod, Donnelly.” Price said. “But I give everybody one chance. Tha has just had thine.”

The valve on Donny's bootlicking tank opened again and more obsequiousness oozed out. “Thank you Mr Price. Obviously.”

“Now let's get back to business. Regarding t' new player as tha wants, we'll be buying nobody until we've got best out of t' players as we already have. And we can do that by instilling in them some good old-fashioned virtues. Has tha ever heard t' expression 'Clothes maketh the man', Donnelly?”

“Well obviously, Mr Price. I am a disciple of it.”

Price produced the old photograph of Frogley Town and held it up so Donny could see it. “This is a photograph of t' Frogley team of 1935. It is our blueprint for t' future.” He looked with fondness at the photo. “Look at 'em! That's what tha calls a football team! A proper team, with proper shirts and proper shorts and a little right winger with bandy legs.” He slapped the photograph with the back of his hand, with a flourish. “This is exactly how I want to see t' present team turned out, Donnelly.”

Donny looked at the photograph. Surely not? “Dressed like that, Mr Price?” 

“Not only dressed, Donnelly. Their hair t' same as well. Cropped, with a fringe at t' front, just like in this photograph. Lined up like coconuts in a coconut shy! And droopy moustaches.”

Donny could only imagine what sort of reception Price’s plan would get from the players and it wasn't 'Oh that's a good idea, Boss'. He decided the best way to handle it was to be a bit cagey. “Well I might be able to talk the lads into having a number one or number two, and maybe a droopy moustache at a pinch, but I can't see them going for the fringe, Mr Price. I mean....”

But before the beleaguered manager could tell Price what he meant the club’s new owner butted in. “T' Manager too, if he insists on arguing with me!”

Donny removed caginess from the menu immediately. “The lads are as good as on their way to the hairdressers, Mr Price.”



Superintendent Screwer sat at his desk and brought all his thirty two years experience in the police force to bear on planning the best way to set about eliminating the Frogley football hooligan problem.

If it had been left to him there wouldn't be a problem; there would be no such thing as football hooliganism. He would have stamped it out long ago, when it first raised its ugly, spotty, drunken, drug-crazed, face-dyed-in-the-club's-colours head. He could do it tomorrow, at a stroke. The way he would do it was simple. He would hang the next football fan who stepped out of line. Make an example of him. 

Screwer was a great believer in making examples of people. In his it was by far and away the best aid to efficient policing that man had come up with. As he was fond of saying, you didn't get too many of the locals in the Jerusalem area walking about carrying notices which read 'I am a Christian' once the Romans had started throwing them to the lions.

He had no doubt at all that hanging the next football fan to step out of line would bring an end to the hooligan problem. Hang him, then tar and feather him, then draw and quarter him, or her, then lop off his or her head, then display each of the four quarters outside the main gates of Old Trafford, Anfield, Elland Road and St James's Park for a month, and use the head for a ball at the next FA Cup Final. You wouldn't have to do that too often before yobbish fans called a halt to their hooligan missile-throwing foul obscenity-chanting antics.

Some time ago Screwer had in fact proposed his hanging theory in a letter to his Chief Constable. He received a letter back congratulating him on his astuteness and assuring him that his 'Neck Stretching Plan' would be put to the highest authority as a matter of urgency. But nothing had come of it. Screwer hadn't been surprised; nothing had come of his idea to clamp jay walkers either, after an initial favourable reaction from above.

He looked at the notepad on his desk. It had one word written on it, in his firm but child-like scrawl. 'Citadel'. Yes, that's what the Frogley Town stadium would have to become if it were to be hooligan-proof; a stronghold, a fortress. 

The great thing about a citadel was that as well as keeping people out it could also keep people in, and that's what he knew he would have to do if he were to control the hooligans. And to make sure they knew they were inside a citadel. Get it into their thick heads that once they were inside there was no escape for them once they'd started with their hooligan ways.

He thought for a moment or two then underneath the word 'Citadel' on the notepad he wrote 'Moat? Obtain estimates.'

Screwer had yet to pay a visit to Offal Road but had driven past the stadium and had already seen citadel-like possibilities; there was a fence all the way round the perimeter for a start, and although it wasn't all that high and could easily be scrambled over by a hooligan intent on mischief it wouldn't be scrambled over so easily once it had barbed wire on the top of it; and the four floodlight pylons could certainly be put to good use.

Recalling this now he made another note. 'Barbed wire, that razor edge stuff they use to keep cattle in. Platforms for floodlight pylons'. 

There was a tap on the door.

“Come,” said Screwer.

The door opened and a somewhat hesitant-looking Sergeant Hawks stepped in.

“Yes?” said Screwer.

“Well....Well there's a man outside, sir” said Hawks. “With....Well he says you ordered this white horse off him.”

Screwer couldn't have been more delighted if Hawks had just told him a busload of England football fans had gone over a precipice. “Is it here?”

Hawks still couldn't quite believe it. “You did order a white horse off him, sir?”

The police chief pushed his chair back, got to his feet and brandished a clenched fist. “Scourge of the Terraces!”

Hawks blinked. “Beg pardon, sir?

“That's what I'm going to call it. 'Scourge of the Terraces'.”

“Oh I see sir,” said Hawks, feeling the peace and quiet of his retirement take another giant leap further away.

“Mark my words Sergeant, the football hooligans of Frogley will wish they'd never been born by the time I've finished with them!” Hawks didn't doubt it for one moment. Screwer continued. “Put it in one of the cells.”

“Pardon, sir?”

“The horse, man. Put in one of the cells.”

“In one of the cells, sir?”

The good mood that had enveloped Screwer on being told of the arrival of his horse was quickly evaporating. He glared at Hawks. “Have I missed something here at Frogley Police HQ, Hawks? The well-appointed stable block for example?”

“No. No sir.”

“Then put it in one of the cells man! Then send out for some oats.”

“Yes sir.”



In their portakabin dressing room the players were larking about after training. Lock was in particularly high spirits. “Hey did youse see that gooal I scored, man! God, I love scoring gooals, it's better than sex.”

Briggs looked at him in disbelief. “Who are you shagging?”

“What?” said Lock.

“Well she must be a bleedin' poor shag if she's not as good as scoring a goal,” reasoned Briggs. “The ones I'm shagging are a lot better than scoring a goal, I can tell you.”

“Well you play up front,” reasoned Lock. “I play at the back man, I don't get many gooals.”

“You don't get many shags either, Locky,” said Crock.

The others within hearing range joined in the ridicule at Lock's expense. The Geordie was about to put up an argument citing several fair maidens of Frogley who could testify to the contrary, and one or two foul ones as well, when the door opened and Donny and Price came in. At the sight of their boss and the new owner the room went quiet, save for Barrel who was singing 'Sex Bomb' in the showers.

“Tell Robbie Williams to put a sock in it and get himself out here, Linksy,” Donny said to Links, who was nearest the shower.

“It's Tom Jones who sings Sex Bomb, Boss”, said Dicks, helpfully.

“Just get him out here,” said Donny. “We don't want to keep Mr Price waiting do we, he's a busy man, he's got millions of pies to make.”

The subject having been brought up, Hanks thought it might be a good time to bring up the matter of a pie discount with Price, but before he could broach it with the Town’s new owner Barrel was out of the shower and had joined the others, and Donny was telling them to gather round. When they had he turned to Price.

“Allow me to present my squad to you, Mr Price.” He pointed to them in turn as he reeled of their names. “Moggs, Knox, Parks, Crock, Rock, Links, Jacks, Hanks, Higgs, Briggs, Parks, Brooks, Dicks, Cragg, Crooks, Cook, Hook, Lock, Stock and Barrel.”

Price acknowledged the players with a curt nod. Some of them smiled a reply, a couple of them waved, but most just eyed Price with apprehension. New owners usually meant a clear out and none of them were ready for being cleared out just yet.

“It's a pity you didn't get here earlier Mr Price, you could have seen the lads practicing,” said Donny. 

“I saw them kicking a ball about on t' way in,” said Price.

“Oh, I didn't realise. What did you think? Myself I think the lads are looking quite sharp for pre-season.”

“I thought as they were shite.”

Donny was unfazed. “Yes, well I haven't had time to get a mistress yet. You'll see a big improvement when I do. Very much so.”

Price either misheard Donny or more likely did hear him and couldn't believe his ears, but whichever it was he chose to ignore it and change the subject. He said, “What plans have you made for these players to have their hair cut?”

“But you’ve only just mentioned it to me, Mr Price,” Donny protested.

“When I give thee an order I want it carried out immediately, Donnelly. I've just been over an hour with t' club secretary here, what were tha doing then?”

“Well obviously I was coaching the lads, Mr Price.”

“If it were obvious I wouldn't be asking thee would I,” Price pointed out.

“No, Mr Price,” said Donny. “Obviously.”

“And if tha were coaching t' team tha were wasting thee time. And theirs. So when is t' barber coming?”

“I will personally myself see to it that a hairdresser calls round tomorrow, Mr Price. Early doors”

“Today.”

“Obviously, Mr Price.”

“And see as tha does.” Then Price had second thoughts. “No, I can’t trust thee, so tha can leave t' barbering to me.”

“No, you can trust me, Mr Price. Very much so….”

“Quiet!” 

“Yes, Mr Price.”

Without enlarging on his plans on the subject of the players hair Price turned and left the room.

“What was all that about us having our hair cut, Boss?” said Parks, immediately the door had shut.

“I am going to be completely open and honest with you about this, lads,” said Donny. “As I always am. What it boils down to, at the end of the day, is that you've all got to look like the players in this photo.” He held up the photograph of the 1935 team. The players crowded closer to get a better look at it. “With moustaches and haircuts and kit like this.” He looked around. “And where's Higgsy? Where's my brave little right winger?”

Higgs spoke up from the back. “Boss?”

“Well there's a strong possibility we might have to make you bandy.” 

When Parks saw the photograph his protest was both immediate and passionate. “I'm not having my hair cut like that, not for nobody!”

Briggs was equally vehement. “Me neevah!”

The other players joined in the protest. Donny raised his arms to quieten them.

“All right, all right lads. Settle down.”

The players quietened down, but still grumbled.

Parks hadn't finished. “Who does that bastard Price think he is!”

“All right Stevie,” ordered Donny. “Obviously you feel very strongly about this. All of you. Well if my lads don't want their hair cut like that my lads are not going to have their hair cut like that. Regardless of what Price says. Never let it be said when the chips are off the old block that Big Donny Donnelly doesn't stick up for his players at the end of the day.”

The door opened and Price popped his head round. “Your office, now Donnelly.”

He made to close the door but Donny jumped in. “Mr Price! Glad you popped back. About the haircuts; I'm afraid the lads just will not go along with it.”

“Sack t' lot of 'em.”

Donny turned to the players. “You're all sacked.”

“You can't sack us for refusing to have our hair cut!' protested Barrel. 

“He can do anything as he's a mind to,” said Price. “And if he can't, I can.” He looked the players up and down. “So, who's for a haircut, and who's for t' dole queue?”

A few seconds went by. A few of the players looked at each other seeking support but most of them had suddenly found their feet very interesting. Parks exchanged worried glances with his reflection in the mirror. Price waited for them. “Well?” he said impatiently.

“Well....Well I were thinking of trying a new hairstyle, anyway,” said Moggs.

“Me too, Mr Proice, said Stock. “Oi mean speaking for moiself oi think it looks quoite attractive.”

“Especially with the moustache,” added Jacks.

“Aye, so do I,” agreed Cragg. “Youse can pit me down for one of they haircuts too, Mr Price.” 

 




CHAPTER FIVE

 


“Sinclair is to his left and he also has options on his right” - Barry Davis

“I wasn't on his right at all, I was behind him - Gary Options”

 


“I gather that in previous seasons the police presence at your home games has been of a somewhat sketchy nature,” said Superintendent Screwer, making no attempt to keep out of his voice his disapproval of the previous laxness of the football club with regard to crowd control.

“Well we have the stewards, of course,” George pointed out.

The Frogley Town secretary had agreed to meet the new chief of the Frogley police force to discuss, in Screwer's words, 'Some pressing matters of vital importance, quite possibly to life and limb', and Screwer's comment about how things had been run in the past had been his opening salvo.

The police chief continued, the disapproval in his voice now replaced with disdain following George’s comment. “Professional persons are they, these stewards?”

“Well we pay them,” said George. “Ten pounds per game facing the pitch, fifteen pounds facing away from the pitch.” Then he added, smiling at the joke, “Although there are some who say it should be the other way round.”

“I think you'll find that those facing away from the pitch will spend half their time doing what they should be doing, half their time sneaking looks over their shoulders to catch covert glimpses of the game, and half the time picking their noses and scratching their arses,” said Screwer, in his voice of experience voice.

George considered for a moment whether it would be worthwhile telling Screwer that he'd used three halves and that football was a game of two halves, as most football managers were wont to remind everyone on a regular basis, but as he didn't want to prolong the interview any longer than necessary he thought better of it; it would be going on for quite long enough judging by the length of the list of items to be discussed which the chief of police was now consulting.

His opinions on the value or otherwise of stewards having been aired, Screwer continued to work his way down the list. “How many surveillance cameras have you got?”

“Surveillance cameras? Well we don't have any.”

Screwer's head jolted back as though he had just received one of Mike Tyson's best right uppercuts. Almost choking he said, “No surveillance cameras! Why not for Christ’s sake?”

“We don't need them,” said George, matter-of-fact.

Screwer's head shot back again. Not as far this time, because as it was already back from the previous occasion it didn't have very much farther to go before it collided with the wall behind him, which it did with a sickening thud.

“Shit!” 

George commiserated with the police chief. “Sorry, we're a bit cramped for office space; as you can see.”

Screwer straightened his cap then glared at George. “What do you mean you don't bloody need surveillance cameras?”

“Well it would just be a waste of money,” explained George. “As we never have any trouble at Frogley Town.”

If George had left it there he might have escaped the next five minutes. But he didn't. He followed it up by saying: “In fact I can't ever remember seeing a football hooligan at a Frogley match.”

So for the next three hundred mind-numbing seconds he was treated to Screwer's views on football hooliganism in general, and exactly what he intended to do about it in particular. To his wife, later that day, George likened the experience to being attacked by a madman with a flamethrower. Certainly he was left in no doubt whatsoever as to Screwer's feelings on the subject.

When the police chief had satisfied himself that George had well and truly got the message he carried on: “Eight surveillance cameras represent an absolute minimum requirement. One each centrally positioned at each side of the ground. One each mounted on the floodlight towers, above the gun turrets.”

George suddenly stopped being concerned and started to get alarmed. “Gun turrets?”

Screwer enlarged. “For the police marksmen.”

George made another attempt at putting Screwer right. “Superintendent there really isn't any need for any of this. This is Frogley, not Jalalabad. The north west of England not the North West Frontier. We are an insignificant little team in the Coca-Cola League Two. Just. And, like I said, we don't have any football hooligans.”

Screwer was unabashed. “You won't have any once they've got wind of the police marksmen, that's for sure.” He gave George the benefit of a smile that wouldn't have looked out of place on an undertaker viewing a multiple motorway pile-up, then carried on. “Whereabouts is the Police Operations Centre?” 

“We don't have one.”

Screwer's head was about to shoot back again but, remembering the painful encounter with the wall the last time he affected surprise, he just managed to stop himself in time.

“I could get you a portakabin, I suppose,” George offered. “Or a caravan maybe.”

“A caravan?” Screwer almost shrieked it. “I'm a police officer, not Gipsy fucking Petulengro! Or perhaps you'd like me to start telling fucking fortunes at half time?”

George tried to pacify the police chief. “They can be quite roomy, caravans.”

Screwer fixed George with a baleful glare. This man was even more stupid than he looked. “It isn't the room I am concerned about, it is the construction. It takes more than a bit of plywood to contain drug-crazed hooligans.” Fortunately he had just the thing for such contingencies. “I'll use one of our mobile armour-plated jobs until you've had time to build something proper out of reinforced concrete.” He referred to his list. “I've priced some barbed wire. That razor stuff they use for cattle.”

George didn't really want to ask but forced himself. “What for?”

“Round the perimeter fence, of course.” Christ he might be the secretary of a football club but he wouldn't last five minutes in the police force. “You haven't got any on it. Unless some has suddenly rooted and flowered while I've been in here with you finding out all about your non-existent ways of dealing with football hooligans and informing you what you're going to have to do about it.”

“We don’t have any hooli....” George stopped himself. What was the point?

“It'll cost you two thousand two hundred pounds,” Screwer went on. “If you go through me.” He explained. “As a regular and long time valued customer I can get you a good discount. All completely above board, this isn’t graft. You'll have to erect it though. To my specifications of course.”

At this point George decided he had no alternative than to pass the buck, the only option that seemed open to him under the circumstances, and one he wished he had thought of doing ten minutes earlier. “Look, I'm not at all sure about this,” he said. “I'll have to put your suggestions to Mr Price.”

Screwer scowled and said, “I'm talking to the oil rag then?”

“Yes. But Mr Price did mention to me that he had plans to improve the stadium. Nothing specific yet, but....”

“Ah. Then he'll no doubt appreciate my input on that score.”

From his brief acquaintance with Price George doubted very much that his new boss would welcome Screwer’s input. He was not about to reveal that to the police chief however, because the sooner he got rid of him the better he’d like it. He borrowed a phrase from Donny. “Well obviously.”

Screwer got to his feet. “Make me an appointment.”



Dave Rave had been a regular visitor to the Frogley Mental Hospital ever since one of the residents housed within its walls had written to him telling him how much Frogley Radio was enjoyed by all the patients, especially his Frogley Town match commentaries.

Dave was a young man who firmly believed that show biz celebrities should not only connect with their fans over the airwaves but also in the flesh whenever and wherever possible, and whilst some of his peers might not have been over keen on being seen on the wrong side of the chain link fence of a mental hospital Dave had no qualms about it whatsoever. These are the people who put me where I am, was the way Dave looked at it, and will help put me where I am going. True, he had been a bit nervous about it at first - especially as the patient who had written to him had signed the letter 'Rasputin' - but after a few visits he had come to realise that whereas none of the inmates was a full shilling, otherwise they wouldn't have been in there in the first place, it was by no means apparent in the behaviour of the majority of them; and even the ones who did act a little oddly from time to time were in no way dangerous. Greaves could be a bit of a trial at times, but he was more mischievous than malevolent, and Napoleon could be a bit of a problem when he was in one of his Empire-building moods, but apart from that they were fine.

Take Stevie Wonder for example. Who was to say that a man was off his rocker just because he chose to wear his hair in dreadlocks, sport a big hat and sunglasses and pretend he was blind? They certainly don't accuse the people who get dressed up as pop stars and appear on television in 'Stars In Your Eyes' of being mad, do they? All right, so the people who go on 'Stars In Your Eyes' don't dress up like their pop heroes all the time, nor do they drag out their white piano into the grounds whenever it's a nice day like Stevie Wonder had done today, but it was all a matter of degree, wasn't it. Where do you draw the line? When do you stop being eccentric and start being mad? Christ, in certain societies people would claim Elton John should be locked up in a rubber room just for going about his day to day business!

No, if you asked Dave, there were people in this world to be found on the outside of the perimeter fences of mental hospitals who were far bigger nutters than most of the people on the inside of them. (It had never crossed Dave's mind that as a man whose ultimate ambition in life was to be a Radio One DJ and present the Brit Awards that he himself might be regarded by the majority of people as someone who, for his own safety, ought to be locked up in a lunatic asylum.)

Today when the radio presenter arrived at the mental hospital it was a bright and sunny day, and because of this most of the patients were relaxing in the grounds. Quite a few of them were being entertained by Stevie Wonder, today wearing a rather fetching white leather hat, and who at the moment was treating them all to an especially spirited rendition of 'Sir Duke'. The performance had distracted Dave from his mission at the hospital that day, and, being something of an aficionado of the coloured American singer, once distracted he found it difficult to drag himself away.

The song finally came to an end, and when Stevie turned from his piano to take the generous applause of his audience Dave made to leave, but just as he did a squabble broke out when another of the inmates, pretending he was Paul McCartney, tried to get on the piano stool with Stevie for an impromptu rendition of 'Ebony and Ivory'. However this was quickly resolved when Stevie head butted Paul on the nose and told him to fuck off back to Liverpool. A little disappointed, for Dave was a big fan of Macca also (despite his having written to the rock superstar when he married Helen Mills and suggested to the ex-Beatle that he might write a song called ‘I Want To Hold Your Leg’ in her honour, and not receiving a reply), and would have welcomed a rendition of the duet, he got down to business. 

He soon located Fred Oakes and gave him the football the Frogley Town team had kindly autographed for him a few days previously. 

Oakes was effusive in his thanks. “I will treasure this, Dave. I will cherish it for the rest of my life. It was very, very good of you.”

“My pleasure, Fred,” said Dave, magnanimously.

“I owe you one, Dave.”

“No you don't Fred, because there's something you can do to pay me back right now. See I'm doing a Dave Rave Show Pre-Season Football Special and I'd like to interview you, if that’s all right with you?”

Oakes had been looking fondly at the signatures on the football with the pleasure that ownership of something coveted brings. Now, however, he suddenly looked surprised. “How long has Zinedine Zidane been playing for the Town then?” he asked, puzzled. “Did he change his mind about retiring?”

It was Donny’s turn to be puzzled. “What?”

“Zinedine Zidane.” Oakes pointed at a signature on the football. “There you are see, next to Carl Crock.”

Donny smiled. Those guys! Weren’t they just something else! Even so, amusing as it was, he would have to have a stern word with the Frogley players about it. All right, a joke's a joke, but these were fans we were talking about here. “Just a little joke, Fred,” he explained to Oakes. “One of the lads.”

“A joke?” Oakes considered this for a moment. Then he smiled. “Yes, of course. I should have realised. I mean why would Zinedine Zidane come to Frogley Town when we already have a wealth of talent in midfield? Well you know that better than I do, Dave, I mean you yourself are always going on about our strength in the middle of the park.”

“The Town have never been stronger in the engine room, if you want my opinion, Fred.”

“I remember you saying those very words before Dave,” recalled Oakes. “In the build-up to the Harlingford game. When they beat us six-nil.”

“Yes, Harlingford had a lot of luck that day,” said Donny, then, anxious to change the subject, “Shall we get on, Fred?”

“Of course, Dave. Fire away.”

Dave switched on the microphone of his portable recorder and tested it. Satisfied it was working he started the interview. “It's the Day....ayve....Rave Show. With me is an inmate of the Frogley Mental Hospital, Mr Fred Oakes. Tell me Fred, as a maniac, what is your reaction to the news that meat pie magnate Joe Price has bought Frogley Town?”

Oakes thought for a moment. “Well obviously Dave, I'm just over the moon about it.”

Dave stopped the recorder. “Er....do you think you could say something else, Fred? Only the players said that, and if you say the same thing my listeners won't be able to tell the players from the maniacs.”

There was bad blood between Oakes and Greaves. There was bad blood between most of the inmates and Greaves. This was because the vast majority of the patients, although to some degree not quite right, were at heart decent, caring people; whereas Greaves was an out and out copper-bottomed shit. However the blood between Oakes and Greaves was especially bad, due to the latter's favourite dessert being rice pudding.

Oakes, not being a fan of desserts in general and rice pudding in particular, being more of a cheese and biscuits man, had until a short time ago, being aware of his fellow patient's love of rice pudding, been in the habit of giving his rice pudding to Greaves whenever it appeared on the hospital menu, which it did quite frequently as the chef had a penchant for rice pudding himself. However two weeks previously, Greaves, perhaps unfamiliar with the expression 'killing the goose that lays the golden egg', had proceeded to do just that and had brought an end to the situation vis a vis Oakes's rice pudding. For it was then that Greaves had started to spread a rumour that Oakes's imaginary dog had started leaving imaginary dog turds all over the hospital and the hospital grounds, and that he himself had personally had the misfortune to imagine he had stepped in three of them. Oakes, who was meticulous to the point of fastidiousness in the use of the pooper scoop when it came to the matter of his imaginary dog's imaginary turds, had, not unnaturally, taken offence. Retribution was immediate, and came in the form of Oakes cutting off Greaves's extra rice pudding supplies.

Since then Greaves had been looking for an opportunity to exact revenge. A short while ago, whilst he had been with the others watching Stevie Wonder perform, such an opportunity had presented itself when he happened to observe Oakes in the company of that bloody lunatic Dave Rave. So, while Oakes had been chatting to Dave, Greaves had detached himself from the Stevie Wonder gig and surreptitiously taken cover behind a nearby tree.

Now, as Dave put his mike to his lips to re-record his interview with Oakes, Greaves struck. With a blood-curdling yell that would have done justice to Geronimo he leapt out and plunged a knife into Oakes's football, in-between Zinedine and Zidane. It burst with a loud bang. Oakes looked down at the football, which in its newly-deflated state looked not unlike Stevie Wonder's white leather hat, and burst into tears. Greaves jabbed a finger at the football.

“The Phantom Rice Pudding Avenger has struck again!”

And with that he was gone.



Donny's second attempt at picking up a girl in order that she should have the doubtful privilege of becoming his mistress had been more successful than his first effort. In fact it had been one hundred per cent more successful, a least as far as the picking up part of the procedure was concerned. Even after they’d gone back to her place and she had told him that on no account must he kiss her, then had held out her hand, he had still been quite happy at the way things were panning out, putting her request for no lip contact and the proffering of her hand down to the fact that she was Irish, and thus probably a Catholic and a bit shy. It was after he'd shaken her hand and she had asked him what the fuck he thought he was playing at that he began to have doubts.

Five minutes later he was back outside, his wallet lighter to the tune of fifty pounds. In an attempt to hang on to his hard-earned money he had offered the girl a Frogley Town season ticket as an alternative payment for the services he didn't require of her, but that she had insisted he pay for, but all this had got him was another demonstration of her extensive knowledge of Anglo-Saxon epithets. He was just glad that nobody had seen them together, that was all. Someone who might have recognised the two of them. Especially one of the team!

The very thought of such a disaster befalling him had made him go weak at the knees. He had put himself in the position of one of his players, players who knew he had a lovely wife Tracey Michelle. If the boss had to pay a prossie for sex what was that all about? Had the missus stopped his tap? Well obviously. And if he couldn't manage his wife what chance did he have of managing a football team? Hobson's chance, that's what. No, he had counted himself a very lucky man indeed to have got away with such a narrow escape.

However it hadn't got him any nearer to acquiring a mistress, and to this end he had since made two further attempts. The first of them had ended almost as soon as it had begun when, after asking the girl sat on her own at the bar of the Bees Knees if he could buy her a drink, and receiving a positive reply, he had thought it prudent, to ensure that he didn't make the same mistake twice, to ask her if she was a prostitute. She wasn't, as the ringing in his ears brought about by her fetching him one round the head with her handbag very soon attested. 

The second attempt had been at a school crossing with a lollipop lady, but progress had been slow as she'd kept interrupting his chat up line by walking out into the middle of the road to stop the traffic. Eventually he'd got fed up and wandered off, as for some unknown reason she hadn't shown much interest in him even when she was back on the pavement waiting for the next load of kids to arrive.

In fact, although he didn't know it, and would have been the last person to suspect it, much less admit it, Donny wasn't very good with women. But in his defence he had never had to be. He had married his first and only girlfriend, Tracey Michelle, when he was eighteen and she was a year younger. 

In those days he had been a promising young professional footballer and Tracey Michelle, considering him to be a 'good catch', had made all the running. This had the effect of colouring the opinion he held of himself as an object of female desire, because if you were to ask him why, after four attempts, he was still mistress-less, Donny would have been at a loss to come up with an answer. What he would have been able to say however, as he approached the door to George's office, was that he wouldn't be without a mistress for much longer, thanks to the excellent idea he'd had.

Donny didn't really like to consult George if he could help it, and he especially didn't like to confide in him, but as he always maintained a strict Ron Atkinson-advocated non-fraternisation policy with his players it was a case of confide in George or confide in nobody. So he stepped into the club secretary’s office, and said, “George I'd like your opinion on something.” Then, with a shrug, “Well there's nobody else around.”

