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  ‘’FUNNY OLD GAME’’
Thank you for taking the time to read this One Act Play.

(BOB and LIAM are both sat in a COMMENTORY STUDIO, at the football ground, with technical equipment all around them, two television sets/monitors in front of them, commenting on the World Cup Final. Both have headphones on, and both are wearing their respective team colours/kit and scarfs.)

(Background noise of crowd throughout whole transmission.)
BOB:
Welcome listeners, welcome from all around the world. I am proud to announce that your listening to us today, for the BIG ONE, the one we’ve all been waiting for, in fact the one the whole world has been waiting for, for four long years. Yes, it’s the World Cup Football Final. For the first time ever its England versus Ireland! and as everyone knows there’s no love lost between these two teams. My name is Bob Myers of the English Supporters Club, and I’ll be your commentator for the match today and what a match we have for you, two great teams with all to play for, both hell bent on victory. An English victory of course. Well I’m joined by here today by the extremely misguided Liam Brennan of the Irish Supporters Club. Liam, I know you’ve had a wasted journey flying over, but how do you see the game going?

LIAM: 
May I say your looking well, are you ill?…at the end of the day...Ireland will win of course.

BOB:
You’ll win nothing. I’m so convinced of an English victory that I’ve got a gut feeling in my stomach!

.

LIAM:
Stop the lights...deep down you know were a much better team.


England don’t play well without the ball!

BOB:
Nonsense, and the reason why we’re going to win the World Cup today is, because my misfortunate friend, Ireland are just not good enough.

LIAM:
Oh, I doubt it, we’ll win, no doubt in my mind at all and we’ll win 


comfortably. History is all about today's not yesterdays!

BOB:
It remains to be seen Liam, it remains to be seen...well it is indeed a marvelous view high up in this gantry international listeners. The hallowed turf looks absolutely delightful, ready for the elegant skills of England. I am very pleased to say that it’s a very bright sunny day without even a cloud in the sky, ohh I can feel the temperature starting to rise all ready.
LIAM:
I’ve a feeling that you’ll be as sick as a parrot after the final score.

BOB:
Rubbish...England are never beaten until were beaten! At the highest level, you have to score goals to win matches!

LIAM:
On a serious note though...I hope it’s going to be a good, clean fair game. It’ll have to be handled very carefully by the referee today, because there’s going to be a lot of tension, dangerous tackles and pressure on both sides. The first goal will be absolutely crucial.

BOB:

That's right .I wouldn’t mind being a fly on the players shorts 


today!

LIAM:
(Coughs.) Shall I remind you that England have never won the World Cup unlike Ireland back in 66.

BOB:

It’s time to make a prediction.

LIAM:
What’s that then?

BOB:

It could go either way!

LIAM:
Quiet right you eejit...Irish way of course. The first ninety minutes will be absolutely vital!

BOB:

No problems with security for you in getting in then?

LIAM:
No, none what so ever.

BOB: 

Must of tipped George a tenner then.

LIAM:
Very apt it was twenty.

BOB:

Good man George. I hope it wasn’t them useless Euros.

LIAM:
Football today is like a game of chess, it’s all about money!

BOB: 

Indeed…anyway Liam, why do you feel there is so much 



bitter rivalry and tension between the two sides. Not only from the fans 

but between the players as well?

LIAM:
Well...in fairness it’s always been the case even going back to the 


1900’s.

BOB:

1900’s!

LIAM: 
Yes, 1910’s, 20’s, 30’s, 40’s…

BOB:
Statistics are just like mini-skirts, they give you good ideas but hide the most important things!

LIAM:
England have always had what can be considered a rough team.

BOB:

Rough team!...let me give you a tip…

LIAM:
Don’t smoke in the shower…no players like Moore, Greaves and Hurst were hard men who enjoyed tackling violently from behind...footballers with no brains in their head! They took great pleasure in knocking people over, injuring them, manipulating referees and getting players into trouble. There should be a law against them!

BOB:
Your talking pigwash again...in comparison to today's footballers there is no comparison!

LIAM:
Go way outta that…with the sending of off your devil-may-care Owen at the last years friendly game in Dublin only reflects my point.

BOB:
That was a disgraceful refereeing decision, it was blatantly obvious
 Robbie
Keane fowled Owen first…he literally had his legs cut from underneath him twice!

LIAM:
Utter nonsense, and you know it.



(Silence.)

BOB:
Its getting close to crunch time listeners, very close to crunch time, its now ten minutes to three, and the atmosphere is absolutely electric, there must be over one hundred thousand supporters here and dignitaries from all around the world. The stadium is packed to the rafters, with banners and scarfs everywhere, I can feel the atmosphere and tension building or is that smell coming from you Liam?

LIAM:
No, you’re the one with the medical difficulties.

BOB: 
With England playing at home today, we have the advantage of being the home side!

LIAM: 
Really!…you’ll be as sick as a small hospital after this game.

BOB:

So who do you think will be first on the score-sheet?

LIAM:
Well...we’ve such a wonderful choice...heroes like Duff, O'Shea, Kilbane…

BOB:
They’re about as much use as a hole in a parachute.

