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People talk about footballers being "brave". Being "brave" when going in for a tough tackle, defending a goal, sliding along the ground to intercept the ball as it rolls toward an open goal or leaping into the air ahead of someone with eyes on nothing but the ball as it peels through the air.

That's not bravery. 

Bravery is rescuing your army buddies after they've been shot and putting yourself in the line of fire in order to get to them and bring them back to relative safety. Bravery is carrying on after you've been shot, overcoming the pain, as you trudge back to camp, supporting your wounded colleague. Bravery is staying at your post when all about have abandoned theirs, to ensure the barrier or boundary of your station is not overcome. 

Bravery is being a test pilot and flying planes beyond known capabilities. Furthering the science of aircraft and space travel as a result. 

Or running into the path of oncoming traffic to rescue a child that's inadvertently run into the road.

Playing football doesn't require bravery. 

The "performances" of some of the players today beggared belief. For Johnny Miller, a life-long football fan, it was getting beyond a joke. 

It had become an epidemic. Johnny believed the worst of it started a few years back. 

In an article from The Conversation, they referred to a Wall Street Journal article that reported 132 minutes of “writhing time” in just 32 World Cup games. Of 302 separate instances of players appearing to be very seriously hurt, 293 of them were up and playing within seconds. Just nine were actually injured.

The same article went on to note that after around the year 2000, it was almost impossible for players in the top leagues to engage in a legitimate “50-50” scrap for the ball. 

By screaming and hurling themselves onto the ground, players force referees to make decisions where they're not normally needed. Because of the low tolerance for rough play, and increased histrionics, the behaviour is usually rewarded with a free kick, no matter how slight the body contact is.

Trailing 1-0 to Brazil in a 1989 World Cup qualifier, the Chilean goalkeeper fell to the ground after it appeared he'd been struck by a flare that had been thrown onto the field. Rojas was carried off the field holding his bloody head and the match was halted. Video footage later revealed the flare had landed about a metre away from Rojas and that he had used a razor blade hidden in his glove to cut his own head. FIFA awarded Brazil a 2-0 victory and banned Chile from the 1994 World Cup for the incident. Rojas, Chilean coach Orlando Aravena and team doctor Daniel Rodriguez all received lifetime bans, though Rojas had his ban lifted in 2001.

Ronaldo, having had a football kicked against his body, fell down clutching his face in an attempt to solicit a free kick and sending off of the player that had directed the ball at him. In another game, Ronaldo went down screaming and grabbing at his face after another player touched his neck. 

Germany’s Thomas Muller went down holding his face after Pepe had caught him across the neck. When Pepe made the briefest of contacts head-to-head whilst Muller was on the floor, Muller miraculously recovered and stood up to confront his "attacker". 

In friendly matches against Portugal and Turkey, goalkeeper Mouez Hassen feigned injury at sunset, when the Ramadan fast came to an end. This enabled his teammates, whilst he received medical treatment, to rush to the coaching staff to be provided with water and dates to drink and snack on respectively.

During the African Cup of Nations in 2012, Equitorial Guinea midfielder Narcisse Ekanga chipped the ball past a defender and fell to the ground in a match against Senegal. After looking around to see if any penalty was called, Ekanga clutched his leg and began writhing around in pain. 

During the Brazil game, of the 2018 World Cup, Neymar had his foot trodden on, by accident, following a foul. Bafflingly, he stood up and then collapsed in "agony" clutching his head as if he'd been lobotomised without anaesthetic. His exaggerated roly-poly has become the subject of ridicule and there are many viral videos that take the mickey out of his histrionics, with schoolkids in training suddenly dropping to the ground and writing around in "agony" when the coach shouts "Neymar!"

It hasn't been restricted to football. More's the pity. All sports from basketball to tennis had their fair share of fakers. Even Rugby had a notorious incident. In the April 2009 Heineken Cup rugby match, Harlequins winger Tom Williams exited the match with a bloody mouth to get kicker Nick Evans into the game. Williams used fake blood capsules in his mouth as a means to draw the blood. As his mouth was repaired by team doctor, Dr. Wendy Chapman, Williams convinced her to cut his lip to make the incident appear real. 

Williams got caught, because he winked at the bench as he left the field, and it was discovered the Harlequins had done this on several other occasions. For his role in the incident Williams received a one-year ban, later reduced to four months. Harlequins Director of Rugby, Dean Richards, who orchestrated the plot was banned for three years. Physiotherapist Steph Brennan, who supplied the capsule was banned for two years, but later had his ban overturned. For cutting Williams' lip, Doctor Chapman was suspended by the General Medical Council. The team was also fined nearly £260,000.

And now, with the latest fakers in the 2018 World Cup not being taken to task for what he believed was cheating, Johnny had decided enough was enough.

"They should sin-bin them for ten minutes each time they fake it." He told one of the England fans in the pub who was watching England slip six goals past Panama. "Would eradicate it overnight." He told him. The fan nodded his agreement then pointed at his empty pint glass, signalling he was attending the bar when, in actuality, he was just eager to get away from the ranting Johnny.

When he got home, Johnny checked his bank account. He found he had ample funds to afford a flight to Russia and booked one for the next day. He'd heard it was quite easy to come by legitimate tickets for games but getting a hotel room might be somewhat difficult. Given he needed somewhere to execute his plans for the fakers, he rented a small place in the countryside via an accommodation website. It was a little remote but would be perfect for what he had in mind.

He packed his best suit, along with a chauffeur's hat he'd kept from his taxiing days, and two England shirts, along with other necessary clothing for his stay. He didn't want to risk taking the smelling salts, rohypnol and other items he'd need through the airport, figuring he could arrange for those items to be available once he'd arrived in Russia.

He browsed the internet and managed to make an order from one site for everything he'd need and paid the extra for it to be delivered by courier to the address he was renting in Russia. Drained, he shaved and showered and went to bed. 

Johnny woke early and, after ensuring his house was clean and tidy, loaded the suitcase he'd packed the night before into his car before driving to the airport, parking in one of the many over-priced car parks that surrounded the airfield. 

He obtained about £3,000 worth of Russian rubles at the airport's Bureau de Change and settled down to wait for his flight, using his tablet to book an expensive, executive style car with fully tinted windows and full driver controls at Sheremetyevo International airport that serviced Moscow in the time until his gate was called. 

On the flight, Johnny rested and listened to classical music at a volume too loud for most. Within four hours of boarding, he was in Russia. After clearing immigration and customs with no issues, he attended the car rental desk where he picked up the keys to the car he'd utilise for his stay and was directed to the car park. 

He'd determined the drive from the airport to Pomoskovye, a small isolated town outside of Moscow, would take around an hour, maybe two depending on traffic. Johnny took his own satnav from his bag, disengaging the internal one to the car so he couldn't be tracked, and entered the location of his rented accommodation. After a few moments, the device signalled it was ready to start navigating and gave prompts for his next actions.

The drive through the city and out into the countryside passed without incident. Johnny enjoyed the fact that, the farther he travelled, the number of houses became fewer and fewer and the number of people on the streets decreased to the point where, for at least the last twenty miles of his journey, he didn't see a soul. He
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