George looked up from the papers he was working on. He was surprised to see Donny. “Oh, it’s you, Donny. I thought you'd be with Price and the players; isn't he supposed to be giving them a pep talk this afternoon?”

Donny pooh-poohed the notion. “Big Donny Donnelly has far more important fried fish, George. Fried fish that could very well make him this season's first Coca-Cola Manager of the Month.” He took a piece of notepaper from his pocket. “What do you think of this?” He read from the note. “'Tall, good-looking, successful football manager, would like to meet young, attractive lady, interested in becoming his mistress. With companionship and lifting the big one in mind.'”

George smiled to himself. “Yes. Very clever that, Donny.”

Donny was pleased that the club secretary had confirmed what he already knew. “Good, isn't it.”

George continued. “I mean if your wife happened to read it she would never suspect it was you in a million years, would she.”

“No,” said Donny. Then, puzzled, “Why?”

“Successful? Tall? Good-looking?”

Donny scowled. The old fart never missed an opportunity to hold him in ridicule. “Oh yes, very funny George, very funny I’m sure, I’m splitting my sides here.”

Then he thought for a moment about what George had said. Maybe he had a point, to be fair; because it hadn't even crossed his mind that his lovely wife Tracey Michelle might see the advert.

George now pointed out what he saw as another pitfall. “I mean if your missus thought you were having a bit on the side she might reciprocate by having a bit on the side herself, mightn’t she.”

George’s proposition was completely beyond Donny's comprehension. He couldn't believe anyone could think such a thing. “Tracey Michelle?” he scoffed. “What would my lovely wife Tracey Michelle want with another man when she's got Big Donny Donnelly?” He shook his head, ridiculing the very idea. “You do come up with them, George, you really do.” He had an afterthought. “To be fair though, it might be better for me at the end of the day if my lovely wife Tracey Michelle was completely unaware that I didn't have a mistress.” 

“Perhaps it would be better then if you didn’t put football manager in your advert,” suggested George. “There can’t be all that many football managers in Frogley. That would throw her off the scent.”

“Yes. Right.” Donny thought about it for a moment, then said, “I know, I'll change it to 'professional person'. That sums up my status quite nicely.”

So does ‘poor misguided little tosser’ thought George, but was too much of a gentleman to say it.



 


Meanwhile out on the pitch the players were honing their ball skills. They had been told that Price was to address them at two-o-clock but it was already ten past the appointed hour and the new owner of Frogley Town still hadn't turned up. Hanks, his mind never far away from food, had just suggested that he probably had a load of pies in the oven and Crock was about to tell him not to be such a stupid twat but was stopped from doing so by a sudden yell of disbelief from Crooks.

“Bloody hell!”

Whatever had caught Crooks’ attention now caused him to burst out in hysterics. Unable to speak for his laughter he gesticulated wildly in the direction of the dressing portakabin. The rest of the players turned to see the object of his amusement and immediately joined in the laughter. The cause of the merriment was Higgs, now to be seen waddling out onto the field with a nine gallon wooden beer firkin lashed between his legs.

“Shit a brick Higgsy,” said Lock, never short of an elegant phrase with which to express himself, “What do you think wor are on man?”

“I’m trying to make my legs bandy, what does it look like,” said Higgs. Then, in explanation: “Well the boss said Price wants a bandy right winger, didn't he?”

The players roared with laughter. He was a case, that Higgsy, and no mistake.

“You daft bugger, Higgsy” said Briggs. 

Higgs then commenced to dribble around with a football, but only succeeded in falling over, to more ribald laughter. A loud voice now broke into the merriment. 

“Good idea that mon with t' barrel.”

It was Price, now striding purposefully across the pitch towards them. Higgs picked himself up off the ground as the rest of the players looked at Price expectantly.

Price gesticulated to Higgs. “Go on then.”

“What?” said Higgs.

“Don't 'what' me lad,” said Price. “I said go on. And wear that barrel between thee legs whenever tha'rt training on every occasion from now on.”

“What?” said Higgs. 

Price glowered at him. “I thought I'd just told thee not to 'what' me?”

“It were only for a laugh, Mr Price,” explained Higgs. “The barrel I mean. It were only a joke”

“A joke?” Price looked at the rest of the players. “Who else thinks as it's a joke as I want a bandy right winger in t' team?” The silence was deafening. Price broke it. “Well?”

Price waited. One or two of the players started to look elsewhere.

“I fink it's a good idea meself, Mr Price,” offered Briggs.

Several of the other players immediately jumped onto the bandwagon.

“So do I, Mr Price. Stanley Matthews was bandy,” said Parks.

“Aye, and Willie Waddell,” agreed Cragg. “A pig could have run through Willie Waddell's legs and nae touched the sides.”

Price smiled at Higgs and raised a questioning eyebrow.

“Yes, but....” Higgs began, but Price cut him off.

“Of course I could always buy a bandy right winger.”

Higgs could see there was no way he was going to win so quickly set about cutting his losses. “Actually I was thinking of sleeping with it between me legs tonight as well, Mr Price.”

“Do that.” The situation resolved to his satisfaction, Price got down to business. “Now pay attention, t' lot of you. Here is t' Do's and t' Don'ts as will apply from now on. T' Do's first. There's only one. Do as I tell thee. Now t' Don'ts. One....” 

Briggs interrupted him. “I fink Barrel should wear a barrel between his legs as well, Mr Price.”

Barrel turned angrily on his team mate. “What?”

“Well you're called Barrel, in't you,” reasoned Briggs. “So it's only logical you should have a barrel between your legs.”

Barrel glared at him. “What the fuck has being called Barrel got to do with it?”

“A lot,” said Briggs. He turned to Price. “Innit it, Mr Price?”

Barrel didn't wait for Price's opinion on the subject. “Oh no it has not! Anyway if what people were called had anything to do with what they had between their legs you'd be called Darren Smallpenis, wouldn't you!”

This below the belt riposte elicited sharp intakes of breath from about a third of the players. The rest laughed and jeered.

Briggs turned on Barrel. “Bastard!”



Stanley hadn't gone to Price straight away with his great idea. After all he'd never had a great idea before and he felt the need hang on to it, to possess it for a while before he gave it up to someone else; to take it out every now and then and stroke it, as though it were a new puppy or one of his treasured old Frogley Town football programmes. 

Of course it wasn't really his great idea, it was Sarah Jane's, but he now considered it to be his as he had since rewarded his wife by buying her a new frock in the Frogley Town colours. True, she had said she wouldn't be seen dead in it, and had told him in no uncertain terms where he could shove it, but he was sure she would soon be wearing it with pride once the Town had won a few games.

In fact Stanley had once had a great idea on a previous occasion, sometime in the long ago, when he had been out marching in a procession with the Boys Brigade as a fourteen-year-old bugler, but the effect of trying to hold on to the idea until he could write it down whilst at the same time marching next to the boy with the big drum had given him a headache, and by the time the procession had ended he had forgotten it.

But whatever it was, it certainly couldn't have been as good as the idea he was now in possession of. After all there were over three thousand workers at Price's Pies, and hardly any of them attended the Town's matches, so to get them through the turnstiles would represent an increase in the gate of three thousand, or as near to it as made no difference.

Stanley had conjured up in his mind what this would mean in extra gate money, in the extra bounty it would bring to the club. There was three thousand at an average of ten pounds a throw for a start. Thirty thousand pounds! A veritable Aladdin's Cave of riches. And that was without the spin-offs, replica shirt sales, programme sales, meat pie sales, tea and coffee and Oxo sales and the Golden Goal competition. Forty thousand pounds at least he reckoned! Aladdin's Cave with knobs on!

Of course Stanley knew as well as the next football fan that forty thousand pounds wouldn't even amount to a week's wages for many of the players in the Premiership. But this wasn't the Premiership, this was Frogley, and for teams like the Town forty thousand pounds was wealth untold. But just as important was all the extra fans who would crowd into the stadium to support the team.

As he gave the WC pedestal another coat of red paint he took a guess as to what the attendance figure at the Town's matches would be after his great idea had been put into practice, after taking into account the extra interest there would also be now that Mr Price had bought the club. Six thousand? Seven? He sighed with contentment. When the team ran out onto the pitch in a couple of weeks time it would be just like the old days!

He didn't know how right he was.



“....Twenty-seven,” continued Price to the players, many of who were now exhibiting distinct signs of boredom. “Don't give interviews to t' newspapers without my permission. Twenty-eight. Don't use mobile phones.”

“While we're at the ground, you mean?” asked Links.

“While tha'rt above ground,” said Price. “And t' first mon as I catch using one will very quickly be below ground unless I take pity on him and settle for arranging for him to have a one-to-one with t' bloke at t' Labour Exchange; so think on. Twenty-nine. Don't watch television. And t' final Don't, Don't....”

Knox couldn't believe his ears. “Don't watch television?”

“You heard.”

“What if we're on, Mr Price?” asked Crooks.

“On what programme? 'You've Been bloody Framed'? Because t’ road as tha play football it’s t’ only programme that’d get on,” said Price, then went on, “There were no television in 1935 when t' Town won t' FA Cup so as far as tha are concerned there'll be no television now. T' final Don't. Don't have sexual intercourse on t' day before t' match and on t’ day of match.”

“They had sexual intercourse in 1935, didn't they Mr Proice,” inquired Stock.

“T' Town players didn't. So tha won't be having it either, leastwise not when I say as tha shouldn’t.”

Moggs raised his hand. “Mr Price, I always keep goal a lot better when I've had the legover the night before.”

“Well tha must have gone bloody short last season Moggs, is all I can say, because tha let a hundred and twenty two goals in.”

This brought the usual round of cheers and jeers that always prevailed whenever a fellow player had been embarrassed.

“It's right what Moggsy says though, Mr Price,” said Higgs, when the laughter had subsided. “I play a lot better after I've had sex.”

“How the hell are ye going to have sex if ye've got they barrel between yer legs, Higgsy?” asked Cragg.

Briggs was inspired. “Perhaps....perhaps he's hoping to get a bleedin' midget in the barrel and give it one through the bunghole!”

This brought the house down. Price quickly put it back up again.

“Shuttup, t' lot of you! Childer are less bother! Now listen up. I've had a good look at thee this last day or two. And I don't like what I've seen. Tha'rt unfit, lot of thee. So tha'll all be going on a special diet, with immediate effect. T' special diet will consist of....”

Briggs cut in. Price had strayed onto hallowed ground. “Er….I'm already on a special diet, Mr Price.”

“I'm on the same diet,” Higgs chipped in. “It's been specially formulated for me and Darren by a sports nutritionist.”

“Sports nutritionist my arse,” thundered Price. “When t' Town won t' Cup there were no such things as sports nutritionists. Good plain food, that's what footballers ate. And better for it. Why, Billy Fentonbottom could dribble all day on a slice o' dripping toast. Oatcakes and savoury ducks, haslet and brawn, sugar butties and black puddings, that's t' sort of food tha wants down thee. Ernie Craddock used to swear a pair o' black puddings afore a match put ten yards on his goal kick.”

“I shall have to try some of them,” said Moggs.

 




CHAPTER SIX


 




Nowadays the price of watching football on satellite television has become such highway robbery that Sky TV might just as well be called Reach for the Sky TV

 


When editions of the Frogley Advertiser were published it could hardly be said that they 'hit the streets', as that flamboyant journalistic expression suggests the newspaper contains important news about to be revealed to the newspaper-reading public. For the Advertiser was not a newspaper filled with accounts of wars and famine and earthquakes and disasters and uprisings in unpronounceable African countries, but of local weddings, funerals, meetings of the town council's Ways and Means Committee and stories about the local fire brigade being called out to rescue old ladies’ cats that had got themselves stuck up trees. At best then, rather than hitting the streets, the Advertiser might be said to give the streets a gentle shove.

This week however, when the Advertiser gave the streets a gentle shove, it did for once carry copy that was a little more contentious than the usual fare. For contained within its pages was Martin Sneed's first piece of the season on the fortunes of Frogley Town. Sneed was particularly pleased with his effort, and felt that it could well get him another nomination for 'Provincial Sports Journalist of the Year'. 

His name had already been put forward for this prestigious award on a previous occasion, in 1992, for his account of the Waterloo Cup, the principal hare coursing event in that crude sport's calendar. His article had been an attack on what he described as '....this sorry event, in which the hare stands about as much chance of emerging unscathed as does a competitor in a catching the javelin competition; this blot on the golden landscape that is northern sport; this, the most despicable act perpetrated by man on animal, a pastime any decent-minded soul would refrain from touching with a bargepole.' 

To Sneed's great chagrin the article had only been placed second; however his disappointment in not scooping the prize had been tempered by the fact that whilst he had been writing his article on the Waterloo Cup he’d had a tenner on the winner.

On reading Sneed's latest article Joe Price had not been best pleased. The new Frogley Town owner’s first thought was to immediately ban Sneed from the press box for life, and not only from the press box but from the ground also. However he soon dismissed the idea as unworthy of himself. After all, to ban Sneed from the ground altogether wouldn't necessarily silence him. Then again, the fourth estate could be a useful tool, something you wanted on your side, not waged against you.

After giving it a little more thought Price knew exactly how to get it on his side, which is why he now burst into Sneed's office brandishing a copy of the Frogley Advertiser.

“Is this thy doing?” he demanded of the newspaperman, pointing at the offending article.

Sneed, Mr Cool personified, looked up at him. The likes of Joe Price didn't scare Martin Sneed. He said, “Yes, I'm Martin Sneed, The Man They Can't Shut Up.”

Price read from the article. “'The Town have about as much chance of finishing in the top half of the league as a blind epileptic has of stuffing butter up a hedgehogs behind with a red hot needle.' ” He looked at the newspaperman. “Not very flattering to t' Town, is it Sneed?”

“I just print the truth,” said Sneed. “And the truth, however unpalatable it may be to you, is that I can't find anything flattering to say about your pathetic excuse for a football team.”

Price regarded Sneed with the same contempt that Henry the Eighth might have had for ‘Loose Women’, then reached into his pocket, took out a piece of notepaper and handed it to the newspaperman. “Then try this for size.”

Sneed took the notepaper and looked at it briefly. “What's this?”

“Thy next article.”

Sneed read off the notepaper. “ 'The coming of Joe Price can only serve to fill the Town players with a new confidence, and is in my humble opinion the key that will unlock their undoubted potential.' ” He screwed up the piece of paper, tossed it into his waste basket and said, “Martin Sneed The Man They Can't Shut Up doesn’t put his name to rubbish like that.”

Price pointedly tapped his copy of the Frogley Advertiser. “This rag is owned by Amalgamated Newspapers. Last year Price's Pies placed over two million poundsworth of advertising with Amalgamated Newspapers. One word from me in t' right ear and tha'll no longer be Martin Sneed The Man They Can't Shut Up, tha'll be Martin Sneed The Man Who Is Out On His Arse Looking For a Job.” He paused for effect for a moment, then continued, “On t' other hand, a few favourable articles about t' Town and tha could find theeself on Fleet Street.”

Price offered this as a titbit, not the royal banquet Sneed perceived it as, and was therefore a little surprised when Sneed immediately threw himself to his knees and started to feverishly search through the contents of his waste bin. Gratefully he fell upon the piece of paper he had just crushed and thrown away. Now he opened it out, studied it for a second or so, then said, “I've got just the headline for the piece, Mr Price. How does this grab you? 'Yes, the Price is right for Frogley Town!’ By Martin Sneed The Man They Can't Shut Up.” 

“Shut up, Sneed,” said Price.

“Yes, Mr Price,” said Sneed.

“And think on to do just as I tell thee in future.”



Sergeant Hawks was typing up a report. Superintendent Screwer popped his head round the door. “How are we off for riot shields, Sergeant Hawks?”

“Riot shields?” Hawks crinkled his brow in thought. “I don't think we’ve ever had them here, sir.”

“Then what do you do if you have a riot?” 

Hawks smiled. The superintendent had been stationed at Leeds for too long. Now if he'd been stationed at Frogley as long as he himself had been he wouldn't have wasted his breath. “We've never had a riot in Frogley, Sir.” 

Screwer regarded his sergeant with a mixture of contempt and pity. If naivety were the only prerequisite to being a policeman Hawks would surely have been a chief constable by now. “Were you ever in the Boy Scouts, Sergeant?” he asked.

“The Boys Brigade, sir.”

“And what was their motto, 'Do Fuck All Until Something Happens?' ”

“Beg pardon, Sir?”

“Because the Boy Scouts motto is 'Be Prepared',” Screwer went on, quite amiably. Then, much less amiably, “It's no use getting riot shields after a fucking riot, is it Sergeant!”

“Well like I say sir, we've never had a riot in Frogley,” Hawks said, although he suspected this excuse would cut very little ice with Screwer. He was right.

“No and you've never tackled the football hooliganism problem either, have you! Order fifty riot shields. Now. And a water cannon.”

“Sir.”



Donny had almost had a heart attack when he'd heard about the players' new diet and had tackled Price about it immediately, before his players definitely started having heart attacks and no almost about it. Price might know a bit about pie-making but when it came to the dietary requirements consistent with producing healthy and alert footballers you were playing on Big Donny Donnelly's home ground.

“My footballers can't eat rubbish like that, Mr Price,” he told the new owner of Frogley Town, in no uncertain terms. “It will ruin them. Spoil them for life if you like.”

“From what I've seen of 'em they're already ruined and spoilt for life,” observed Price, dryly. “What I've told 'em to eat from now on will unruin 'em.”

“But black puddings, Mr Price?” Donny protested. “And dripping toast and sugar butties. I mean what sort of diet is that?”

“A gradely one. T' sort of diet as t' team were eating t' last time as they had a decent side, in t' fifties.”

“Yes but things have moved on a little since then where footballers' diets are concerned, Mr Price,” argued Donny. “It's a whole new kettle of fish and chips nowadays. I mean it's all pasta now.”

“Pasta?” Price almost spat the word out.

“What the Italians eat,” Donny explained. “Your AC Milans and your Juventuses and your Fiorentinas. That's what they eat all the time out there. And what the more enlightened coaches in England also encourage their players to eat, I might add.”

“Oh it's enlightenment we're talking about, is it,” said Price, raising an eyebrow. “Well let me enlighten thee about summat then. Between 1939 and 1945 this country were at war with Italy. T' Italians ate pasta and our lads ate bully beef. Who won t' war?”

“Well....we did,” admitted Donny, “At the end of the day. Obviously. But pasta, and chicken, is....”

Price interrupted him. He had strong opinions on the merits of chicken too. “Babby food!”

“Beg pardon, Mr Price?”

“Chicken. Babby food. Food as what tha feeds little babbies and childer on.” 

Donny flew quickly to the defence of the ubiquitous fowl. “Well I'm sorry to disagree with you Mr Price, but it is received wisdom that red meat is bad for you and that chicken is good for you.”

“Well it’s wisdom as hasn't been received by me,” replied Price. “What has been received by me is that chicken is good for nowt unless it's mixed half and half with ham in a chicken and ham pie, and even then it isn't good for all that much.”

Donny felt that he just couldn't let the matter drop. “But sugar butties, Mr Price? Surely sugar butties can't be good for you?”

“They never did me any harm,” said Price, “And I were weaned on 'em.”

“Yes but....”

But Price had reached the end of his patience. “Are thee arguing with me, Donnelly?”

Donny bit his lip. He had been down this road before, it was the road to nowhere, and he had no wish to go down it again. “No, Mr Price.”

“Because if tha are, might I remind thee that th'art an employee of mine now and that I will treat thee exactly t' same as what I treat t' rest of my employees.”

Donny didn't doubt it for one moment. “Well obviously, Mr Price.”

“And that I sacked t' last employee as argued with me.”

“Very much so.”

Satisfied there would be no further objections on the subject of the players’ diet, Price moved on to another, equally important matter. He produced a brown paper bag about the size of a two kilo sugar bag.

“Put a teaspoonful of this in t' players' tea from now on.”

“They don't drink tea, Mr Price. It's on my no no list. Mineral water and sports drinks only are what I allow my players to drink, for their energy levels.”

“Well get it off thy no no list and onto my yes yes list, and smart about it, they'll get all t' energy they can handle and more besides from sugar butties. So they will drink tea. What will they drink, Donnelly?”

“Tea, Mr Price.”

“And make it good and strong. I want to see t' teaspoon stood up in it.” He indicated the brown paper bag. “And put a teaspoonful of this in each cup, mind. Heaped.”

“Yes, Mr Price.” He took the bag off Price. “What is it?”

“Bromide.”

“Yes, Mr Price. What's bromide?”

But Price was already on his way out.



For their part the players were quite happy with their new diet. None of them had had the slightest idea what a savoury duck was and Crooks, having now tried one, still didn't know what one was, but had pronounced that it certainly wasn't duck, nor was it very savoury. However the rest of the players, whilst leaning towards Crooks' opinion that it certainly wasn't duck, had considered it to be quite savoury indeed; with the exception of the Scotsman, Cragg, who said that it minded him of haggis with the taste taken out.

Everyone had tried sugar butties, and to a man had experienced great difficulty eating them, principally because as soon as they lifted them to their mouths to take a bite all the sugar fell out from between the slices of bread. Hanks, elected as spokesman, had pointed this out to Price, who in turn had asked Hanks how much butter they were spreading on the bread first. Hanks had told him they weren't spreading any butter at all on the bread, they were just putting the sugar directly onto the bread. Price had asked him how the bloody hell did they expect the sugar to stick to the bread if the bread hadn't first had a generous dollop of best butter spread on it. Once the correct way of assembling a sugar butty had been determined there were no further problems, and sugar butties were now being enjoyed by all. 

Haslet, which the people at Perry's Pork Butchers (Frogley) Est. 1928 had informed the players was a loaf of cooked minced pig's offal, had been sampled, as had brawn, which the intellectual of the team, Crooks, whose sister had a dictionary, had discovered was the jellied meat from a pig's head. Both Haslet and brawn had been well received. Jacks was particularly enthusiastic about brawn, and had pronounced, probably because its main ingredient was brains, that it had definitely made him brainier as the day after he'd eaten it he’d got to a thousand pounds on 'Who Wants to be a Millionaire', whereas previously he’d never been beyond five hundred.

Dripping toast had been tried by one and all. Some had tried toast dripping with honey, some had tried it dripping with syrup, some had tried it dripping with condensed milk, some had tried it dripping with butter, and some, which had he been aware of it would have undoubtedly have received the whole-hearted approval of Joe Price, had tried it dripping with chips. None however had tried dripping toast dripping with dripping, simply because none of them had ever heard of dripping. Until on a visit to his native Salford to visit his sick grandmother Hooks had said he fancied a piece of dripping toast and had proceeded to spoon condensed milk on the toast. His grandmother had put him right as to what exactly dripping toast was, and now all the players had tried dripping toast with dripping on, and very nice it was too with plenty of salt and pepper.

Despite his being a son of Lancashire Moggs had never tried black puddings, his mother being more into the delights of take-away chicken tikka marsala and piece-a-pizza. But now that he had tried them, and although there hadn't yet been any evidence that the consumption of this northern delicacy had put any distance on his goal kicks, he had pronounced them to be one of the nicest things he had ever 'chucked down his gullet', his only criticism of them being that he could only have one on his plate at a time, as if he had two it reminded him of Ashley Cole's bollocks and took away his appetite.



Dave Rave was about to interview Superintendent Screwer for his Dave Rave Show Pre-Season Football Special. In addition to the Frogley Town players Briggs and Moggs, and the mental hospital patient Oakes, Dave had interviewed a total of twenty residents of Frogley, from various walks of life. Screwer would be his final interview, and then he could begin to put the show together.

He had asked each of the interviewees, with the exception of Joe Price, the same question: “What is your reaction to the news that meat pie magnate Joe Price had bought Frogley Town?” He had also started to ask Joe Price what was his reaction to the news that meat pie magnate Joe Price had bought Frogley Town when he realised that this sounded stupid, so instead, and with the forthcoming Dave Rave Show Pop Princess Special in mind, he had asked him whom he preferred, Kylie, Britney or Beyonce? Amazingly, well amazing to Dave Rave, Price had never heard of any of them.

Demonstrating once more the poverty of language skills common amongst some football people and lovers of football, four of the interviewees, including Donny Donnelly, when asked what was their reaction to the news that meat pie magnate Joe Price had bought Frogley Town had replied that they were over the moon about it. When Dave had asked them to think of some other suitable comment one of them, after a great deal of thought, had said that he was the opposite of under the moon about it, and another, an amateur astronomer, had said he was higher than the pockmarked and crater strewn lunar surface of a satellite three thousand four hundred and seventy-five kilometres in diameter and three hundred and eighty-four thousand kilometres distant from Earth, that rotates in the same time as it revolves around the Earth. Dave hadn't a clue what the man had meant but it had sounded really impressive, so he had left it in.

Frogley Radio's Number One Presenter now switched on his tape recorder and spoke into the microphone. “With me now is the new Chief of the Frogley Police Force, Superintendent Herman Screwer. Tell me Super, as a Super, what is your reaction to the news that meat pie magnate Joe Price has bought Frogley Town?”

He held the microphone in front of Screwer and the superintendent spoke into it.

“My reaction is that it is now probable, in the not too distant future, that the club will become more successful than of late,” said Screwer. “And whereas a successful football club can be a good thing for a town, it is equally true to say that it can also cause problems. Because with football, where you have success, along with it comes even more hooliganism than you had before. Well just let the Frogley Town hooligans start. Just let them, that's all! Are you listening out there, you brainless bastards? Just you start something on Superintendent Herman Screwer's patch and see where it gets you!”

Dave switched off the tape recorder and said, “Actually, Super, you never get any hooliganism at Frogley Town matches.”

Screwer glared at him. Not another one! Ostriches with their heads in the sand were alive and well and living in Frogley, by Christ were they! He shook his head and said to himself: “Why does everybody keep denying there's any hooliganism at Frogley Town?”

“Because there isn't any, Super Duper,” said Dave.

Screwer, if he was listening, chose to disregard him. He continued, to himself, “What is everybody trying to hide?” Then something registered deep inside his policeman's mind and he looked at Dave with deepening suspicion. “What did you say your name was?”

“Dave Rave.” Dave packed away his microphone and made to go. “See you around then, Super Duper. Rock and roll.”

Screwer clapped a restraining hand on the radio presenter’s shoulder, dragged him back and turned him round. “Rave? What sort of a name is that?” He turned to Sergeant Hawks. “Sounds like a hooligan sort of name to me, Sergeant. Rave by name and rave by nature I shouldn't wonder. Lock him up.”

“What!” protested Dave. “What for? What am I supposed to have done?”

Hawks knew there was no sense in Dave arguing, even if Frogley's leading radio presenter didn't. He stepped forward. “If you’ll just come along quietly with me, Mr Rave.”

Dave was mortified. “But I haven’t done anything!”

“Dave Rave?” said Screwer. “With a name like that I’m sure we’ll find something. In the jug with him, Hawks.”

“No! No, please,” begged Dave. “You’ve got it all wrong; Dave Rave isn't my real name!”

Screwer's head jerked back. “No?”

“No. Of course not.”

“I see. So what is your real name?”

Dave certainly wasn't going to tell Screwer his name was Clarence Shufflebottom as the police chief might think he was taking the piss, and he didn’t want to risk upsetting him any more than he already had. He searched frantically for a name. The first one to come into his head was Charles Manson, probably because he’d been reading a book about the mass murderer the night before.

“Charles Manson,” he said, and knew the moment he said it that he shouldn't have. He tried to put matters right. “Not that Charles Manson. Shit!”

“So the name Dave Rave is an alias then?”

Dave breathed a sigh of relief. The shithead didn't know who Charles Manson was, otherwise he would have been on to it like a pack of wolves. Phew, that was a close one. He still wasn't out of the woods though because now he was being accused of using an alias. Stall for time Dave, he said to himself. Play dumb. He played dumb. “Er….an alias, Superintendent?”