LIAM:
Our new captain Robbie Keane, and of course Duff, any one of them is likely to score against England. Even our goalkeeper Givens has a great chance.

BOB:
Duff he wouldn’t score in a brothel with a fifty-pound note, sorry listeners for my choice of words...I should have said a hundred pound note, and that delinquent Givens... he couldn’t keep bees.

LIAM:
You’ll see today Bob, you’ll see, your some machine, no one hands you cups on a plate!

BOB:

He's about as much use as a fireman with a wooden leg.

(Silence.) 

BOB:

There’s quite a few louts over from Ireland I see.

LIAM:
Well it’ll give them all the tremendous opportunity of seeing us lifting 

up the World Cup AGAIN.

BOB:

The only thing you’ll be lifting up matey, is a bag of fish and chips on 

your way home...a quick look through the team list listeners…

(BOB picks up a piece of paper.)
brings no changes for us thankfully. First of course, the England team. We have the superb Robinson in goals, the dynamoes of Cole, Campbell, Ferdinand and Neville in defence, for midfield, we have the sweet driving skills of Lampard…

LIAM:
He couldn’t drive a duck to the pond.

BOB: 

Our marvelous captain Terry.

LIAM:
He’s like a babies bottom that Terry.

BOB: 

WHAT!

LIAM: 
Totally unreliable!

BOB:
Gerrard and Cole in midfield…

LIAM:
Might as well be throwing bread to a helicopter

BOB:
And up front the mighty the wonderful, the powerhouses of Owen and Rooney. We won’t bother to mention the other team.

(BOB throws down piece of paper, and LIAM picks it up.)
LIAM:
(Quickly Adds.)Hold on, hold on, I’ll name them, we have Givens in 

goals.

BOB:

Gibbon more like, I wouldn’t trust him to look after a houseplant.

(BOB starts pressing some buttons.)

(Some technical noise/interference.)
BOB: 

Oh, no the listeners can’t hear you Liam.

(BOB starts pressing more buttons.)
BOB: 

I’ll just try this button...no no...still no good.

(BOB starts pressing more buttons.)
BOB:
Sorry listeners we seem to have some trouble with our technical equipment. We don’t seem to be able to pick up Liam or the rest of Irish squad, or care to either come to think of it...most of them play for Mickey Mouse teams anyway, Eircom League indeed…I’ll just try this one.

(BOB starts pressing more buttons.)
LIAM:
You eejit ya...England will have more than technical problems after today.

(LIAM throws down piece of paper.)
BOB:

(Laughs.) That’s better, we can hear you now...soon to be World Cup 

Champions England I am very pleased to say have no injury worries 

and have come through the whole tournament unscathed.

LIAM: 
So when we beat ya you can’t say you were missing any 



players...probably blame the ball actually that it wasn’t round enough.

BOB:

Were you on the Paddys whisky last night Paddy?

LIAM:
No you gob-shite.

BOB:

You seem to forget...England have plenty of irons in the fire and keep 

them close to their chest!

(Background noise of crowd increases then fades.)

BOB:
I hope our listeners can pick up the noise of this crowd…(Cheers.) Hooray, hooray there’s our English lads in white coming on the pitch.

(BOB stands up, looking at monitor.)

LIAM:
Sit down, you foolish man.

BOB:
(Singing.) We are E-n-g-l-a-n-d, we are E-n-g-l-a-n-d, we are E-n-g-l-a-n-d...we’re gonna win the cup, we’re going to win the cup and now your going to believe us, and now you’re going to believe us...

LIAM:
(Sings.) Ire...land.

(BOB sits back down.)
BOB:
Oh, it makes you proud to be an English man, and playing in England as well...so where’s your disgraceful outfit of con men?
LIAM:
 Like all other superior teams and beings, you’ll have to wait.

BOB:

(Laughs.) Me arse...wait and see us wallop you more like...our lads 

are looking fresh and ready for today’s challenge, don’t you think?

LIAM:
More like a kettle of cats piss.

BOB:
(Coughs.) Oh what a great day today will be, in which we will lift the WORLD CUP TROPHY for the first time ever, and against our old rivals ...it couldn’t be better.

LIAM:
I wouldn’t be surprised if the game went all the way to the finish!

(Background noise of crowd increases then fades.)

(LIAM stands up.)

LIAM:
Look they’re here the lads in green are now entering the pitch, IRELAND...truly a magnificent sight...(Starts singing.) ...Ole...Ole, Ole, Ole, Ole...Ole, Ole...I-R-E-L-A-N-D...(Claps hands.) ...IRELAND...IRELAND.

(LIAM sits back down.)

BOB:

What an absolutely disgraceful scene below listeners.

LIAM:
Marvelous, absolutely marvelous...what a great day to be Irish.

BOB: 

Just look at them prancing around like ballerinas.

LIAM:
Can you hear that Bob…can you hear that?

BOB:

Hear what?

LIAM:
The Irish fans singing, you know the old Queen song...’’We Are The 

Champions My Friend.

BOB:
There’s enough queens out there for Ireland all right.

LIAM:
CHAMPIONS…CHAMPIONS.

BOB:
England have got to keep their feet on the ground today and if they stay that way they could go places!

