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CAST

Pogo Potter
Dezzy

JJ.

Brat

Mr. Potter

Mrs. Brattigan
Coach Karlsson
Miss Umpleby
Yusuf or Yasmin

Referee

Players/ Cheerleaders/ Onlookers (asrequired)



PRODUCTION NOTES

HEAD TO HEAD shoud be afast-moving, seamlessthedricd experience, so
only the minimum of scenery and propsis necessary.

Although provision is made to split it into two Acts if this is preferred, there
shoud be no other division into Scenes; the script is divided into 23
sedions solely for ease of reheasal.

Inflatable American Football helmets are avail able from nowvelty shops but there
are now so many locd teams in Gred Britain that it is usualy possble to
borrow authentic helmets. Paper numbers can be sewn on to T-shirts;
padding, trousers and blad stripes under the eyes can al be improvised.

Do nat be put off by unfamili arity with American Foatball. The strong dramatic
gestures are very easy to pick up once seen. lllustrations in The Puffin Book
of American Football clarify the visual aspeds of the game. The four
official signals which are required in performance areill ustrated overled.

Reference to names such as Cantona, Kevin Butler, Misson Imposshble shoud
be changed and updated as required. Furthermore, place names such as
Olderton and Newtown may be changed to loca ones.

The part of Yusuf could be altered to that of a girl, whaose name could just as
easily be Yasmin. Equally, the refereecould be played by a girl - making
the breskdown of speaing parts 5 male, 3 female and 2 male or female.

B.C.



HEAD TO HEAD
by Bernie Crosthwaite
ACT |

1 A bare stage with stark back lighting to indicate the dream-like qudity of
this sequence. The PLAYERS (minimum of 4 on each side), dressd in
American football outfits, enter and gather round in two huddes. Their
movements are very lucid and styli sed.

Player 1. Brown?7 -

Team-Mates: Go to heaven!

Player 2. Givemefive - (Theyclaphandsin pairs).
Player 3: Giveme 10! (Theyclap both handsin pairs).
Player 4. Goto hell -

Team-Mates. Andback again!

(Theyleapin the air then take up defensive positions. The second team now calls
the play).

Player 5. Red 8 -

Team-Mates: Don't be latel

Player 6. Up above - (Theyclaphand highintheair in pairs).
Player 7. Down below! (Theyclaphandslow in pairs).

Player 8: Turn around -

Team-Mates: Don't be slow!

(Theyleap up turning in the air then take up offensive paositions oppasite the first
team).

Pogo: Down, set. Hut! Hut! Hut!

(The centre, PLAYER 7, 'snaps' the ball between legs to POGO, the quarterback.
There is a groaning clash of oppasing tackles. The quarterback arcs the
ball to PLAYER 6, who ji nks away from the defence and touches down in the
end zone. He booges with delight. His team leap in the air. We hear the
soundof CHEER_LEADERS and SPECTATORS cdebrating).

All: Touchdown!



2.  (Players ext excet POGO. Theroars fade away. He stands isolated centre
stage. Heremoves his kit - helmet, shirt and paddng,which he tosses into
the wings. He has peded down to a figure in T-shirt and jeans. His
movements are restlessand fidgety as if he's always looking for somewhere
to chanrel his physical and mental energy).

Pogo: (To audence). We can al dream can't we? They cdl me Pogo'cos when |
was little | was always bourcing. Couldn't keep still for a minute.That's
what my Dad says. Don't know what my Mum cdled me. She died when |
was a baby. Yedh, Pogo Potter, that's me, and | want to be a quarterbadk.
(Mimes taking the ball at the snap, running backwards, then throwing high
and straight). | used to play footbal - sorry - 'socce’. Footbal is
something else. Yeah, once uponatime | was socca mad. (Charts) "Ooo-
ah Cantonal | said ooc-ah Cantonal” Then one day my mate Dezzy came
round

(DEZZY enters wearing his trademark, a red and white bandanascarf. POGO
mimes dribbling a socce ball aroundhim. DEZZY waves him away - he's
not interested).

Pogo: ComeonDezz, let'shave agame. | bagsbeingin goal.

Dezzy: I'm not in the mood

Pogo: OK. Youcanbeingoal.

Dezzy: It'sboring. Thistown's boring.

Pogo: Yedh, | know what you mean. Nothing exciting ever happens aroundhere.
(Slence). | did hea something ....

Dezzy: What?

Pogo: Youknow that new caretaker at our schod, the American guy?

Dezzy: Mr. Karlson? So - what abou him?

Pogo: He used to play American football .

Dezzy: Bigded.

Pogo: Thered McCoy - the NFL or something. Professonal. | heard him telling
Miss Umpleby abou it. You know that look on her face - like she's just
stepped onaslug - (imitates her).

Dezzy: Yed!

Pogo: He was saying he'd organised a demonstration match on the schod playing
field. A coupe of teams from a university in the States. (Pause). Just
though I'd tell you. Not that you'd be interested.

Dezzy: When isthis match?

Pogo: Sunday afternoon



(Pause, thentheylook at each other).

Both: This|S Sunday afternoon

Dezzy: Wemight aswell -

Pogo: American football? Pl-eeeae. (POGO does some dazding footwork with
the invisible soccea ball). Come on Dezz, let's have a proper game of
foatie.

Dezzy: Let'sjust goandtake alook

Pogo: | dort know the rules or anything.

(J..J. enters listening to her persond stereo).

Dezzy: | cantell youwho does.

Pogo: Who?

Dezzy: J.J. Jones.

Pogo: (Interested now) J. J. ?

J.J.: Hi, youguys. What's the game plan?
Dezzy: Youlike American football dont youJ.J.?

J.J.. lloveit. | watch it on T.V. every week. Kevin Butler's my hero - boy,
could he kick. And | love that endzone booge. (She mimes a ceebratory
booge)

Dezzy: Youwant to seeamatch? Live?

J.J.: Brilliant! Where?

Dezzy: Follow me. Pogad? Youcomingor what?

Pogo: I've got better thingsto do.

Dezzy: Such as?

Pogo: Thougtt I'd clean the fluffy bits out of my tummy button this afternoon-

Dezzy: The only exciting thing that's happened in Rotherby for months and you
want to have a bath?

Pogo: Then there's thisvideo | want to watch -

Dezzy: MissonImpaosshle?

Pogo: Our holiday video - Last Yea in Skegness

(DEZZY and J.J. frogmarch POGO to front of stage. They stand and point at the
pitch expedantly. Even POGO is cauglt up in the atmosphere. Enter
BRAT, all styled hair, shades andexpensive clothes).

Dezzy: Lookwho'sturned up.

Pogo: (To audence). Brian Brattigan, known as Brat. For obvious reasons. His
mother's got more money than sense. A lot more.

3



Brat: So what's going on?
J.J.: A red American football match. Isn't it fantastic?

(Distant roar of crowd).

Brat: If yousay so, J.J. (HefanciesJ.J.)

J.J.. (Shadngher eyes). Just lookat that purt!

Brat: Why donit you borrow my shades? (BRAT gives J.J. the sungasss).
J.J.. Theseare smart. They must have cost afortune.

Brat: Plenty more where that came from.

(DEZZY pretends to phaograph him. BRAT, thinking the admiration is genuine,
preens and poses).

Brat: Want to seemy new Rolex, J.J.?

J.J.: First down and ten.

Dezzy: Who's the one who throws the ball ? (Roar of Crowd).

J.J.: That'sthe quarterbadk. If the quarterbadk's no goodyour team's chances are
zilch.

(BRAT pushes POGO asideto get a better view).

Brat: Looksdead easy. (Mimesthrow).

Pogo: (Dreamy, serious). I'd like to be a quarterbad.

Brat: Youcouldn't throw afrisbee

J.J.; Third down andthree Isn'tit exciting?

Brat: Sure, babe, whatever yousay. (BRAT andPOGOglare at each other).

Dezzy: (Bewildered). They'reliningupagain. That's four times.

J.J.: Fourth down. If they donit cover the rest of the ten yards onthis play (Cries
of disappantment from CROWD) then they swap over and the other side
hasago. (More CROWD noise).

Dezzy: The quarterbadk throwswideto the ....to the -

J.J.: Widereceaver.

Pogo: Hegrabsit asclean as a shark taking lunch. What a throw!

Dezzy: Watch him move!

(Their eyes swive in unison as theywatch the player sprint down the field).

J.J.: A fifty yard dash and he scores! Touchdown!



(Theyleap about cdebrating).

Dezzy. Anyoregot apen?

Brat: A solid gald rollerball doyou?

Dezzy: Andapieceof paper?

Brat: Just thereceapt from my new leaher jacdket. (DEZZYgrabsit).
Dezzy: Let'sgoand get their autographs!

(DEZZYrushes off. BRAT putshisarmaroundJ.J. Theyext together).

3. Pogo: (Toaudence). | know J.J. deserves better than Brat Brattigan, but how
can | tell her that? Anyway, the game was cod - the most exciting thing
I'd ever seen. Now | watch American footbal on TV, read al the
magaznes. Youcould say I'm an expert.

(Enter MR. POTTERwearing an apron andcarrying a bag).

Pogo: Hi, Dad.

Mr. Potter: I'm rushed off my fed in there - coachload of tourists from Florida
wanting "the red taste of England".

Pogo: But we donit do spaghetti bolognese.

Mr. Potter: Jumbo haddaock, chips and mushy pess.

Pogo: Mum was American wasn't she, Dad?

Mr. Potter: That'sright. Chicago.