“An alias,” affirmed Screwer. “An assumed name. Chosen by you because it sounds sufficiently hooligan-like.” He turned to Hawks. “In the slammer with him, Sergeant, we'll see if a week on bread and water will cure him of his hooligan ways.”

“No!” screamed Dave at Screwer. “You can't do that!”

But he could. 

 




CHAPTER SEVEN

 


“We will definitely need a cushion when we go over there for the second leg. Two cushions would be better. A settee would be even better still because then we'd have something to sit on if we get held up at the airport” - Football manager

 


Stanley had held on to his great idea for almost a week before passing it on to Joe Price. Even when he did let go of it he did with great reluctance, aware that once he had delivered it into Price's custody it would be gone forever. It would still be his great idea, but he would now have to share it with everyone else, which wasn't quite the same thing, nor as good. He knew however that it was something he would have to do sooner or later, for the greater good of Frogley Town, and what better reason to give it up than that?

When Stanley delivered the idea to Price his employer had looked at him in a very odd way, in a way in which nobody had ever looked at him before. It wasn't a look that told Stanley he had done something wrong, and was in trouble because of it, because having received many such looks over the years he would have recognized it immediately. The look hadn't conveyed suspicion either, the sort of look Stanley’s dog Fentonbottom gave him whenever he got the paint out. It certainly wasn't a look of indifference, because that was a look Stanley knew all too well as the look he usually got whenever he attempted to get people interested in Frogley Town. Nor was it a look of tolerance, which was the expression his wife Sarah Jane usually wore whenever she looked at him, although recently this had been increasingly replaced by a look of intolerance, which it wasn't either.

Stanley could have conjectured at the meaning of Price's look until the cows came home but he would never have deduced what it was. This was simply because in his entire sixty three years on Earth nobody had ever looked at him in such a way before. For the look that Price gave Stanley was a look of respect. He was to see it again, and quite soon. But next time it would be etched on his own face.



Superintendent Screwer was having his meeting with Joe Price.

“Your club secretary informs me that you have plans to refurbish the stadium?”

Price agreed without showing the slightest inclination to throw any further light on the matter. “Some.”

Screwer was undeterred by Price's apparent lack of enthusiasm. “And would these refurbishments include making the stadium hooligan-proof?” he asked.

George Fearnley had taken the precaution of filling in Frogley Town’s new owner on the subject of Screwer's alarming ideas on stadium security, so Price was ready for the police chief. “Well it doesn't include snipers sat in t' floodlight pylons if that's what tha means,” he said, with sufficient force to get home to Screwer that he would be unlikely to brook any argument on the issue.

Screwer corrected him. “Not snipers. Police marksmen.” Then he enlightened Price further. “In my experience a strong visible presence of police marksmen has a positive influence in minimizing football hooliganism. They wouldn't be armed. Well they would be armed, but they wouldn't actually have one up the spout. Unless a situation of a threatening nature was to break out of course.”

Price was adamant however. “There'll be no police marksmen in my stadium.”

Screwer knew how far he could go when it came to putting in place measures that would render a football stadium into what in his opinion was a fit condition to contain outbreaks of hooliganism, and having a police marksman mounted on platforms halfway up each of the floodlight pylons was a bridge too far, or in this case four floodlight pylons too far. “As you say,” he said. He knew he was on much safer ground where the secure nature of the fence was concerned however. “Now about the barbed wire perimeter fence. I advise a....”

Price broke in, as adamant as before. “There'll be no barbed wire fencing round my ground either.”

Screwer smiled. “I think you'll find that you will have to bend to my wishes when it comes to the security of your football stadium where the perimeter fence is concerned, if I may say so, Mr Price.”

“You may say so,” said Price. “But it'll do thee no bloody good. Because t’man hasn’t been born as Joe Price bends to.”

Screwer hit him with both barrels. “Failing that it is within my powers to close your stadium.”

Price knew the police chief was right. He also knew how to deal with self-important tossers like Screwer. “It would be a shame to waste good brass on barbed wire when I intend to pull down t' old stadium and build a new one,” he said, then added, meaningfully, “A stadium with a state of t’ art underground police operations centre.” Screwer’s face lit up at this. Price added the icing on the cake. “With en-suite personal accommodation for whoever was in charge of police operations.”

Screwer’s face was now lit up to Blackpool Illuminations proportions. “Would there be a stable in it?” he asked.

“And three wise men and t' babby Jesus if tha's a mind.” said Price.



Donny stepped into George's office.

“George, what's bromide?”

“Bromide? Well it's a sort of medicine.” He began to enlarge, “It stops you getting....” 

But Donny, feeling the need to explain his enquiry, interrupted George before the club secretary could tell him what it stopped you getting. “Only I was thinking of putting some in my tea as well as the players’ if it's as good as what Price claims it is.”

George knew he shouldn’t but couldn't resist it. “....getting....tired. It stops you getting tired. Yes, it's a sort of super multivitamin,” he said.

“Yes I thought it must be something like that, what with Mr Price telling me to give it to all the players. I shall have to try some of it myself then, give it a whirl if you like, because obviously I will be needing lots of extra energy now I've got a mistress. The more the merriment.”

That Donny had a mistress was news to George. “Your advert in the paper worked then?”

“Well of course it did. Didn’t tell you?” Donny produced a letter. “This is her reply to my box number. I'm meeting her in a couple of days for a drink. Yes, she sounds like a very nice girl, Tracey Michelle.”

“Tracey Michelle?”

“Nice name, isn't it,” enthused Donny. “Classy.”

Alarm bells rang in George's head. “Isn't you wife called Tracey Michelle, Donny?”

Alarm bells were quite absent in Donny's head. “Hey, yes. I hadn’t realised.” He smiled. “What a coincidence.”



Once Sneed had realised that if he played his cards right then the distinct possibility of a career in Fleet Street was firmly back on the agenda, courtesy of Joe Price, the Frogley Advertiser Chief Sportswriter had spent a great deal of time thinking up possible ways in which he might ingratiate himself even further with the football club’s new owner. 

The writing of fulsome and glowing match reports wouldn't be a problem. Sneed not only had the ability to make a four-nil defeat read like the team had gained a glorious victory, but also had the brass neck that the writing of such garbage required, so there was little chance the team would be short-changed when it came to having lavish praise heaped upon it.

Getting it printed would not require the removal of any obstacles either. As the chief sportswriter it was within Sneed's remit to fill the column inches of the Advertiser's back pages with whatever copy he saw fit, and if it meant shortening articles or news items about other sports, or even omitting them altogether, in order to include more titbits about the goings on of Frogley Town, then that is what would be done, and without hesitation or the slightest compunction.

In fact not so very long ago the sport of synchronised swimming had received more coverage in the Advertiser than it had in the rest of the country's newspapers put together, due to the fact that at the time Sneed had been having an extra-marital affair with a synchronised swimmer; and the sport would still no doubt be receiving the same amount of coverage to this day had the aquatic wrongdoer not taken umbrage with Sneed and put an end to their liaison after she’d asked him to give her oral sex and he had readily agreed to provided she lent him her nose-clip.

What Sneed required was a good human interest story, something which whilst appealing to lovers of football could also be enjoyed by non-lovers of football, in the hope that the latter, having become interested via the human interest element of the story, might then cross over. Such a story could well lead to more support and supporters for Frogley Town, something for which Sneed was sure Price would be very grateful, and would do his chances Fleet Street-wise no harm at all.

Sneed found his story in the unlikely shape of Stanley Sutton. At Price's summons he had gone along to the pie factory so Price could go through the newspaperman's next article, and approve it or otherwise. That approval would be forthcoming without the necessity of changing a single dot or comma, of that Sneed was quite certain, because if what Joe Price wanted was bullshit Sneed could bullshit with the best of them. Consequently his article was full of references to 'this shining light which has illuminated the dark abyss that was once the dwelling place of Frogley Town' (Price), 'this collection of footballing maestros who, when I observed them in training the other day, made me think I was watching Brazil' (the team), 'this Stade de France of the future' (the stadium), and 'this epicurean oasis in the desert of football stadium catering, surely not far away from its first Michelin star' (the pie shop).

When Sneed had arrived Price had only a few minutes previously been in receipt of Stanley Sutton's great idea. After he had read and approved Sneed's article the reporter had mentioned the human interest story he was planning to do, once he could find the right subject. With Stanley still fresh in Price's mind the pie manufacturer could think of no better or more deserving subject of a human interest story than the faithful Chairman of the Supporters Club, and had promptly pointed Sneed in Stanley's direction.



In the players portakabin dressing room Cragg, now with the beginnings of a moustache decorating his top lip, as was the case with the majority of the members of the team, was standing outside the lavatory door.

“Anything yet, Locky?” he enquired, of the footballer within.

“Not a bliddy thing, man,” came the reply.

Cragg wasn't at all sure his team mate might be a bit wanting in the effort department. “Ye're concentrating on it proper, are ye?”

“ 'course I'm concentrating!” 

Parks wandered over. “Has he tried a suppository?”

“Piss off and comb yer hair, Parksy,” said Cragg. The Scot, like the majority of the rest of the team, was not a fan of the hirsute midfielder.

Higgs joined them. “Has he tried a suppository?”

“He's nae constipated, he's trying tae get a hard on,” explained Cragg.

Behind the lavatory door, shorts and underpants round his ankles, Lock was perusing the pages of a porno magazine. Now he looked from the magazine to check if there had been any growth in his penis. There hadn't, not so much as a millimetre so far as he could determine, and it certainly wasn’t any harder, softer if anything. He sighed and turned his attention back to the enormously-endowed black man doing unusual things to the enormously-titted white woman.

It suddenly dawned on Higgs. “Hey, I haven't had a hard on for ages myself, now I come to think of it.”

Parks hadn't either, but wasn't going to admit it.

Cragg was more open about it. “Nae have I neither. I haven’t had one since last Wednesday.”

Cook had picked up the conversation and now joined in. “What night was Blue Peter on?”

“Wednesday,” said Parks.

“I haven't had a hard on since Wednesday then, either,” said Cook.

“Bliddy strange,” said Cragg. He called over to Stock. “Have you had a hard on since Wednesday, Stocky?”

“Which Wednesday?” asked Stock.

Suddenly from behind the lavatory door there came sounds of exertion.

Cragg took it for good news. “Have ye got it up at last, Locky?”

Lock's voice came back through the door. “What? No I can’t, so I'm having a crap. Well I might as well while I’m sat here.”

Following further enquiries it appeared that not a single member of the squad, or at least those of them who would admit it, had attained an erection for getting on for a week. Nobody had a clue as to why. Strangely enough their form on the football field had improved. Nobody had a clue as to why that should be either. They would never have made the connection in a million years.



The human interest story about Stanley was going to test Sneed's journalistic powers to the full.

After having met and interviewed Stanley, if Sneed had been required to pick one word with which to describe the chairman of the Frogley Town Supporters Club the word would have been 'twat'. If he'd had to pick a word he could have printed in his article it would have been 'totally useless', which was two words, but Sneed felt he needed an absolute minimum of two words to fully describe Stanley's uselessness, and even two words was pushing it.

Sneed had questioned Stanley about his life for over an hour. After forty minutes not one remotely interesting fact had emerged, not a single entry had been made in the newspaperman's notebook. Then, in the forty first minute, Stanley let it slip that he sometimes slept in his replica Frogley Town football strip. Sneed had seized on this titillating piece of information like a vulture seizing on the remains of a wildebeest the minute the lions had turned their backs. This was more like it! Echoes of disgraced Member of Parliament David Mellor, who once shared a similar taste in bedroom attire when entertaining his mistress, reverberated around Sneed's head.

Armed with this potential scoop Sneed had then asked Stanley if he found that sex was better when he was wearing his Frogley Town kit to bed. Stanley had told him that he didn't know because he had never had sex while he'd been wearing it. Sneed had asked him what was the point of wearing it then? Stanley had said it was because it made him feel good, why else would anyone wear their football team's colours to bed? Sneed had shaken his head uncomprehendingly, made a note, and had carried on with the interview. Twenty minutes later he called a halt. The note about the wearing of the football kit to bed was the only entry in his notebook.

Now, as he sat at the keyboard of his computer about to start writing the article, Sneed reflected that Stanley was without any doubt the dullest, most boring person it had ever been his misfortune to interview in all his years as a journalist. For apart from following Frogley Town Stanley had apparently done nothing. Rumpelstiltskin had done more whilst he’d been asleep for twenty years. Stanley had no ambitions, other than those which related to the fortunes of Frogley Town, no interests other than Frogley Town, and no feelings other than those he had for Frogley Town. In his entire life he had never travelled beyond Gateshead to the north, Plymouth to the south, Colchester to the east and Tranmere to the west, and he had only travelled to those places because they were the venues of Frogley Town away games. He had never been to the theatre. The cinema held no interest for him. Television likewise. He never went out for a meal, unless one were to include the half-time pie and Oxo at Frogley Town's matches. And he had only ever read one book, 'A Tale of Two Cities', and only then because a workmate had kidded him on that it was about Frogley Town's visits to play Chester City and York City. 

So the task now facing Sneed was to compose a human interest story about a subject who no other human being could possibly be interested in, by dint of the subject of the story never having done anything remotely interesting; on the face of it an impossible task.

As he looked at the bitless screen of his computer monitor wondering how he was ever going to fill it with bits, Sneed was about to call it a day and search for inspiration in the bottom of a pint glass at his local when he suddenly recalled from the depths of his mind another seemingly impossible task that had once taxed the ingenuity of members of his profession. 

It concerned events in the offices of a boys’ adventure weekly. The story went that the comic's ace writer, who was responsible for penning the periodical's most popular serial, 'Jack's Great Adventure', had been laid low to his sick bed. The task of writing the next episode had been handed to another of the periodical’s staff writers. The serial always ended in a cliffhanger, and the situation Jack was left in at the end of the previous episode was that he was bound hand and foot to a tree; immediately behind him was a three hundred feet gorge; to the front of him, no more than ten yards away, thirty war-whooping Red Indians were charging at him on horseback, tomahawks raised; to his right two dozen crocodiles formed a welcoming party; to his left fifty man-eating tigers lay in wait; at his feet ten thousand red ants had already started to make a meal of him. 

Faced with this situation the staff writer racked his brains, but try as he might he could see no way out for Jack, and was finally forced to report his failure to his editor. All the other staff writers were consulted. None of them could see a way out for Jack either. Freelances were asked. Nor could they. Nor could the editor himself. Finally in desperation, with a publication deadline to meet, the editor had no alternative but to ring the ace writer in his sick bed to ask of him how they might possibly continue the story. The ace writer told the editor to arm himself with a pen and pad, then began to dictate: “With a single bound, Jack was free....”

As he recalled the story Sneed smiled to himself. It was as easy as that. Just ignore anything that got in the way and get on with the story. 

He cracked his fingers and began to type. 'Football fans come in all shapes and sizes. Stanley Sutton, the Chairman of the Frogley Town Supporters Club, comes in the small, slim variety. He is a quiet, unassuming man. Yet women beat a path to his door. Currently the squeeze of Kate Moss and attracting the attentions of Naomi Campbell, amongst other top models, Stanley, or Stan the Stud as he is better known, this Frogley Town football kit-attired fornicating philanderer....’



Dave Rave shook the bars of the lock-up cell for the forty-third time that morning, then hollered at the top of his voice, “Let me out of here! Let....me....out of here!” 

All the shaking and shouting was finally rewarded when Superintendent Screwer sauntered into view with Sergeant Hawks, who was carrying Dave's recording equipment. They stopped outside the cell. Dave glared at them. 

“Let me out of here you twats!” the Frogley Radio presenter demanded. 

Screwer was wearing the smile of a man who knows something the other person doesn't. He illuminated it a few watts more and gave his prisoner the full benefit of it. “Ready to talk yet are we, Rave?” 

“There's a horse in here,” Dave complained. “There's a fucking horse in here with me!”

As if to confirm Dave's claim his cellmate Scourge of the Terraces emitted a loud whinny.

“So?” said Screwer, disarmingly.

Dave however was far from disarmed. “So? What do you mean, so? There's a horse in here with me. What's a horse doing in a police cell? Don't tell me, it's called Trigger and you've locked it up on suspicion of it being part of an unlicensed firearm.”

“Being a smartarse is only going to make things worse for you, Rave,” said Screwer, in a manner which clearly implied his words were not a warning but an established fact.

“Worse for me?” echoed Dave. “I'm locked up in a cell with a horse; the only way things could get worse for me is if it started farting!”

Screwer turned to Hawks. “Next time the horse is fed slip a can of baked beans in with its mash, Sergeant.”

Dave rattled the bars again and glared angrily at his tormentor. “Let me out of here you bastard! This place is like a madhouse!”

This made Screwer smile even more. “Yes, well you'd know all about madhouses wouldn't you, Rave.”

“What do you mean?”

Screwer nodded to Hawks. “Sergeant.”

Hawks switched on the tape recorder. Dave's voice came on. ‘With me now is a maniac, Mr Fred Oakes. Tell me Fred, as a maniac, what is your reaction to the news that meat pie magnate Joe Price has bought Frogley Town?’

Screwer punched the stop button and turned to Dave. “Interviewing maniacs with reference to Frogley Town, Rave?”

Dave failed to see what all the fuss was about. “Well what's wrong with that? A lot of maniacs follow the Town.”

Screwer’s smile instantly turned into a gloat as he hit the jackpot. 

“A lot of maniacs follow the Town? Maniacs? Incited by a man whose alias is Dave Rave?” The gloat now went the way of the smile, to be replaced by unadulterated black menace as he reached into his pocket and produced his monogrammed knuckledusters. 

“I want the names of every last one of them, Rave.” 

 




CHAPTER EIGHT

 


“Kiss my arse” - Rude van Footballer.

 


Parks should have been long gone. He realised that now. He should have slapped in a transfer request the moment Donny had announced that all the players would be required to have their hair cut like the players in the photograph of the Frogley Town 1935 FA Cup-winning team. 

If he had realised before he would have been out of it already. Far away from here. Torquay United would have been in for him like a shot, he knew that, they'd tried to sign him last year. He should have gone then, when he'd had the chance. Besides, none of the players at Frogley liked him so he'd be far better off with another club. Especially a seaside club like Torquay; seasides had lots of young fanny on holiday looking for a good time for much of the year, and young fanny liked footballers, especially fit-looking footballers with long blonde hair such as Steve Parks.

But he had been caught between the devil of Frogley and the deep blue sea of Torquay. The reason was his benefit year.

Although he was still only twenty seven, having signed professional forms with the Town as a youth of eighteen, Parks had almost ten years service in with the club. Consequently a testimonial match to his benefit had been arranged, and was due to be played in a few weeks time. Sheffield Wednesday had promised to send a strong team for the occasion (on hearing this piece of information Briggs had remarked that if that was the case they must have signed a few weightlifters during the close season because they certainly hadn’t got any strong footballers), and the receipts from the game were expected to comfortably top the fifty thousand pounds mark. Tax free!

Although quite well paid compared to bus drivers or shop assistants or the average factory hand, Parks’ wages of seven hundred pounds a week hardly put him in the jet set, and although at his present age he could still look forward to a few more seasons on his current earnings, the sum of fifty thousand tax free pounds in the back pocket of his designer jeans was not something to be given up lightly.

The choice for Parks was simple. Keep his lovely hair, or gain fifty thousand pounds and walk about looking like a tit. And not only walk about looking like a tit, but a tit who probably wouldn't be able to pull fanny any more.

After much soul-searching he had chosen the latter course. He had reasoned that, all right, he would look like a tit for a while, but it wouldn't be for very long as his hair would soon grow again. Reason also told him that once his hair had grown again Price would very probably make him have it cut again. However the same reasoning also told him that by then Price would have realised that making the players look like replicas of 1930's footballers in order to make them play better was a load of old bollocks, and that hairstyles would then revert back to normal.

Now, out on the football pitch, standing in line to have that monstrous haircut, Parks was beginning to have second thoughts. Quickly followed by third, fourth, fifth and sixth thoughts, all of which were more-or-less the same as the first thought – which was that in the flesh the haircut looked even more grotesque than he had imagined it would.

He had thought initially that there couldn't possibly be anything more unflattering than a number one; but a number two with a fringe at the front, which in effect was what the new haircut was, was infinitely worse. The nearest thing to it that Parks could recall seeing had been on a dog at Crufts, in the Smooth-haired Ugly Little Bastard Class, but it wasn't as nice as that.

The barber tapped Crock on the shoulder and invited him to vacate the chair, an indication to the midfielder that he had finished cutting his hair. When in his shop, to signal that his work was completed, it was the barber's habit to hold up a mirror to give the customer a view of his new haircut, but after the horrified reactions of the first couple of players to whom he had done this, one of whom had said 'Shit!' and the other who had said 'Jesus Christ on a fucking bicycle!', he had thought it prudent to abandon the practice.

Crock got up from the chair and joined the other ten players who had already been similarly shorn, and who were now grouped together to take comfort from each other in their adversity, and who at the moment were looking at those who had yet to be shorn with a mixture of glee at their coming misfortune and pity at their plight, in equal measure.

Price, who was supervising the mass barbering of his football squad, now turned and spoke to the group as yet unshorn and said, “Who's next for shaving?”

“Fuck me,” said Moggs, to nobody in particular, “He's not going to give us a shave as well, is he?”

Price overheard Moggs and put him right. “A figure of speech, lad.” Moggs’ comment had jogged Price’s memory. “And while we're on t' subject of shaving I see as some of thee are still shaving thy top lips.” He made eye contact with each and every one of the offenders to ensure they got the message, and said, “Moustaches will be worn, at all times. Droopy ones. Exactly as in t' photo. Which I am having enlarged and which will be pinned up in t' dressing room, so there’ll be no excuse. Anybody as hasn't got a moustache exactly like t' ones on t' photo by t' start of t' season will be out on his arse. Understood?”

The players, by now resigned to their fate, mumbled and nodded.

“So who's next for shaving?” Price reiterated.

Rock stepped forward and took his place in the barber's chair. There were now only five players left in the queue. Parks was next but one in line. He now quietly slipped out of the line and went to the back of the queue.



Donny, who today had chosen light grey flannels and a midnight blue blazer with the club's crest on the top pocket, was seated in a window seat in the lounge bar of the Frogley Arms Hotel, awaiting the arrival of his new mistress-elect, Tracey Michelle. He wasn't sure what sort of young lady she would turn to be, although from her letter she had sounded very nice indeed, so had decided to dress in a manner that would appeal not only to the sporty type but also to those who preferred their men to dress a little more soberly, while his open neck cerise shirt and medallion held universal appeal with those of the opposite sex, he was quite sure, very much so.

The night before, in their last pre-season friendly before the big kick-off this coming Saturday, the Town had played host to team from the Coca-Cola League One. Contrary to Donny's confident forecast that in a continuation of their improving form his team would draw with them, they had managed to upset the apple cart and had lost by seven-nil. To any other manager such a result might have been regarded as a major setback, but Donny had been as unconcerned about it as Dwight Yorke might once have been on receiving a thirty pounds fine for speeding on Jordan. For that was yesterday. And today he would have a mistress. And having a mistress would make all the difference.

Since first realising that three of the greatest managers ever to grace the beautiful game with their eminence, namely Ron Atkinson, Tommy Docherty and Malcolm Allison, had kept mistresses, Donny had written to six other top drawer managers to ask them if they too kept, or had ever kept, mistresses. Five of them hadn't even bothered to reply to his letter. Which had only confirmed to Donny that they must indeed have mistresses, otherwise they wouldn't be trying to hide it by refusing to admit it to him. The one who had replied, Sir Alex Ferguson, had not only categorically denied that he had or had ever had a mistress, but had also made it abundantly clear to the Frogley Town manager that if he ever had the temerity to even hint at such a thing again he would quickly find himself in deeper shit than a dung beetle in a diving suit. However Donny had put this down as the exception that proved the rule and to Fergie being a Scotsman.

Donny checked his watch. One-o-clock exactly. Tracey Michelle should have been here by now. That she wasn't pleased rather than displeased him, as it proved to him that she was a woman who didn't want to appear too eager. “Classy”, he said to himself, nodding in approval. She would be just right for him, he was certain.

He picked up his brandy and coke and offered a silent toast to his future amour.



Screwer had sent for Sergeant Hawks. “I'm going to pay our friends in the nuthouse a little visit,” he informed his subordinate on his arrival. “Where did you put that list of suspects we got out of that Dave Rave reprobate?”

Hawks found the piece of notepaper containing the names in one of the trays on Screwer's desk. “Here you are, sir.”

Screwer took the list from Hawks and glanced at it briefly, then got to his feet, all business. “Right then, we'll see what Messrs Bob Dylan, Bruce Springsteen, Michael Jackson, Stevie Wonder and the rest of them have to say for themselves. Have Scourge of the Terraces saddled up for me Sergeant, it's a nice day for a ride.”

“Sir,” said Hawks. Then, making conversation, “Done much horse riding have you, sir?”

“None,” said Screwer.

Hawks was non-plussed. “You've never ridden a horse, sir?”

“No,” affirmed Screwer. “Donkeys.”

“Pardon, sir?”

“Donkeys, Hawks, I've ridden donkeys,” said Screwer, beginning to get irritated. “At the seaside when I was a lad.”

Hawks took a deep breath. “With respect sir....,” but that was as far as he was allowed to get as Screwer raised a hand like the traffic policeman he once was and barked, “Hold it right there, Hawks.” He fixed the sergeant with a baleful look. “Every time you start a sentence with the words 'With respect sir' you follow up those words with something that proves to me that you have no respect for me whatsoever. I sincerely hope you aren't going to do that now? I sincerely hope you are not going to tell me that just because I once rode a donkey with 'Sandy' written on its bridle it doesn’t mean to say I can ride a horse?”

Apart from the donkey being called Sandy that was exactly what Hawks had been about to say. Now he thought better of it. Instead he said, “No sir, I was going to say 'With respect sir, although it is a very nice day at the moment, rain has been forecast for later, so might it not be more advisable to go in a police car?' ”

“Good,” said Screwer. “You're learning at last. And thank you for the concern for my welfare, but if it rains I’ll put my cape on. So saddle her up, Hawks!”

“Yes sir.”



Jacks was the penultimate member of the Frogley Town squad to receive the 1935 FA Cup-winning side haircut. Now only Parks remained. 

As God's gift to the young women of Frogley and district watched the barber cutting the hair of his team mate he now realised there was no way on earth he would be able to submit himself to the same treatment. He just would not be able to bear looking like that, full stop. Not even for fifty thousand pounds. Not for a million pounds. I mean what chance would he have of picking up a bit of fanny if he walked about looking like that? No chance at all. If he went to a zoo he might just about be able to pull an orang-outang, but only then if the orang-outang wasn't too particular.

The barber finished Jacks and the back four man joined his similarly shorn team mates.

“Next,” called Price.

“No,” said Parks.

Price looked at him sharply. “What did tha say?”

Parks stood his ground. His jaw jutted out in defiance as he said, “I want a transfer.”

Price looked him up and down. “Does tha now?” 

“So I won't have to have a haircut now,” said Parks, putting the matter to bed. 

Briggs, who had disliked the idea of having the 1935 haircut almost as much as Parks, now saw his team mate about to slip through the net. He took immediate action. “Nobody would buy him, Mr Price.” 

“Oh yes they would, Briggsy!” said Parks. “Torquay were after me last year.”

Unlike Briggs, Moggs, having now had the 1935 haircut, quite liked it. So it was for sheer devilment he joined in the campaign to get Parks shorn. “That weren’t Torquay United, if that’s what you were thinking Mr Price,” he pointed out. “It were Torquay Corporation; they offered him a job as a deckchair attendant.”

Parks whipped round angrily on the goalkeeper. “Oh no they didn't, Moggsy, so shut the fuck up!” He turned to Price. “So like I said, I want a transfer.” 

But Price wasn't interested. “All my footballer's will have t' haircut as I say as they will.”