LIAM:
More words of wisdom listeners.

BOB:

So who’s the ref today?

LIAM:
Didn’t you read the programme...probably can’t read...just looking 


at the pictures I suppose... well its a gentleman from France.

BOB:

Oh, a Frog then.

LIAM: 
Yes, it’s Pierre Long-ton, a very educated man who even wears spectacles off the pitch. So what do you think of him?

BOB: 
I never comment on referees and I’m not commenting on that prat. I know I’ve been banned for talking about officials, but the refs these days have no bottle and most linesmen are pathetic.

LIAM:
There’ll be no flies on him and if they are, they’ll be paying rent.

BOB:
Hope they bite him.

LIAM:
I just hope he watches England very closely today with their shenanigans; they’ll probably try to con him. He did say in the programme that he promises results not promises!

BOB:

Well listeners...the players are on the pitch...it’s getting closer to 


crunch time, the World Cup title is only about ninety minutes away


from us, and I would like to point out that I will be available for 


several celebratory drinks in the English Lounge Bar immediately after 

the game.

LIAM:
You couldn’t drink strong tea…for all those other listeners who know something about football, I will also be available a session in a more refined place, The Executive Bar...of course.

BOB:

Who on earth, would buy you a pint?

LIAM:
(Laughs.) Maybe any losing English player or even McClaren your manager, a man who couldn’t run a sweet shop.

BOB:
At least we have a fully experienced manager and not some schoolboy like Steve Staunton. A man who has a gob bigger than a clowns pocket.

LIAM:
He’s got us to the final hasn’t he?

BOB:
With trickery that’s all…good news to report ...that the Irish lads look like lambs to the slaughter listeners, like lambs to the slaughter out there.

LIAM:
Go way outta that.

BOB:
The warm up is now over and its time to stand for the National Anthems...it’ll be the English National Anthem to start with of course...stand up then...stand up.

(BOB shoves LIAM and then stands up.)
LIAM: 
No way.

(Start of English national anthem.)
BOB: 
(Singing along.) GOD SAVE OUR GRACIOUS QUEEN, LONG LIVE OUR NOBLE QUEEN, GOD SAVE OUR QUEEN...SEND HER VICTORIOUS...HAPPY AND...

(LIAM starts pressing some buttons.)

(Technical noise/interference.)

(English national anthem is abruptly cut off.)
BOB:
 
WHAT THE HELL HAVE YOU DONE...WHAT HAVE YOU 


DONE?

LIAM: 
No idea.

BOB:

GET THAT ANTHEM BACK, GET IT BACK ON NOW.

LIAM: 
Can’t?

BOB: 

GET IT BACK NOW!

(LIAM starts pressing some buttons.)

LIAM:
It’s gone I’m afraid...technical problems have struck.

BOB: 

LET ME TRY...GET OUT OF THE WAY.

(BOB pushes LIAM and then sits down, frantically starts pressing some buttons.)
LIAM: 
(Laughing.)You wanner get your technical equipment sorted out...hopefully your English defence will have similar problems. 

BOB: 

What do you mean?

LIAM: 
(Laughs.) Unreliable. 

BOB: 

PRAT.

LIAM:
It’s not a great anthem anyway.

BOB: 

You’re in for it

(BOB starts frantically pressing more buttons.)
(Start of Irish national anthem comes on.)
LIAM:
That’s it...leave that.

(LIAM begins to stand up.) 
BOB frantically starts pressing more buttons.)
.

(Irish national anthem is cut.)

BOB: 

You’ve no chance....no anthems today folks...Paddy’s to blame.

LIAM: 
Liam’s my name if you don’t mind.

BOB: 

The anthems seem to have been very short today.

LIAM: 
(Laughs.) Just like your number four.

BOB:
Well what about your number eight, I thought that was his position but in fact it turns out to be his IQ!

LIAM: 
The ref has now called both captains over for the toss of the 


coin to see which team plays, which side...let the game commence!

BOB:
The hallmark of any great captain is his ability to win the toss at the right time!…

(Background noise of crowd increases further.)
BOB:

…(Shouts.) YES...we’ve won the toss?

LIAM:
It’s the only thing you will win.

BOB:

(Laughs.) You could be eating your words at full time Liam.

LIAM:
No way…you’re the one that’ll be eating plenty of humble pie at the end, and have a puss on ya like a drowned cat.

BOB:
It’s now or never listeners, now or never.

LIAM:
Lets get ready to rumble.

BOB:
Terry our loyal captain is heading towards the half way line. 

LIAM:
A man stuck together with lazyness.

BOB:
We need cool panic now! What a noble Englishman he looks, a true professional. His foot is on the ball listeners, his foot is on the ball...it’s off ladies and gentlemen, the game is off.

LIAM:
So’s something in your trousers by the smell of ya.
(Narrator enters the stage wearing a tracksuit and waving an old fashioned rattler.)
NARRATOR:
As expected the first half was all swings, pendulums and guns blazing, with plenty of drama and goalmouth incidents on both sides. Tackles were heavy, ferocious and crunching, with the English player Campbell flying through the air like a torpedo! Free kicks, corners, off sides and yellow cards were rampant, with the referees whistle in constant motion. It was a full-blooded encounter, end-to-end stuff, with neither side giving an inch. Both teams played as if their lives depended on it, and were given no time to settle on the ball. What made it such a delightful half is that when both teams did get the ball they attacked the opponents end! 