Pogo: She'd have been pleased if | got in an American football team wouldn't
she?

Mr. Potter: Her father used to play it. Never seen the game myself.

Pogo: My grandad played American football ? Cooal!

Mr. Potter: (Sghs, remembering). She'd have been pleased al right. No
question.

Pogo: One day I'm going to be a quarterbadk. He's the one who cdls the plays,
whether to throw the ball to the recaver or run with it himself. (Mimes).
That'swhat | cdl power.

Mr. Potter: | wish youd stop dreaming Pogo, and start living in the red world.

Pogo: The quarterbadk's the star of the gridiron. You need a throw as straight as
an Amazon spea and hands like magnets.

Mr. Potter: Hands like magnets, now that would be useful. Where have | put my
Town Crier's bell ?



Pogo: If you saw it, Dad, youd understand. It's magic. It's like playing chess
with armour on.

(MR. POTTER shakes his head andturns to go).

Mr. Potter: | nealy forgat. (Gives himthe bag). Happy Birthday son. | know it's
abit late. Youknow how it is, too much to do, too littl e time.

Pogo: It doesn't matter. | wasn't expeding anything. (He tears open the package.
It's an American football jacke. He puts it on. It's a few sizes too large.
But from now on it will be his talisman).

Mr. Potter: Isit theright size?

Pogo: Perfed. It'sfantastic! Thanks Dad.

Mr. Potter: I'd better get on. And if you're not too busy ironing your grids and
quartering your badks you COULD go and help J.J. in the chippie. She's
holding the fort while | goandcry. OyeZ OyeZ Now where's my bell ?

(Enter YUSUF).

Mr. Potter: Yusuf! What can | dofor you?

Yusuf: | have aletter for you, Mr. Potter.

Mr. Potter: It got delivered to your shopby mistake did it?
Yusuf: No. It'sfrom my father.

Pogo: Yusuf, what's the matter?

(YUSUF runs off).

Mr. Potter: Why would he write to me? He only lives next doar and | seehim
every day. (Reads). "Dea Mr. Potter, we have sold the shop. Itisnolonger
profitable, so | have dedded to sell up and go. It has al been very sudden.
Hussin's Supermart will soon become, | believe, a shop selling sporting
goods. | am sorry to go but that is the cut-throat world of trade for you.
Your friend, Mohammed Husin." | dont believe this. Ancther business
down the tubes. That's the third one this month.

Pogo: | thougtt the Supermart was doing well .

Mr. Potter: These days nobodys safe. Welcome to the red world, Pogo.

(MR. POTTER ets).

Pogo: (Joggng). I'm goingto get in top physicd shape. But a quarterbadk needs
brains too, a memory like an elephant, and the ability to take split-second

6



dedsions. (Pulls a notebodk from his pocke). I'm making my own
playbook - shotgun formation, twin set, play adion - I've gotta lean
them all.

(Enter DEZZYwith a paper roundbagacrosshis chest).

Pogo: Hey Dezz! Give mefivel

Dezzy: Likethejadket!

Pogo: Birthday present from my Dad.

Dezzy: Wow, it'swicked! AndI've got more goodnews for you.

Pogo: What?

Dezzy: Haveyou seen the paper?

Pogo: Why?

Dezzy: Youre nat going to believe this. (He gives him a copy of the local paper,
"The Rotherby Echo'. Pogoflicks throughit).

Pogo: What isit? MissUmpleby's got engaged? (Theylaugh. Triple murder at
the Knitting Circle? (DEZZY shakes his head). | know - the headmaster's
flipped at last - he was seen running naked down the High Stred shouting
"I am ajelly baby!"

Dezzy: Much better than that. It's redly going to shake this placeup.

(MR. POTTER approaches, ringing a brass handtell and dressd in full Town
Crier regdia).

Mr. Potter: OyeZ OyeZ

Pogo: Youmean it'snat goingto be completely boring roundhere any more?

Dezzy: Just pictureit .... Rotherby, asmall slegoy town ....

Pogo: So old-fashioned it's still got a Town Crier.

Mr. Potter: OyeZ OyeZ

Dezzy: Your dad looksredly codl inthat gea.

Mr. Potter: OyeZ OyeZ

Pogo: Just atwo-bit placewithou even an ice-cream parlour or abowlingalley....

Dezzy: But now ....

Mr. Potter: OyeZ OyeZ Hereisthe Rotherby news. (Opensscroll). Attention
al youngsports fans. Mr. Bud Karlson is halding trials for a new junior
American football team, to be known as the Rotherby Rockets. If you're
lean, keen and mean, come along to the schod playing field on Monday,
straight after class OyeZ OyeZ

(MR. POTTER eXtsringing his bell).



Pogo: Am | dreaming?
Dezzy: It'strue! (He points at the newspaper. They leap abou in delight and
ext charting "Rockets! Rockets!").

4.  The fish and chip shop, Potter's Plaice represented by a whed-on counter
with a till and a single gymnastic bench which remains on stage urtil
indicated.

Pogo: (Charts). "Ooo-ah Joe Montana, | said ooohah Joe Montanal" Hi, J.J.
Get me a crocodil e sandwich and make it snappy.

J.J.: Crocodil€'s off.

Pogo: Noswea. A megacod spedal, large fries and a pint of milkshake.

J.J.. Thereyougo.

Pogo: Cold mushy peas and curry sauce?

J.J.; Youcan't aff ord mega anything.

Pogo: Holdon, | live here. Thisis my dining-room.

J.J.: Then dont ea the profits. That'sthefirst rule of business

Pogo: You're very money-conscious all of asudden.

J.J.: Youprobably haven't head ....

Pogo: What?

J.J.: My Dad's sold his garage.

Pogo: But he's the best mechanic in Rotherby. That placewas his pride and joy.

J.J.: Hejust said it wasn't making a profit any more. He sold it for peanuts.

Pogo: To go with his monkey wrench, eh? (J.J. glares at him). I'm sorry, J.J.
Forget | said that. This is serious. You're not alone though Dad says
businesss are faili ng all over town. It makes you wonder how longour fish
and chip shopcan carry on.

J.J.: Don't say that. | need thisjob.

Pogo: Let's look onthe bright side. I've got news that'll definitely cheea you up.
(Shaws her the paper).

J.J.: Rotherby Rockets? Brilli ant! I'm gonratry for kicker. (Theymime).

Pogo: The centre snaps the ball. Pogo Potter, starting quarterback for the
Rockets, takes it cleanly and haolds it steady for J.J. Jones, the girl with the
golden boa. (J.J. kicks). Field goal! Three points on the board for
Rotherby!

J.J.: | must tell Brat. He wantsto be quarterbadk. | think he'll be redly good

Pogo: Brat Brattigan? Brat? Quarterbadk for the Rotherby Rockets? You canna
be serious!



J.J.: He'svery strong....

Pogo: But can he take split-secondlife or deah dedsions?

J.J.: Hell lookwonderful intight white trousers ...

Pogo: What abou me?

J.J.: How abou baggy shorts?

Pogo: No, me. Pogo Potter, Quarterback. It's in my blood (She looks
unconvinced). What you seebefore you is an athlete in superb physicd and
mental condtion and when the going gets tough the toughget -

(Enter MR. POTTER).

Mr. Potter: Into the kitchen, Pogo Potter. There's washing up to do and you can
make some chips for tomorrow.

Pogo: But Dad, I've gat to train for the football trials -

Mr. Potter: And when youve dore the chips you can put the rubhkish out in the
bad yard. Get amove onyoutwo. I've got abusinessto run!

(MR. POTTER and J.J. ext with courter).

5. Classmoom, represented by the bench plus a blackboard or other marker such
asasign, "Rotherby High Schod".

Pogo: (To audence). It'll be different when | get in the team. I'll make Dad
understand. I'll make him redly proudof me.

(Enter DEZZY, J.J. andBRAT).

Brat: I've got tickets for the .... [Insert name of favourite band or singer] concert next
week, JJ. Wannacome?

(J.J. looks delighted. They sit on the bench together. Enter MISSUMPLEBY, a
sevee-looking teacher).

Miss Umpleby: Dreamingagain, Pogo?

Pogo: Sorry, MissUmpleby.

Miss Umpleby: Stop staring out of the window and come and sit down. (POGO
sits next to BRAT). There's a dangerous virus going round this class

9



Symptoms: One - apowerful urge to smadk hands on greding.

(DEZZYand J.J. demonstrate. BRAT claps POGOs handso hard he has to blow
onit andgrimaces with the pain).

Miss Umpleby: "Togiveit 5" isthetechnicd term, | believe. Two - atendency
to describe everythingas a "longthrow", a"fumble' or a"touchdown".
All: (Shou). Wool Woo! Wod!

(MISSUMPLEBY sil ences them with a glare).

Miss Umpleby: Three - acaording to the many despairing teaders who have
approached me as your form mistress - atotal inability to do any work!
(Slence). Now our new caretaker, Mr. Karlson, informs me - informs
youll natice nat asks or requests, but informs me that thase wishing to take
part in his American football trials are to be allowed out of schod ten
minutes ealy. (The comnotion they make on hearing this news is silenced
by anaher glare). First it was nylon stockings, then burger bars, and now
... thisl  (She waves DEZZYS American football magazine in the air then
hands it back with disdain).

Miss Umpleby: (Resigned). Very well, those of youwho have caught the disease
may go.

(DEZZYandJ.J. rush off. BRAT trips POGO up before he too hurries off).

Miss Umpleby: Pogo Potter!

Pogo: Yes, MissUmpleby?