“But I won't be one of your players, will I,” Parks pointed out, “If I'm transferred.”

“So when tha are transferred tha can grow it again,” said Price, fast running out of patience, a commodity of which he had very little to begin with. He pointed to the barber's chair. “In t' meantime get in yon chair, and quick about it, tha'rt keeping t' barber waiting.”

“No,” said Parks, folding his arms in defiance. 

If Parks had left it at that there is a slight possibility he might have held on to his precious locks for a little longer, maybe even for good if he was very lucky. But he didn't. He followed it up with a defiant: “And you can't make me.” If he were to have added any other five words in the English language to his initial word of refusal Parks might still even then have retained his flowing tresses. 'I prefer not to, thanks' might have done the trick. Maybe even the bolder 'It stays as it is'. Even 'Joe Price is a dickhead' would have stood more chance of success than 'And you can't make me'. Red flags to a bull were not in it. For an employee of Price's to tell him he couldn't do something could be likened only to telling Adolf Hitler, when he was in his pomp, that he couldn't hold another rally.

Price wasted no further time on this insubordinate minion. He turned to the rest of the players and commanded, “Cragg, Crooks, sit Parks in yon chair and owld him down.”

Just as keen to see the conceited Parks get his comeuppance along with his hair cut, Cragg and Crooks eagerly made for Parks. Parks, realising that further argument was futile, immediately turned and made a run for it. Price turned to the rest of the players, pointed dramatically at the departing Parks and shouted, “Follow that footballer!”

The players didn't need any second bidding. They had been made to have their hair cut so Parksy must be made to suffer a similar fate. So they gave chase, and with relish.



An attractive brunette aged about thirty entered the lounge bar of the Frogley Arms. Donny, his gaze never far away from the front door, noticed her the moment she stepped in. Could this be Tracey Michelle? No photographs had been exchanged between Donny and his budding mistress so he couldn't be sure, but he hoped so, very much so, because she was an absolute cracker. However he now noticed that she wasn't carrying anything in her hand but a handbag, so maybe it wasn't her after all.

In his reply to Tracey Michelle's box number he had thought to suggest that each of them wore a red rose in order they might recognise each other, but had then discarded the idea, considering that if he were to wear a red rose it would make him look poncified. He had then tried to think of something a little more masculine than a flower that might be employed as a means of identification. He had soon hit upon the right thing. True, a banana wasn't absolutely ideal, inasmuch as he might forget himself and eat his banana before he and Tracey Michelle had the opportunity to meet; then again a potential mistress might not like the idea of walking into the lounge bar of a hotel carrying a banana, and fail to equip herself thus; but at any rate it was better than his having to wear a red rose, and at least he himself would be holding a banana, if he hadn’t eaten it, which he hadn’t at the moment. 

He looked at his watch again. Ten past one. Classy or not it was about time Tracey Michelle was putting in an appearance.

 


He finished his brandy and coke and was about summon the waiter for a refill when his wife walked in. Fortunately Donny saw her from the corner of his eye the moment she stepped through the door. As she started to look round the bar a dozen thoughts flashed through his mind, none of them pleasant. 'Shit, the wife!' was the first of them. Quickly followed by 'What the fuck is she doing here?' Next up was 'What the hell am I going to say if she sees me?' After several more similar such thoughts, all to do with his hide and what his wife would do to it if she suspected him of cheating on her, his final thought was 'What if my lovely wife Tracey Michelle sees me, then my mistress Tracey Michelle walks in holding a banana, then my lovely wife Tracey Michelle sees her and then notices that I too am holding a banana, and puts two and two together?'

If Donny had calmed down and perhaps taken a second or two to think logically he might have realised that all he had to do to put himself well on the way to being in the clear was to simply throw the offending banana under the table, thus removing all evidence of the assignation. But people in a blind panic rarely take the time to think logically, so Donny sprang to his feet and with a loud crash of glass and splintering timber threw himself out of the window. Without even noticing that his lovely wife Tracey Michelle was carrying a banana.



During Superintendent Screwer's first three weeks in his new position as chief of the Frogley police force Sergeant Hawks had already been given several reasons to doubt the sanity of his new boss. 

To begin with there were the methods that Screwer intended to put into force in dealing with the non-existent football hooligan problem. Then there was his eccentric treatment of the unfortunate Dave Rave. However Hawks was a charitable sort of person, always one to see the good in someone at the expense of the bad, and unless he was absolutely convinced about the veracity of something he would always allow the benefit of the doubt. Was someone mad if it was their intention to strip naked the first football hooligan that he apprehended, tattoo the words 'football hooligan' on his forehead, then sit him on top of the police headquarters flagpole? Over the top, certainly. Bizarre even. But mad, given the atrocities carried out by some football hooligans? Viewed in that light, maybe not. And hadn't far worse things been done to human beings by allegedly sane people; Stalin, Milosovic, Pinochet, Amin, et al? 

By the same token could someone be accused of being more than a few tiles short of a roof if they had kept a presenter from local radio under lock and key for four days with only a horse for company? And for the last two days of his incarceration, in order to disorientate him, had had him woken up every half-an-hour to the ninety decibel sound of, alternately, the Ying Tong Song and the 1812 Overture? Extreme, certainly. But mad? Again, far worse acts have been committed on human beings by those who would have us believe they still had a hold on their sanity. Step forward Robert Mugabe.

Even when Screwer had informed his sergeant that he intended to mount and ride a horse of some eighteen hands in height and three quarters of a ton in weight, when his only previous experience in the equestrian arts had been on a donkey at Scarborough, Hawks had still not been completely convinced that his superior was mad. It was later, when Screwer was sat astride the horse, and, after having failed to get it moving with shouts of 'Gee up' had told Hawks to kick it in the bollocks, that Hawks realised that not only was Screwer mad, but stark staringly so.

“Pardon sir?” said the astonished Hawks, on receiving his superior’s command.

“You heard,” barked Screwer, impatient to get under way. “Kick it in the bollocks.”

Hawks visualised what sort of action a kick to the horse's testicles might goad the animal into doing, and what might happen to someone who happened to be sat on it at the time, and what he saw was not a pleasant sight. “With respect....” he began, but again thought better of it. “Yes sir,” he said.



Parks couldn't shake off the chasing mob. Now about fifty yards behind, they were getting no nearer to him, but nor was he getting any farther away. 

Of the sixteen players who had joined in the chase, thirteen remained; Higgs, somewhat hampered by the barrel between his legs, had fallen so far behind as to be discounted; and Hooks and Rock, having been recognised by some of the inmates as they ran past the mental hospital, had stopped to sign autographs and had then allowed themselves to get caught up with them in football talk. 

What Parks needed was a harbour, a refuge, somewhere safe to hide from his tormentors, because if they caught up with him his hair was a goner, nothing was more certain.

He turned into the High Street, Frogley's main thoroughfare, quite busy with shoppers for a Tuesday. But unfortunately not so busy that he might lose himself amongst them. Perhaps he could duck into a shop and wait until the chasing group had passed by? He looked for a likely one as he raced along; Woolworths, Frogley Do-It-Yourself, Oddbins, the Rubs R Us massage parlour. He chanced a quick look over his shoulder. Christ, they were getting nearer. Certainly near enough to see him nipping into one of the shops, so that idea was a non-starter!

He was getting quite desperate when up ahead he saw help in the shape of Frogley St George’s Church. Sanctuary! He was right wasn’t he? Churches had to give you sanctuary if you asked for it? Or was that just in films, like The Hunchback of Notre Dame, when they gave that bloke with the hump, what was his name, Quasimodo, sanctuary? No, he was sure he'd read somewhere about sanctuary being asked for and granted on other occasions too. Great, he’d ask for it!

His exhilaration lasted for about two seconds before he thought of a snag. What if you were an atheist? Would they give sanctuary to a non-believer like him? His fears were valid, although probably unfounded, as with church attendances nowadays similar in number to the sort of turnout to be found at a convention of elephants held in a matchbox the average vicar is only too thankful to get anybody at all through the doors of his church, believer or not; a necrophiliac requesting a little quality time alone in the crypt must stand some sort of a chance nowadays.

The church was getting ever nearer. Decision time. Should he go in or shouldn't he? He decided he'd risk it; the vicar wouldn't know he was an atheist and even if he did he could tell him he was a lapsed atheist who had now seen the light, three cheers for Cliff Richard, so where were the wine and biscuits or whatever it was they dished out to bible bashers?

He made to turn into the church gateway. Then he froze. What if the door was locked? Pound to a pinch of shit it would be, you can't leave your door open anywhere nowadays, not even if you're a church, especially if you're a church. What, with the burglars of today? I should cocoa, your font would be full of goldfish and doing duty as an ornamental water feature in somebody's back garden before you could say Our Father which art in heaven.

He risked a glance over his shoulder again. The break in his stride when he had almost made the mistake of trying to get sanctuary had given the chasing pack another ten yards on him. They were now no more than thirty yards behind. One of them called out. It was that loudmouthed bastard Briggs.

“Why don't you give up now Parksy? You might as bleedin' well, because we're going to catch you.”

“Then snip snip snip” added Cragg, miming the hairdresser's art.

“Bollocks to the lot of you,” Parks shouted over his shoulder.

He ran on. But he knew it was futile. He was a fast as any of them, faster than most, but over short distances only. His stamina was suspect, which was one of the reasons why he hadn't made it to the top; those players following who weren't as quick but had a better engine and would catch up with him sooner or later. 

It would have been sooner if he hadn't at that very moment been going past the Frogley Arms. For amazingly, just after he had passed the entrance to the hotel, Donny landed immediately behind him in a shower of broken glass and window frame, a painful yell announcing his arrival as he hit the concrete of the pavement. Following closely behind, the first two players in the chasing group, Jacks and Dicks, couldn't avoid the spread-eagled body of their manager and tripped and fell over him, bringing down four other players in the process and causing the rest of the group to pull up sharply.

Jacks was the first to recognise Donny. “Christ Almighty Boss, what you doing there?”

“Are yow all roight, Boss,” enquired Stock, concerned, as he and Links helped the dazed and shaken Donny to his feet.

Their manager was anything but all right. His left knee and elbow had taken the brunt of the fall, and although neither felt broken they were both throbbing like jack hammers. Even so, the pain had to be put to the back of his mind as an explanation of his current circumstances would have to be found, and early doors - for on no account must his players ever be given reason not to look up to him (The Psychology of Football with a foreword by Ron Atkinson, Chapter Three).

“That's two,” announced Donny. “Only three more pub windows to crash through now and I’ll have made one thousand pounds for charity.”

In the meantime Parks, taking advantage of this stroke of good luck, was making himself scarce. 

Then two things happened simultaneously. Several people, Donny's lovely wife Tracey Michelle amongst them, emerged from the Frogley Arms to see what was the cause of all the noise. And Cragg, noticing Parks disappearing into the distance, quickly raised the alarm.

“Parksy!” he shouted, then pointed down the road. “See, the bastit's getting awa!”

The players immediately gave chase. Donny, up to then shielded from his lovely wife Tracey Michelle by the players, and quickly taking in the fact that he wouldn't be shielded by them for very much longer, had no option other than to join them in the chase, throbbing knee and elbow or no.

The time spent by the players falling over Donny, picking up Donny, and picking themselves up, had been put to good effect by Parks, who was by now a good seventy yards ahead of the chasing mob. Hiding in a shop while they passed by was now an option that had a distinct possibility of success. If he could just get round the next corner and into a shop before the chasing group rounded the corner he would be home and dry. And the next corner was just ahead. He rounded it.

The first shop on the street was Antonio's, Gents Hairdresser (formerly of Naples and Cleckheaton). Brilliant! A gents hairdressers was the last place they would think of looking for him. He made for the door. As he did a notice in the glass panel which at the moment said 'Open' was reversed to say 'Closed for lunch', then the door opened and Antonio stepped out.

“Let me in,” Parks panted.

Antonio looked him up and down suspiciously. “You are a customer of Antonio?”

Parks thought quickly. He could lie, but the tone of Antonio's voice had suggested the hairdresser's question had not been an enquiry, more an expression of doubt as to Parks’ previous patronage of his establishment.

“A thousand French letters please,” said Parks, desperation coming to his assistance. “Large, the most expensive you stock,” he added, in the hope this might persuade the hairdresser to accommodate what would already be a very profitable order, and also as a matter of self esteem. 

“I donna sell those things,” said Antonio. 

He turned to lock the door. Parks looked at him in open-mouthed amazement. A hairdresser who didn't sell rubber johnnies? “What?” he said, once he had managed to close his mouth.

“Is against my religion,” smiled Antonio, pocketing his key.

Parks cursed his luck. All the gents hairdressers in Frogley and he had to pick a bleeding Catholic.

He ran to the next shop. Except that it wasn't a shop. It was the police station. Even better! Because even if the players did see him go in surely the police wouldn't let them scrag him and march him off to have his hair cut, because that would be assault. He looked over his shoulder. The chasing group rounded the corner.

The first entrance to the police station available to Parks was not in fact to the police station itself but the gate to the police station yard. He quickly opened it and slipped inside. Seconds later the chasing group followed him in.



Superintendent Screwer will never know how lucky he was. If Sergeant Hawks, now with his leg drawn back to kick Scourge of the Terraces in the testicles, had proceeded to carry out that act, it would almost certainly have been the scourge, not of the terraces, but of Superintendent Screwer himself. However, at the very moment Hawks was about to deliver the coup de grace to the horse's stallion tackle, the police yard was suddenly invaded by what at first glance appeared to be Davy Crockett pursued by a Red Indian war party, but was of course Parks and most of the Frogley Town football squad and their manager. So instead of going absolutely berserk and possibly running into the gable end of the police station or the perimeter wall of the police station yard, probably crushing Screwer in the process, the horse took fright at the sudden sight of the advancing horde and merely reared up and threw Screwer out of the saddle, causing him to land on his head and consigning him to bed for three days with a severe headache and concussion. 

 




CHAPTER NINE

 


Football is probably the only sport in which chants of ‘You fat bastard’ can be directed at one of the players by members of the crowd who are even fatter bastards.

 


Disingenuous was Joe Price's middle name, and he was far too wily a bird to employ Stanley Sutton's idea in the form in which Stanley had presented it to him. The pie manufacturer knew how far he could take his employees without risking open revolt, and knocking two hundred and fifty pounds out of their wages and giving them a Frogley Town season ticket in return for it was quite a few steps beyond the pale. Conveniently however, the sum of two hundred and fifty pounds was more or less the same amount as the three per cent wage increase the pie factory workers usually received each year. So, taking advantage of this happy coincidence, Price simply explained to his workforce that due to a levelling-off in the market conditions of the pie trade the company would unfortunately be unable to grant its staff the expected pay rise this year; while at the same time informing them that as he was now the owner of Frogley Town Football Club he was consequentially in a position to soften the blow by offering each and every one of them a free season ticket to the Town's games for the coming season. This he did in the form of a notice on the main factory notice board, a bulletin that was now being read by several of the firm's employees.

Having digested its contents fat-trimmer Joe Hesford was the first of the workers to make an uncomplimentary observation. “Well the crafty old sod!”

Cold water crust pastry-maker Arthur Jones was the second. “I just don't believe this!”

More comments quickly followed from the dismayed and angry throng.

“He can't do that!” said gravy-maker Grant Chamberlain.

“He's bloody well done it!” said gristle-mincer Ted Banks.

“Language!” said pie tin-greaser Mavis Eckersley.

“Language?” said oven-loader Jack Netherwood. “It's enough to make a parson swear!”

“Fucking right,” said a parson, or rather an ex-parson who since recently being defrocked for an offence against a sheep had found employment at Price's as a meat-mincer.

“I wonder how long it took that bastard Price to dream this one up?” wondered potato-preparer Seth Weatherly.

“He didn't dream it up,” said a voice behind them. “I did.”

The aggrieved pie factory workers turned as one to see Bone Pulveriser-operator Stanley Sutton.

“What?” said Joe Hesford, hardly able to believe his ears

“It were your idea, Stanley?” said Ted Banks, no less surprised.

“Oh yes, all my own,” said Stanley, as pleased as Punch with himself.

Fortunately for Stanley the blow from Jack Netherwood’s fist immediately rendered him unconscious, and the only injury he sustained was a black eye, for if the blow had failed to deliver him into the arms of Morpheus he would surely have received many more.



Screwer was disappointed to say the very least. “You didn't recognise any of them then?”

“Not a one, sir,” Sergeant Hawks lied.

Screwer couldn’t credit his bad luck. “Only I didn't get much of a chance to get a good look at them myself.”

“Well you wouldn't, sir,” said Hawks. Then, in case Screwer should detect any trace of sarcasm in his voice, and anxious to keep on the right side of someone whose chosen method of setting a horse in motion was to kick it in the testicles, he added, “Bleeding yobbos.”

“Bleeding yobbos is right, Sergeant. And bleeding yobbos who will pay the price of being bleeding yobbos when I get my hands on them.”

It was Screwer's first day back after his enforced lay off nursing his wounds, which apart from the headache and concussion also included a grazed elbow, a few minor bruises, and, worst of all, his pride. 

Three days of having been ministered to by Mrs Screwer, with her 'Are you sure you should be pricing cattle prods on the internet while you're in your sickbed, Herman?' had done nothing to improve the police chief’s temper, however he was sure things would improve once he got his hands on the miscreants who had been responsible for toppling him from Scourge of the Terraces. And that time wasn’t too far away. He set the ball rolling.

“Get me the tapes from the surveillance cameras, then get every officer not out on duty in here to see if they recognise any of the bastards.”

Hawks muttered a quick silent prayer, then said, “I’m afraid there aren't any tapes, sir.”

Screwer's head shot back. “No surveillance tapes?”

“Unfortunately the surveillance cameras were down that day for maintenance,” Hawks explained.

“Shit!”

In fact the surveillance cameras hadn’t been out of action and the events that day had been fully captured but Hawks had thought it advisable under the circumstances to have the tapes wiped. As he had remarked to DS Love, “Christ knows what he'd do if he found out it was the football team; have them all hung then thrown into a pit of quicklime, probably.”

Severely miffed, Screwer turned his attention to other matters, matters that he could do something about. “Match this Saturday, Hawks. I want every policeman on the Frogley force in attendance. Put the one's not on duty on overtime. Compulsory.”

“Sir.”

“And book me a horse-riding lesson.”

“One riding lesson, sir?” asked Hawks, doubt in his voice.

“Sergeant?”

“Well it's just that when people are learning how to ride a horse they tend to have a course of lessons. You know, like driving a car.”

“It isn't a car, Hawks, it's a horse,” barked Screwer. “Or did I perhaps fail to notice its gear stick, its clutch, brake and accelerator pedals and its steering wheel?”

“Sorry sir.”

“You are, Hawks. You are indeed. A sorry example of a police officer. Anyway I won’t be learning to ride it, I already know how to ride it, I'm just a bit rusty.”

“I'll attend to it at once, sir,” said Hawks, not risking offering any more advice. 

While Screwer had been off sick Hawks had pondered long and deeply upon what, if anything, could be done about the fact that the chief of the Frogley Police Force was stark raving mad. The police sergeant was aware that in certain walks of life a little madness can of course be a good thing. Goalkeepers are an excellent example to which this maxim applies. Mountaineers are another. As are Wall of Death riders. And of course, in the case of Royalty, to be mad is apparently a prerequisite. But as a little madness can be a good thing by the same token a lot of madness can be a bad thing, and especially so when it is residing in the head a policeman of high rank. 

Hawks realised this and he had no doubts that he should do something about Screwer, for if he didn't a disaster of some sort or other was going to happen sooner or later. But to whom do you tell that you suspect your boss would be more at home in the loony bin than in the office of a police superintendent? His boss, Hawks supposed. But if he were to do that what would be the position if Screwer's boss didn't share his opinion of the police chief’s mental state? Where would that leave a police sergeant not all that far from retirement on full pension? More to the point, where would it leave his pension?

So he did nothing, consoling himself that Saddam Hussein was a bloody sight madder and that it took donkey’s years for anybody to do something about him. 

Had Hawks' immediate superior Inspector Blood been available he could have dropped the problem in his lap, but unfortunately Blood was away on a Search Under Suspicion and Advanced Baton Skills refresher course. So Hawks had decided, not without some misgivings, to keep his own counsel.

In the final analysis Hawks was correct in his suspicions. There was a disaster. Fortunately however there wasn't a great deal of damage, none that mattered anyway, and everything turned out all right in the end. But not before there were ructions.



Joe Price held up the new Frogley Town football shirt for Donny's and George's approval, although it was going to be the shirt that would be worn by the team this season whether they approved of it or not. It was an exact replica of the shirt worn by the team of long ago, the body of the shirt yellow and green quarters, with red sleeves and trim.

“This is t' new shirt as t' team will be wearing this season,” he said, proudly. “It's exactly t' same as t' 1935 shirt in every detail.”

“And very smart it is too, Mr Price,” said Donny, only too glad his playing days were over and he wouldn't be one of those unfortunate souls who had wear it.

George foresaw a problem. “It hasn't got our sponsor's name on it,” he pointed out to Price.

“Sponsor?”

“Smiths Suppositories, Mr Price.” Donny explained, “They give us twenty thousand pounds a year. And free suppositories.”

Price raised an eyebrow. “Do they now?”

“That twenty thousand pounds has always been very helpful in the past,” said George.

“And the suppositories,” Donny added. “A few of the lads suffer from constipation,” he expounded.

“That doesn't surprise me at all,” said Price, “they have trouble passing t' ball as well.”

“Oh very funny, Mr Price,” smiled Donny, but seeing that Price wasn't laughing he got rid of the smile as fast as he could, hoping that Price hadn't seen it.

“I suppose you'll be wanting Price's Pies on the shirts, Mr Price?” ventured George.

“We could have both on, Mr Price,” Donny chipped in, hoping to redeem himself, just in case Price had seen him smile. “We could have Price's Pies at the top and Smiths Suppositories on the bottom.”

Price glared at him. “There'll be nowt disfiguring t' shirts. T’ players aren’t advertising hoardings. T’ shirts will be like this,” he shook the shirt, “Exactly t' same as they were in 1935.”

“And what about the sponsorship deal with Smiths?” asked George.

“It's off. Tell 'em as they can stick their twenty thousand pounds where folk stick their suppositories. Anyroad, players won't get constipated now they're on a gradely diet.” He turned to Donny. “But if any of 'em does, just send him to me; t' man hasn't been born as Joe Price can't make shit himself.”

“Yes, Mr Price,” said Donny.



It was early afternoon and Sarah Jane was reading the latest edition of the Frogley Advertiser, Fentonbottom dozing at her feet in glorious Technicolor, when Stanley came in from his morning shift at the pie factory.

“And where did tha get that?” she enquired of her husband, on looking up from her newspaper and observing Stanley's black eye.

“Tha'd think as folk would want to watch t' Town now as they're going to be great again, wouldn’t tha, Sarah Jane” Stanley complained.

Sarah Jane didn't follow up her enquiry. Her husband had probably asked for the black eye if she knew anything. Instead she held out her hand, palm upwards. “Wage,” she demanded. Stanley’s reaction to his wife’s request was not to hand over his wage packet as bidden but to shuffle his feet uncomfortably. Sarah Jane was immediately suspicious. “I hope for thy sake as tha hasn't spent it on having more lottery tickets printed? Because there should be no need for thee to do that anymore, now as moneybags Joe Price owns t' football club.”

Stanley was defiant. “I haven't spent it on lottery tickets.”

“And a good job too!” 

“I've spent it on paint.”

“Paint?” Sarah Jane could scarcely credit it. “More bloody paint?”

“It's good stuff, Sarah Jane,” said Stanley, defending his purchase. “It's that as has t' big dog on it.” 

Dogs can't understand the English language, despite the claims of some doting dog lovers, dreamers who proudly impart the information to anyone not too bored to listen that their mutt 'understands every word you say'. These people should try saying to their dog 'If you don't move from where you are immediately a brick is going to fall on your head and brain you', and see if it moves. The chances of it remaining exactly where it is, and wagging its tail stupidly, are far more likely. 

Other than their name, and not always that, and simple command words like 'sit' and 'stay', the average dog understands about as much English as a one-year-old Chinese with learning difficulties. Stanley's dog Fentonbottom, smarter than the average canine, understood the words 'sit, 'stay', 'fetch', and 'dog'. 

What can be claimed with some justice however is that the sound made by a particular word, without a dog in any way understanding the meaning of that word, can have a profound effect on a dog. The word whose sound had a profound effect in the case of Fentonbottom was 'paint', and on now hearing it come from Stanley's lips, in close proximity to the word 'dog', the effect it had on it was to cause it to prick up its ears, howl, then bolt from the room with its tail between its legs.

Stanley watched it go, puzzled. “I wonder what's got into Fentonbottom?” he mused.

“It's not what's got into it, it's what it thinks you might be putting on to it,” said Sarah Jane, returning her attention to the Frogley Advertiser.

She turned a page and came to the first of the sports pages. Sport held no interest for Sarah Jane and never would unless husband flogging ever became a sport, and she was about to put the paper down when she suddenly saw Stanley staring back at her from the page. She blinked and looked again. It was Stanley all right; there couldn’t be two people who looked as stupid as that. What on earth was a photo of her husband doing in the Frogley Advertiser? It was printed alongside an article with the banner headline: 'Local Lothario Is Big Town Fan'.

She read the article. Then she got up, walked over to Stanley, and punched him in the eye that wasn't black. It very quickly became so, a perfect partner for his other black eye.



Big Donny Donnelly was worried. The first game of the season was due to take place tomorrow and he still didn't have a mistress. That is he had a mistress but they hadn't yet had sex. They had tried to have sex but Donny had been unable to. He had no idea why, it had certainly never happened to him before, and he had definitely been up for it - or rather he hadn't been up for it, which was the trouble. Perhaps he'd had too much to drink that night and it was his first experience of brewer's droop? Possibly, but he doubted it, he'd only had two pints of lager. Just enough to stimulate the desire without dulling the performance, if his past efforts between the sheets were anything to go by. 

Maybe it had something to do with his mistress, Carol Ann? Again possible, but hardly likely, for she was young and pretty, certainly as young and pretty as his lovely wife Tracey Michelle had been when she was young and pretty. Something was wrong though, definitely, because he'd tried for over an hour, and nothing. Zilch.

He had even tried closing his eyes and imagining having Kylie Minogue from behind, an erotic fantasy that usually gave him a stiffy up to his belly button, but even the thought of getting up close and very personal to that wonderful antipodean bottom had failed to stir Little Donny into life. In the end he'd given up and had taken Carol Ann for a fish supper instead.

Now, topping up his tan on the sun bed, as he wanted to look his best for the game tomorrow, obviously, he wondered whether it counted if you had a mistress but hadn't yet had sex with her? If buying her a fish supper was an adequate substitute? He was aware that, given the choice, many women would actually prefer a fish supper to sex. This was certainly the case when couples had been married for a few years, he knew that for a fact, because his lovely wife Tracey Michelle had once said the same herself (though not to him, but over the fence to their next door neighbour, when she'd thought that Donny had been asleep on the sun lounger).

Donny hadn't thought to ask his lovely wife Tracey Michelle what she’d been doing in the Frogley Arms on Tuesday lunchtime last week. Not that he wouldn’t have liked to have done, but because he couldn’t do so without admitting to her that he had been there too. So he had dismissed it from his mind, persuading himself that his lovely wife Tracey Michelle had obviously just popped in for a quick one while she was out shopping, as it could be thirsty work, shopping. Oddly though, when he had asked her what sort of day she'd had, she’d told him she'd had a very quiet one, she'd stopped in all day because she'd had one of her headaches. But that hadn't fooled Donny, she'd obviously said that because she'd probably been shopping for a present for his birthday next month and obviously didn't want him to know about it. That would be just like his lovely wife Tracey Michelle, thoughtful to a fault.

So, his potential mistress Tracey Michelle having failed to materialise, Donny had done what all good football managers do after a setback, which was to put it behind him and get on with the next fixture. 