England had a lot of possession for the first twenty five minutes Lampard, Neville, Owen and Rooney all worked hard and had shots which produced some fabulous saves from the Irish goalkeeper Givens...whose most vulnerable area was between his legs! Lampard went close with a thirty-yard shot, which was only inches past the post. England won several corners and free kicks but were unable to convert them into goals...they seemed to be continually kicking themselves in the foot! Rooney had a golden opportunity and it would of been a certain goal if the goalkeeper hadn’t saved it!...he seemed to get over excited when he saw the whites of the goal posts! Some might say that he wouldn't hit a cows backside with a banjo...but not me.

For Ireland, Morrison was a constant thorn in the England side. On two separate occasions he went close to scoring. O’Shea played his regular tough defensive game, and his long diagonal passes pierced the heart of the England defence, and being naturally right footed didn’t chance his arm with the left! Dunne was involved in some rough and heavy tackling, and at one stage was extremely lucky to stay on the pitch, he seemed to revel in the hole behind Ferdinand! Damien Duff and Robbie Keane were both caught off side on several occasions for schoolboy errors. Shots wide and near misses were also part of the Irish game, with no way past the goalkeeper Robinson, who wasn’t troubled with shots that didn’t trouble him! Miller who flattered to deceive came the closest of all by hitting the post from ten yards out, he should really of made the goalkeeper work from there, an inch either side of the post and it would of been a goal! The shot was precise but wide! Midfielder Kevin Kilbane, who is fast, strong, and skillful but otherwise useless, had a tremendous shot which hit an English defender fully on the arm, and it nearly came off!

All credit to the lads, both teams showed great bottle and had so many chances that they must be wringing their heads in shame. It only takes a second to score...they both had forty-five minutes! Without picking out individuals, I thought Michael Owen for England played very well indeed! For such a small man he got great elevation with his balls!

The referee and linesmen managed to remain calm under immense pressure, as the game became more and more x-rated, with a great deal of argy bargy, thus forcing the referee to book three players, two from England, Gerrard and Campbell, and one from Ireland, Morrison.

The crowd were frantic throughout, singing their respective songs in full voice, one could almost taste the excitement. Both managers were extremely agitated, neither Steve Staunton of Ireland or England's Steve McClaren sat down in their respective dugouts, as both were continually up and down and having a pop at each other, profusely urging their teams forward. A near by “swear box” would have provided many a church with funds. Both teams seemed to anticipate the play of the other almost before it happened, as they both ran their socks into the ground! However, they did find it increasingly difficult to play without the ball. Both teams were so good, it looked like that they were both running around the pitch playing with themselves!

At the end of the day…the game could be considered a fifty-fifty game, since both sides had not scored any goals, or conceded any either. After a goalless first half, the score at half time was 0-0!, the games virginity was still intact!

I’m not superstitious, but this game is truly in the lap of the Gods. Being a game of two-half’s, it wasn’t until very late into the second half, before the first goal which had to come, was scored; by this time four more players had been booked, Kenny Cunningham and Dunne of Ireland and Beckham and Rooney of England.

NARRATOR: (Shouts.) Come on England!
(Narrator exits the stage.)
LIAM:
It’s Finnan to Duff, he easily sidesteps Neville, short pass on the left wing to Morrison, Morrison holds up the ball.

BOB: 

That's all he will be holding.

LIAM:
Has a quick look up, flicks it past Cole, a one two with Miller, he quickly crosses the ball and...

(Crowd noise increases.)

(LIAM stands up.)

LIAM:
 IT’S THERE, IT’S THERE, IT’S A GOAL...WHAT A GOAL.WHAT A GOAL, DUFF HAS SCORED FOR IRELAND, THERE WAS A REAL COCK UP IN DEFENCE, THE KEEPER WAS ALL AT SEA…DUFF NOT ONLY SOLD HIM A DUMMY HE MADE HIM LOOK LIKE ONE!

BOB:
I’m afraid, listeners the old enemy have scored, it came off the wrong side of his foot and there is only five minutes left of normal time. England are really gonna have to battle hard now, and roll up their sleeves…what a disaster.

LIAM: 
I told ya we were going to win.

BOB:

Shut up Paddy and sit down.

(LIAM sits back down.)

(Crowd noise decreases.)

LIAM:
IRELAND ONE...England nil... you don’t have much to say now, do you? Just look at our players celebrating down there.

BOB:
You’d start a row in a confessional box...hurry them up ref...bloody time wasters...hurry up...hopefully listeners, our lads can pick their heads up of the ground since they have a lot to carry on their shoulders!

LIAM:
Yes were in for a real grandstand finish now...England 



are rocked.

BOB:
Come on England, come on, you can do it. Its not as if were playing Brazil or anything. We need to bang a few heads together, cos it’s the kind of kick up the backside we need!