Miss Umpleby: | didn't think youd fall victim to the malady, Pogo. | urge you
to consider your position before it's too late.

Pogo: But quarterbadk's the most important personin the team.

Miss Umpleby: Areyoulisteningto me?

Pogo: Of course | am. You want me to consider my position. Well ... all right
... if I'm redly not good enoughfor quarterbadk | would consider playing
tight end.

Miss Umpleby: (Sghs). | see Very well. I'll put you down under Lost Causes.
(Writes). "A tragic case. Severely affeded by the disease. Brain damage -
probably permanent." WEelll seeabou this, Mr. Karlsson.

(POGOand MISSUMPLEBY ext alongwith blackboard.
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6. DEZZY, J.J. andothers enter wearing a ragbagof training ouitfits, followed
by BRAT in shiny new helmet and ludicrously padded football shirt, and
finally POGO. Theyjog abou puffily then line up and perform a few feeble
stretches on and around the bench. They look at their watches, mutter
"Whereishe? He'slate" etc. Enter COACH KARLSSON).

Coach: It ain't my fault I'm late. That pesky Miss Umpleby gave me a heg of
hasde just 'cos | asked for a few extra minutes to sort out the prime bedf
from the bum steas. Where's my indigestion mixture? My stomacd's
burning like | swallowed a jalopeno pepper. (Gulps a dase of medicine).
Now, you kids warmed up?

All: Sure, yeéh.

Coach: Youlook abou as realy to go as hibernating hedgehogs. (They smarten
up slightly). When | played offensive tadle with the Padkers .... (Pause).
That's the Green Bay Padkers I'm talking about.

All: Wow. Redly. Well smart etc.

Coach: Before | broke my leg that is and ended my caree. (Herubs hisleg, the
memory still upsets him). Why, we weren't just a team, we were a mean
machine. And you kids are going to be the same, right here in Rotherby,
England.

Dezzy: What brough youto adump like this, Mr. Karlsson?

Coach: Hey? Whoah now, it ain't so bad. It's kinda quaint, with your market
placeand your Town Crier - (POGO imitates his Dad - theyall chee).
There's a kinda peacéul feding roundthese parts. | like that. But asfar as
football's concerned, it's time to drag Rotherby kicking and screaming into
the twenty-first century. What d'ya say? (Cheeas). And I'm the man to do
it. (Misty-eyad). I'm gonra train up the finest tean in the Junior American
Football League. | wanna pass on my skills to a new generation. It's the
most important thingin my life. (Pause). | guessit's my ....secondchance
O.K. Let'sget started. Areyourealy?

All: Yes. Suppeseso. All right etc.

Coach: (Loud | said are yourealy?

All: Yes!

Coach: (Shous). Yes! Yes! Yes!

All: (Shou back). Yes! Yes! Yes

Coach: Let'swarmup. Well start with Jumping Jadks. One! Two! Thred

(He demonstrates then the PLAYERS jump and stretch with littl e sense of rhythm

or co-ordination, apat from POGO who is doing the execises with
hyperactive energy).
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Coach: What's your name?

Dezzy: Dezz/, Mr. Karlson.

Coach: Stretch those arms, Dezz. Hey, son-

Brat: Brian Brattigan to you.

Pogo: Known as Brat.

Dezzy: For obvious reasons.

Coach: Takethat helmet off, Brat. We donit train kitted up. I've seen more effort
from a horsefly stuck in a horey jar. (To EVERYONE). Change to
Windmills. Now! Twist and touch, twist and touch. (Demonstrates,
expelli ng his breath with an aggressve grunt). Ooc-00d

All: Ooo-000 Oooc-o00d

Coach: Not bad, what's your name?

JJ.: JJ.,dir.

Coach: Gettoit, JJ. Andcdl me Coadh. You sure got enthusiasm, son.

Pogo: Pogo Potter, Mr. Karlsoon - | mean - Coach. Pleased to med you. (He
stops to shake hands with Coach Karlsson).

Coach: | never told youto stop, Pogo Potter.

Pogo: Sorry, Coadh.

Coach: Canyouthrow aball, Pogao?

Pogo: Just let metry. (He takes a ball andthrows it with a professond-looking
action).

Coach: That adion of yours - reminds me of Joe Montana, one of the greaest
quarterbadks of all time.

Pogo: Youredly think so?

Coach: Hewasalegend. (To eveyone). Running onthe spat. Take yourselves
to the limit. Try harder, harder! You at the bad! Lift those kneesl Good
work, Pogo.

(BRAT pushes POGO, looking at himwith hatred).

Coach: O.K. Ease up. (They collapse in untidy heaps, parting with exetion).
Now for the major question. Youwannawin?

All: (Mutter). Yeah. Coursewedo. Why nat? etc.

Coach: | said - doyouwant to WIN?

All: Yesl

Coach: Youwant to win red bad?

All: Yes! Yes! YES!

Coach: If you wanna join my team you gotta be hungy. Football's all abou
territory - donit give an inch of yours, but take as much yardage off the
enemy asyoucan. | know what I'm talking about. | was part of the Padkers
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defensive team in the very first Super Bowl, 15 January 1967.

Pogo: Youbea the Kansas City Chiefs 35-10.

Coach: Corred, and every point was paid for in blood, swea andteas. I'll never
forget it. Best day of my life. (Emotiond). Broke my leg in atadle the
very next season.

J.J.: Youll be onthewinningside again, Coach. (Theyall agred.

Coach: I've till got a memento of that victory. (Takes a Super Bowl ring from
his pocke). All the players in the winning tean are presented with a ring
like this. Thisringisso predousto me - | can't tell you ....But I'm gonra
let youall lookat it. Hold it in your hands and dream. Passit round

Dezzy: Will we have enoughplayers for afull squad, Coach?

Coach: | guessnat enoughfor separate offence and defence - most of you are
going to have to play both ways, with maybe a coupe of spedalists, a kicker
(J.J. looks keen) and of course, a quarterback.

(POGO and BRAT vie for attention. POGO receves the ring, examines it
reveently then passs it to BRAT who looks thouglhtfully at it, then places it
seaetly in POGOSpocke).

Coach: Youall seenthat ring? Just passit over here then we'll get down to some
serious work.  (Slence No-one has the ring) You hea me? Quit the
horsingaround - where'smy ring?

(Theystart to hurt for it).
Coach: If anybodystakenit .... O.K.lineup here andturn out your pockets.

(Theyline up facing the audence and turn out their pockes one by one.  POGO
empties his pocke last, pulls out the ring andlooks at it incredulously).

Coach: PogoPotter ain't it? And | though you had the makings of a quarterbad.
Youain't nothing like Joe Montana. Youre just a sne thief!

Pogo: | dont understand.

Coach: | wouldn't have athief in my teamin atrilli onyeas.

Pogo: | looked at the ring and then | gaveit to - (He stares at BRAT who turns
away)

Coach: Youre out, Pogo Potter. Youll never make this team, no where, no way.
Therest of youkids, ten circuits roundthe playing field. Go!

(Theyext. POGOis left alone andwretched. He tears off his beloved American
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Mrs.
Brat:
Mrs.
Brat:
Mrs.

Brat:
Mrs.
Brat:
Mrs.

Brat:
Mrs.

Brat:

Mrs.

Brat:

Mrs.

Brat:
Mrs.

football jackea and throws it on the groundin frustration. He is abou to
leaveit there, but returnstoit, dustsit off carefully andexts).

MRS. BRATTIGAN'S car, represented by a cut-out attached to their waists
which theywalk acrossfront of stage as thoughdriving along

Brattigan: 1I'm so proudof you, Brian. Captain, did you say?

Quarterbad.
Brattigan: But it'sthe same thing?

Nea enough

Brattigan: Ooo - American football - I've seen it onthetelly - all those
muscles!

That's padding, Mum.
Brattigan: All the same welll have to build you up with lots of protein.
Yeadh, let's stop for steak and chips at that place

Brattigan: (Laugls). Greeady boy! Youve just had a pizzaas big as a
planet.

But Mum -

Brattigan: | tell you what, how about a nice new pair of trainers? Youve
had those old things for at least afortnight.

Grea! I'veseentheones| want. They'll cost you.

Brattigan: Nothing but the best for you, Brian. Whao's Mummy's little
baby-waby then! (She swervesthe car dangerously as she tries to kisshim.
Soundeffed of squealing tyres).

Kee your eyes on the road, Mum!

Brattigan: Don't worry. Most people get out of MY way if they know
what's goodfor them. Now where am | taking you tonight?

Y outh Centre.

Brattigan: WeEell have you there in less time than it takes to sing my
favourite song

(Sngs). "Moneycan't buy eveything it'strue,

But what it can't buy | can't use!"

Both: (Sing). " Sogimme money, that'swhat | want,

That'swhat | want, that'swhat | want!"

(She accderates. Theyext to a squeal of tyres).
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8. Rotherby Youth Centre: bench plusjukebox or sign. POGO stands dejecedly
inacorner. J.J.andDEZZY enter, very pleased with themselves.

Dezzy: Here'sto the Rockets number one kicker! (Highfive).
J.J.: Andthe fastest wide recaver in Rotherby!

(Theysmack hands agan. POGO approaches them).
Pogo: Yourebathinthetean? (Theynod). Congatulations.
(Embarrassed silence).

Pogo: Youdont seriously think | stole that ring do you?
J.J.: Itwasinyour pocket, Pogo.

Dezzy: Why didyoudoit?

Pogo: | didn't.

J.J.: Wedont know what to think.