In fact he didn't get on with the next fixture, it was the next after that, because the next one turned out to be a transvestite. The experience had almost put Donny off the idea of having a mistress altogether - up to then the only male penis he'd ever had hold of was his own and after having now had hold of a second one he certainly didn't want to risk getting hold of any more, thank you very much. However on learning that in addition to Ron Atkinson, Malcolm Allison and Tommy Docherty having had mistresses, that ex-England manager Bobby Robson had also had several mistresses at the height of his success, which had confirmed further the soundness of his plan, it was a risk he was prepared to take. Which had led to Carol Ann. And in turn had led to him being in his present worried state.

As he lay on the sun bed soaking up skin cancer he tried not to worry. After all, worry was one of the things that caused impotence, according to the club doctor, Dr Grimshaw.

Donny had gone to see Dr Grimshaw ostensibly about the knee injury he’d sustained when jumping through one of the plate glass windows of the Frogley Arms, and had taken the opportunity to ask the physician about impotence 'on behalf of a mate'. Dr Grimshaw, who in thirty years as a general practitioner had never once had to advise so much as one solitary man on the subject of his impotence, but had advised well over a hundred men who had been asking 'on behalf of a mate', had gone on to tell Donny the other causes of impotence. Apparently they were high blood pressure (in Donny's case, no), heavy smoking (no), heavy drinking (no), drug abuse (certainly not), old age (no!), physical trauma such as an accident (possibly), and hormone abnormalities (do you mind!). Which meant that in Donny's case it was possibly just worry.

Recalling this he breathed a sigh of relief. Because if it was worry that was causing the problem he would be back to normal by five-o-clock tomorrow; for by then the Town would have won their first match of the season and then there wouldn't be anything to worry about anymore. But….hey, hang on a minute. What if they didn't win? What if buying your mistress a fish supper as a substitute for having sex with her didn't count and he still didn't have a genuine mistress? 

He immediately began to worry again.

 




CHAPTER TEN

 


And here at Middlesbrough, Jonathan Greenin, in excellent position to score the winnin goal, has just been guilty of hittin the side nettin - Trevor Brookin

 


“It's the Day...ayve...Rave Show. Good afternoon everybody, this is Dave Rave your fave football commentator welcoming all fans past and present to Frogley Radio for live exclusive coverage of this afternoon's Frogley Funeral Services sponsored Coca-Cola League Two opening game of the season clash between your favourite team and mine Frogley Town…Hoorah, versus Grimely Athletic...Boooo! And hopes are running high here at the Offal Road Stadium, or, as some people call it, The Stadium of Lights. Don't get that myself, so if any of you out there in Frogley Radio Land do happen to know why they call it that, please call or write and let me know, Dave Rave always like to hear from his listeners, as I'm sure you all know. Big Donny Donnelly has informed yours truly that his lads are really up for today's game, and it's a lovely spring day, perfect for football. In fact the only blot on the landscape is that shithouse Superintendent Screwer….”



The weather was indeed perfect for football; dry with not a breath of wind, but not too warm. The match had attracted a gate approaching six thousand, by far and away the highest attendance at the ground since the late seventies, on the occasion Frogley Town had stumbled into the Third Round of the FA Cup and had been rewarded with a home game against a First Division side. (0-7) 

The crowd consisted of the hard core of spectators from previous years, bolstered by quite a few ex-supporters who had been drawn back in the hope that the arrival of Joe Price and his money might herald better days for the club, plus the three thousand-odd new season ticket holders from Price's Pies, most of whom, to spite Price, had gone along to cheer the opposition. 

Initially most of the employees, on receiving their season tickets, had said 'Bollocks to Price', or even more disrespectful words to that effect, and had sworn not to use the tickets in protest. Then it dawned on them that they were already in receipt of the season tickets whilst the rise they would otherwise have been paid wasn't due until Christmas, so in a way it was like getting something for nothing, and probably the only chance of getting something for nothing out of Price that they would ever be presented with; and, as several of them remarked, 'A lot can happen between now and Christmas'.

The stadium itself was already looking much more spick and span. Casual labour had been taken on to weed and sweep and generally tidy-up the terraces, and paint in Royal Visit proportions had been put to good use. The portakabins, formerly painted a sickly duck egg blue, had been re-painted in the Town's colours, a sight which, when he first saw it, had almost caused Stanley Sutton to cry with sheer joy.

Stanley had been one of the first through the turnstiles, and was now ensconced in his favourite spot behind one of the goals. Despite the state of his eyes, both of which were still severely blackened, Stanley could not have been happier if he’d just won a record payout on the National Lotto. This was it. This was what it was all about. A new season. Frogley Town at home. Magic!

Police presence was massive. The entire Frogley Police Force was in attendance, their ranks reinforced by twenty 'Specials'. Had Screwer received a tip-off that Osama Bin Laden would be attending and bringing along Lord Lucan as his guest there could hardly have been more of the boys in blue in attendance. 

Screwer himself was personally overseeing operations from a position near the dug out. The police chief had by this time had three riding lessons - the riding school proprietor had insisted he would need at least ten before he would become even halfway proficient on horseback - and having promised her that he wouldn't go out onto the streets until he had absorbed at least five lessons, Screwer had reluctantly eschewed Scourge of the Terraces for Shanks's Pony.

Now the police chief scanned the crowd, eyes narrowed in concentration, looking for hooligans. For there were hooligans out there all right. Oh yes. Well just let one of them step out of line, that was all!



Martin Sneed was in the press Box, wondering how he was going to be able to show Frogley Town in a good light in the next edition of the Frogley Advertiser, following their probable five - nil home defeat at the hands of Grimely Athletic. For a heavy defeat was what the Town were in for, Sneed was sure of that; Grimely were a good side, they'd narrowly missed being promoted in the play-offs last year and had strengthened their squad during the close season with a couple of League One Bosman Rulings.

Sneed couldn't do anything about the Town being defeated – nothing but the replacement of the Frogley Town back three with the Manchester United back four and the addition of Didier Drogba and Wayne Rooney up front at the expense of Darren Briggs and Darrel Lock could have avoided that - but at least he would be able to make the Town glorious in defeat. 

He thought his report might go something like...'The five Grimely goals, all lucky deflections, which somehow eluded the cat-like reflexes of future England international Gary (Superman) Moggs in the Frogley goal, and totally against the run of play, only serve to demonstrate what a cruel game football can be, particularly when you include in the equation the fact that Frogley were unlucky enough to hit both uprights twice and the bar three times...'. Or something like that. He smiled to himself. Fleet Street and life on a red top tabloid surely beckoned to someone who could think up a load of old crap like that at the drop of a hat.



Joe Price was seated in the director’s box. He was the only director in the director’s box, since he was the Town’s only director. Filling the other seats in the directors box were none of the usual types who get themselves invited into directors boxes – men who had made it big in mobile phones, got lucky in one of the other new technological industries, or had got rich quick in dot com companies and had not yet got poor again - but local dignitaries, including the Mayor of Frogley, resplendent in his chain of office, accompanied by his Lady Mayoress. 

Their presence there today was not because Price held local dignitaries and the Mayor and Lady Mayoress in esteem, he didn't, but because it was how he remembered it had been when he had first attended a Frogley Town home match at the age of ten with his father, then himself a local dignitary. That had been in an age when the Town was a successful team, and it was Price's absolute conviction that in recreating as many elements as possible of that successful era that he would be providing the key to success in the present era.



 


Ten minutes to kick-off. On the pitch not scantily-clad cheerleaders and a green-fleeced Freddie the Frogley Frog hopping about inanely and throwing cheap sweets to the children, but the Frogley and Gowhole Sidings Brass Band proudly marching up and down the centre of the pitch, their trombones, cornets, flugelhorns, euphoniums, and drums filling the air with 'Poet and Peasant', just like they’d done in the thirties, forties and fifties.

Many of the older spectators were enjoying the pre-match entertainment put on by the band; and even some of the younger male spectators, whilst they would probably have preferred Franz Ferdinand or the Kaiser Chiefs, welcomed the music, but only because it reminded them of Tara Fitzgerald in 'Brassed Off''.



In the dressing room Donny was about to give his pre-match team talk. The starting eleven he had chosen, lining up in a 3 - 4 - 1 - 2 system, was Moggs in goal, a back three of Rock, Cook and Cragg, with Stock, Parks, Links and Barrel in midfield, Briggs and Lock up front, with Dicks playing just off the front two in the role of detached striker, perhaps a fitting position for him as he had a detached retina. When Donny spoke the players hung onto his every word.

“A game of football isn't about which team scores the most goals....well it is about which team scores the most goals, gets the ball in the opposing side's net more than the opposing side gets the ball in your net if you like. But it is also about which team wants to score the most goals, sticks it between their sticks with greater frequency if you like. Well that goes without saying. But it needs to be said. Because the team that wants to score more goals, hits the back of their opponents net more often if you like, will score more goals, just as sure as eggs and bacon. So in a way it is about which team scores the most goals. But more than that it is about how you perform out there on the pitch, how you acquit yourselves out there on the park if you like, that will determine which side scores the most goals, gets the ball in the opposing side's net more than the opposing side gets the ball in your net, sticks it between their sticks with greater frequency, hits the back of their net more often, breaches their defence if you like, that will determine which side scores the most goals, just as sure as God made little green men. But that's just looking at it simplistically. Putting it in a nutcase if you like. The main thing is that each and every one of you has got to go out there and take responsibility. That doesn't mean to say that I want to see eleven captains out there. Because that would only lead to there being too many bosses, a too many chiefs spoiling the broth situation if you like. No, it means that I want you all to captain yourselves. So out there on the park this afternoon I shall want to see a Captain Briggs, a Captain Crooks, a Captain Parks, a Captain Cook and a Captain Hook. So just go out there and enjoy yourselves. But not at the expense of getting slack. Especially at the back. You can afford to go out there and enjoy yourselves and get a bit slack at the front but get slack at the back and you will be punished for it. In diamonds. Very much so. So in short the main thing is to go out there this afternoon, at the end of the day, and enjoy yourself, not bother too much about getting a bit slack at the front, but under no circumstances get slack at the back. But in enjoying yourself while not being slack about it make sure you are positive about it, otherwise you might find yourselves getting too negative and get yourselves caught between two stoolpigeons.”

Thus inspired, the players were ready to repel all that Grimely Athletic could throw at them, and return it with interest.



Five minutes to kick-off. The brass band played themselves off with a rousing version of the 'Match of the Day' theme and left the field to generous applause. Many among the crowd were of the opinion that the band's performance was well worth the price of admission alone, although, brass band music not being to everyone's taste and the Frogley and Gowhole Sidings Brass Band not being the finest exponents of the art, a similar number of spectators swore to bring earplugs the next time if the band was to become a permanent fixture.

The crowd waited expectantly for the two teams to emerge from the dressing portakabin. In the press box Sneed took out his notebook and sharpened his wit. In the directors box Price handed out cigars to the civic dignitaries and the Mayor, and a box of Cadburys Roses to the Lady Mayoress. Near the dugout Screwer surveyed the crowd, his head a CCTV camera. Behind the goal Stanley waited in eager anticipation. High in the grandstand Dave Rave prattled on....

“....that was a message from our sponsor, and it seems that with their special offer the month of August couldn't be a better time to die, so if coffins are what you are into, or what one of your nearest and dearest will very soon be going into, now is the time to buy. But not before you have listened to the commentary of Frogley Town's opening game of the season, right here on Frogley Radio. The two teams will shortly be appearing....sorry, here they are n....”

The Frogley Town team ran out onto the pitch. The buzz of anticipation from the crowd immediately became a stunned silence. All eleven players and the substitutes had the appearance, both physically and in their football attire, of a team from the 1930's. Close-cropped hair save for a fringe at the front, droopy moustaches, old-fashioned lace-up at the neck shirts and baggy shorts. It was like being transported back seventy years in time at the flick of a switch.

“....Fuck me!” said Dave Rave.

“Shit a brick!” said Martin Sneed.

“Bleeding Nora!” said Superintendent Screwer.

“Well I'll go to the foot of our stairs!” said the Mayor.

“Why couldn’t I have a cigar too?” said the Lady Mayoress.

Stanley didn't say anything. He couldn't, for the huge lump in his throat. So he just looked. And now he did cry, twin tears dropping from his black eyes and down his cheeks and spilling onto his Frogley Town replica football shirt.

Frogley won the game one-nil, midfielder Steve Parks, in glorious compensation for surrendering his flowing locks to the barber, deciding an evenly-balanced encounter with a goal in the sixty-third minute. Whether the match would have been quite so evenly balanced had the Frogley Town players been turned out like normal footballers is a matter of some doubt, for the Grimely Athletic players seemed to be put off their usual free-flowing game by the bizarre appearance of their opposite numbers.

In fact Frogley went close to scoring twice in the opening five minutes, while the majority of the Grimely players were still having a great deal of difficulty keeping their faces straight. Sean Bamford, Grimely's ex-England Under-21 International central defender, failed in his efforts to keep a straight face for his entire time on the field and at one stage, just after Parks had rounded him to score the goal, had actually burst out laughing, which resulted in him being substituted and subsequently fined two weeks wages and put on the transfer list.

Growing in confidence following their two early attempts on goal the Town went on to play well above their form of last season, and as Grimely went on to play well below their form it had the effect of evening things up and making for a close-fought contest. 

However there was more to it than that. The Town had gone close a couple of times in the opening minutes on previous occasions and had not then gone on to play well above their normal form, and far from going on to win the game one-nil had usually been comprehensively stuffed, as they say in the vernacular. The reason why things should be different this time was obvious to several people.

It was obvious to Joe Price. Tradition. Time-honoured tried and tested good old-fashioned principles. And bromide. Nothing more, nothing less. That's what the England side were short of if you asked him. Give them all a gradely haircut and keep them off the nest for a week or two and they might go a bit farther in the World Cup. Throw in a decent strip and get rid of that Eyetie ponce of a manager and they might even win it!

It was obvious to the players. They were happier. Well who wouldn't be happier on a diet of meat and potato pies and haslet and savoury ducks and black puddings, at the expense of the doubtful delights of grilled chicken and fish and pasta? That funny-tasting tea was good too, the sort of stuff that put lead in your pencil, although oddly enough lead had been in embarrassingly short supply in the pencils of all of them during the past couple of weeks. Their new diet had caused them all to put on a few pounds, but they were happy pounds, and as yet insufficient in quantity to slow them down to any noticeable degree.

It was obvious to Martin Sneed. Quite simply the players had been inspired by the two articles he had written about them in the Frogley Advertiser. Never mind the footballers of Frogley Town, had the footballers of Barcelona read about themselves in such glowing terms they would have played better. His pen portrait of Darren Briggs - 'the football brain of Di Stefano, the feet of Pele, the legs of Maradona' - was itself inspirational enough to harvest an extra ten goals from the striker this season, even allowing for the fact that the typesetter had had one of his Guardian-like days and had put Madonna instead of Maradona.

It was obvious to Dave Rave. When he had interviewed Briggs and Moggs for the Dave Rave Show Pre-Season Football Special he had noticed that the feng shui of the portakabin that served as the home team dressing room was all wrong. With the aid of some of the players he had moved it on its axis some fifty degrees to the right, thereby ensuring optimum happiness of its occupants (apart from Crock, as in manouevring the portakabin it had slipped off its bricks and crushed his foot, therefore rendering him a crock by nature as well as by name, and putting him on the injury list for the next eight weeks).

It was obvious to Donny Donnelly. It was because he now had a mistress. Obviously. True, he had yet to have sex with her, because try as he might he could not get anything resembling an erection. No amount of stimulation either physical or cerebral seemed able to inspire his errant member to stop pointing in the direction of his feet and start pointing in the direction of the sun. “It doesn't have to be the mid-day sun,” he had said in his prayer to God, “Eleven-o-clock will do, ten at a pinch. Even if it only points at the sun at sunrise it will do. I'm not asking for the moon.”

It was obvious to the residents of the Frogley Mental Hospital. There was a full moon that night, and strange things happen on days when there is a full moon, especially if you happen to live in a mental hospital. In addition to Frogley Town's thrilling win there had been several other strange occurrences that day. Mr Fortescue, on being served the usual Saturday fare of mince, boiled potatoes and two veg had picked up his plate and silently thrown it at the dining room wall (whereas in the past, whenever mince had been put in front of Mr Fortescue, he had picked up his plate and thrown it at the dining room wall with a shout of “If you think I'm eating this shite you must think I’m mad!”). His nurses, ever optimistic, took this new turn of events to indicate that he was gradually getting used to mince. His fellow patients knew better. They knew that it proved only that the full moon had taken its toll on Mr Fortescue, since anyone who had started to like the abominable mince better than they had previously must clearly be getting madder, not saner.

Mr Greaves, the popper of Mr Oakes's autographed football, was a little more malevolent than usual, and had attacked a lady hospital visitor who came in to read to the patients, though some might hold that he was more than justified in this action as she had tried to read him a book by Jackie Collins.

Mr Evans (Napoleon), who in his twenty years at the hospital had never shown the slightest interest in life on the other side of its perimeter walls, had taken French leave.

Alcoholic beverages were not allowed in the hospital; however the residents included among their number two home-brew wine makers who put to good use the abundant fruit and flora freely available in the hospital gardens. The hospital also boasted a struck-off pharmacist who was skilled in the art of distilling. The combined efforts of the three meant that an adequate supply of wines and spirits were always readily available. (Some people were of the opinion that it was the product of the threesome’s fermenting buckets, stills and demijohns which was largely responsible for keeping most of the inmates in the mental hospital, and without its effect on them they would probably have been discharged long ago). Thus the Frogley Town victory was toasted in elderflower champagne and blackberry wine, and celebrated further with rhubarb sherry and 'Old Straitjacket', a brandy-like concoction of distilled crab apple and oak leaf wine, with a dash of metal polish.

The only disappointment for the inmates was that they hadn't actually been at the match. Nor, given their current circumstances, could they ever be. All they could hope for was that some time in the future they might get to see their favourite football team in action. 

Their hopes were to be realised rather sooner than they might have supposed.

 




CHAPTER ELEVEN

 


Probably the best football commentator since Kenneth Wolstenholme has been

Martin Tyler. Depressing, isn’t it.

 


Screwer lay in bed wide awake, sleep a million miles away. Something was bothering him, nagging away at him. Apart that is from the fact that Mrs Screwer had spurned his advances yet again and was now fast asleep beside him snoring her fool head off. 

It was the hairstyles of the Frogley Town football team that were causing Screwer so much unrest. Where had he seen that style of haircut before? Where had he seen those footballers before? Somewhere, he was sure. Once again he went back to five minutes to three on Saturday afternoon and pictured the team trotting out on to the pitch, each of the players with that same close-cropped hair with a fringe at the front, and concentrated his mind. Strangeways? Was it there he had seen it, on his recent visit to the Manchester prison in pursuit of his hobby of convicted football hooligan spotting? No, prisoners nowadays were allowed to wear their hair pretty much how they wanted, just as though they were still on the outside; it wasn't like the old days, more was the pity, when all prisoners were summarily shorn of their hair along with their self-respect just as soon as they’d been thoroughly hosed down and de-loused with DDT. Where was it then? Where, for Christ's sake?

The answer eventually came to him in a dream, after he had eventually dropped off to sleep in the early hours of the morning. In the dream he was back in the saddle of Scourge of the Terraces, but this time he wasn't in the police yard but at Aintree Racecourse, Liverpool, lying in third place in the Grand National, halfway round the second circuit. Why he should be in the Grand National Screwer had no idea, because he had no interest in horseracing at all, and now, since Scourge of the Terraces had thrown him the other day, a bit less interest in horses. There was just no logic to it, but then who ever had a logical dream?

In the dream Screwer had raced on, almost deafened by the cheering crowds, his mount still held on a fairly tight rein. In front of him Richard Johnson, the sometime boyfriend of the Princess Royal's daughter, was leading on the favourite My Prerogative, followed a length behind by Frankie Dettori riding The Princess Royal. They approached Bechers Brook. My Prerogative cleared it. The Princess Royal cleared it. Screwer was fast approaching it on Scourge of the Terraces, but just as he was about to jump it eleven heads with close-cropped hair and fringes suddenly popped up from behind the fence. In the split second that was all the time it took for Scourge of the Terraces to rear up and throw him off, Screwer recognised the heads as the heads of the Frogley Town footballers he’d seen at the match last Saturday. And when his head hit the ground, exactly as it had hit the ground a few days previously, he remembered where he had seen them before.



“It's two-clock in the morning,” protested George Fearnley, standing at the front door of his house, rubbing the sleep from his eyes.

“I don't need some hairy-arsed football club secretary to tell me the fucking time,” Screwer snapped. His gimlet eyes bore into George. “I want the names and addresses of every football player on the Frogley Town books and I want them fucking quick.”

The night air was cold. George pulled his dressing gown closer around him protectively and said, “What for?”

“I ask the fucking questions,” snarled Screwer. “You provide the fucking answers.” He treated George to an even icier stare. “Well come on! Or do you intend keeping me on this doorstep all fucking night?”

The bedroom window of the semi next door opened, its owner wondering what all the noise and foul language was about. To save any further disturbance George saw no alternative but to ask Screwer inside, although it rankled with him. “You'd better step in I suppose.” 

But Screwer was already pushing past him, beckoning to Sergeant Hawks and Constable Balfour to follow him. 

The other two uniformed constables in the party took up position at either side of the door whilst their superiors inside were going about their business. 

George closed the front door. What on earth did the police want with the names and addresses of the players in the middle of the night? Or any other time for that matter?



 


“It's ten to free in the morning,” complained Darren Briggs.

Screwer glared at him. “If one more of you footballers tells me the time again I will fucking swing for him!”

Four of Briggs' team mates were already in the Black Maria parked outside the Frogley striker's flat. Briggs was the fifth footballer to be visited. “What do you want?” he asked of his tormentor.

“Your bollocks on a shovel,” said Screwer. He nodded to the two constables flanking him. “Arrest the twat.”

Briggs jumped back in alarm. “What? What have I done?”

“You'll find out soon enough.”

Constables Adams and Dobbs made to take Briggs in charge but he backed off, protesting, “Hang on, hang on, give a geezer a chance to get dressed will ya!”

“No time for that,” said Screwer, then to the constables, “Grab the bastard.”

“But I've only got me boxers on,” Briggs said, rather unnecessarily.

“You're in luck then,” said Screwer. He pointed to the Black Maria. “I've got two of your mates in there strip bollock naked.”



By six a.m. all the players that made up the Frogley Town squad were behind the bars of the four lock-up cells that comprised the Frogley Police nick. 

Apart from three who were totally naked, most variations of night attire were represented, some interestingly so. Links was wearing his wife's baby doll negligee. Hooks and Crooks, who shared a flat together, also shared a pair of pyjamas, Hooks the tops and Crooks the bottoms, a particular that gave rise to much speculation from their colleagues as to the sexual preferences of the two, despite protests from Hooks and Crooks that they chose to share pyjamas not for reasons of perversion but on grounds of economy.

The players were incarcerated four to a cell, with one extra in one of the cells, not counting the horse. Screwer had not troubled himself to inform them why they had been arrested. Joe Price was the first to find out.

“Riotous Assembly”, Screwer told him, when Price had demanded to know.

“Riotous Assembly?” echoed Price.

“For starters,” Screwer went on. “Plus assaulting a police officer during the course of his duty. And anything else I can dig up.”

George had phoned Price and Donny as soon as Screwer had left him. Price had arrived at the police station before the Black Maria had arrived with the players, Donny shortly afterwards, and they had been waiting since four-o-clock, almost two hours, to find out what all the trouble was about. Now they were with Screwer in his office, doing just that.

“And when does tha intend letting them go?” Price demanded. 

“Letting them go?” Screwer laughed. “Are you fucking joking?” 

“What?” said Donny, alarmed. “What do you mean? You'll have to let them go, we've got a game on Wednesday night.”

Screwer fixed Donny with one of his icy glares. “Are you telling me what I can and can't do, little man?”

Donny's lack of moral fibre came to his assistance immediately. “No. Obviously. I mean....” 

However Screwer, now eyeing Donny suspiciously, broke in before the Frogley manager had a chance to say what he meant. “Didn't I see you with your load of rabble in the police station yard the other day when they caused me to fall off my horse?” he demanded.

Donny was aghast. “Me? Oh no Superintendent. Very much so no. No, in fact I wasn't even in Frogley that day. What day was it?” 

“Monday.”

“Well there you are then, I was on a scouting mission in Scunthorpe.”

Screwer thought for a moment then amended his answer. “No, I tell a lie, it was Tuesday.” 

Donny was out of the blocks faster than a nandroline-assisted Linford Christie. “And Tuesday. Brighton. A new winger.” Then, inspired. “An ex-policeman. Good lad, should go all the way.”

Donny, feeling much better now he had provided himself with an alibi, breathed a sigh of relief. Screwer wasn't about to let him get away that easy however. He fixed Donny and said, “But you are responsible for the conduct of your players, are you not?”

Donny jumped back on the flap wagon. “Wh....what?”

“Are you deaf as well as daft?”

Donny squirmed. “Well....”

Fortunately Price came to Donny’s rescue, saving him any further embarrassment. “No he isn't responsible for t’ players,” he said. “I am. And I’m telling thee, Superintendent Screwer or whatever thy name is, that tha can't lock my footballers up indefinitely.”

Screwer turned his attention to Price. “I can do what I like, Price. Now fuck off out of my office the two of you before I have you thrown in the slammer as well!”



Sneed was seated at the keyboard of his computer, absolutely elated. It was the best break he’d had in years. Handled the right way, written up with the typical Sneed élan, it could very well get him into Fleet Street, even without the help of Joe Price.

This was still Monday and the Frogley Advertiser wasn't due out until Wednesday, but the sensational story of an entire football team being jailed for rioting was clearly a story for the national dailies, maybe even a front page story, and Martin Sneed was the man to do justice to such a story. 

The red tops would go for it, he was quite sure of that, and probably the Daily Mail too, which despite its pretensions to quality was a red top of the deepest crimson in all but name, especially in its sports coverage. Maybe even one of the broadsheets might be interested? One of the dailies would anyway, certainly; he’d pick the one that coughed up the most, or better still offered him a job on their staff. He smiled to himself. He was going to enjoy this. He began to type.... 'JUSTICE FOR THE FROGLEY 17! By Martin Sneed, The Man They Can't Shut Up. Early this morning, in the sleepy ex-cotton town of Frogley where Lancashire meets Yorkshire, seventeen sons of soccer stand charged with a crime they did not commit; accused, but surely as innocent as the Birmingham Six themselves.'

He paused and read through what he had written so far, made a note to work 'dark satanic mills' in somewhere in the re-write, then carried on. 'I have yet to make the acquaintance of Superintendent Herman Screwer, the man responsible for perpetrating this outrage, this gross injustice which would be risible were it not of such tragic proportions, but when I do meet him I expect him to be wearing not a police hat but a top hat bearing a price label, 10/6d, because if he is not the Mad Hatter incarnate then I am not Martin Sneed The Man They Can't Shut Up. These magnificent footballers, stars to a man....'



“....and that was the very latest from one of Dave Rave's very own favourites, Beyonce. Would you? Wow! Now a reminder that earlier today, in a dawn swoop, that prize shithouse Superintendent Screwer arrested all seventeen members of the Frogley Town football squad. Regular listeners to Frogley Radio will need no reminding that Screwer is the shithousing twat who locked up Frogley Radio's Number One Presenter for four days and who I intend to sue for every penny he's got, once I can find a solicitor who’ll fight my case. However, probably because of last month's Dave Rave Show Bent Frogley Solicitors Expose Special, I'm having a little trouble finding one. Now it's time once again for Feng Shui with Mr Wong, so it's over to you Mr Wong....”