LIAM:
You won’t see a better goal all decade...and I’m glad to 



say the game is now balanced in our favour!
BOB:
So its Gerrard in the centre-circle to kick-off, he quickly passes it to Lampard, Lampard carries it five yards, and in comes Reid with a tackle...(Laughs.) he misses, Lampard still has the ball, nicely weighted pass to Gerrard, Gerrard looks up, he can’t find anyone...

the English players are all heavily marked...there’s no movement of the ball from the English forwards... COME ON ENGLAND...he has to pass it back to midfield for Beckham, Beckham...IDIOT...looses the ball.

LIAM: 
(Laughs.) Our lads have nicked it of 
him, Beckham took far too long on the ball, Miller sideways pass to Kilbane, he takes his time, good footwork as he passes Gerrard, he's on a run... passes a long ball into the goal-mouth for Robbie...ohhhhh...unfortunately the unmarked Robbie couldn’t keep the ball in...its gone for a goal kick. England have the ball back again.

BOB: 
COME ON ENGLAND, COME ON...long kick down field by Robinson and...Arrrrr it’s gone all the way through to the Irish keeper...what a waste. COME ON ENGLAND.

LIAM:
(Laughing.) He can do that all day, that’s bread and butter for Givens, straight down his throat! Time is running out for the tans now.

BOB: 
McClaren our manager is really gonna have to think of making a substitution…thank God there’s plenty of talent on the bench.

LIAM:
He’s not the brightest biscuit in the box.

BOB: 

You’ll be going home in a box.

LIAM: 
Given now taking his time, kicking the ball along the floor

BOB:

Get on with it...bloody Gibbon.

LIAM:
He’s in no rush what so ever...as Owen comes forward...Given picks the ball up, sending it deep into the heart of the English defence...Arrrr…unfortunately straight to Ferdinand, who controls it with his chest and immediately finds Gerrard in midfield, Gerrard to Lampard, Lampard now makes a darting run forward, passes it to Rooney quick ball up to Owen.

(Crowd noise increases then fades.)

BOB:
FOUL REF, that was a bloody foul, he’d give a tablet a headache...did you see it?

LIAM: 
See what?

BOB: 

That was a foul...that clown shouldn’t be refereeing, he 



needs an appointment at Spec savers.

LIAM: 
Me arse…it was just bad timing, Owen just fell over Finnans leg, there’s no loss on him

BOB:
But he hasn’t even given a free kick. its blatantly obvious it was a free kick outside the box... even Ray Charles would have seen that it was a bloody deliberate foul.

LIAM:
The game is now starting to get very physical out there listeners, its becoming a real scrap...as the ball is placed back to Given from Dunne...Given has the ball once again, he kicks it sideways to Reid, Reid quickly closed down by Rooney, passes it back to Given...Ireland seem to be very content at present just to hold the ball…

BOB: 

Time wasters you mean.

LIAM:
And tease England...oh I’m enjoying this...Owen rushes in to try 


and get the ball back, as Given quickly clears it up the field. Givens 

finds Duff...excellent first time control on the left he makes a darting 

run past Feckham.

BOB: 

Beckham if you don’t mind.

LIAM:
Now he’s gone past Neville...and...what the...Ferdinand has come 


storming across to send both Duff and the ball flying into the 


billboards...I suppose you’ll say that wasn’t a free kick?

BOB: 

Of course not...your another customer for Spec savers...Ferdinand just 

had half his eye on the ball!...(Crys.)...NO WAY IS THAT A 


THROW IN TO THE IRISH.

LIAM: 
The least we could of expected...Kilbane will come across to take the 

throw, parallel to the box, long throw in…Campbells headed it 


backwards...and...

(Crowd noise increases then fades.)
…Ooohh...Robbie Keane from absolutely nowhere was within inches of getting to the ball... (Laughs.) what a howler from Campbell, nearly an own goal.

BOB:
COME ON ENGLAND, COME ON...GET YOUR ACT TOGETHER. Thank God Robinson caught it…Bloody bollocks, Robinson has kicked it straight to Miller in midfield... bloody hell...the Irish have it again. They’ve played it quickly up to Morrison, Morrison with a pass on the right to O’Shea, O’Shea dribbles past Neville, crosses it...and. thankfully Robinson catches it again, COME ON ENGLAND...FOR GOODNESS SAKE. An inch perfect pass from O’Shea to no one!

LIAM:
(Singing.) It’s coming home, It’s coming home, the…
BOB:
You’ll be going home if you don’t shut up…long kick up by Robinson into the centre circle Gerrard picks it up, good first touch, he sidesteps Keane, good pass wide on the far side to Owen, Owen to Rooney he’s surrounded by a lot of green shirts, he goes past Dunne. (Speaks faster) he’s into the box, he’s getting nearer...(Roars)...arrrrr...

(Crowd noise increases then fades.)


…REF PENALTY, PENALTY REF, PENALTY...YES.

LIAM:
In fairness that’s an absolute disgrace, absolute disgrace, Dunne never touched him, no way was that a penalty, I know Rooney dribbles a lot, but its all over our faces!

(Narrator hurriedly enters the stage wearing English colours, heads straight to the monitor.)