Pogo: I'm nat athief! Someone planted that ring on me.

(Theyturn to walk away).
Pogo: Just tell me onething - who's going to be quarterbad?
(BRAT enters. J.J. runsto him).

Dezzy: That'sthe only bluebottle in the vick.

Pogo: Yourejoking!

Dezzy: Ask Coach Karlson. (POGOmoves away, devastated).

Brat: Hi, tean-mates.

J.J.: What took you so long?

Brat: Had a power shower, put on some talc, body spray, hair gel - it takestime
to smell this good you know. Have youall missed me then? (J.J. smiles).

Dezzy: (Aside). Yea ....like abaill onthe bum.

Brat: (SeesPOGQ). What's this placecomingto, letting criminalsin?

Dezzy: Hesayshedidn't sted that ring.

Brat: It wasin his pocket wasn't it?

J.J.: (Hesitates). True....Butl still dort understand - Pogds nat like that.

Brat: | guessthe temptation was just too strong. Anyway why shoud we worry
abou scumbag over there. Isanybodyhungy?

Dezzy: Sure - Potter's Plaiceis still open.
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Brat: That greasy joint in the High Stred?

J.J.: Doyoumind, | work there!

Brat: Best chipsin town. (Hugs J.J.). We can't go there though Pogds Dad
owns it doesn't he?

Dezzy: Sowhat?

Brat: We'd be giving our hard-earned money to criminals wouldn't we?

J.J.: Hold on, Brat, that's nat fair ....

Brat: Potter's Plaice.... Hmm. That's just the sort of property my Mum likes -
small business goodpasition. And going chea.

Dezzy: | didn't know they were selling up. (J.J. looks horrified).

Brat: They will. Youll see Don't worry J.J. Stick with me and you won't need
to work in that rathole ever again.

J.J.: Andwhat if | like working there?

Dezzy: Now listen Brat. Tell your Mum to keep her hands off. She already owns
half the property in town. Potter's Plaiceis aceand the chips are fantastic.

(DEZZY exits).

JJ.. s that redly what your Mum does for a living? Buying up small
businesss?

Brat: She'sgottakegy mein designer clothes somehow.

J.J.. Some of us have to work hard for things like that.

Brat: Come onJ.J. Dont be touchy. I'm taking you to that concert, remember?
(Makes her smile despite herself). Nothing much doing here. Fancy a
Chinese takeavay? Yeeh? Why dorit youwait for me outside?

J.J.; I'mpayingfor my own, O.K.? (J.J. exts).

Brat: (Sacastically). What a shame, poa old Pogo Potter, al alone. But then
nobodylikes a thief.

Pogo: Isthat why you're sitting by yourself?

Brat: Proveit scumbag or I'll smash your facein!

Pogo: There's something you dont know abou me. (POGO takes up a martial
arts stance and performs some daz4ing chops and kicks with hands and
fed). I'vegot ablad belt.

Brat: (Backs away). Big ded. (Looks at his watch). Just look at the time.
Mustn't kegp J.J. waiting. Slap up med then I'm off home to bed. Gotta get
plenty of sleg now I'm the star of the Rotherby Rockets. (Exits hurriedly).

Pogo: (To audence). I've had this blad belt for yeas. It's red leaher. Dad
bough it at Marks and Spencers. (Does a few more chops). How can |
prove Brat planted Coach Karlson's ring on me? Even my friends donit
trust me any more. J.J.'s going out with a ched, but | can't say anything to
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9.

her - why would she believe me? Andwhat's more - I'm out of the squad.
| want to be a Rotherby Rocket more than anything in the world. | want
Dad to be proudof me. And Mum too. | dorit redly remember her. (Takes
aphao out andlooks at it). All I've gat is her picture. Somehow I've got to
get badk intheteam. (Exits alongwith juke box).

(Enter MR. POTTER as Town Crier).

Mr. Potter: OyeZ OyeZ Here is the Rotherby News. Brattigan's, the new

hedth and fitness centre, opens today, offering a wide range of equipment
with the emphasis on torturing - sorry, tautening and toning. You can
become a member for a mere £2000a yea. If you join today you will
recave a free can of Lucozade. OyeZ OyezZ After a shaky start the
Rotherby Rockets are creguing up the Junior American Football League.
You can seethe teams in adion again this Sunday when they take on the
Olderton Otters. Kick-off 2 pm. OyeZ OyeZ Would Pogo Potter, last
sea hanging from the bathroom doaway please contad his father who is
dangerously annoyed abou the state of hisroom. OyeZ OyeZ

(Exits. POGOenters joggng, looking fit and deter mined).

Pogo: Look at that. (Flexes biceps). Pure muscle. And I've grown too. That

10.

hanging upside down redly works. They're boundto have some injuries
soon then I'll be cdled up - defensive lineman, cornerbadk, I'll do
anything, just as long as I'm a Rotherby Rocket. (Jogs). I've seen every
match this season. J.J.'s a grea kicker. Dezz's brilli ant as wide recever.
But Brat - all brawn andnobrain. Just wait till | get in the team.

Potter's Plaice J.J. isreading the Rockes' playbodk behind the courter.

Pogo: Hi, JJ. Need any help?
J.J.: Poga? What'sall this?
Pogo: I'll put the tomato sauceodt.
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J.J.: Hold on, that's my job.

Pogo: Don't worry, I'm not going to stash a bottle of ketchupin my pocket.

JJ.: ldidnt mean ....

Pogo: Why won't you believe me, J.J.?

J.J.; | want to believe you.

Pogo: | swea | didn't pinch that ring. What else can | doto convinceyou?

J.J.: Here'sthe Rockets playbook - it's aimost like a bible to the team. Tell the
truth, Pogo.

Pogo: (He puts his hand on the bodk). | swea by the al-powerful Coach
Karlsonthat | did not sted hisring and that's the truth.

J.J.: Thewhdetruth?

Pogo: I'll tell youthat as soonas| can proveit. Do you believe me now?

J.J.: I'mnot sure.

Pogo: J.J.!
J.J.: | want to, but Brat says - oh| donit know. Put it thisway - I've got an open
mind.

Pogo: | guessthat'll have to dofor now.

J.J.: Areyoucomingto the match tomorrow?
Pogo: Havel ever missed?

Both: Rockets! Rockets!

Pogo: Let'splay ball.

(3.J. throws the ball, POGO catches it, runs to the end zone for a touchdown.
Theycdebrate).

J.J.: I'mgoingfor the extrapaint.

(POGOhdds the ball steady onthe floor. J.J. kicksit. MR. POTTER enters and
catches the ball in his stomach).

Pogo: Hi, Dad. Bye Dad.

Mr. Potter: Not so fast. Bouncebadk here,PogoPotter. | want aword with you.

Pogo: I'll clea upmy room later - | need to do some throwing pradice.

Mr. Potter: Youve got to get this American football nonsense out of your head,
Pogo. Youdidn't even make the team.

Pogo: | can explain abou that.

Mr. Potter: Your schod report was terrible. It's time you settled down to some
red work.

Pogo: Likeyoudid when you were yound?

Mr. Potter: That's enoughcheek.
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Pogo: J.J., doyou know what my Dad was in the distant days of his youth?

Mr. Potter: Don't yougotelling - I'm arespedable businessman now.

Pogo: (Mimes). Vroom! Vroom!

J.J.: Yourode amotor-bike, Mr. Potter?

Mr. Potter: Certainly not. Dangerous smelly things.

Pogo: There'saphao in the family album to proveit.

Mr. Potter: Well ....what if | did?

Pogo: Riding over the horizon on his Harley-Davidson, all dressed in leahers and
studs, long gressy hair flying out under his skull and crosshones crash
helmet. Eric Potter - Rotherby's one and only Hell's Angel!

J.J.: You, Mr. Potter? | donit believe it!

Mr. Potter: | was young daft. |'veleant the error of my ways. And| want you
to lean the error of yours beforeit's too late.

Pogo: Vroom! Vroom!

Mr. Potter: | giveup. Go on, the pair of you.

(They ext laughing. MR. POTTER puts a colander on his head and relives his
youth charging roundon an imaginary motorbike).

Mr. Potter: Vroom! Vroom!
(Enter MRS. BRATTIGAN).

Mrs. Brattigan: Mr. Potter | believe?

Mr. Potter: (Brakessharply). That'sme. (Removes colander). Codand chipsis
it? Or I'vegat alovely bit of rock salmon.

Mrs. Brattigan: Brattigan's the name. Petula Brattigan.

Mr. Potter: Eric Potter.

Mrs. Brattigan: 1'm opening anew hedth clubright next doar.

Mr. Potter: | know. Used to be Mr. Hussin's Supermart.

Mrs. Brattigan: Something like that.

Mr. Potter: Open all hous. Very convenient. We al missit roundhere.

Mrs. Brattigan: Sport and hedth - that's where the money isthese days.

Mr. Potter: Andwhat about Mr. Hussein - how will he suppat hisfamily now?

Mrs. Brattigan: That's hardly my problem.

Mr. Potter: | can't understand why he left so suddenly. The shopwas doing well
and he was happy here.

Mrs. Brattigan: He recognised a goodoffer when he saw one.

Mr. Potter: A goodoffer? | hea the Hussins are living in a bedsit with barely
enoughmoney to pay the rent never mind start a new business
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Mrs. Brattigan: | haven't come here to talk abou Mr. Husein. As | said, he
acceted my offer and that's that. 1'm hoping you will do the same. | want
to open asportsshop. (Shelooksaround. Right here.