“....Gleetings honolable popuration of Flogley, Mr Wong here again. Tonight on Feng Shui with Mr Wong I will be terring you all about that shithouse bastard Superintendent Sclewer and what he done to Flogley Town footborrers and honolable fliend Dave Lave, and how Feng Shui can help you stop him flom rocking you up in his jail too - simply le-allange all your furniture in a big pile behind your flont door and stop the shithouse getting in....”



After checking up with the firm's solicitors Price discovered that it was quite within Screwer's rights to keep the players under lock and key, and without even charging them if he so desired, for a period of twenty four hours. Then, using the extra powers granted to those holding the rank of superintendent and above, he could detain the players for an additional thirty six hours, again without charging them. Thereafter, if and when he did charge them, they would still be held in custody until such time as they appeared before a Magistrates Court, up to another twenty four hours. 

Altogether that came to a total of three and a half days, taking it into Thursday, and the team was due to play Brailsford Wanderers on Wednesday night. Even then there was no guarantee they would be released as Screwer had made it abundantly clear that he would vigorously oppose bail, and even if the Magistrates were disposed to allow the players bail he would demand that it be set at a very high price indeed. To quote the police chief, “Fucking millions!”



Price's friends and contacts were many and varied, but none unfortunately were in the upper echelons of the Police Force, or indeed in the lower echelons. He had always had a healthy distrust of policemen ever since, as an eight-year-old, he had discovered one on top of his mother on his parents bed after having been sent home from school early with toothache. 

As a consequence of this he had never attempted to cultivate any friendships with our guardians of the law. Keep your nose clean and you will have nothing to worry about as far as the police are concerned, had been his dictum, a precept which had thus far stood him in good stead, although John Halliday Christie's lodger Timothy Evans might have argued against its efficacy. 

Now he was wishing that he’d perhaps bought a few tickets for the Police Ball when that constable had come knocking on his door instead of telling him that he didn't go to dances and if he ever did it wouldn't be for the benefit of bent bloody rozzers. Consequentially there was no one in the Police Force with a higher authority than Screwer to whom he could turn to in his hour of need.

In desperation, and one would have to be truly desperate to adopt such a policy, he tried to enlist the help of his Member of Parliament. But Arnold Rutt MP, New Labour, had told him that while he had every sympathy, and that lessons had been learned, there was nothing he could do and it was time to move on. This was Rutt's standard answer to any plea put to him, but in this case he was right, there was nothing he could do, as Screwer was firmly within his rights. 

After thinking back to his initial meeting with Screwer, Price had then telephoned the superintendent and, in an effort to twist his arm a little, had told him that after having had second thoughts he had decided to dispense with the high tech police facility and stables in the plans for the new stadium....unless that is Screwer could perhaps help him vis-à-vis releasing his footballers in time to turn out against Brailsford. Screwer had asked Price if he was trying to bribe him. Price had said no, but how did fifty grand in old notes in a plain brown envelope sound? Screwer had told him that he was talking to the wrong man. 

Price didn’t doubt this. Screwer wasn't a bent copper. He was a warped copper. Which is something entirely different, and far more dangerous. And someone who would be a thorn in his side during the coming football season, of that Price was sure.



 


Thirty six hours after the players had been arrested they were still in custody and no nearer to being released than the moment they’d been jailed. With Screwer still having a further twenty four hours to play with before he had either to charge them or let them go there seemed little chance they would be released in time for the Brailsford match, or, given Screwer's threat to oppose bail, any other match for some considerable time. That they were released and that the match took place was entirely due to Sergeant Hawks.

“Shame about the hooligan problem isn't it, sir,” he had said to Screwer.

“What?” said Screwer, who was at that moment preoccupied with the thoughts of Mrs Screwer and how she had lost all interest in sex since going onto that bloody HRT crap.

“The bastard hooligans, sir.” A good man, Hawks didn't like calling people bastards, but as he wished to appear to be on Screwer's side and was aware that Screwer absolutely loved calling people bastards, and also because he knew that Frogley didn't have any football hooligans and therefore he wasn't calling anyone a bastard really, he permitted himself to use the term on this occasion. He went on, “I mean they'll still be out there, won't they.” He searched for an expression that might appeal to Screwer. “Festering.”

The word had the desired effect on the superintendent, and all thoughts of Mrs Screwer's lack of libido were put on hold for the time being. However the police chief still didn't know what his sergeant was getting at. Of course they would still be out there festering, so what was new? He looked at Hawks impatiently. “Well spit it out then man, if I wanted to do riddles I'd buy a riddle book.” 

“Or set about trying to have The Riddler arrested,” thought Hawks, but he said, “I mean all right, we've got the football team safely under lock and key, so we've been able to put a temporary stop to the hooliganism; but even if the players get sent down for twelve months, as they should be, the club will just buy more players, and when that happens we'll have the hooligan problem back with us again. Locking the players up is just delaying the issue. Putting it off until a later date. Whereas if you were to release them, and let them play....?”

Screwer regarded his sergeant in a new light and rewarded him with a smile, which Hawks would rather have done without. “We'll make a copper out of you yet, Hawks,” he beamed.

“Thank you, sir.”

“Charge them all with affray and let them go. Crack them all one with a truncheon on the way out, bastards.”

Reflecting on it a week later, Hawks wondered what the eventual outcome would have been had he not interfered, had he let things run their course. But he couldn't say. All he could be sure of was that what happened wouldn't have happened. And that one of the things that wouldn't have happened was that the match between Frogley Town and Brailsford Wanderers would not have taken place when it did, whilst another was that there would not now be a countrywide search for Superintendent Screwer, still missing since the night of the fateful match.

 




CHAPTER TWELVE

 


“I was very nearly famous” - Des Linesman

 


Stanley had been walking on air for two days. He could hardly have been happier had he been the man who had broke the bank at Monte Carlo and on the way home had tripped up and fallen into a bed of Claudia Schiffer's. His beloved football team had been released from prison, three valuable points were already in the bag with only one game played, and there was another home fixture to look forward to on Wednesday night! Was it possible for things to be better? 

Actually it was Stanley's turn to work the 2-10 shift that week but as usual when work clashed with a football fixture he had arranged to change his shift with his opposite number on the Bone Pulveriser, Albert Humphries. It had been a close run thing this time however, Stanley reflected, as he made his way to the police station.

“I know I'd promised to swap shifts with thee Stanley,” Albert had said, “but I have to visit t' wife in hospital.”

Stanley was devastated. “But....but that means I won't be able to see t' Town if tha doesn't swap with me, Albert.”

His work mate commiserated with him was adamant. “I know that, Stanley, and I'm sorry, I really am. But I have to go, it's t' wife.”

“But they're my whole life, t' Town, Albert,” Stanley pleaded.

“Sorry Stanley. If it were anybody else but t' wife....”

Stanley started to cry. It wasn't an act. If he had thought that by crying it would have helped his case by the merest fraction he would have wept buckets. But he didn't, he started to cry simply because he couldn't help himself. It worked.

“Oh what the hell,” Albert said. “Go on. I'll send her some grapes and a cowheel in instead.”

His attendance at the match now back on course the only thing to darken Stanley's horizons was that Fentonbottom was still missing. Stanley had searched high and low for his dog, especially high, as the last time Fentonbottom had done a runner, oddly enough also when his master had been painting, Stanley had found him hiding in the cave near the top of Dad Tor, the highest of the range of moorland hills just to the north of Frogley. 

Recalling this, the cave was where Stanley had started his search, but all he had found on this occasion was a condom still in its wrapper, a Mars bar and an unopened can of Coca-Cola, neatly together behind a small boulder, as if stashed there by some boy who planned to visit the cave with a girl who would do anything for a Mars bar and a Coca-Cola. 

Having no use for neither condoms nor Coca Cola, on the grounds of lack of opportunity with regard to the former and a respect for his stomach with regard to the latter, Stanley had left them there, eaten the Mars bar and continued his search.

But nowhere he had looked thus far had yielded Fentonbottom. Which is why he was now on the way to the police station, to see if the local constabulary could help him in his search. After all there were enough of them, judging by the number of policemen there had been at the match last Saturday. It would give them something to do, for they'd had precious little to do at the match.



Some might say that to hire an open-top bus in which to tour the town centre after winning just one match was a little over the top, but Big Donny Donnelly, thanks to having been schooled in such matters by The Psychiatry of Football with a foreword by Ron Atkinson, knew otherwise.

“I'm giving the lads a taste of the feeling of what it will be like for them when they've pulled off the big one,” he explained to a surprised George Fearnley, who had joined Donny outside the stadium on leaving his office to find out what all the merriment was about. “So they’ll be able to take it in their stride when it actually happens later in the season.”

“Hence one of the players holding aloft a cardboard cut-out of the FA Cup,” the club secretary observed.

“Well obviously,” said Donny. “Then, having got that feeling into their systems, they won't want to let it go, have it taken away from them if you like; so come the first round of the FA Cup they will go out there and fight hammer and nail.”

“A bit like they're doing now, you mean,” said George.

“What?” 

George pointed to the top deck of the bus where several of the players were fighting for the seats on the front row. Donny grimaced and shouted to them. “Hey, cut that out you lot!”

“Who should be at the front, Boss?” called Briggs, then, without waiting for an answer: “Me, shouldn't I.”

“Why yow more than anybody else, Briggsy?” demanded Stock.

“Because I’m up front in the team, ain’t I,” said Briggs. “So it stands to reason I should be up front on the coach.”

“Not my reason it doesn’t,” said Moggs, “That would put me at the back and I’m as entitled to be at the front as much as anybody, the way I performed.”

Parks chimed in with his two pennyworth. “If anybody should be at the front it should be me, it was me who scored the goal.”

Parks, after having eventually been caught by his team mates and suffering the same fate with his hair as the rest of them, had initially vowed never to go out in public again without the advantage of a hat. However now that he didn't stand out from them so much, by virtue of his affected hairstyle, the rest of the players' attitude towards him had softened a little. For one thing they had stopped calling him Stephanie. And for another they didn't seem to dislike him quite so much as they previously had. Especially so after he’d had scored the winning goal against Grimely. 

Added to that, on the evening of the match Parks had found out that good looks aren't everything, especially to nubile young Frogley Town fans who only hours earlier had seen you score the winning goal, as he’d had no difficulty at all scoring again with three of them, or at least would have scored with them had he been able to get an erection. Consequentially he had quickly become more tolerant of his new hairstyle.

Crooks too thought he had a strong claim to be on the front row of the bus. “I passed the ball to Parksy when he scored, Boss,” he called to Donny, “A great through ball, so I'm as entitled to be at the front as much as anybody.”

“And I passed the ball to Crooksy, Boss,” said Cook, “So I am.”

“You're a bliddy liar Cooky, it was me who passed it to Crooksy!” said Jimmy 'Floyd' Cragg.

Donny, regarding them hands on hips, had had enough. “Can you hear yourselves?” he said. “Can you? Just listen to yourselves, you're like a gang of kids.” He mimicked them. “'I should be at the front', 'No you shouldn't, I should be at the front.’ You're a team for God’s sake. Football is a team game. You're all in this together. It doesn't matter who's at the front!”

The players went quiet, a few of them shamefaced at their behaviour. Donny regarded them like a teacher who has just regained control of a class of ten-year-olds, and said, “That's better. That’s more like it.”

Order restored and players firmly put in their place Donny set off for his office. Moggs called after him. “When will we be setting off then, Boss?”

“In about five minutes,” said Donny. “I've just got something to attend to. Save me a place at the front.”



“I want to report a dog missing.” 

Constable Dredge, who was manning the desk at the moment, looked up from the police station's current copy of 'Loaded'. He regarded Stanley for a moment then said, “And what’s happened to you then?”

“What?”

“Who blacked your eyes?”

“Bloke at work. T' wife,” said Stanley, matter of fact, pointing to each eye in turn.

“Do you want to make a complaint?”

“No I just want to report my dog missing.” 

Dredge, anxious to get back to Loaded, especially the girl on page seventy seven with the python, didn't push Stanley. “Right,” he said, arming himself with his pen and taking out the relevant form from the filing cabinet. “Name?”, he asked, then quickly added “Of dog”, remembering that the last time he had asked the question of someone reporting a lost dog its owner had given her own name, Montmorency, and it hadn't come to light until he'd asked her “Name of owner?” and she'd given the same name. He'd had to rip up the form and start all over again and he didn't want the same thing happening again, not when there was a girl with bare breasts and a python between her legs waiting to be lusted over.

“Fentonbottom,” said Stanley. “He's named after Billy Fentonbottom, t' famous Frogley footballer,” he added.

“Very nice too,” said Dredge. He wrote it down on the form and moved on to the next question. “And what colour is Fentonbottom?”

“White.”

Dredge wrote it down.

“Well there were no darkies playing football in them days,” Stanley explained.

Dredge slowly looked up from the form, fearing the worst. “You mean that the Fentonbottom who played football is white?”

“Was, when he were alive. Well there were no darkies then,” Stanley reiterated. “I think there were a Chinky as played with Stoke,” he added, helpfully. “Frank Soo I think he were called.”

Dredge knew the answer to his next question but had to ask it all the same. “Is your dog white?”

“No,” said Stanley.

Dredge crumpled up the form, threw it in the bin and reached for another one. He wrote 'Fentonbottom' alongside 'Name of dog' then asked Stanley, “Colour of dog?”

“Red, green and yellow.”

Dredge batted his eyelids. “Your dog?”

“Yes,” Stanley confirmed. “Red, green and yellow. You can't miss him.”

“No, I shouldn't think you can,” said Dredge.



Having been persuaded that the release of the Frogley Town team was the way forward Screwer now focused his attentions fully on the football hooligan problem that had yet to manifest itself. It was there all right though. Festering. Good word that, the word Hawks had used to describe the situation, festering, he would have to use it in one of his recommendations sometime, maybe the one he was currently formulating about castrating traffic offenders.

Oh yes it was festering all right. Bubbling just under the surface. No doubt about it, he could feel it in his water, and his water had never let him down yet, not even when he'd had that prostate trouble and hadn't been able to piss properly. Yes it was there all right. It was just that it hadn't come out yet. And football hooliganism that hadn't come out yet was worse than football hooliganism that had come out, it was the very worst kind of football hooliganism, because you didn't know when it was going to come out, when it was going to rise up and leap out at you and bite you in the bollocks, usually when you weren't looking, when you were off guard, when you’d maybe got a bit complacent and in your complacency had perhaps reduced a strong police presence at the stadium. Well Herman Screwer wasn’t about to get complacent.

Screwer mulled the problem over in his mind for a while, but despite all his efforts nothing came, no plan of action that would nip the problem in the bud and do away with it once and for all. 

After making a mental note to ship in a few more Specials from nearby Naresbury for the next match, he was about to put it on the back burner and return to the problem of Mrs Screwer's declining sex-drive and what to do about it, when it suddenly came to him. That was why the hooligans weren't revealing their true colours! There were too many policemen. He needed a smaller police presence, not a larger one, because at the last match the crowd had seen how many policemen were in attendance, ready to whip them back into line if they dared to step out of it, and had thought better of it; they’d screwed the loaf and hadn't revealed themselves. Of course! 

Screwer allowed himself a smile. Maybe they would come crawling out from under their stones if there weren't as many policemen around? Never mind maybe, they would, definitely. He made a note on his pad: 'Reduce police presence considerably at next match. Covert not overt’. He thought for a moment, then added, 'Lull the bastards into a false sense of security'. He thought again, then added, 'Try popping one of those date rate pills into Mrs Screwer's bedtime cocoa, see if that will get the bitch going.'

He was about to send for Sergeant Hawks to tell him to obtain a supply of date rape pills when Constable Balfour came in. He handed a sheet of paper to Screwer.

“The figures you wanted on how many of the shops between the railway station and the football ground have security shutters, sir.”

Screwer took the report and began to read it. What he read clearly didn't meet with his approval. “Four?” he said. “Out of a total of one hundred and eight? Are you sure this is right, Balfour?” He looked up at Balfour to see the constable smiling to himself. “Said something funny have I, Balfour?”

“What? Oh, no sir. Sorry sir. I was just thinking about what Constable Dredge told me a few minutes ago. Apparently Stanley Sutton has reported his dog missing and he's dyed it in the football club's colours.”

Screwer's head shot back. “And that's funny, is it? You find an act that could only have been perpetrated by a football hooligan amusing, do you Balfour?”

“Oh Stanley Sutton isn't a football hooligan sir, he's....” Balfour said, but before he could go on to inform Screwer what Stanley was the police chief hit the roof.

“Will you fucking people stop telling me that football fans aren't hooligans! Christ Almighty man, he's dyed his dog red, green and yellow, what does he have to do to qualify as a hooligan in your eyes, stick a corner flag up its arse?”

“Sorry sir.”

Screwer got to his feet and started to button up the tunic of his uniform. “Where does the bastard live?”

“Abbatoir Street I think, sir.”

“Take me there. Now.”



After Stanley had reported Fentonbottom missing he hadn't returned home but had carried on looking for his dog, viewing the assistance of the local constabulary as an addition to the search rather than a replacement of it. Consequently when Screwer had pounded on the door of Stanley's home some ten minutes after learning of his existence he had first been asked by Sarah Jane if he was trying to knock the bloody door down, then, in answer to Screwer’s question about her husband's availability, had been told that he was out and where she didn't know, nor did she care.

Screwer had been greatly disappointed at this news, especially as since seeing Stanley's brightly-painted house a minute earlier he had been even more anxious than ever to get his hands on Stanley, having quickly formed the opinion that only a hooligan of the first water could be responsible for such an overt act of vandalism on his own property.

“Have you seen this?” he had said to Constable Balfour, on first seeing the house. The remark was an expression of disbelief, but unfortunately Balfour had taken it to be a question.

“Oh many times, sir,” he had smiled.

Screwer had found this very hard to believe, even after taking into account the ineptitude and dilatory manner he had come to expect from his underlings at Frogley. 

“You mean to say you knew about it?”

“Everybody in Frogley knows about Stanley Sutton's house, sir. It’s a bit of a tourist attraction.” 

“Well I didn't bloody know about it!” Screwer screamed at him, showering him with spittle. 

Balfour wondered if he was carrying any tissues. “Sorry sir.” 

“Why wasn't I told about it?” snapped Screwer, in the process making Balfour even more concerned about his tissue situation.

“Well perhaps nobody thought it was important, sir,” Balfour said, knowing even before he said it that it was the wrong to say, but not knowing what was the right thing to say.

Screwer went berserk. “Not fucking important? I'm trying to bring football hooligans to book and you don't think it's important that one of the twats has painted his house from top to bottom in the football club's colours? And his dog. Are you fucking cracked, Balfour?” 

“Yes sir....no sir….possibly sir,” said Balfour, in a desperate attempt to find a reply that might be acceptable to this terrible man.

With a final withering look at the unfortunate Balfour the police chief switched his attention back to Sarah Jane, who had been watching, entirely unfazed by what she had been listening to. “Have you got a photograph of your husband I can have?” he asked her.

Balfour saw an opportunity to start the long journey back into Screwer's good books. “I know what he looks like, sir” he offered. “I'll be able to recognise him immediately.”

“No you won't,” said Sarah Jane, “He's got two black eyes now.”

Screwer jumped on this possible evidence of hooliganism immediately. “How did he get them?”

“Mind your own business,” said Sarah Jane, and slammed the door in his face.



Stanley had chanced upon the Frogley Town's open-top bus tour of the town centre by accident, following his continued his search for Fentonbottom. Had he known about it in advance he would of course have gained the best vantage point possible from which to view the celebrations, possibly seated on one of the granite lions which sat guarding either side of the Town Hall steps in stony silence, but unfortunately he hadn't.

Most of the townspeople hadn't heard about the triumphal tour either. This was because Donny had wanted to get the tour in before the next match and, time being limited due to the team having been incarcerated in prison until the previous evening, there had been little chance to publicise it, announcements on Frogley Radio's Feng Shui Phone-in with Mr Wong and the Dave Rave Show being the only exposure it had received. As the Feng Shui Phone-in had only sixteen regular listeners, and the Dave Rave Show, if one were to disregard the show's listeners at the mental hospital, had even less, it meant that very few townspeople had been aware of the tour until it actually took place.

When Feng Shui devotee Martin Sneed had heard about it he had immediately got on the phone to Donny and had begged and prayed with him to hold off the tour until he'd had the chance to publicise it in his Advertiser column, going so far as to promise the Frogley manager that he would include in the puff the news that probable guests of the team atop the bus would be Pele and Girls Aloud, but even this had failed to tempt Donny, who had averred that “Psychological considerations didn't allow an off-putting of the schedule, it was something that had to be done immediately, a striking while the iron is in the fire situation if you like.”

Unfortunately by the time Stanley had met up with the bus it had already passed the Town Hall and sitting on one of the granite lions was out, so he contented himself with walking alongside the bus, much like as a boy he had happily marched along with the council steamroller whenever it had passed by, or happily walked alongside the Co-op horse in the hope it would pee so he could float paper boats on the river of urine as it flowed down the gutter; but even happier than that. 

And he would have remained happy had the bus not turned into Tripe Street and proceeded to go down it in a northerly direction at the same time that Superintendent Screwer and Constable Balfour entered the street from the other end and proceeded up it in a southerly direction.

Screwer recognised Stanley immediately, his two black eyes making him stand out like a panda in a group of polar bears. Even so, he checked with Balfour, demanding, “Is that the bastard?”

If Balfour had had any foreknowledge of the treatment Stanley would receive at the hands of Screwer he would have said, “No sir, that's some other bastard with black eyes”, and would have made every effort to get Stanley out of the country at the earliest possible opportunity. But he didn't. So he said, “Yes sir, that's Stanley Sutton”, thus sealing Stanley's fate. And Screwer's.

 




CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 


The perfect footballer would have the guile and ball control of Zinedine Zidane, the dead ball skills of David Beckham, the speed of Cristiano Ronaldo and the wages of a bus driver

 


Stanley, naked, wet through, looking very sorry for himself, was in the police interview room, tightly bound by ropes to a wooden chair. Sergeant Hawks stood by, looking as sorry for Stanley as Stanley was looking sorry for himself. Constable Evans, guarding the door, looked sorry for neither of them, but still looked sorry because he had lost a bet with Constable Norris that Superintendent Screwer would torture Stanley. 

Stanley sneezed for the tenth time in the last five minutes just as the door opened and Screwer came in. The police chief marched over to him, stopped, loomed large over him and barked, “Talk.”

“What about?” said Stanley.

“Don't come the smartarse with me Sutton. I want to know all about your football hooligan activities. Then I want to know the names and addresses of all your hooligan associates.”

“I keep telling thee, I'm not a football hooligan!” Stanley protested for the seventeenth time that morning.

Screwer thrust his face nearer to Stanley's. “And I keep telling you that you are! So sing!”

Stanley paused for a moment, gave Screwer an odd look, shrugged his shoulders and started singing, “She’ll be coming round the mountains when she comes, she’ll be coming….”

Screwer cuffed him round both ears with the back of his hand and screamed at him, “Not that sort of singing you stupid little cunt! Talking! Spilling the beans! So do it. And quick about it before I lose my fucking rag with you!”

Stanley sneezed again then looked at Screwer with enmity. “Tha'd no right firing that water cannon at me, tha's given me a shocking cowd,” he admonished the police chief.

Screwer couldn’t have cared less if he’d given Stanley double pneumonia. “Are you going to tell me what I want to know, Sutton, or do you want another visit from Mr Truncheon?”

“Tha's no right hitting me like that neither, I haven't done nowt.”

“I have a right to do anything I fucking please,” snarled Screwer.

He turned away from Stanley as if to leave, paused for a moment, then suddenly turned back to face him, now with a smile on his face. Stanley didn't like it when the police chief smiled, the last time he’d smiled the water cannon had appeared shortly afterwards.

“But I don't have to hit you to hurt you, do I Sutton?” Screwer went on. “I know how to hurt you a lot more than simply tickling you with a truncheon. Oh yes.” He thrust his face so close to Stanley that their noses touched. “You're banned from the Offal Road Stadium for life!”

The enormity of Screwer’s words hit Stanley like a sledgehammer. His throat, in stark contrast to the rest of his body, suddenly went bone dry. “Wh....what?” he croaked. 

“Yes, I thought that would wake you up,” Screwer gloated, then, turning to Sergeant Hawks he said, “Get a mug shot of him, Hawks. I want a blow-up of him distributed to all officers and one posted up inside and outside every turnstile entrance of the football ground.”

Stanley was absolutely horrified. “No! Tha....tha can't do that!”

“Watch me,” said Screwer, and turned on his heel and marched out.

Stanley shouted out after Screwer but another sneeze cut short his cry of protest. It wouldn’t have made any difference.



Screwer was a happy policeman. He had put paid to his first Frogley football hooligan - probably the ringleader, although the little toerag wouldn't admit it - and now after much thought he had the beginnings of a plan that would drive the rest of the hooligans out into the open. It wasn't a complete plan yet, not the finished article, but it was well on the way. He now set it into motion by sending for Sergeant Hawks.

“I believe some of our policemen have formed themselves into some sort of operatic society, Hawks” he said.

“Yes sir, Gilbert and Sullivan,” said Hawks.

Screwer looked disappointed. “There's only two of them in it then?”

“What? No, I meant it's a Gilbert and Sullivan society, sir. Very good they are too. They did 'The Mikado' not long back. Constable Evans was an excellent Nankypoo.”

This was exactly what Screwer wanted to hear. “Good. Because I could do with a few actors to help me prise the football hooligans of Frogley out of the woodwork.”

“All the spectators were very well behaved on Saturday, sir,” Hawks felt constrained to point out. “I mean....”

Screwer broke in. “I hope you aren't going to tell me that Frogley Town doesn't have any football hooligans again, Sergeant?”

Hawks wasn't. Not now, anyway. “Er, no sir, of course not.”

“Because hooliganism is there all right,” Screwer went on. “I can sense it....what was that word you used, I’ve forgotten it now.”

“Festering, sir.”

“That’s it, festering. Bubbling under the service. Well I'm the man to bring it to the boil. So inform Wankypoo and nine of his mates that I shall need them to play the part of football hooligans at Frogley's next home game on Wednesday night. After they've cracked a few heads the genuine hooligans are sure to crawl out from under their rocks and join in. They won't be able to stop themselves if I know hooligans. Oh and order some firecrackers. Large”

“Sir.”

“Then arrest Dave Rave and Mr Wong.”

“On what charges, sir?”

“Riding a bike without lights. Jaywalking. Piracy on the high seas. Anything you fancy. Just do it.”

The mention of Dave Rave's name jogged Hawks' memory and because of this he made the chance remark that was to provide Screwer with the rest of his plan. “Oh and sir,” he said. “The list of names which that Dave Rave character gave us from the mental hospital....”

Screwer waved a warning finger at Hawks. “Don't go telling me they're not football hooligans, Hawks, or I will have your balls!”

“No sir. But the thing is, they never get the chance to be football hooligans; they only ever follow the team's fortunes on the radio.”

“On the radio?”

“Yes sir. They're never let out without an escort. According to Constable Stone, sir. He has an identical twin brother in there. They do a swap sometimes when he fancies a day out.” 

But Screwer wasn’t interested in Constable Stone’s brother, for with Hawks’ news the rest of his plan had fallen neatly into place.

“Just thought I'd mention it, sir,” Hawks went on, “Save yourself a journey, save you having to pay them a visit on your horse.”

Screwer beamed. “Yes. Thank you Sergeant Hawks. Well done. Don't forget those firecrackers now. Large. A thousand should do.”

“Yes sir,” said Hawks, wondering what he’d said that had brought the beam to Screwer’s face.

Hawks started to leave, more worried than when he had entered. He didn't like the idea of Screwer beaming any more than Stanley Sutton had liked the idea of him smiling.

Screwer called after him. “Oh and get me a couple of dozen date rape pills, Sergeant. Large.”

Hawks didn't want to know why. “Sir.”



Stanley was bereft. He would never see his beloved football team run out onto the Offal Road pitch ever again. At least not while Superintendent Screwer was alive and well and in charge of police operations at Frogley, and that could be for ages, he'd only been in the job for about a month and the previous superintendent had stayed for years.