BOB:
Yes, we have chance listeners, a great chance, a penalty, we have to score. we must score. Mr. David Beckham will be the one to take it. I’m glad to say Dunn has been booked.

LIAM:
He’s been DONE quite literally, to be fair that wasn’t a fowl; he went over on his own ability!

BOB: 

Shut up.

LIAM:
Some pressure on Beckham though...he shoots like a hippopotamus anyway!

BOB:

Go on my son you can do it...Beckham steps up and

(Crowd noise increases.)

(BOB stands up clapping/singing.)
BOB: 
GOAL, A GOAL FOR ENGLAND, G...O...A...L...YES, YES, YES, YES YES…ENGLAND ARE RIGHT BACK IN IT, WHAT A GOAL, FULLY DESERVED.

(Narrator runs around the stage celebrating.)

LIAM:
Sit down, sit down you look like a bloody monkey with all you’re prancing around...(To narrator) and you can sod off as well…in fairness down right injustice Bob, you must admit it, down right injustice.

BOB:
We’re back, we’re back, England are back. What a well-struck penalty…right down the middle, he chanced his arm with his left foot!

(Police Officer enters the stage wheeling a truncheon; chases Narrator around; Benny Hill type scenario, both exit.)

LIAM: 
A penalty is a cowardly way to score.
(BOB gives LIAM a hefty slap on back and sits down.)

(Crowd noise decreases.)

LIAM:
Ow...my back...don’t hit me like that again...you’ve been warned you 

gobshite.

BOB:
OK, OK…what a goal, eh Liam, what a goal?...he took it well...you must admit under immense pressure...his fifth goal of the Tournament...Beckham our hero, who gets most of his goals with the ball!

LIAM:
England I’m afraid are right back in this game now, through Feckham, who seems to cover every blade of grass, mainly because his first touch is so crap! What an absolute dubious penalty.

BOB: 

Dubious me arse.

LIAM:
There’s now only two minutes of normal time to go. The Irish players look totally downhearted as they head back to the half way line. We were so close.

BOB: 

Not close enough though Paddy!

LIAM:
COME ON IRELAND, final burst, you can do it, COME ON.

BOB:
The Gods are with us ladies and gentlemen, and what a great time to score...the unexpected is always likely to happen!

LIAM:
And now Ireland really have to pick themselves up. We look rather dejected after that late late equaliser. COME ON IRELAND Miller in the centre circle with a short back pass to Kilbane, Duff has made a strong run on the left hand side, Robbie finds him with a delightful pass, Duff nips past Neville...as...Campbell comes storming across to knock the ball into touch. Throw in to Ireland, Reid will take it quickly, he finds the unmarked Morrison, Morrison turns and... arrrrr...has lost it to that pelican Ferdinand.

BOB: 

(Laughs.) Now now, good old Ferdinand has it...he eases the ball 


majestically back to Robinson. England are in no rush...we can wait for 

extra time. Robinson sends the ball deep into the Irish half...and out.

(Crowd noise increases then fades.)
LIAM:
Whose yer man?

BOB:
And now there’s a streaker on the pitch ladies and gentlemen...a streaker...is he one of your substitutes?

(The Narrator, half naked, enters and runs around the stage, followed

 by a police officer waving his truncheon frantically; Benny Hill type scenario-both exit.)
LIAM:
He looks like he’s got more down stairs than you have upstairs.
BOB:
Oh…what a day listeners, what a day. England have just scored, and we’ve also just had a right eyeful...thankfully he’s been caught by security, I’m not quite sure where however…and has been quickly escorted of the pitch.

LIAM:
Let the game commence, let the game commence...Dunne with the 


throw in to Kilbane, who passes it all the way back to Givens.
BOB: 

Ireland are running scared.

LIAM: 
COME ON IRELAND.

BOB: 

There’s now an extra spring in the English step as Terry urges his 


men forward.
LIAM:
Given kicks it to Reid, Reid to Morrison, Morrison with a 



cross field pass to Keane, COME ON IRELAND, Keane looks 


up, passes a through ball to Duff...arrrrr...has unfortunately has been 

caught offside.

BOB: 

Excellent linesman that man...excellent...as Cole takes the free kick 

quickly to Campbell, good footwork to Neville, Neville passes it 


through midfield for Beckham... arrrrr...Beckham has lost it to Kilbane

LIAM:
 Kilbane flies forward towards the English goal and...

(Crowd noise increases then fades.)
LIAM:
...Arrrrr...ref ref ref, what an absolute disgraceful tackle from 


Feckham, the one trick pony…he’s hacked Kilbane down from behind.
BOB:

What’s that clown of a ref doing now? ...

(Crowd noise increases then fades)

BOB:

Oh no, he’s not is he?

LIAM:
YES YES YES proper order...he’s off, the refs sending Beckham off, and rightly so, he’s already been booked, and in fairness he’s off...Feckham totally lost his head.

BOB:
That’s absolutely bloody…unbelievable, no it’s worse, it’s diabolical. How can he do that? No way was it a foul...the referees a  (Shouts.) WANKER...surely not now after we’ve just scored...Kilbane just made a meal of it...Hollywood beckons for that fraud, he’ll be booking for heavy breathing next!