Mr. Potter: Not so fast, Mrs. Brattigan. 1'm not selling. Potter's Plaiceis my life.

Mrs. Brattigan: That's what Mr. Hussein said. And Mr. Jones with his filthy
little garage. They all say that - at first.

Mr. Potter: | won't change my mind.

Mrs. Brattigan: Thisismy offer. (Hands hima document).

Mr. Potter: What? It's an insult!

Mrs. Brattigan: What doyou exped? It'sabuyer's market. (MR. POTTERtears
the paper in half andhandsit back). That's your answer isit?

Mr. Potter: Me and my wife bough this placejust after we got married. You
could skate on the grease on the floor. The fryer was so rusty the chips
tasted like girders. Weripped out the ot and started again. Now look at it -
the cleanest chippie in Rotherby. Sit down fish suppers or high speed
takeaway, at prices people can adually afford. When she died | though
abou givingit up, but I've lived in Rotherby all my life, and I've built up a
name for quality and value. | couldn't throw all that away. AndI've my son
to think of. It's a strugde to keep going but we manage. |I'm standing my
ground This is Potter's Plaice. It'll never be a branch of the Brattigan
Empire.

Mrs. Brattigan: (Pause). | see I'll put it very simply so you'll understand. I'm
going to get you out of here, Mr. Potter. | want these premises. And |
aways get what | want. (Pause). Always.

(MRS, BRATTIGAN exts).

Mr. Potter: Oh hed. What have | dore now?

(MR. POTTERexts alongwith courter).

11. THE ROTHERBY ROCKETS run on charting in American army style.
POGO trails on behind, a baseball cap pulled well down. He stands aside
watching the practice with intense interest.

All: Rotherby Rockets are keen and mean
The best offenceyou've ever seen
Defence always stands its ground
Rockets fly faster than the speed of sound
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(Enter COACH KARLSSON).

Coach: We're playing a big match tomorrow not the first round of the Over
Sixties Ludo Competition. Get those bodesworking. | want applicaion....

All: Yougat it!
Coach: | want perspiration.....
All: Yougat it!

Coach: Andmost of all - | want inspiration!
All: (Cheeas andwhistles).
Coach: Offensiveline- T formation.

(Theyhurry into their offensive pasitions).

Coach: Where's Brat? (Theylook aroundand shrug their shouders). Thisain't
the first time he's been late. What's that son of a gun playing at? | dont
ned this hasde. Now | goatta find somebodyelse at quarterbadk.

(POGOrushesinto position at quarterback).

Coach: Hell, my stomach fedslikeit'sfull of vinegar. (Gulps medicine).
Pogo: Down, set. Hut! Hut! Hut!

(Enter BRAT).

Brat: What's going on? (BRAT pushes POGO out of the way). I'm the starting
quarterbadk of the Rotherby Rockets, not you, scumbag. Red 52. Down,
set. Hut! Hut! Hut!

(COACH blows hiswhistle).

Coach: Goodto have the pleasure of your company, Brat.

Brat: | suppceit is.

Coach: Don't get lippy with me, boy.

Brat: | had to go shoppng with my Mum. Like my trainers? They only cost
£20Q But I'm here now so let's get onwith it.

Coach: Youmissd the warm-up.

Brat: Who cares?

Coach: | do, if it means my starting quarterbadk pulls the musclesin his throwing
arm the day before a big match, which, if we win, will put us secondin the
league table, right behind the Stedbridge Serpents.
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Brat: I'm the only quarterbadk youve got. And | say | dont need a warm-up.
What are you goingto do about it?

Coach: Don't push metoofar, son.

Brat: I'm not your son, old man.

Coach: Youcdl me Coadch. Show alittl e resped aroundhere.

Brat: Resped? For some old has-been? The Green Bay Padkers? How dowe
even know you played for them anyway? Y ou could have stolen that ring.

(COACH KARLSSON grabs BRAT).

Coach: Whyyoulittle....

Brat: Mindthefabric, old man, it was expensive. (He pullsfree.

Coach: Youreout of the tean, Brat!

Brat: Fine by me. But dorit think I'm finished. | was gaingto tell you this after
the match tomorrow but you've asked for it - I've had an offer from the
Stedbridge Serpents. (Shaked reaction from COACH and PLAYERS).
Y edh, the Serpents - best team in the league, favourites for the titl e.

Coach: Take your fancy sneakers and pricey clothes and hightail outa here!

J.J.: Brat! Youcan'tdothis!

Brat: I'm sick of this small-town outfit. I'm ready for the big time. I'll put in a
good word for you, JJ. - they need a decent kicker. You could be a
Serpent like me.

J.J.; A snakeinthegrass youmean? I'm a Rocket and proudof it.

Brat: Hey, J.J., dont get mad. We're till atwosome, aren't we?

J.J.; | dont know what | ever saw in you, Brat! (She turnsfrom him).

Brat: Scumbagsall of youl (Exits).

Pogo: Coach Karlson? (He pulls off his baseball cap).

Coach: What isit? PogoPotter? What are you doing here?

Pogo: Lookslike you need anew quarterbad ....

Coach: Listen, | wouldn't have youin my team if you could throw a hunded yard
touchdown pass | told you. | got notime for thieves. Out of my way, | got
work to do. Dezz/ - I'm putting you in at quarterbadk. Youll be weaing
the number 12 shirt this Sunday. Don't let me down.

Dezzy: | won't, Coach!

Coach: Hedk my insides are starting to burn like | swallowed a fireaqader.
Come on kids, we gotta revise the whole game plan!

(Theyall exit except POGO).
Pogo: (To audence).Why am | wasting my time? Brat stole that ring yet I'm the
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onewhotakestherap. All right. I'll show them. I'll show them all.

(Exits).

END OF ACT |
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ACT 11

12. (MR. POTTER and MISSUMPLEBY enter from oppdsite sides of the stage
pushing supermarket trolleys or carrying wire baskets. They mime seleding
things from shelves, represented by the bench facing end on. They turn a
corner andbump into each other).

Miss Umpleby: Hello, Mr. Potter.

Mr. Potter: MissUmpleby.

Miss Umpleby: How's business?

Mr. Potter: (Dejeded). Could be better.

(Pause).

Miss Umpleby: I'm glad we've bumped into ead other. | wanted aword.

Mr. Potter: What's Pogobeen upto thistime?

Miss Umpleby: Nothing.

Mr. Potter: (Relieveld). That's good

Miss Umpleby: No - | mean he literaly does nothing. For the last week or two
he's shown nointerest in anything - not hiswork or his friends or even that
wretched American football.

Mr. Potter: Now you mentionit, he has been a bit off lately. I've had alot on my
mind or I'd have noticed soorer.

Miss Umpleby: I'm hopingit'sjust a stage he's going through

Mr. Potter: That'll beit. We all gothroughstages. Youll never guesswhat | got
uptowhen | wasalad.

(Theyexit, MR. POTTER muttering"Vroom! Vroom!" astheygo).

13. Youth Centre. Enter DEZZYandJ.J.

Dezzy: Goodgame.

J.J.. Gred gameyou mean.

Dezzy: WEell show Brat Brattigan we can doit withou him.

J.J.: You're amuch better quarterbadk than he ever was.

Dezzy: Thanks, J.J. But I'd still rather be at wide recaver. (Mimes recaving the
ball, running on the spot and scoring a touchdown). Your field goal, J.J.,
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that was something else.
J.J.: Andit wonthe match! (Mimesfield god). It's nealy the end of the season.
Dezzy: | can't believe we've come this far.
J.J.: Secondintheleayue, one match to play.

(POGOenters carrying drinks).

Dezzy: Hi, Pogo. Haven't seen you down here for ages.

Pogo: Large cokesall round

J.J.: Youwonthe lottery or something?

Pogo: | had some money coming to me. Why shoudn't | share my goodfortune
with my friends?

Dezzy: Let'scal it acdebration.

Pogo: Sure. What are we cdebrating? (DEZZY and J.J. look at each other
increduloudly).

Dezzy: Wewontoday.

Pogo: Yeeh? | didn't know. | dont bother with American football anymore.

Dezzy: Areyoucrazy? Youdonit redise what this means?

Pogo: Nope.

J.J.: We'rejust one paint behind Stedbridge Serpents.

Dezzy: We play them on Sunday ....

J.J.: Thededder ....

Dezzy: The show-down ....

Both: Head to hea!

Dezzy: Don't yousee my friend, if wewin we'll be the champions!

(POGO gets up abruptly and exts.  J.J. and DEZZY shrug their shouders then
ext alongwith jukebox).

14. Enter MR. POTTERas TOWN CRIER

Mr. Potter: OyeZ OyeZ Here is the Rotherby news. The Rotherby Rockets
make a bid for the championship of the Junior American Football League.
They med the favourites, the Stedbridge Serpents, next Sunday for what
promises to be the most hotly-fough match of the seasson.  OyeZ OyeZ
Would Pogo Potter who hasn't been seen at home for more than five minutes
at atime, please report to base for clean socks. OyeZ OyeZ The Ladies
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Knitting Circle will be holding a spelli ng beeto raise money for the ded ....
(Enter MRS. BRATTIGAN)

Mrs. Brattigan: Moorighting| seg Mr. Potter? Isn't the cafe doing very well ?
Mr. Potter: | seethisjobasan honou, aprivilege. | dorit doit for the money.
Mrs. Brattigan: (Horrified). They donit pay you?

Mr. Potter: 50pandayard of ale.

Mrs. Brattigan: (Laugts). Well | hopeyoucan liveonit. Youll soonhaveto.