The chief of the Frogley police had been as good as his word. Outside every entrance to the football stadium a poster bearing a photograph of Stanley and the words 'THIS HOOLIGAN IS BANNED FROM THIS FOOTBALL GROUND FOR LIFE' had been pasted to the wall. Similar posters had been displayed throughout the town in shop windows and other prominent places, so Stanley was now a marked man in more senses than having two black eyes and several large purple bruises in the vicinity of his kidneys, courtesy of Screwer’s truncheon.

At the moment Stanley was looking at the poster of himself that was displayed in the window of the Frogley Sex Shop. Flanking the poster were a price list for dildos and a special offer on inflatable rubber women. 

These days tears were coming easily to Stanley, and as he looked at the poster, thoroughly ashamed, it all became too much for him and he began to cry again, the tears added to the ones he had shed the night before when he had cried himself to sleep.

When Screwer had released him Stanley's first thought had been to go to see Mr Price. For Mr Price would be grateful to him for getting him all those extra supporters, surely. Yes, he’d see Mr Price, he was the one to sort Screwer out! But when he had asked to see Price his foreman, aggrieved more than most with Stanley for losing him his next pay rise in return for a season ticket, had told Stanley that he'd already done enough damage the last time he’d gone to see Joe Price and to get back to work and keep his bloody nose clean in future.

The following morning, still intent on getting Price's help despite his foreman's warning, Stanley had waited outside the factory main gates, hoping to catch Price's eye as he passed through in his Rolls-Royce, but Price had had his head buried in his newspaper.

Now, outside the Frogley Sex Shop, a kindly old lady stopped to ask Stanley why he was crying, and tried to comfort him. Was he perhaps crying because he wanted to buy an inflatable rubber woman but hadn't got enough money, despite them being on special offer, she asked, only if it was she could let him have a pound towards it if it was any help? Or, if he fancied a real rather than a rubber woman, she herself was unattached since burying her husband last year. Stanley stopped crying for long enough to thank her for her concern and the offer, and to tell her that he was all right now, and went on his way. 

But Stanley was far from all right. He didn't think he’d be all right ever again.



“Oh, I don't know about that,” said Dr Barker, the Chief Executive of the Frogley Mental Hospital, in a tone of voice that didn’t augur well for Screwer’s plans, when the police chief asked him if he could take a party of inmates along to watch Frogley Town play Brailsford Wanderers that evening.

“They would be in very good hands,” Screwer assured him.

“Oh I'm sure they would. And it's very generous of you I'm sure, Superintendent Screwer, very generous indeed. However some of the patients can be quite violent.”

Screwer's eyes lit up like Xenon headlights. This was going to turn out even better than he had imagined, if only he could swing it. He fought to keep the excitement out of his voice. “Violent?”

“Oh yes. If they become too excited. I shall need a minute or two to think about it, weigh up the pros and cons.” 

“Of course.”

Dr Barker's office overlooked the grounds of the hospital and as the doctor was considering Screwer’s proposition the police chief happened to glance through the window just as a black man in dark glasses was passing by. After having made enquiries Screwer now knew that Stevie Wonder was a black man and he wondered if he was now looking at him. He certainly looked like a hooligan in that silly woollen hat and sunglasses. Big lad too, he noted, he'd be good in a fight.

Barker spoke at last. “If I allowed some of the patients out you would need to keep a very close watch on them.”

Screwer latched onto Barker's use of the word 'would' immediately, and now did his utmost to turn it into a 'will'. “I shall personally see to it that twenty hand-picked bobbies will have them under constant supervision at all times, Doctor Barker. And I will be in attendance throughout personally, of course.”

“What about their travel arrangements?”

“We would pick up the loon....the patients, on a coach, a secure coach, and bring them straight back here to the hospital immediately the game is over.”

Barker was aware that many of his charges were keen fans of Frogley Town. Indeed he encouraged their interest. Under normal circumstances it just wasn't practical for them to attend matches, but this idea of Superintendent Screwer's sounded promising, for surely they couldn't come to any harm with the local police force looking after them? However the patients weren't allowed out of the hospital after six p.m. and although this rule wasn’t written in stone and the board of governors allowed the Chief Executive some latitude he was still not completely convinced about the wisdom of Screwer’s proposition, and this showed on his face. 

Observing this Screwer coaxed, “It would do them a world of good, I'm sure. Take them out of themselves for an hour or two. And you can be sure they’d be quite safe with my men to protect them, I’m absolutely convinced of that.” 

Barker allowed himself to be persuaded. “Yes. I suppose. Yes, then.”

Screwer smiled like the cat that had not only got the cream but having drunk it had found a mouse at the bottom of the cream jug. He had one more request. “I would especially like Stevie Wonder to be in the party.” 

“Stevie Wonder?” Barker was puzzled for a moment, then realised, “Oh, you mean Mr Hargreaves.” He smiled. “No, he just calls himself Stevie Wonder.”

Screwer's head jolted back. “It's an alias, then?”

“An alias? Yes I suppose it is.”

 




CHAPTER FOURTEEN

 


“When the seagulls follow the trawler it's because they think sardines will be thrown into the sea” - Eric Cantona.

 


“When the seagulls follow the trawler I shoot the bastards” - Eric Twat.

 


Home from his 6 - 2 shift at the pie factory Stanley sat in the house, his head buried in his hands. Whatever was he going to do with himself tonight when the Town were playing? The prospect was truly awful; it just did not bear thinking about. 

He would be able to listen to the match on the radio, he supposed. Or stand outside the ground and try to follow the action by the roars of the crowd. He could do both, and probably would, it would certainly be better than sitting in the house, moping. But he knew it could never get anywhere near to replacing the real thing. Nothing could. The only place to be that night was at the match, in his usual spot on the terraces, supporting his team. 

He wondered how much it would cost to hire a helicopter to fly around over the stadium for ninety minutes, or one of those airship things that the TV people used for overhead pictures, but even as the idea came to him he knew that whatever the cost was it would be too much. 

He sneezed again, still full of a cold, and it reminded him of the reason he was sitting in the house feeling sorry for himself rather than looking forward to the match tonight. Superintendent Screwer.

Stanley was not a violent man but at that moment all he wanted to do was to punch Screwer on the nose. Hard! And had thought of doing so. However common sense had prevailed. For where would it get him if he did? Not back in the Offal Road Stadium, that’s for sure, but back in jail, and back in jail for a lot longer than he’d been in it the last time. And not in the Frogley police station lock-up this time but in a proper prison like Strangeways or Wakefield, and if that happened he wouldn't be able to see the Town play again even if Screwer did leave Frogley, and he certainly couldn’t allow that to happen.

And that was the way things would have remained had not fate taken a hand, and from a most unlikely source. For salvation came to Stanley in the shape of a Sikh door-to-door salesman.

“Afternoon,” the Sikh said, opening his battered brown suitcase the moment Stanley answered the knock on the front door. “Is t' wife in?”

“No, she's out,” said Stanley. “Anyroad tha'd be wasting thee time even if she were in, she never buys at t' door.”

“How about thee then?” the dusky Hindu persisted. “How are t' off for razor blades and shaving cream?”

“No thanks.”

If the Sikh, like so many of his compatriots, had been an immigrant to Great Britain, that might have been the end of the matter. However, as is the case with many of his brothers and sisters, the Sikh had been born and bred in England, and not too far away from Frogley at that, in nearby Rochdale, so both his accent and dialect were not dissimilar to Stanley's. In addition he was slightly built and about the same height as Stanley. These two things together might by themselves have triggered the thought process that gave Stanley the idea that was to see him in the queue outside the football ground that night, but what made it absolutely certain the notion came to him was the fact that the Sikh was wearing a Frogley Town football shirt.

“Are tha a fan then?” said Stanley, indicating the Sikh's shirt.

“I am that, lad,” replied the Sikh. “I'm going direct to t' match as soon as I knock off.”

“Is tha turban for sale?” asked Stanley.



“Snap!” said Dave Rave in triumph, reaching through the bars of the adjoining cell and scooping up the pile of cards.

“Are you sure you can't play any other card games?” complained Martin Sneed. “Not even Rummy?”

“What's wrong with 'Snap'?” said, Dave, adding the pile of cards to the bottom of the stack of cards in his hand.

“It gets a bit boring after eight hours,” said the newspaperman disdainfully.

It was five-thirty p.m, two hours to kick-off time in the Frogley v Brailsford game, on which Dave Rave would not be broadcasting his usual match commentary and Sneed would not be writing a report about, for their sins (which neither of them knew the nature of, since Screwer had not yet deigned to inform them).

The highest bidder for Sneed's story had been the Daily Sport, at £2000. Unfortunately for the newspaperman the editor had cut the article drastically to make space for an important story about, and a picture of, a Slovakian air hostess with three breasts. This had more or less killed any hopes Sneed had entertained of impressing the nation's red top newspaper editors into offering him a job. 

Even more unfortunately for Sneed, what remained of the story contained his byline and his observation that likened Screwer to the Mad Hatter, and, the Daily Sport being by far the most popular newspaper with the members of the Frogley Police Force, this information had been picked up by several of them. When it was brought to the attention of Screwer the Frogley Advertiser Chief Sportswriter was as good as behind bars.

Dave Rave's broadcast had been heard by Constable Beaver, a fan of Dave, though not a big enough fan to disregard him calling a policeman a shithouse and several other shithouse-based names. Consequently Screwer had been informed, and the same outcome befell Dave that had befallen Sneed.

Feng Shui with Mr Wong had been heard by DC Armitage's wife, who saw his description of Screwer as a shithouse as just the opportunity she had been waiting for to get her own back on Mr Wong after she’d recently followed the Feng Shui expert's advice to re-position her Aga on the landing, for 'optimum happiness of occupants', which had resulted in the optimum unhappiness of the occupants of the house, especially the cat, when the Aga fell through the ceiling and crushed it. 

Mrs Armitage had subsequently told her husband that Mr Wong was using the airwaves to call Screwer a shithouse, and even though DC Armitage shared the Feng Shui expert's opinion of his boss, the appeasement of his wife came first, therefore Mr Wong's goose was well and truly cooked. 

Or it would have been if Mr Wong could have been found, but as yet, and despite a countrywide alert and the involvement of Interpol, he had yet to be run to ground, having seemingly disappeared off the face of the Earth. Dave Rave, of course, could have told Screwer that Mr Wong had never been on the face of the Earth to begin with, and that he himself was the Feng Shui expert, but remembering what had happened to him the last time he’d told Screwer that he'd used an alias he thought it prudent to keep this information to himself.

Sneed put the ten of diamonds on Dave's two of clubs. “If we had another one I could teach you how to play bridge,” he observed.

“What?” said Dave, putting a seven of hearts on Sneed's ten of diamonds.

“The horse could make up the four,” Sneed explained.

“Neigh,” said the horse.



Stanley, the Sikh's turban on his head, his face now a deep brown, a suitcase by his side, knocked on his own front door. Sarah Jane opened the door, took one look at him and extended to him the very short shrift she gave all doorstep salesmen.

“I don't buy at t' door,” she snapped, starting to close the door before it had barely had the chance to get used to being open.

“No it's me, Sarah Jane,” Stanley blurted out.

Sarah Jane blinked in surprise, then looked more closely at him. “Stanley?”

“It's me disguise,” said Stanley. “Couldn't tha tell as it were me?”

Sarah Jane wrinkled her nose. “What's that smell?”

“Gravy browning. I used it to make me face brown.”

“Tha smells like a Sunday dinner,” Sarah Jane observed, then added, ruefully, “Well as I remember Sunday dinners smelling, it's that long since we've been able to afford meat.”

Stanley ignored his wife’s jibe. “Couldn't tha tell as it were me?” he asked her again, eager for Sarah Jane's rubber stamp.

“Well now tha'rt talking I can. But keep thee mouth shut and tha could pass for Gandhi.”

Stanley smiled, satisfied. If he could fool the woman who shared his bed he could certainly fool whoever happened to be on the turnstile at the Offal Road Stadium that night.



“Have you all got that?” said Screwer.

“Sir!”

In the light of recent developments Screwer’s plan for a smaller police presence at the match had gone by the board and now at 6 p.m. the police chief was giving some of his charges a final briefing before they set off for the football ground. The ten constables in question were all dressed up as Brailsford Wanderers fans in blue and white striped football shirts. A few of them had their faces painted in the club's colours and all were armed with baseball bats. 

Screwer surveyed them. “You!” he suddenly barked at one of them, Constable Atkins. “Tell me what you're going to do tonight.”

Atkins took a deep breath, closed his eyes for a moment to aid his memory, then recited, parrot fashion. “At eighteen thirty hours we will proceed through the town centre to the Offal Road Stadium, chanting 'Brailsford are Kings, Frogley are shite', pausing only to kick in a few shop windows on the way. Once in the stadium we will position ourselves adjacent to the Frogley Town fans and the inmates from the mental hospital, who will be with Constables Noblett, Hibbert and Mourne. On the signal from you, Constables Gibb, Arnfield, Sledge, Grimm and Wain will start throwing firecrackers at the Frogley Town football fans and Constables Cuthbertson, Sprake, Tonypandy, Banderjee and Gartside will throw firecrackers at the inmates from the mental hospital, at the same time shouting vile obscenities. Then....”

Screwer cut in. “Such as?”

“Frogley Town fans are all sheepshaggers, their wives are all whores, their sons are all shitstabbers and their daughters are all ugly sods who couldn't get a shag off Blind Pugh, Sir!”

“Good,” said Screwer. “Then?”

“Then we lay into them with our baseball bats and beat the shit out of them.”

“Seven sorts of shit.”

“Seven sorts of shit, sir.”

“Mercilessly.”

“Mercilessly, sir.”

Screwer scanned the line of constables with his piercing eyes. “And make fucking sure you do!”



An hour later, outside the stadium, the forty lucky inmates from the Frogley Mental Hospital filed off the coach, were counted off by Constable Mourne and herded together by Constables Noblett and Hibbert. All of them were wearing Frogley Town football shirts, provided by Superintendent Screwer from police funds. Being keen fans quite a few of them already owned replicas of the club's shirt, but last season's, and these were the new shirts without Smith's Suppositories on the front which had only gone on sale in the club shop the previous Saturday, and which they now wore with pride, except for Smith, who preferred last year's shirt.

Screwer, mounted on Scourge of the Terraces, watched the inmates disembark from the coach with an approving eye. He liked the look of some of them, liked the look of them very much indeed, especially the one with the eye patch and the large scar running the length of one of his cheeks. He noted with pleasure that his request for Stevie Wonder to be included in the party had been honoured. He looked forward to personally braining him. Following Stevie Wonder off the coach was Mr Greaves, who didn't really like football, but who did like the idea of being let loose on the fun side of the hospital gates for a couple of hours. Screwer smiled contentedly to himself. He was going to enjoy himself tonight! 

He had enjoyed himself last night too, when a cocktail of gin, tonic and three of the date rate pills had worked on Mrs Screwer and they’d had sex. Not only sex but Screwer’s favourite kind of sex, as in addition to the act itself he had given his wife a good verbal fucking at the same time. And now he was going to fuck the football hooligans of Frogley! And to some tune!

When the last of the inmates had left the coach and the constables who had been given the responsibility for their welfare had started to shepherd them towards the nearest turnstile, Screwer turned his mount and made for the main entrance. 

After having once being thrown by Scourge of the Terraces the police chief had had serious reservations about ever getting on a horse again but the recurring picture in his mind's eye of the Policeman on the White Horse controlling the crowds at Wembley was never far from his thoughts, and the lure of the opportunity to emulate his hero had proved to be irresistible. He had still taken only six riding lessons, four less than the absolute minimum prescribed by the riding school owner, but what did she know, after all he wasn't like one of her normal clientele, some twelve-year-old schoolgirl still growing her fanny hair, he was a fully grown man, and a police superintendent at that.

Stanley, in the queue next to the one that the inmates were now joining, chanced another glance at Screwer. Like the police chief Stanley was going to enjoy himself tonight too. And, again like Screwer, he had already had cause for celebration, when his dog Fentonbottom had returned, completely out of the blue, or perhaps completely out of the black, as from the state of its fur it looked like it had been down the nearby disused coal pit for the entire time it had been missing. 

Stanley had been overjoyed to have his dog back, even though, probably thinking that Stanley was a Sikh, it had bitten him when he’d tried to stroke it. However once Stanley had spoken to Fentonbottom it had recognised his voice immediately and had started to lick his face, which Stanley had enjoyed but had had to discourage as it was licking all the gravy browning off it - much to the disappointment of Fentonbottom as it hadn't eaten for three days and had been enjoying it.

Screwer had been stationed outside the ground when Stanley arrived. On seeing the police chief Stanley very nearly turned back, even though he knew that Screwer couldn't possibly know it was he under the turban and not a genuine Sikh. And, as Sarah Jane had said, nobody would as long as he kept his mouth shut. Which he firmly intended to do. So he had steeled himself and carried on, the urge to see his beloved Frogley Town overcoming whatever fears he entertained about what Screwer might do to him if he was discovered. 

And it was going to be all right, he was sure now, because he had walked within five yards of Screwer and the police chief had taken no interest in him whatsoever. Even so he still felt uneasy being so close to Screwer and was relieved when the superintendent started to head off in the direction of the main entrance. Good. Screwer would soon be out sight and he himself would soon be safe and sound inside the stadium. There was nothing to stop him now.

Then, just as Screwer passed by him, Stanley sneezed. 



Half an hour later Stanley took a bone out of the barrel and tossed it into the Bone Pulveriser. Clunk, crunch, it hit the blades. 

Not wanting to go home, but wanting to do something, anything, to take his mind off what had happened to him outside the football ground a short while ago, Stanley had gone in to work, remembering that his opposite number Albert Humphries had wanted to visit his wife in hospital. 

On immediately recognising Stanley by his sneeze Screwer had dealt with him, summarily and swiftly. Stanley had fought and scratched and kicked and struggled as Constables Noblett and Hibbert had carried out Screwer's orders and yanked him from the queue. The threat from Screwer that if Stanley ever came within a hundred yards of the stadium ever again he would personally rip his head off and shit in the hole rung in his ears as the constables had half marched, half dragged him away.

He threw another bone in the Bone Pulveriser. The thigh bone of a cow. Clunk, crunch! He wished it was one of his own bones along with all the rest of his bones. Then, pausing as he picked up another bone, he thought, “Well why not?” Because what was the point of going on? There was nothing left to live for now. No Frogley Town to watch every week meant no life. Well not a life he would ever be able to come to terms with. 

He dropped the bone back in the barrel, pushed the red stop button and the Bone Pulveriser ground to a stop. Then he got down from the platform and started to look around for something that would be long enough to reach the start button from the inside of the Pulveriser.



After twenty minutes play the score was Frogley Town nil, Brailsford Wanderers two, with Brailsford rampant and looking like they might score a hatful. The home side was not as sharp as they had been in the match against Grimely, and by some stretch. The reason for this may simply have been that Brailsford were the better team, it may have been because the Frogley players' unusual diet was beginning to take its toll, but it was probably because, to a man, and in direct contravention of Joe Price's orders, each of the players had had sex the night before the match, and the vast majority had had sex on the day of the match also.

On the Monday Donny had run out of the bromide Price had provided him with and when he had telephoned him for more supplies Price had been unavailable. Donny had made a note to call again but had not yet done so, not seeing it as being critical if his players went without their vitamin supplement for the odd day or so, and anyway he couldn't have given it to them even if he'd had it to give them as they were all still in jail at the time.

Consequentially by the Tuesday evening when they were released all the players were getting erections again, and not having had any for over two weeks had immediately set about putting them to good effect. All of those who had wives or girlfriends had had sex with them at least twice, most of them more than that; Parks had had sex with all three of the girl fans with whom he had failed to have sex with after his heroics in the Grimely match; the two players who hadn't got a wife or a girlfriend had masturbated at least twice; and one of the players who had a wife and a girlfriend had had sex with both of them, twice, and a wank for good luck.

Donny too had found himself to be the proud owner of an erection, and with the Brailsford match in mind, and still not sure if only having given his mistress a fish supper really qualified him as having a mistress, had quickly got in touch with her and had given her much more than a fish supper. She in turn had given him syphilis, although he had yet to find this out. 

Screwer, astride Scourge of the Terraces on the popular side, now gave the signal that would very soon make it the unpopular side. On his signal, Constable Gartside opened the box of firecrackers and started to distribute the contents to the constables who were dressed-up as Brailsford supporters. Thus armed, they quickly lit them and commenced to throw them at the nearest Frogley Town fans, most of whom happened to be the Frogley Mental Hospital inmates, strategically placed there by Constables Noblett and Hibbert precisely for that purpose. 

In no time at all absolute mayhem broke out as the inmates, in an effort to stop more firecrackers showering down on them, charged the constables. The resultant pandemonium quickly spread to include other nearby Frogley fans, who despite their usual peaceful behaviour needed little excuse to join the fight as throughout the match the constables dressed as Brailsford supporters had been shouting vile insults and obscenities at them.

Screwer surveyed the scene. He thought it was quite wonderful. All the football hooligans who had been festering had now erupted in a pus of red, green and yellow shirts, just as he had forecast they would, just as he knew they would. He signalled again and now twenty uniformed policemen armed with riot shields and batons burst out of one of the portakabins and joined in the melee in an attempt to restore order and make arrests. Soon policemen were battering football fans, football fans were smashing policemen, policemen were braining policemen, and football fans were walloping football fans. Bones were broken and blood flowed. Now Screwer himself charged into the fray on Scourge of the Terraces, wielding his favourite lead-tipped truncheon, and commenced to rain blows on whichever head happened to be the nearest, football fan, maniac or policeman.

Several of the inmates of the Frogley Mental Hospital liked a good fight, in fact that was the reason some of them had been put in there in the first place, and were thoroughly enjoying themselves. The evening out was turning out to be even better than they had expected; a football match and a fight. This was better than a cup of cocoa and ‘Emmerdale’, and then some! 

None of them were enjoying themselves more than Greaves, and now he was about to start enjoying himself even more, as the free-for-all, which had caused Constable Gartside to lose contact with the box of firecrackers, now brought Greaves into contact with it. 

Greaves loved fireworks, especially ones that exploded and made a very loud noise, but not unnaturally fireworks were banned at the mental hospital so he never got the chance to have any. Seeing the firecrackers, and starved as he was of fireworks for the last eight years, it seemed to Greaves that all his birthdays and all his Christmases had come at once, not to mention the last eight November the Fifths, and he immediately set about the box of firecrackers like some pyrotechnic demon, lighting and throwing them at anything that moved, which for thirty yards around him was just about everything.

At the height of his enjoyment he scored a direct hit on Stevie Wonder's (Mr Hargreaves) head, rendering him temporarily blind, thus saving him the trouble of pretending to be so afflicted for the next couple of weeks. Then, whilst in the act of arming himself with another firecracker to throw at the Brailsford goalkeeper, something very heavy and smelly bumped into the back of him, knocking him to the ground. Picking himself up he turned to see, literally in his face, the big white hairy behind of Scourge of the Terraces. Even as he realised what it was, the horse, its rider seemingly having little or no control over it, backed into him again, knocking him over again. Cursing, he got to his feet. 

Greaves didn't particularly dislike horses, in fact he was rather fond of them, but the fact was that this particular horse had knocked him over twice and there was no guaranteeing it wouldn't knock him over a third time if he didn't do something about it. Apart from that it was stopping his fun as it was now directly over the box of firecrackers, effectively stopping him from getting at them if he wasn't to risk being kicked or trampled on. So, his fun being more important to him than the condition of a horse's behind, even if he was rather fond of horses, he lit the firecracker he had intended to throw at the Brailsford goalkeeper and rammed it up the horse's rectum as far as it would go. One second later it exploded. One nanosecond later the horse itself exploded into a crazed gallop. Screwer, hurled forward by the motion of the horse, hung on to it for dear life, his arms clasped tightly round its neck. Scattering football fans, maniacs and policemen left and right the deranged horse ploughed a way through them towards the exit. 

A couple of minutes before Greaves had done the equivalent of putting a match to the blue touch paper of a skyrocket, a steward, seeing the mayhem inside the ground, and in response to the pleas of fans who just wanted to get out of the madhouse the Offal Road Stadium had turned into, had opened a couple of gates, and now Scourge of the Terraces shot through one of them at about forty miles an hour and out into the streets of Frogley.



Stanley stood up in the Bone Pulveriser and poked the long metal rod through the safety guard. He had decided to end it all, and in a few seconds the pain of never being able to see his beloved Frogley Town ever again would be gone forever. Soon his bones, along with the rest of him, would be ground up like the thousands of tons of bones he had fed into the Bone Pulveriser over the years. 

He aimed the end of the metal rod at the green start button, but six inches away from making contact with it the rod stopped, too short to reach it. Stanley stood on tiptoe and strained to reach the start button, but he was still a couple of inches short. He cursed at the delay, but consoled himself that it wouldn't be for long, just as long as it took to get a longer rod, and that would take no time at all. He pushed back the safety guard and climbed out.



Price's Pie Factory is only two hundred and fifty yards from the Offal Road Stadium as the crow flies, three hundred yards as the horse gallops, and if one were to go down Offal Road for about two hundred yards then turn left into Pork Street and continue straight on for a hundred yards one would arrive at the factory's rear entrance. Which is precisely what Scourge of the Terraces now did. 

Normally at eight-o-clock the gates would have been locked, but twenty minutes previously Stanley had opened them to admit the lorry that called twice a day to pick up the bags of ground-up bones for the fertilizer factory. Having loaded the lorry its driver had gone to the works canteen for a cup of tea. Pork Road is a cul-de-sac and had the gates been closed Scourge of the Terraces would have had to pull up sharply, an action that would probably have caused Screwer to shoot off its back and crash into the gates. In the event Scourge of the Terraces continued on through the gates before finding the huge bulk of the Bone Pulveriser blocking its path, so it was then that it pulled up, causing Screwer to shoot off its back, execute a perfect arc, and drop into the Bone Pulveriser. 

It all happened so fast and in such a blur that Stanley, who had only just that moment climbed out of the Bone Pulveriser himself, didn't realise who it was who had replaced him within it. All he knew was that from the corner of his eye he had seen someone on a horse and now there was just a horse. Then he looked down into the bowels of the machine and saw that the someone was Screwer. Without even a moment’s consideration or even the slightest sign of a doubt that what he was about to do was not a right and proper thing to do he closed the safety guard and pushed the start button. Clunk, Crunch, Squelch! And five seconds later Superintendent Screwer was no more.

As he turned away to select another bone from the barrel Stanley caught a glimpse of himself in the highly polished brass plaque. He would have expected to see guilt written on his face, or maybe remorse, even pity, but there was not so much as a trace of any of those emotions. What was on his face though was the expression he had seen on Mr Price's face when he was with him in his office a couple of weeks earlier and had given him his great idea, the look he had never seen before and had failed to recognise. It was the look of respect.

 




CHAPTER FIFTEEN

 


“And Liverpool are all in red” - Any football commentator.

Well of course they’re all in red, did we think three of them would be in red, three in blue, and the rest in yellow?

 


Once Screwer had departed the stadium the fighting soon stopped and order was quickly restored. Twenty two football fans and seven policemen were taken to Frogley General Hospital to have various fractures, cuts and bruises attended to, and eight Frogley Town fans, two of them inmates of the mental hospital, were taken into custody and charged. Three inmates of the mental hospital, including Greaves, absconded, and a week later two of them were still at large. After suspending play and taking the two teams off the pitch shortly after the rioting had started the referee re-commenced the game twenty minutes later. Frogley Town lost the match five-nil. 

The following day, with Superintendent Screwer still missing, Dave Rave and Martin Sneed were released on bail without being charged, although the hunt for Mr Wong went on. 

The day after that Donny obtained further supplies of bromide from Price and started putting it in the players’ tea again.