LIAM: 
The refs perfectly correct…proper order...look...Kilbane is still down holding his right ankle.

BOB: 

GET UP YOU LIMP LETTUCE!

LIAM:
I’m very glad to say that indiscipline is now creeping into the English team...and to all the Irish fans listening, England are now down to 10 men, with only minutes to go, we have a real chance...this game is getting more and more tense as we speak…hurry up Feckham and get off.

BOB:

I can’t believe that decision; I just can’t down right disaster.

LIAM:
Oh no what’s happening now?

(Crowd noise increases then fades.)
BOB:
There’s an enormous tussle going on down there between the players, the ref has surely got to step in, (Sarcastically.)...he’ll probably send some more England players off while he's at it.

LIAM:
And the English manager is now on the pitch, who’ll be next...Bin 


Laden...I suppose?

BOB:

It’s going to take a while to calm this one down listeners…we have 

tremendous excitement here today in London, and the game still isn’t 

over.

LIAM:
The refs gonna have to get better control.

BOB:

He’s like a headless chicken out there, he seems to have totally lost 

it...he’s blowing his whistle at everything.

(Crowd noise decreases.)

LIAM:
The stewards are on; even the ball boys are on, everyone’s on...this final has totally boiled over.

(Narrator fully clothed, and Truncheon Wheeling Police Officer runs straight across the stage and exits.)

BOB: 
The Managers are now on the pitch trying to sort everything out...it’s pandemonium out there...there’s a lot of pushing and shoving going on...the refs going to have to get a new whistle with all the blowing he’s doing...Ferdinand and Finnan are trying to sort out their own players respectively...which their doing...thankfully the ref and linesman seem to be getting back some sort of control...there pushing the players away.

LIAM:
Both teams have separated...and...the ref has picked up the ball.

BOB: 

He’s giving a drop ball.

LIAM: 
NEVER...that’s scandalous...it should be our free kick after Beckhams 

foul on Kilbane.

BOB:

Stop whining man...the ref knows best.

LIAM: 
Reid and Gerrard will battle it out for the ball...the ref throws it 


in the air.

BOB: 

GERRARD HAS IT.

LIAM:
That was a foul...he pushed Reid out of the way.

BOB: 
Rubbish... he’s bent over like a question mark You’re determined to cause trouble aren't ya?...Gerrard to (Excited.) (Speaking fast.)... Lampard on the far wing, he passes it quickly to Owen splitting the defence, Owen to Neville, Neville shoots...arrrrr...it’s come off the crossbar...Neville...

(Crowd noise increases then fades.)

BOB:

Arrrrr ...it’s gone wide, oh what a chance, what a bloody chance. 


England should have scored, what a miss, right in front of the goals.

LIAM:
The fourth official has now come on, he’s playing two minutes extra time, we can still do it Ireland, and we still have a chance.

BOB: 

There should be a lot more time than that.

LIAM: 
Given quickly retrieves the ball and kicks it to the right wing for the 

unmarked O’Shea, O’Shea turns and...arrrrr...looses it to Rooney.

BOB:

FOUL... that must be a foul, O’Shea deliberately brought 



down Rooney.

LIAM:
Nonsense.

BOB:
I bet he doesn’t even get booked, oh that’s right ref let him off!

LIAM:
That refs earning his money today.

BOB:

I wouldn’t give him peanuts...well listeners this is truly end to end 


stuff...oh...a shot from Owen is saved.

LIAM:
Rubbish...it was such a weak shot Givens had enough time to throw 

his cap on it...(Excited.)... and now here’s Dunne to Duff, he spins 


away from Lampard, moves inside the centre circle, sublime pass to 

Robbie Keane he crosses it, Damien Duff shoots, it hits the post,

(Crowd noise increases.)

 ...AND YES YES, YES YES ITS THERE, ITS TRICKLED IN…THE BALL HAS TRICKLED IN OVER THE GOAL LINE. IRELAND HAS SCORED AGAIN. WHAT A GOAL, WHAT A GOAL...THE BALLS IN THE BACK OF THE ONION BAG...ANOTHER COMEDY OF ERRORS IN THE ENGLISH DEFENCE...THE FANS ARE GOING CRAZY, I’M GOING CRAZY.DAMIEN DUFF HAS SCORED AGAIN FOR US, HE’S PUT US BACK IN THE LEAD.

(LIAM stands up.)
BOB:
Talk about the luck of the Irish. this is going right down to the wire listeners, don’t give up...there’s still time...there’s still time...England have plenty of time to dictate the last few seconds!...COME ON, COME ON...NEVILLE HAS STORMED INTO THE NET TO GET THE BALL BACK...AND HEADS BACK TO THE HALF WAY LINE.

LIAM: 
WHAT A GOAL...WHAT A GOAL...AND SUCH A TIME TO 


SCORE.

(Crowd noise decreases.)

BOB: 
Sit down you prat…look at them still celebrating...the games not over yet...get back into action.

(LIAM sits down.)
LIAM:
(Laughs.) Like your goalie.

BOB: 

Ref do something.

LIAM:
The ref has blown his whistle, to commence the action.
BOB:

Gerrard passes it straight to Lampard.