Mr. Potter: I'm nat selling, Mrs. Brattigan. |'ve got roats here and they go deep.
I'll stand my groundand there's an endto it.

Mrs. Brattigan: On the contrary, thisis just the beginning. | offered you a fair
price

Mr. Potter: Lessthan half what it's worth!

Mrs. Brattigan: I'm abusinessvoman. | drive a hard bargain.

Mr. Potter: Youwon't get my shopfor abargain price so look elsewhere.

Mrs. Brattigan: It's Potter's Plaice | want. Like | told you, | aways get what |
want. (Pause). Andwhen stubban people like you stand in my way they
livetoregretit. (MRS, BRATTIGAN exts).

Mr. Potter: You dont frighten me!  (Rings his bell with extra force). OyeZ
OyeZ The Ded Lady Bees are halding a Knitting Circle to raise money for
spells! OyeZ OyeZ (Exits).

15. Potter's Plaice. Pogo enters, looks furtively round opens the till and stuffs
some notes in his jacke pockd. He jumps in alarm on hearing MR.
POTTERcomein.

Mr. Potter: Atlast! I've been looking for you all over. Sit down Pogo, | want to
talk to you.

Pogo: I've changed my socks.

Mr. Potter: Never mind your socks, Pogo. This is important. (Sghs). | dont
know, you spend al your life working hard to keep your family, then greedy
fly-by-nights think they can take it all away from youjust like that.

Pogo: (Guilty, thinking he's referring to the stolen money). I'm sorry Dad. I'll try
toexplain ....

Mr. Potter: It's that Petula Brattigan. She wants this place and she wants it
cheg. Now she's started threaening me.
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Pogo: Y ouve been watching too many thrill ers, Dad.

Mr. Potter: I'mwarningyouto be careful.

Pogo: What's going to happen to me? Y ou think Petula Brattigan's going to send a
gang of heavies to duff me up? No worries. (Mock American accant).
Don't try anything you guys. You could find I'm too hat to hande. (Mimes
ferocious karate kicks and chogs).

Mr. Potter: Take something seriously for oncein your life!

Pogo: All right, Dad. I'll be careful. | promise. (Exiting).

Mr. Potter: Where are you going?

Pogo: Thereandbadk. Seeyou. (Exits).

Mr. Potter: Remember, keg a sharp lookou! (Sghs). | never seem to know
what he's up to these days.

(Enter J.J.).

J.J.: I've dorethe chips.

Mr. Potter: Thanks J.J. I'll just nip out for a paper before we open up. Mind
you, trade's been that bad lately | sometimes wonder if it'sworth it.

J.J.. It'sever sincethat Hedth and FitnessCentre opened next doar.

(MR. POTTERIooks at the takings and scratches his head).

Mr. Potter: | didnt think businesswas that bad.

J.J.. Areyoudl right?

Mr. Potter: Yes. 'Course | am. Forget the paper. Time's getting on. Let's go
and batter some fish.

(MR. POTTER and J.J. ext).

16. MRS BRATTIGAN'Scar. Front of stage.

Mrs. Brattigan: That Mr. Potter at the fish and chip shop - he's proving a littl e
difficult. One of the awkward squad. I've been patient longenough Time
for alittle more .... presaure.

Brat: Maybel can help?

Mrs. Brattigan: Thereis something you can do.
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Brat: What'sit worth?
Mrs. Brattigan: A bonwsof ....say ....£500?
Brat: Youreon.

(POGOenters).

Brat: Lookwhoscoming - the Karate Kid. Seethat pudde ahead? Swerveinto
it when | tell you! Now!

(When POGOis levé with the car he rears back having been splashed).
Brat: Andthat'snat all you've got coming to you, scumbag!
(They exit to the soundof squealing tyres).

Pogo: (Wiping down his clothes). Isthat the best you can do, Brattigan and Son?
A dirty pudde? | dorit know what Dad was worrying abou. (Takes money
from his jacke pockd). At least the money kept dry. | fancy a slap-up
supper. (Sady). But | wish | had someone to spend it with. J.J. perhaps?
She's nat going out with Brat any more. (Remembers). But she's either
working all hous at Potter's Plaice or at footbal pradice American
football - what adumb game! (Charts scornfully). "Ooo-ah Joe Montana,
| said oooah Joe Montana." Who cares? (Pause, then he mimes in a
dreamlike way). The quarterbadk arcs the ball throughthe air. The wide
recaver readies up, caches it with one hand, as easy as taking an apple
from atree Liquid poetry. (Snaps out of his trance). Who am | kidding?
Wise up, Pogo Potter. Coach Karlsson said youd never make the team.
O.K. I've got the message loud and clea. Not wanted on voyage. Surplus
to requirements. As welcome as a grea white shark in a swimming pod.
(Counts the money). If you're branded as a thief you might as well be one.
Kentucky Fried Chickenthen - awhole bucketful, all to myself. (Exits).

17. Potter'sPlaice. MR. POTTERandJ.J. but no customers.

Mr. Potter: | hope we donit get too many nights like this one.
J.J.: Not one of our regulars al evening. Anyone would think they'd been scared
off.
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Mr. Potter: Scared off? (Worried). Let'sthrow in the towel for tonight. I'll start
cashingup. That won't take long

J.J.: shal | doit whileyouclean the fryer?

Mr. Potter: (Hesitant). No, J.J. Leaveit to me. You....you get off home.

J.J.. Areyousure?

Mr. Potter: And mindhow you go.

J.J.. Goodright, Mr. Potter. (J.J. exts).

Mr. Potter: (Lookingat watch). Pogdslate. | hope he'sall right.

(He clears thettill, turns the lights down, yawns with exhaustion and exits. POGO
comes in, takes the moneyfrom his pocke and counsit).

Pogo: Nealy enoughfor some new trainers. Good ones, like Brat weas. Why
shoddn't I? | dont need to save up for a Rockets Kit.

Mr. Potter: (Off). Isthat you, Poga?

Pogo: I'm just comingup.

Mr. Potter: Abou time. It'snealy midnight.

Pogo: Goodright, Dad.

Mr. Potter: Goodright, son. Sleep well.

(POGOsits down and driftsinto slegp.  Stark back lighting to indicate the dream
sequence. MR. POTTERIn his apron and MRS BRATTIGAN in her power
suit enter wearing football helmets. They face each other, spit on their
hands and crouch at the line of scrimmage like oppasing linemen.  Against
muffled surreal roars from the crowd they clash in a stylised slow-motion
tackie, locked in combat).

Pogo: (Murmuringin hissleg). Block her Dad, donit give way, dorit let her sted
any yardage ....

(MRS. BRATTIGAN powers past MR. POTTER leaving him reding. He lunges
after her. Theyext).

Pogo: She'sgoing for the interception - stopher! Stop her! (Wakes up). What's
that smell? The fryer must have caught light - (He darts abou checkng).
No, nathing. (Sriffs). It'sstrong like petrol. Dad! Dad! Wake up!

(He grabs the Town Crier bell from the courter and rings it deafeningy. MR
POTTER enters half-asleq).
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Mr. Potter: What'sgoingon? Pogo....

Pogo: | can smell petrol - (Roar of flamesin distance POGOrrings the bell)
Fire! Firel

Mr. Potter: No, no, not Potter's Plaicel She warned me! She said I'd live to
regretit ....

Pogo: Leaveeverything, Dad! Let's get out of here!

(Exit alongwith counter).

18. Mrs. Brattigan: (On mobile phore). Isthat Cardew, Cardew and Botwright?
Can | spe&k to Mr. Botwright plesse? (Pause). Good morning. Petula
Brattigan of Brattigan Properties. I'm abou to purchase the premises for my
new sports shop - what? At the moment it's a fish and chip shop, the one
on the High Stred. Going rapidly downhill I'm afraid. The owner will be
very keen to sell, I'm certain of it. That's right. Just to say I'd like you to
draw up al the usual legal documents. | exped to close the ded in aday or
two. Andyou know me - once l've made up my mind abou something |
dorit like to waste time.

(She ends conversation and puts phore away. BRAT enters).

Mrs. Brattigan: Well?

Brat: No problem. All those oil cans and cardbaoard boxes in their badk yard -
they went up like aroman candle.

Mrs. Brattigan: Good Just a frightener this time. It usually does the trick.
(Exiting).

Brat: Haven't you forgotten something?

Mrs. Brattigan: Oh that. (She peds off notes from her wallet. BRAT takes the
money and kises it). You're atrue Brattigan. Mummy's littl e baby-waby-
waby.

(Shetickles him. Theyext with BRAT trying to fend her off)
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19. POTTERSBackyard. Enter POGOandMR. POTTER carrying a broom.

Mr. Potter: (Looking round. At least the damage is just to the badk yard. At
first | though we'd lost the whole shop. What a mess Thank God your
mother's not here to seethis.

Pogo: WEell soonhaveit cleaned up. (Swveeps). What did the police say?

Mr. Potter: Arson.

Pogo: Didyoutell them abou ....?

Mr. Potter: Mrs. Petula Brattigan? How could I? Wha'd take the word of Eric
Potter, ex Hell's Angel, against the word of a woman who owns half of
Rotherby?

Pogo: She can't get away with this. It's not fair.

Mr. Potter: Nothingsfair in thisworld, Pogo, asyoull haveto lean.

Pogo: (Quietly). | have aready. Youre not goingto sell the cafe are you?

Mr. Potter: | dont know.

Pogo: We must be able to stop Mrs. Brattigan somehow - she can't just invade
our territory like this.

