Two Tribes Go To War

Red Rose warriors and Red Dragon warriors stand in line apart grim faces arms behind backs sing with eyes closed heads back mouths gaping holes of gum shielded teeth singing their allegiance their pride their war songs hywl and her majesty thighs necks shoulders hands eyes weapons ready for combat.
In the tiered red seats sits the general black masked grey haired with a daffodil badged in his jacket looking down through spurts of fire to the dark green light green checkboard battleground boundaried and bordered in straight chalk rectangular stain of harp and Guiness tricking the eye.
Red Rose men in white Red Dragon men in red. Prize- fighter forwards and lissomy backs stretch fidget shake heads furrow brows grim faces walking… purposeful walking …. waiting controller in black with whistle waiting ……  waiting….  stretch out in formation eye each other waiting…  waiting out the before battle silence.
Whistle blows.
Run advance into enemy territory thump fall crouch kick chase throw run fall push kick catch kick throw jump catch fall in bunch throw run catch pull him down like a pack of lions on a wildebeest.
Referee in black raises arm blows whistle.
General talks into mic organising his troops on the quiet.
Red Dragon throws into lineout lift him up catch hit crunch. Letters and words flash along from side to side dis- interested onlookers at the edge of engagement.
All combatants foray to the Red Rose end red pack approach line out jump huddle push. What ref? What me? Referee stamps his foot and his authority this is the spot. Come forward young red -shirted kicker sail the ball between the posts run back to centre. Proud.
First blood to the Red Dragons.
Restart tall muscly Red Rose black cap long arms charges the ball down attack defend fall on top clap him on the back good play.
Scrum down scrum up crouch thump up again looks like a red and white crab with too many legs push push heads hands between legs sinews straining shoulders locking like rutting stags. Suddenly Red Roses away passing along a ragged line one taken down referee shrills his whistle arm point accusing the guilty. Penalty to Red Rose.
And so the struggle continues in this echoing theatre. Skirmishes attacks made repelled gains into enemy territory bursts of action charging into bodies heads down battering rams blood sweat panting. Thighs held together with bandages brains taped in. Cold sponge will salve all wounds. On you go your scars are your spurs.
A lull to reform under the posts a short ceasefire but enemy caught unaware. A Red Dragon try! Smiles, back claps. But ref ref we weren’t ready. He’s not listening all’s fair in war. The man in black prances digs his heel in this is the spot I’m telling you. Over the posts it goes converting the try that wasn’t ready.
Back and forth back and forth the ball's slippery throw catch dodge weave forward forward boys over the top another try. But wait…replay replay…wait….wait could it be….? Yes! It is- another try. Red Dragons in front. Fist pump the air cheeky smile remember all’s fair in war.
Scrum like a dance fists grab between grass -stained shorts legs pumping shoulders straining Disney+ Now Streaming beneath tiers of empty seats. Forward boys forward Red Rose try. Broad mouth guarded grin shaved head slapped well done. Ball rests on little stand look…. wait…  look … wait measure distance with eyes …. wait…  kick. He hooks it.
Re-group pressure pressure’s on high ball sucks in players like water down a drain grab him round the middle down him smother until he spills the ball again and again and again scrum turns like a catherine -wheel Guiness looms over furrowed faces gritted teeth effort.
Half time ceasefire it’s too close to call.
Begin again. Kick bounce steal burrow head protect high ball whirlpooling players again big man fancy haircut torpedo head no neck drags pulls let’s have it mine pass along the line tap. There’s a break through the ranks. Try- he’s a Red hare that’s escaped a pack of hounds. Give him a knuckle head rub, quick man hug then convert with a flying kick run back job done. Another knife in Whites’ ribs.
Both sides attack retreat throw between lines of jostling fighters lift him up into the lights tap away catch. Is this the spot ref? Push burrow head down there’s the ball USE IT you shaved headed and bushy bearded warriors. Red Roses bludgeon their way forward but there’s no way through the Red Dragon wall. Pile on pile on frustrate steal the ball back back. No ground made.
And so it progresses over and over the ball eyed with a predator’s gaze pile in pile on somewhere under there’s the ball and heads and limbs tangled muddy grass stained black with Guiness red with battle scars. Grab it stick it under your arm don’t give it up until you carry it where it needs to go fight for its capture. 
Slowly gradually Red Dragons gain ground get the ball where it needs to be more than Red Roses and generals embrace mask to mask. Foot soldiers man- hug and knuckle rub scalps. It’s that kicker again he’s got his eye in good and proper easy this time over it goes for the last score. Ref windmills his arms as the ball is kicked off field. The battle is over. Red Dragons the victors.
Spurts of fire around handshakes well played well played pats arms round shoulders - not too close we are fighters remember. Bring out the shiny plate with ribbons to the victor the spoils and all that.
A Red tunnel for the White defeated hurrah hurrah hurrah battlefield manners learnt on the playing fields of the old schools. War over for another year.