LIAM: 
Can you here the Irish fans in full voice?

BOB: 
(Ignores him.) Lampard drills it straight through to Rooney, Rooney hassled by Kilbane passes a square ball to Owen...

LIAM:
(Laughs.) A square ball!...you wanner use a round one like us...no 


wonder you’re loosing

BOB: 
SHUT UP!…Owen has no room to turn...he finally scrambles the ball to Lampard on the left hand side, Lampard makes a diagonal dart forward...

LIAM:
Have you ever been on the DART in Dublin? it’s very good you know...dead handy...and reasonably priced.

BOB: 

He chips it over to Rooney; Rooney runs forward...he’s at the edge of 

the box...

LIAM: 
Dunne comes storming across with a sliding tackle, and knocks the ball out for a corner.

BOB: 

COME ON ENGLAND...COME ON...Gerrard will take it...he 


passes it short to Lampard...CROSS IT IN...CROSS IT...and...arrrrr

LIAM:
Given has caught it...what a catch...AND he was pushed.

BOB: 

Hurry up and kick it.

LIAM:
Given looks around, still holding the ball, waits a bit...

BOB: 

HURRY UP!

LIAM:
Throws it short to Reid...Owen comes flying in...misses the tackle 


(Laughs.) Reid belts it forward deep into the English half.

BOB: 
There’s no one there...Robinson has to come storming of his line...to send it back up field...to...

LIAM: 
Dunne now has it...one of our heroes...he holds up play...now passes it back to Kilbane...Kilbane heads straight for the corner flag...Rooney comes tearing in to try and get the ball back...and....

BOB:
OH NO, WHAT’S THAT BLOODY CLOWN DOING NOW?

(Crowd noise increases and stays increased.)
LIAM:
THE REFS BLOWN THE FINAL WHISTLE...IT’S ALL OVER...IRELAND HAS WON THE WORLD CUP FINAL.

BOB:
WHAT THE… (Silence.) unbelievable scenes listeners, absolutely, totally, totally unbelievable, that French prat has blown the final whistle.
LIAM:
I’m not a believer in luck...but I do believe you need it!

BOB:

What on earth does he think he’s playing at?

LIAM:
(Roars.) THE WORLD CUP IS COMING HOME, ITS COMING 


HOME FOLKS, OUR FIRST WIN SINCE 66… THE ENGLAND 

PLAYERS HAVE LEFT THEIR LEGS AT HOME TO-DAY.

BOB:
What an absolute utter, utter clown, what kind of bloody watch has he got?

LIAM:
The drinks are on me.

BOB:
Them Frogs have always had it in for us…oh yes…ever since the Battle of Waterloo, they’ll do anything to get back at us.

(Police Officer runs frantically across the stage and exits.)

LIAM:
The ref knows best, like you said earlier...look at the Irish players and supporters celebrating down there. Steve Staunton, he can’t believe it…I can’t believe it!

BOB:

That WANKER in black has robbed us.

LIAM:
What a truly magnificent day.

BOB:
There’s a French village somewhere missing a FOOL…THAT comedian is now surrounded by the whole of the English team and coaching staff…Mc Clarens on.

LIAM:
Our Napoleon needs protecting.

BOB:
Astonishing scenes listeners, totally totally astonishing. I’ve one nerve left and you’re on the end of it.

LIAM:
Let the celebrations begin.
BOB:
He’s getting a police escort of now, serves him right…he should be arrested for incompetence.

LIAM: 
(Singing.) Ole Ole Ole Ole Ole Ole IRELAND.

BOB:

(Angrily/Glares at LIAM.) You’ve CONNED the World Cup.

LIAM:
At the end of the day…

BOB:
Don’t you start with your at the end of the day…oh…the ref is now running worriedly towards the tunnel.

LIAM: 
You should have had him up front.

BOB:

We’re closing that Channel Tunnel for a start.

LIAM 

(Sarcastically.) You’re not taking this at all well…old friend.

BOB:
BOLLOCKS!…this whole thing is unreal, like a freak of nature!

LIAM:
(Contemplating.) Napoleon our hero…who’d of thought it?
BOB:

Piss off...

LIAM:
I would personally like to thank England, and their manager Mc Claren for the team they presented to us today.

BOB:
This game drives you to drink or the mad house, and I’m not going to the mad house for anybody!

LIAM: 
Once Duff opened his legs you had a problem here today!

BOB:
If you hadn’t of scored, we’d of won!

LIAM:
I can count on the fingers of one hand six players that could of scored against you today!

BOB:
I wonder what would of happened if the shirt had been on the other foot!
LIAM:
We were sprouts in the first half, caviar in the second!
BOB:

Piss off…YOUR FIRED.
(BOB throws headphones on to the floor, cuts transmission and starts walking off, Narrator comes on to console him; both exit.)

LIAM: 
(LIAM gets up and starts to do a jig.)
Take it handy Bob…TA…RA…(Singing.) O…l…e Ole Ole Ole Ole Ole IRELAND, IRELAND…O…l…e Ole Ole Ole Ole Ole, IRELAND, Ole…
CURTAIN. 
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