Mr. Potter: That's how theworld is, Pogo.

Pogo: | was having a dream last night, just before all this happened. You were
weaingahelmet ....

Mr. Potter: With askull and crosshores| suppase?

Pogo: An American football helmet.

Mr. Potter: | must have looked aright idiot!

Pogo: But even odder than that - there was Petula Brattigan weaing a helmet
too, and the pair of you charged ead other like oppasing tadkles. But she
slipped your grasp. She made twenty yards, the touchline within spitting
distance....

Mr. Potter: Never mind dreams, Pogo. We've gat ared messto clea up.

Pogo: Don't you get it? All this - it's just like a foaotball match. She's
encroached on our half of the gridiron. If we donit stop her, she'll win.

Mr. Potter: | dont seehow we CAN stop her.

Pogo: We change our game plan. We look in the playbook and choose ancther
option - there are hundeds of plays to choose from. Leave it to the
quarterbad.

Mr. Potter: Youve gat alot to lean. Which reminds me, it's time you were at
schod. Yourelatearealy. I'll finishthis. Off yougo.

(POGOexts).

Mr. Potter: Thoughl'm beginning to woncer if there's any point.
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(MR. POTTER sweeps and exts).
20. Classmom. DEZZY, J.J.,andBRAT rush inin hyped up mood

Brat: | hopeyoulot are realy for the biggest thrashing of your lives. Stedbridge
Serpents will walk away with the title.

Dezzy: Could bedifficult - serpents dorit have legs.

J.J.: They won't be playing arunnng game then.

Dezzy + J.J.: Rockets! Rockets!

Brat: (Charts). Stedbridge Serpents arethe best .... (Enter MISSUMPLEBY).

Miss Umpleby: It hasn't escgped my natice that there's an important game on
Sunday. How could it when | recaved this message from Mr. Karlsoon?
(Reads). "Rockets to leave ealy on Friday afternoon for vital pre-match
hudde."

(DEZZYandJ.J. leap up while BRAT sneea's at them).
Miss Umpleby: However there is no question of that.

Miss Umpleby: (Theysit down. BRAT cheas). We have our one-minute talks to
do. Thetopic | set youwas 'The Best Day of my Life. Desmond you can
start.

Dezzy: (Sands up and sets his watch). The best day of my life was when Coach
Karlsson picked me for the Rotherby Rockets. Sincethen American football
has been ....

Miss Umpleby: Thank you Desmond

Dezzy: But I've only done 7 semnds ...

Miss Umpleby: Sit down. (Pause). Joanna Jones?

J.J.: (Sands). The best day of MY life was scoring the winning field goal in the
game against Newtown Newts, adistanceof 43yards....

Miss Umpleby: EnougH Brian Brattigan, it's your turn.

Brat: (Remains slouched in his seat). That's easy. The best day of my lifeis
gonra be when the Stedbridge Serpents thrash the Rotherby Rockets this
Sunday afternoon....

(Comnmotionas J.J. and DEZZY argue with BRAT).
Miss Umpleby: Silencel (Pause). Pogo. Where's Poga?
J.J.: Haven't seen him all day, MissUmpleby.
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(Heavy pause).

Miss Umpleby: There's an old saying - "If you can't bea them, give up". What
more can | do? Except to wish you goodluck. All those invalved in the
match can go.

(They all rush out. MISSUMPLEBY picks up a discarded American football
magazine, mimes a few moves and cheeleader steps, then exts reading it
with great interest. Blackboard andbench off).

21. Sred. Enter POGOand YUSUF.

Pogo: Youoverhead them talking?

Yusuf: Shouing more like.

Pogo: What did Mrs. Brattigan say?

Yusuf: | head her threaen to burn down the shop.
Pogo: She knew you lived upstairs?

Yusuf: Yes.

(BRAT enters andsedng POGO and YUSUF draws backinto the shadaws).

Yusuf: How could my father risk the lives of all of us? She banged the doar as
she left. | head the tyres of her car screed as she drove away. Next
morning Dad says we must sell up and go. He wants to open ancther shop
but he hasn't got the capital. She must have paid next to nothing for the
Supermart.

Pogo: And now it's a Fitness Centre making money hand over fist. Mrs.
Brattigan's trying the same trick with Potter's Plaice

Yusuf: That'sterrible.

Pogo: I'm goingto stop her but | need your help.

Yusuf: What can | do?

Pogo: Persuade your father to talk to the police

Yusuf: He'stoofrightened of Mrs. Brattigan, of what she'll dotous....

Pogo: Look what she's dore to you already! She's got to be stopped. (POGO
shows phao). Tell him to think abou my Mum, how hard she worked to
make the chippie asuccess

Yusuf: I'll tell him. I'll make him understand. (YUSUF exts. POGO makes
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notes).
Brat: (To himself). Mum would like to hear about THAT.

(Exits. Enter DEZZY).

Dezzy: Pogd? Where have you been al day?

Pogo: Thinking. Planning.

Dezzy: You missed the one-minute talks at schod. MissUmpleby went crazy. |
started telli ng her about how | was picked for the Rotherby Rockets and ...

Pogo: There are more important thingsin life than American football.

Dezzy: (Shaked). If you redly believe that how come you wea that jadet all
the time? Anyone would think it was superglued on.

Pogo: (Peds off hisjackd). Here, youcan haveit.

Dezzy: No way, that was your birthday present.

Pogo: Takeit. I've got other thingsonmy mind. (DEZZY putsit on).

Dezzy: Youcan have my bandanain exchange, no argument all right?

(Enter J.J. crying).

Dezzy: J.J. - what'sup?

J.J.: I'velost my job!

Dezzy: Youmean - Potter's Plaiceis closing down?

J.J.: No! Mr. Potter saysthere's been alot of money misgng from thetill lately....
Pogo: And Dad thinks youtookit?

J.J.: Hesaid - whoelsecouldit be? (Cries).

Dezzy: | dont believeit.

J.J.: | ned that job. What am | goingto tell my Mum and Dad?

(POGOets at high speed).

J.J.; Itwasn't me, Dezz. I'm not athief.

(MRS. BRATTIGAN enters in her car and drives straight at DEZZY knocking him
down before screediing away. DEZZY cries in pain.  J.J. screams.
POGOrushes on).

Pogo: Dezz!

J.J.. Thiscar - it camestraight at us - it must have mourted the pavement ....

Pogo: Hitandrun....
Dezzy: The whed went over my arm. | head the bore crac.
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Pogo: Let'sget youto hospital. (Helpshimup). My jacket ....

Dezzy: I'm sorry, it's ruined.

Pogo: No, Dezz. | mean they though it was ME.

J.J.: But whodwant torunyouover? (DEZZYcriesinagory).

Pogo: The hospital's not far. Can youwalk O.K.?

Dezzy: (Nearly in tears). Yedh, but Pogg, it's my throwing arm. What abou the

match on Sunday?

Pogo: It's goingto be all right, Dezz. | promise. Just ancther slight change of

game plan.

(Theyext).

22.

Enter MR. POTTERas TOWN CRIER

Mr. Potter: OyeZ OyeZ Here is the Rotherby news. The event of the yea,

23.

acording to Mr. Bud Karlson, takes place this afternoon  The
championship dedder, a heal to heal clash between the Stedbridge
Serpents and our very own Rotherby Rockets. OyeZ OyeZ Calling Pogo
Potter! Calling Pogo Potter! Are you recaving me? (EXits ringing his
bell).

Enter POGO. He stands centre stage in Rockds kit. He has black stripes
under his eyes. He carefully ties Dezz/'s bandanaroundhis neck Heturns
round He is wearing the number 12 shirt. J..J. and the other PLAYERS
join him. Enter COACH KARLSSON. The PLAYERS kned on one kneeas
theylisten to him.

Coach: We've got a mourtain to climb today. But the only way to get to the top

of the mountain is to start at the bottom of the valley. Remember, David
defeaed Goliath with one acarate throw. Dezzy, I'm courting onyou.

Pogo: Yescoadh.
Coach: We're one tean, one family. Whatever happens this afternoon we play

with pride. Welll take whatever they dish out and stand our ground solid in
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defence, swiftinour attadk. J.J. - | need those extra points.
J.J.: Youvegoat them, coadch.
Coach: Areyourealy?
All: Ready! 10,9,8,7,6,5, 4, 3,2,1 - Blast off!

(The PLAYERS go into a hudde. Enter MRS BRATTIGAN, dresed as a
Sedbridge cheeleader, with BRAT and other SERPENTS They do
aggesdve warmup execises while MRS, BRATTIGAN urges the
chealeaders on. SERPENTS go into a hudde. Enter MR. POTTER and
MISSUMPLERBY).

Miss Umpleby: Mr. Potter. Pogonat here?
Mr. Potter: | dont know where he's gat to. | never do. | though I'd come and
seewhat all the fussis abou.

(The roar of the CROWD. The two teams line up, either face to face or the
SERPENTS facing front and the ROCKETS facing the back of the stage in a
singleline. The REFEREEcomes on, dressd in striped black and white top
and white cap. He stands facing front between the two teams. MR
POTTER and MISSUMPLEBY stand together and watch the action. MRS,
BRATTIGAN grabs a First Quarter sign from the wings and parades it
across the stage, before handng it into the wings and rejoining the
Cheeleaders. The PLAYERScrouch at the line of scrimmage. The naise of
the CROWD rises and fall s as the game progresses. The REFEREEblows
his whistle to start the match. J.J. stands upright and mimes the kick off;
SERPENT stands, mimes catching it and running furiously on the spat, runs
it back into the end zone for a touchdown. The CROWD erupts. Plenty of
reaction fromall participarts).