On the following Saturday Frogley Town lost three-nil away to Bletchfield Rovers. Goalkeeper Gary Moggs was man of the match, and in a post-match interview with Martin Sneed put his performance down to black puddings and an abstinence from sex.

Three days later the football club doctor examined Donny Donnelly and told him he had contracted a particularly virulent strain of syphilis and that he must inform any person with whom he had been sexually active recently. Donny said “Well obviously,” at the same time wondering if this unfortunate by-product of lust had ever visited Ron Atkinson, Malcolm Allison, Tommy Docherty and Bobby Robson, when they had taken mistresses, and if it had how had they gone about telling their lovely wives that they had passed it on to them, because there was certainly nothing about it in The Psychology of Football with a foreword by Ron Atkinson.

The day before Frogley Town's next home game, nine days after Superintendent Screwer had gone missing, Stanley called in at the police station to ask if the order banning him from the Offal Road Stadium could be lifted.

“Oh I don't know about that, Stanley,” said Sergeant Hawks, shaking his head. “I mean Superintendent Screwer might turn up yet, and if he found out about it he’d have us for breakfast, you and me both.”

“He won't be coming back.”

Stanley had said this with such cast-iron certainty that Hawks couldn't help but suspect it was more than wishful thinking. “Oh?” he said, raising an eyebrow.

“I think,” said Stanley, now wishing he hadn't sounded quite so certain about it. “I mean I think he won't be coming back.”

“And what makes you think that, Stanley?”

“I just do.” 

Following Screwer's disappearance every nook and cranny of Frogley had been scoured, the entire seven mile length of the Frog Valley had been searched, the nearby moors combed, the River Frog dragged and the canal dredged, but not a single trace of the police chief had been found, no clue as to what might have happened to him had emerged, although it is probably true to say that a large proportion of the searchers hadn't been looking very hard. 

Offal Road is even quieter than the rest of Frogley at eight-o-clock on a Wednesday evening and only the drivers of two cars, both travelling in the opposite direction to Screwer, had seen the police chief galloping down the street on his horse that night. Neither driver had seen the horse enter Pork Street. The only person to have seen it on Pork Street was one of the town drunks, who had not only seen Screwer on the horse going through the gates of Price's Pie Factory but had seen the horse coming out, minus Screwer, a few seconds later. However he hadn't bothered to report it to the police as he was always seeing unusual happenings where animals were concerned, although they usually came out of walls not factory gates, and the last time he had reported one such unusual happening to the police, when he had seen snakes coming out of Tesco's gable end on Tripe Street, they had locked him up for the night.

Scourge of the Terraces, who had disappeared into the night after depositing Screwer in the Bone Pulveriser, was discovered the following morning standing outside the premises of Frogley Veterinary Services, but whether it was there by accident or because it was aware that only the attentions of a veterinary surgeon would ease the throbbing pain in its bottom remains a mystery. Unfortunately the discovery of the unhappy horse didn't contribute towards the success of the search for its owner in any way.

In fact for the search for Screwer to have met with any success it would have had to cast its net a little wider, for after the police chief had passed through the Bone Pulveriser, along with a few hundredweight of assorted animal bones, Stanley had bagged up the granulated police chief along with the other granulated bones and put the bags on the back of the fertilizer lorry, which had then transported them to the fertilizer factory in Halifax, some twenty miles away. 

Subsequently the bags had been included in a batch of the fertilizer factory's Famous Farmer Hoof, Bone and Blood Mix, which had in turn been packed into 500g cartons and had since been delivered throughout the UK to garden centres, nurseries and other outlets of agricultural supplies. In fact Mrs Screwer, a keen gardener, had already bought a packet and had dug some of it into her roses as a late feed.

Hawks considered the situation Stanley had faced him with. Stanley knew something about Screwer's disappearance, he was quite certain of that. But what Stanley knew about it he didn't know. What's more, he now decided, he didn't really want to know. What was done was done, if anything had been done. Having reached his decision he wagged a finger at Stanley and said, “If Superintendent Screwer shows up I shall have to ban you again, you know.” 

“He won't show....” Stanley started to say, then stopped as Hawks put a warning finger to his lips.

“Off you go then,” said Hawks. “I hope you win tomorrow.”

“Thanks,” said Stanley. “We will.”

 



EPILOGUE

 


“Every dog has its dinner” – Big Donny Donnelly

 


 


For those people who like to know 'what happened next' or 'whatever happened to....?' the world-famous Frogley soothsayer Norman Stardust was asked to look into the future on their behalf. Detailed below are his predictions.

 


Following a string of defeats Big Donny Donnelly will be sacked six weeks into the new season. On receiving his marching orders he will say “Well that's the way the cookie curdles.” Two months later he will obtain a position as manager to a team in the Blue Square Conference. He will stay with them for four unsuccessful years before being sacked for taking them down to the Blue Square North. He will blame his failure on not having a mistress. He will then disappear from the soccer scene for a few years, then, thanks to his old friend Dave Rave, who will by then be a major television personality, he will be taken on by ITV as a football pundit. As, like all TV pundits, Donny has always been much better at talking about football than playing it, he will be ideally suited to this job and will be a huge success, eventually take over from the recently fully reinstated Ron Atkinson as chief match analyser. On being told that Donny is going to replace him Ron will say “Well that's it then, game, shot and match.”

After Donny's departure, and before a new manager can be appointed, Joe Price will become incapacitated for quite some time. His illness will be triggered off at a trade fair when he is sampling what he thinks is a rival firm's meat and potato pie. On being told that it is in fact a Linda McCartney Vegetarian Deep Dish Country Pie he will choke on it, which will cause him to have a stroke. In his absence George Fearnley will appoint a new manager and give him full control over all team affairs. In deference to Joe Price the new manager will retain some of Price's ideas, although in a modified form. He will keep the new strip and team haircuts, seeing them as a unifying, team-bonding influence. Haslet, brawn, black puddings, savoury ducks, sugar butties etcetera will be kept on the menu, but only as a reward for winning matches, otherwise a more normal diet of pasta, chicken and fish will be eaten. Bromide will still be put in the players' tea but only on the day before the match. These initiatives will have some measure of success and from November onwards the team will begin to stage a recovery and will finish the season in a creditable fourteenth position. In the long term the team will continue to improve and in 2013 will be promoted to the McDonalds Big Mac (ex-Coca-Cola) League One. Everyone at the club will be over the moon.

 


Martin Sneed will continue to write glowing reports about the Town’s performances on the field and at the end of the season Price, true to his word, will be influential in getting him a job in Fleet Street. The position will be with the Daily Mail, where he will thrive, becoming chief football writer in 2014. The following year, on the retirement of Jeff Powell, he will be considered as a replacement for the famous Mail columnist. Although he will be judged to be neither as gung ho nor enough of a stuffed shirt to fill Powell’s boots completely, his extremely flowery style of writing will pull him through and he will get the job. 

 


In 2011 Dave Rave will leave Frogley Radio to seek fame and fortune in London. After six months on the dole, where he will be considered by his local Job Centre to be virtually unemployable, he will apply for a job as a disc jockey on BBC Radio One. At the interview the Controller of Radio One will find Dave to be inarticulate, brash, and to constantly talk a load of shite, so he will be given a job immediately. He will prosper in his new occupation and two years later will move on to television where he will be a huge success. In 2015 he will achieve his ambition and present the Brit Awards. Sir Ringo Starr and Lord Liam Gallagher will renounce their titles in protest.

 


Stanley Sutton will continue to support his beloved Frogley Town. In 2018 the club will reach the third round of the FA Cup where they will be drawn at home to Manchester United. When the Town take an early shock lead Stanley will die of a heart attack. He will die a happy man.

 


***

If you enjoyed reading Football Crazy would you mind doing me a favour? If you are a member of facebook, recommend it to your facebook friends, if you have a Twitter account, tweet your opinion of it, or if you have neither simply tell anyone in your email address book who you think might like it. Failing that your next door neighbour will do. 

Thanks for this

Terry Ravenscroft.

****

 

Also by Terry Ravenscroft and available on Amazon Kindle

 


ZEPHYR ZODIAC


 

Dolly was rinsing the tea cups in the sink when Don came in, quite agitated.

“There’s a young couple sat in our car, Doll!”

“A young couple?”

“Teenagers by the look of them. Sitting there as large as life.”

“In our car? Are you sure, Don?”

“Come and have a look if you don’t believe me.”

Don took Dolly’s hand and led her to the front door. When they looked, the young couple were still in the car. Dolly took in the scene and turned to Don.

“What do you think they’re doing there?”

“I’ve no idea.”

“They look very young.”

“Not to mention scruffy. I sincerely hope they don’t soil the leopard skin seats.”

“Perhaps they’ll go if we just ignore them.”

“They look pretty settled to me. Oh no! Well if that isn’t the limit.”

“What’s the matter?”

“He’s lit up a cigarette.” 

“We can’t allow that Don, smoking in our car.”

“We most certainly can not, Doll.”

“That won’t do the leopard skin seats any good at all. I mean sitting in our car is one thing, but....”

They made their way down the drive and stopped at the car. The occupants were oblivious to them. Don tapped on the window, businesslike. The boy would down the window. 

“Excuse me but just what do you think you’re doing in our motor car?” said Don.

“We’re living in it.”


 

Zephyr Zodiac will be published early in 2012

****

 


I’M IN HEAVEN

 


I pinched myself. I felt it. So it couldn’t be a dream. But if it wasn’t, if I really was in Piccadilly Gardens, how have I got here? I couldn’t have sleepwalked all the way from the hospital, it was over two miles, through city streets. Had leaving patients in corridors due to a bed shortage moved up a level? Had one of the nursing staff dumped me here until I wake up? I wouldn’t put it past them - only yesterday a down-and-out who’d collapsed in the street had been left outside in a wheelchair for want of a bed and only prompt action by a security man had stopped the bin men taking him.

Before I could think of another test of my consciousness - I was still far from convinced, despite pinching myself, that I wasn’t dreaming - a tall man carrying a briefcase and a clipboard approached me. He was aged about thirty-five and dressed in casual but expensive-looking clothes. His long, thin, pleasant -looking face smiled down at me as he indicated the place on the bench beside me.

“Mind if I join you?”

I was still too wrapped up in wondering just what on earth was going on to answer. He sat down next to me nevertheless.

“Allow me to introduce myself,” he said. “I’m The Archangel Phil. Your mentor. I’ll be meeting with you from time to time until you’re nicely settled in.” He opened a packet of cigarettes and offered me one. “I believe you indulge in these things?”

My mouth fell open. Slack-jawed I looked from the man to the cigarette packet and back. He indicated the clipboard. “My information is correct? You do like a smoke?” He took a cigarette from the packet and pushed it into my hand.

My mouth opened and shut silently a couple of times. Words eventually came out. “Can you tell me what’s going on here? I mean why am I in the middle of Piccadilly Gardens?”

“You aren’t. You’re in heaven.”

“What?” 

“Heaven.”

 


Amazon Readers Review -

 


This is the best book I have read in years! The subject matter is dealt with in such a humorous manner but this is a real page turner! I have read all of Mr Ravenscroft’s books and in my opinion this is THE BEST! Hilarious, sad, fascinating and a scintillating plot to boot! A must read! Very funny. - Martin K Davies

 


Buy at –

 


UK 

http://amzn.to/pgsOtz

 


US 

http://amzn.to/qgyVw1

 


****

 


JAMES BLOND – STOCKPORT IS TOO MUCH

 


He took the cool glass and looked straight into the eyes of the object of his affection. “Please, all my lovers call me James.” 

Pisa Vass returned his look, unblinkingly. “But I have never been your lover, Mr Blond.”

She turned from him as if to walk away, but before she could he caught her lightly by the shoulders and applied just enough pressure to persuade her to turn to face him. “A state of affairs I am now going to take the greatest pleasure in rectifying,” he said, permitting his hands to slide down her arms to encircle her slender waist. He nodded towards the bedroom. “Come, my lovely Pisa Vass.”

“No.” She pushed him away, not at all violently, but firmly enough to make it clear she meant what she said. 

Blond was surprised to say the least. He raised a puzzled eyebrow. “No?” 

“I can't.”

His brow furrowed. “Can't? What do you mean, you can't?”

“I'm having my period.”

“Having your period?”

“Yes. Sorry.”

He was completely baffled. “But....I mean you can’t be….the girls I meet are never having their period.”

“Well I'm having mine,” said Pisa, simply.

Blond simply couldn’t credit it; for he was speaking the gospel truth. Just like the James Bond of book and film fame not once in his entire career had he encountered a girl who happened to be having her period when he came a calling; that sort of thing just didn’t happen to famous secret agents.

The girl smiled pleasantly. “I could manage a hand job?”

 


****

 


Amazon Reader’s Review:-

 


I'd come across Terry Ravenscroft quite recently via an author peer review site, and was delighted to discover how many amusing books he had written. This one lives up to the standard of the others I've seen, and keeps carefully just on the tasteful side of crude - I don't like crudity, sick humour or 'smut' but Terry somehow manages to avoid these things while still dealing with the fundamentals of human existence. And James Blond's spoof credentials don't stop him from reminding us sometimes of the original, which highlights Ravenscroft's skill in humorous writing. There are even aliens! – Janey Fisher
 


Buy at –

 


UK

http://amzn.to/nyEt1U

 


USA

http://amzn.to/ogheUs

****

 

INFLATABLE HUGH

 


“There seems to have been a long gap between the date of my brother’s death and his funeral,” observed Pugh.

“There was a rather unusual burial request,” explained Oldknow. “Certain difficulties had to be overcome in carrying it out.”

“An unusual burial request?”

“He wanted to be buried in a vagina.”

“In Virginia?” Pugh raised his eyebrows. “What’s so unusual about that?” He knew that Aneurin had connections in the southern states of America, and whilst he could see why it might be a bit awkward, not to say inconvenient, burying someone in America who had met his end in Ramsbottom, Lancashire, he could see nothing particularly unusual about it.

The solicitor leaned back in his seat slightly and peered at Pugh over his spectacles. “Not Virginia, Mr Pugh. A vagina.”

Pugh wasn’t sure he’d heard correctly. “My brother wanted to be buried in a woman’s minge?”

Oldknow winced at the crude language of the former Minister for Culture. “I’m afraid so. Not a real one of course. A coffin designed to look like one. He left strict instructions as to its design and construction. He was particularly insistent it should have lots of black pubic hair. ‘Like a bush’ was his most graphic way of describing it. And real hair. It cost a small fortune.

Pugh didn’t at all like the idea of a small fortune being frittered away from his inheritance by the purchase of a coffin that looked like a vagina with real hair. However he was intrigued as to why anyone would want to make such a request in the first place. He asked the solicitor.

Oldknow shrugged. “People get buried in all manner of things nowadays; indeed there are specialist coffin suppliers who cater for the most bizarre of tastes. I once heard of someone being buried in a Red Arrows jet coffin. Another in a motor-bike sidecar, alongside her motor-cyclist husband who had met his demise a year earlier. In your brother Aneurin’s case, from what I’ve been told – although I didn’t delve too deeply I must admit - he believed very much in the rejuvenating powers of the vagina.”

“Rejuvenating powers?” Pugh was surprised to say the least. “He’s not expecting it to bring him back to life, is he?”

 


Amazon Reader’s Review:-

 


"Apparently your brother maintained the belief that having sex with an inflatable rubber woman was almost as beneficial in creating a feeling of well-being as the real thing. This being the case he viewed his operation more like a public service than a moneymaking operation. Which isn't to say he didn't make substantial profits from the sales ..." Pugh's heart beat faster. Substantial profits. What a wonderful coming together of words. 

With the above opening paragraph of Inflatable Hugh I was hooked. Terry Ravenscroft's tongue in cheek writing had me laughing out loud from beginning to end. From the wily to the ingenuous, from the morally indignant Vigilantes Against Sex Toys to the crafty machinations of politicians, all are depicted with subtle insight into character. In recommending this as a `great' read I could only paraphrase the author's own writing: What a delightful coming together of words! - Rue.

 


Buy now at – 

 


UK

http://amzn.to/p6OfPu

 


USA

http://amzn.to/n4zD8C

 


****

CAPTAIN’S DAY

The problems posed by having a transvestite on the course were as nothing however once Philip had gone through the operation that transformed him into, if not a whole woman, then minus a set of male genitalia a whole woman. For it was then that Philip Hill, now Phyllis Hill, sought to play in the ladies’ competitions, rather than the men's. Not surprisingly the Sunnymere ladies’ section would not even contemplate the proposition. As far as they were concerned Phyllis Hill was still very much a man. That he was a man now minus a penis and testicles, in addition to being the proud owner, thanks to hormone treatment, of a pair of small but blossoming breasts, didn’t even enter into the argument. The way the ladies saw it was that although Philip Hill may very well no longer have male genitalia he certainly still had the same muscular six feet two inch frame that he’d had before, as well as the two strong arms of the plasterer’s mate he had been (and still was) for the last fifteen years, and therefore had an unfair advantage when it came to propelling a golf ball round the course, especially off the ladies’ tees.

In an effort to reach some sort of compromise Phyllis had offered to play in the ladies’ competitions but off the men's tees, but to no avail. The ladies would not allow her to play in their competitions full stop, and that was the end of the matter. The club chairman George Grover had pointed out to the ladies’ committee, as delicately as he could, that Phyllis now had a vagina and bigger breasts than his wife, in fact bigger breasts than quite a number of the lady members, but the ladies had been adamant in their rejection of the new member without a member.

Amazon Readers review:-

This is a very funny book. It will be enjoyed by golfers and non golfers alike. In fact if Captains day was like this in real life, lots more would take up the game. Refreshingly non pc with events that only the author could ever think of. Great fun and I doubt you have ever read anything like it before. – Cornishblue.

Buy at –

 


UK

http://amzn.to/n43cwq

 


USA

http://amzn.to/n8RUpO

 


****

 


DEAR AIR 2000

 


17 Lingland Rd 

New Mills

Cheshire

 


19th March 2006

 


Air UK Ltd 

Stansted Airport

Essex

 


Dear Air UK

 


I recently travelled with your airline, and what an exciting experience it was! It was the very first time that I have ever flown, but you can rest assured I will be flying with Air UK on many more occasions in the future if my first experience was anything to go by. 

 


Everything about the flight was excellent - although I believe Air 2000 could give

you a run for your money as far as the in-flight catering goes with their truly mouth-watering lasagne - but what excited me the most was the sight of your stewardesses. How lovely they looked in their smart Air UK uniforms!

 


And this gets me to the point of my letter. Is it possible to buy an Air UK stewardess uniform? I’m sure that if my wife owned one and she wore it at the appropriate time it would be all that was needed to but a bit of spice back into

our sex life. I look forward eagerly to your reply.

 


Yours sincerely

 


T Ravenscroft (Mr)

 


Air UK’s reply follows

 


Amazon Reader’s Review:-

 


I thoroughly enjoyed reading this book, couldn’t put it down. Mad-cap humour at its best. My only criticism is that it was too short, I got through it in a day. Going off now to see what else this guy has written that I might enjoy. Highly recommended. - ketch29

 


Buy at –

 


UK

http://amzn.to/qiVnp2

 


USA

http://amzn.to/oPotuz

 


****

DEAR COCA-COLA

The Jacob's Bakery Ltd

Liverpool

Dear Jacob's Bakery

 

I am writing to you in my official capacity as secretary of the New Mills Invalids Club. This year marks the 25th anniversary of the club, and we mean to celebrate the occasion in some style, whilst at the same time giving club funds a much needed boost. To achieve this we intend to manufacture and sell to the general public a chocolate biscuit. We are confident that we have the expertise to accomplish this as four of our members used to work for the local sweet and confectionery factory - in fact it was because they worked at the local sweet and confectionery factory that they became invalids, having caught various parts of their anatomy in the machinery, but that's another matter.

 

Here is where you come in. I have long been a fan of your Jacob's Club biscuits, as have many of my fellow members, and to this end we would like to 'cash in' on your esteemed name by calling our biscuit a 'Jacob's Club Foot' biscuit. This would at once inform the public that it is a quality product, and also that it supports invalids. Can I have you permission, please?

 

Yours sincerely

 

T Ravenscroft (Mr)

 

Jacob's reply follows

 

Amazon Readers Review:-

 

Do not read this book whilst holding a cold drink, a hot partner or anything squeezable. The genius of this man's writing is a beautiful thing to read, dry, sharply observed and above all cheap as chips on kindle downloads. As funny as ‘Dear Air 2000’ but without the lasagne although you will never be able to look at Bisto gravy granules in quite the same way ever again. Whatever you do download this and help keep Terry Ravenscroft in Oxfam trousers and 2 bottles of white wine. – Lee Sylvester.

 

Buy now at –

UK

 

http://amzn.to/qFFPRm

 

US

 

http://amzn.to/p7o9qF

 

****

 

LES DAWSON’S CISSIE AND ADA

WE DISCOVER CISSIE AND ADA IN AN ART GALLERY.

ADA: This isn’t doing my feet any good, they feel like a couple of globe artichokes.

CISSIE: Oh stop complaining will you, we have a lot to get through yet.

THEY WALK ON. SUDDENLY ADA SEES A STATUE OF A NAKED GREEK GOD. IT STOPS HER IN HER TRACKS.

ADA: Ooooooh! (SHE QUICKLY COVERS CISSIE’S EYES AND TRIES TO WALK HER PAST THE STATUE) 

CISSIE: What the….what do you think you’re playing at, Ada

ADA: Just keep walking, Cissie. 

CISSIE PUSHES ADA’S HANDS AWAY

CISSIE: Get your hands off me, you daft…. (SHE SEES THE STATUE)…oooh! Oh I say.

ADA: Well I did try to save you from it.

CISSIE: Yes. Thank you Ada, love.

ADA: Disgusting, isn’t it.

CISSIE: Positively scandalous.

THEY BOTH CARRY ON LOOKING AT THE STATUE, UTTERLY TRANSFIXED, IN AWE.

CISSIE: I wonder who sculpted it?

ADA: I don’t know, but he wasn’t short of clay.

CISSIE: It could be Moore, I suppose.

ADA: Oh not much more, surely.

CISSIE: I meant Henry Moore, the sculptor! Or on second thoughts it could be Rodin. He did 'The Thinker' you know.

ADA: Well that would give you something to think about, that's for sure.

CISSIE: Honestly Ada, your mind! You’ve got a point though, because he’s certainly a big lad and no mistake.

ADA: I thought he had three legs at first.

CISSIE: I wonder what it’s called? (SHE NOTICES A PLAQUE AND LEANS FORWARD TO READ IT)

ADA: Be careful Cissie, it could poke your eye out.

CISSIE: (READS OFF THE PLAQUE) It’s called ‘Waiting’.

ADA: Yes and he’d be waiting a hell of a long time if he was mine. Hey, can you keep a secret, Cissie?

The sketch continues.

Just a few of many YouTube quotes in praise of Cissie & Ada:-

‘I'm aching from laughing! Pure genius!’

‘What great acting and great scriptwriting! ’

‘This is probably the funniest clip of these two ever. "Were you 'virgo intacta'?" "No just bed and breakfast." ’

‘Was drinking a cup of tea when Ada said she was approaching the change. When Cissie said "From which direction?" I lost it as I spat a mouthful of tea across the room. Classic, brilliant comedy. ’

 


Buy at –

 


UK

http://amzn.to/nS6271 

 


USA

http://amzn.to/qAHfNU 

****

STAIRLIFT TO HEAVEN

 


.......You have to take your opportunities for a bit of fun when and wherever you find them so when I noticed a man of about my age approaching in the opposite direction I picked up the Zimmer Frame, twirled it round my head a couple of times, and heaved it into the distance. It had not long since been announced that Britain had been granted the 2012 Olympic Games, and with it the Paralympics, and it was probably this, and the thought I’d just had about cripples taking up their bed and walking, that put the idea into my head. 

After I’d gone to recover the Zimmer Frame and started to walk back with it the man had stopped and now looked on, puzzled. I turned to him and said, a little self-critically: “Not bad.”

His face was a picture of inquisitiveness. “What on earth are you doing?”

“Training for the Paralympics.”

“Pardon?”

“Throwing the Zimmer Frame," I explained. .”It's a new event. Apparently the host country can pick an entirely new event and Britain has chosen Throwing the Zimmer Frame. It just nudged out the Hop, Hop and Hop for the one-legged I believe." 

I returned with the Zimmer to the spot from which I'd thrown it. Two twirls round my head and I launched it again. This time it went about five yards farther. 

"Quite an improvement," the man observed, approvingly. 

"Yes, must be close to my PB that one," I said, pleased with myself. “That’s Personal Best,” I explained.

"Yes I know, I’m a fan of athletics,” he said. He thought about it for a moment. “Can anyone enter?" 

I shrugged as though I didn’t really know. "Well I suppose.” I qualified this. “You need a Zimmer Frame of course." I had a thought. “It’s possible you could get a grant; you might be able to get funding for one if you show you any promise. I’m sure I’ve heard of pole-vaulters getting grants for fibre glass poles.”

I retrieved the Zimmer and made to throw it again. 

"Can I have a go?" asked the man. 

I handed him the Zimmer Frame. He drew his arm back and threw it as hard as he could. It landed a good ten yards farther than my last effort. 

"You're a natural," I said. 

“Wasn’t bad was it,” said the man, pleased. “For a first stab at it.”

First stab at it! I had him hooked. I commenced to reel him in. "I tell you what,” I said. “Why don't you get a Zimmer Frame of your own and join me? Apparently there'll be an individual competition and a pairs, one of you throws the Zimmer and the other one throws it back, sort of piggy in the middle but without the piggy, plus a team event, the four man lob - I think that involves passing on the Zimmer to the next thrower like a baton, but we'd need another two for that. I train every morning at ten.".....

 The story continues

Amazon Reader’s Review:-

Another exceptional read from Terry Ravenscroft. I could not put this book down, had me laughing out loud and receiving some odd looks! I have also read Dear Coca Cola and Dear Air 2000 and couldn't stop laughing....Mrs Mulzy

 


Buy now at –

 


UK

http://amzn.to/pDPB2L 

 


USA 

http://amzn.to/r42GTS 

 


****

 


THE RAZZAMATAZZ FUN EBOOK

 

The Razzamatazz Fun Ebook is a collection of sketches, stories, parodies, humorous newspaper and magazine advertisements, quizzes, games, new book announcements, job applications, travel brochures, restaurant menus, cookbooks, theme park ads, wedding lists, you name it you’ll probably find it inside. Plus an extensive comic encyclopaedia. An example:-

 

ABBA Immensely successful Swedish pop group whose name is made up from the initial letters of their Christian names, Agnetha, Bjorn, Benny and Anna-frid. A later Swedish pop group who used the same idea and whose Christian names were Tomas, Wilhelmina, Arnie, Trudi and Stefan were not nearly so popular. 

 

 


Within the many pages of The Razzamatazz Fun EBook, the first eBook of its kind, you’ll discover what it’s like to travel with UneasyJet; answer the question Are you capable of bestiality?; read about the latest blockbusters from Northern Books (they’re grand!); enjoy a game of Lad’s Night Out, peruse the menu at top Indian restaurant A Passage to India, (and bottom restaurant A Back Passage to India) and read your horoscope with Your Stars by Delma. An example: -

 


Aries  MAY 22 – JUNE 22 With the Moon in Pisces, the Sun in Aquarius, Jupiter in Neptune and your husband in bed with the au pair, it could be a tricky week for the fairer sex. However those born under the sign of Aries are nothing if not optimistic, and with Jupiter being in Leo, Pluto being in Cancer, your bank balance being in the red, your jewellery being in hock, and you being in the shit, you really won’t have the time to worry about it’. 

 


All this and much, much more.

 


Amazon Reader’s Review:-

 


This man is a comedy genius! Possibly one of the funniest books I've ever read, it's a collection of sketches, observations and short stories that will have you laughing from start to finish, especially if you have a warped sense of humour like me.... Biker Girl.

 


Buy at –

 


UK 

http://amzn.to/sKM89i

 


US

http://amzn.to/rSuyMB
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