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Rugby: a game for hooligans, played by gentlemen. Soccer: a game for gentlemen, played by hooligans. American Football: a game of chess, played at high speed requiring a more than working knowledge of Pythagoras angles, at speed and distance.

American Football provides an amazing outlet for young men, and now women, to demonstrate their mental and physical skills at all levels and provides a safe family environment for all ages, sexes and races to enjoy the sport. The joy of this book of poems is that it provides an insight into both the participants and the constituent elements of this complex and satisfying game, from the skills of the players to the coaches, officials and administrators who make the sport a verbal and visual delight and such a colourful pageant. Perhaps even the NFL will forgive the fact that it had to be written by an English poet.

Lance L Cone

Undefeated Head Coach of the London Ravens, 

Britain’s Number One Team (1984 to 1990)

Chairman of the British American Football Association (1987 to 2000)

Winner of two European National Championship titles (1989 and 1991)
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When I was an International Fulbright Scholar living in Williamsburg, Virginia way back in the 1970s, I was actually studying for my MA in English and American literature but I was struck by the beauty and concision of a new language I’d never come across before – that of pro football.  I was surprised nobody had turned it into an art form.  The game astounded me.

In this collection of tribute verses I have tried to capture the punch and precision of its patois without sacrificing simplicity to jargonism. The theme of all the poems is a raid on the inarticulate – the thoughts under pressure of the proverbial ‘dumb jocks’ of the game, many of whom I soon discovered were very far from dumb. 

The verses attempt to express, with humour and sadness, the pain and fear and loneliness and anger of people who are considered by many to be little more than overpaid sides of beef, and incapable of finer feelings.

These are all word portraits of that most proud and unpitied American, the gladiator of our day.

Angela Patmore
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BARING HIS GRIN



The bear trap bit

SNAP

In the pit

SNAP

His knee, you could

Hear his teeth grit.

Grin and bear it!

SNAP

His shoulder 

Coming apart

Don’t blink

They’ll think

You’re gonna quit.

Grin and bear it!

But his eyes got smart

And there was a squeak

In his heart.

Dumb jock, too dumb to speak.

Just a little knock.

Coach nods

Get off the grass.

You see this bench?

It’ll warm your bare

Ass.

Bear

Trappers say 

Of their 

Humane sport

(giving it some thought)

You see that ol’ bear 

GRIN when he gets caught




WON






That win was only one

But that was the one.

The weather-raw, the cynical

Whooped in the corridor

Like kids in school

And no man was old or odd

Man out that day

The shower came down like mountain rain

And washed our numbers down the drain

Loosening losses from the

Cracks between this team

Impacted pain from every joint

Each old complaint from each old seam

Each greasy fumble on the play

The loser’s feeling that you’ll lose

And every burn and every bruise

And everybody’s blues

It washed away

Till forty pairs of eyes looked out

And saw their troubles gone

Now they had won

And they were one

And shone

And seeing the others all brand new

Each man looked up inside his head

And where before he had seen a ceiling

Saw the stars instead.
TIGER BRIGHT

Footstep maker, he would haunt you

Bring you out in a Turkish bath sweat

From that brain race

Th-th-thinking you h-h-heard him everyplace.

What gave that guy his

Collision course force?

What callisthenics did he do

To give off ghosts to go after you?

Well, prior to grinding his cleats in the grass

And whipping your ass like a wild man he

Gave up his guts

In the can

Fear

Is a funny thing.

Voices at helmet-holes whispering

Made him scared as shit

Made him bull through

Mack trucks, brick walls and you

Never knew when he was hurt, it was

Such a relief

To hit, to be hit

It was only beef

Steak he could apply

To his real black eye

The one that made him

Hide in his room

And cry

‘Tyger Tyger burning bright; In the forests of the night

What immortal hand or eye, Could frame thy fearful symmetry?’

One night they found him

Flat against the wall

Standing stark staring

With big Belsen eyes

And asked him what he could see

And he said

Me.

HAZED OUT



Rain

Dorm dead

Bags packed he

Sat on his suitcase

Like some small boy

Studying the rain

Set records rushing.

Now how come it forgot its patterns

In a smear down that ol’ window pane?

What would he tell the folks back home

Who’d delved in pockets

Saying he’d amount to something sure

They’d seen them type of moves before

On Jimmy Brown

On Jimmy Brown

Dad, when you got to camp

There weren’t no praise

You weren’t no king

They put you down

They took your wonderboy

They made him 

Stand in a chair and sing

An’ I ain’t never bin that proud

Runnin’ was all I ever done loud

Now I ain’t beggin’ to come home

I can get a job with the telephone company

He shut his eyes

On the quiet rain

Beating out a window song

Still could have run

Real loud

On third and long




CHEAP SHOT ARTIST

White heat haze

Rose before his eyes

Glare of being burned

On coast-to-coast TV

His face-the-nation blush

Red raw

In glorious technicolour

They all saw, they all saw

And seemed to be pointing straight at him

As he tried to see out of his

Eye-scalding sting, his

Hot canned head

And the field started to swim

And there was this smiling

Smartass with the ball

This overrated scut who could

Wriggle and squirm like a mole

When they showed him a big hole.

Well he’d show him a hole in the head

But as he blew up

The whistle blew him dead.

Cheap shot artist 

They all said

FAMILY MAN

Breaking CURFEW

And crashing out in the parking lot

He hit Coach harder than he knew.

When would the players understand

That Coach was a FAMILY MAN

And didn’t LIKE to clothesline anyone

With a stiff fine or send them reeling with his rhetoric.

Now, they could lose his games

Blow his assignments and sleep through his films

But breaking CURFEW, that made Coach SICK.

Destructive, the players were these days.

Not like when he was young.

Curfew was a Ming vase then

That you could leave in the room with those MEN

And nobody broke it or threw up in it THEN.

It was an ornament of the team

A thing of beauty, a chalice of DISCIPLINE.

Not like today when players used it for...

Well Coach couldn’t even SAY 

What they used it for TODAY.

Why, players were PROUD then to perform

To empty stands most every year.

Nobody got in his
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