Miss Umpleby: It'sredly quite excitingisn't it?

Mr. Potter: Youreright. Eventhoughl've noideawhat's going on.

Miss Umpleby: Stedbridge have just scored.

Referee: (Sgnds). Touchdown!

Miss Umpleby: And they've just kicked the extra point. That's 7-nothing to
Stedbridge.

Mr. Potter: Sounds bad.

Miss Umpleby: There's plenty of timeto go yet.

(She peds off her coat to reveal a Rotherby Rockes cheeleader outfit. MISS
UMPLEBY grabs the Second Quarter sign from MRS. BRATTIGAN and
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crosses the stage with it then hands it into the wings. Ske rejoins MR.
POTTER POGOcrouchesin quarterback paosition).

Pogo: Down, set. Hut! Hut! (He looks wildly aroundfor someone to passit to).
Miss Umpleby: Passit, Dezzy, passit before you get sacked.

(POGO passs long and high; SERPENT stretches out to tackle him.  J.J. standk,
catches the ball andruns onthe spat).

MissUmpleby: Yeah - straight asan arrow. Passcompleted!
Referee: (Sgnds). Touchdown!
Mr. Potter: Go forit J.J.

(J.J. kicks. CROWD groars).

Referee: (Signds). Missd kick. (COACH KARLSSON signds from sideline).
Time out!

(The TEAMS go into two huddes. The REFEREEwaits, checls his watch. MR.
POTTER and MISSUMPLEBY look at the American football magazine with
growing enthusiasm).

Coach: They're good they're very good That means we gotta be better. Right
now we're losing it on the line. Dezz, | never seen you play so well but
cod it, youre worrying abou every damn thing on the field. Let your
offensive linemen do their job and you do yours. J.J. you missed the extra
point but just put it behind you, look up to the top of that mourtain ‘cos
that's where we're heading.  7-6 to them with three minutes to half-time.
We're till intherefighting. O.K. let'sgo!

(Thelinereforms. SERPENT leaps up for the ball but fumblesit).

Referee: (Sgnds). Incomplete pass Seconddown and ten.

(BRAT catches the ball, runs onthe spat).

Referee: (Sgnds). Touchdown!

(He blows his whistle for half-time. The two TEAMS go into exhausted huddes,
wipe themselves with towels, take swigs of water etc. MISSUMPLEBY and
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MRS. BRATTIGAN entertain the CROWDS with their Cheeleader routines,
each trying to outdo the other).

Coach: Youre letting it slide away, too many fumbles, too many yards handed
over for free This ain't a matter of life and deah. It's much more
important.

(MRS, BRATTIGAN colleds Third Quarter sign, parades it acrossthe stage and
handsit in at thewings. The line reforms, the two teams facing the oppasite
way - ROCKETS facing front, SERPENTS facing back, or in two rows
facing each other. At the snap BRAT throws a vicious purch just as POGO
isabou to pass POGOfolds up andcollapses. The CROWD roars. MRS,
BRATTIGAN leaps up).

Mrs. Brattigan: Go on, Brian, hit him again!
Referee: (Sgnds). Personal foul! Defence - Number 60. Fifteen yard penalty!

(ROCKETSgointo a brief hudde to discusstactics).

Mrs. Brattigan: How many times have | told you, dont get caught! (She hits
BRAT with her pom-pom).

Brat: Get off!

Mrs. Brattigan: Isn't that Mr. Potter over there?

Brat: Why isn't he at the hospital looking after scumbag?

Mrs. Brattigan: Who cares? No doult he'll creep over later and finally accept
my offer. They aways do.

(The line reforms. MISSUMPLEBY takes Final Quarter sign from the wings and
crossesthe stage. She stands anxiously with MR. POTTER).

Mr. Potter: Isthere any hope?

Miss Umpleby: 25-18 with very littl e time left onthe clock - it'satall order I'm
afraid.

Mr. Potter: Dezz/'s having agoodgame though
Miss Umpleby: Yeshe's playing brilli antly.

(POGOrecaves the ball andhadlds it steady on the ground J.J. scores a perfed
field god).

Referee: (Sgnds). Field goal!
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Miss Umpleby: Well doreJ.J. What akick. 25-21. Thegap isclosing!

Pogo: (To histeam). Third down and five. We HAVE to score thistime. The
semnds are ticking away. This will be the last play of the match. Red 37.
Split formation on two.

J.J.: | read you.

(The stage darkens. The CROWD is quiet with expedation. If the teams have
formed a single line they now swing round end on to face each other.
REFEREEruns throughthe midde of the line checking their paositions then
stands at the back BRAT and POGO face up to each other in a hostile
manrer - thefina confrontation - then crouch).

Pogo: Down, set. Hut! Hut!

(In slow motion POGO recaves the ball, fakes a pass jinks around BRAT who
attempts to sack him. But POGO fends off the attack, pushes him over and
runs into the end zone himself. The roars are deafening. The REFEREE
signds a touchdown. The whistle blows for the end of the match.
SERPENTS exit. JJ. is congatulated by MR. POTTER and MISS
UMPLEBY. POGO stands over BRAT who lies sprawling on the ground.

Brat: I'll get youfor that, Dezz.

(POGO pull s off his helmet).

Brat: Pogo .... but | though .... (COACH KARLSSON purches the air with
delight).

Coach: 28-25to usinthefinal seoonds. You sure cut it mighty fine, Dezz. You
had my stomach going there like I'd swallowed alive fish.

(POGOturns, stoppng COACH KARLSSON in histracks).

Coach: PogoPotter? Am | seengthings?

Pogo: Tell him, Brat. Tell him abou thering.

Brat: Tell himwhat? Heknowsyoutried to sted it.

(POGO utters some blood-curdling oriental cries and takes up a martial arts
stance BRAT looks terrified).

Brat: All right, al right. | tookthering. | put it in Pogds pocket so youd throw
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him out of the team.
Coach: AndI've been blaming Pogoall thistime?

(Enter MRS, BRATTIGAN).

Mrs. Brattigan: Pogo? (Confused). What the ....what a marvell ous recovery!
Pogo: It wasn't me you ran over, Mrs. Brattigan.
Mrs. Brattigan: (Annoyed). It wasn't?

(Enter DEZZYwith hisarminasling. He gives POGOfivewith his goodhand.

Dezzy: Fantastic.

Coach: Dezz? Hey, what happened to your arm? Hold onhere - I'm as mixed
up as a rattlesnake cocktail. | gotta get this straight - Pogo played
quarterbadk the whole game?

Pogo: Yep. Couldnt let the Rockets down. Not after Mrs. Brattigan's car
knocked Dezzy over and nealy kill ed him.

Mrs. Brattigan: That'sslander. Why shoud | do such athing?

Pogo: Because you knew | had evidence.

Mrs. Brattigan: Of what?

Pogo: Fraud. Arson. Obtaining money with menaces. I've spoken to everyone
whose property you've bough up in the last six months. Andit's all on this
tape. Mr. Hussein, J.J.'s Dad, all of them.

J.J.; (Furious). Soit WAS Mrs. Brattigan who bough my Dad's garage?

Pogo: Petrol's highly inflammable and your Dad had hundeds of gallons stored
underground

J.J.; | can't believe |l ever liked you, Brat Brattigan.

Mr. Potter: You started afire in our badkyard. We could have been burnt in our
beds.

Mrs. Brattigan: (Contemptuows). No-one's going to believe littl e people like
you. | shall simply deny everything. But just in case, I'll have that.

(Grabs casstte and makes a run for it alongwith BRAT).

Pogo: (Calls after her). | dropped a copy of the tape into the pdlice station this
morning.

(The BRATTIGANS stop. Theyre held firm by ONLOOKERS despite their
struggdesto get free).

40



Coach: | want to apologise, Pogo. | guessl read you all wrong | want youto be
part of the Rocketsteam - officially. What doyou say?

Pogo: | appredate it, Coach, but me and my Dad, we run a businesstogether. |
haven't been much help up to now so I'm going to be pretty busy evenings
and weekends. I've gaot alot of paying badk to do. Dad, | didn't sted Coach
Karlson'sring, but | did take money from thettill .

Mr. Potter: It wasyou? Not J.J.?

Pogo: Everyone else seamed to get what they wanted by lying and cheaing so |
though I'd have a go. | didn't mean to get you into troule, JJ. | know
what it's like to be acaised of something you didn't do. I'm sorry. Sorry for
everything.

(POGOhangs hishead. MR. POTTERhugs him).

Mr. Potter: Life hasn't been easy for either of us lately. But I'll tell you one
thing, Pogo Potter.

Pogo: What?

Mr. Potter: Your Mum would have been proudto seethe way you played today.
| dont think you shoud giveit up.

Miss Umpleby: | agree

Coach: Sothink again, son. | need aquarterbad like youin my team.

Miss Umpleby: He'sgot red promise. Even | can seethat.

Mr. Potter: Youjoin the team, Pogo.

Pogo: (Delighted). Do youmean it Dad?

Mr. Potter: | wasyoungonceyou know. (He grabs an American football helmet
andputsit on). Vroom! Vroom!

(POGO, DEZZY and J.J. leap abou in cedebration. The BRATTIGANS start
arguing and hitting each other).

All: (Chant).  Rotherby Rockets are keen and mean
The best offenceyou'veeve seen.

Therest can only stand and stare
While Rotherby Rockets fly through the air!

THE END
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