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         This book is an honest account of football violence and how it has affected my life and the lives of those around me. I will not attempt to glorify or condone the life that I and hundreds of others choose to live. What I hope to achieve by writing this book is to give an honest and candid portrayal of life as a football hooligan from the point of view of my own real life experiences.
         

         I am sick and tired of middle-class academics who believe that they are in a position to comment on the worldwide phenomenon that is football violence. These social workers, politicians and psychologists are the same people who go on ‘team-building’ courses that include white-water rafting, paintball war games and any number of other extreme sports, yet they still feel the need to condemn football hooligans.

         In my view, they are boring, lonely people who are searching for that adrenalin rush and excitement that their safe, uneventful lives are lacking. However hard they try, they will never experience what we get time after time from a good battle at the football. For the purposes of this book, and for fairly obvious reasons, I have changed some of the names and will leave out some events in order to protect the guilty. The people that were involved know who they are and therefore don’t need to see their names in print. Those who asked in advance for a mention will be deliberately left out, as they are most likely the bottle-throwers and window-smashers who never went toe-to-toe in their lives.
         

         My memory may be a little rusty (probably as a result of the amount of blows taken to the head!). Throughout this book, however, I have tried to give as truthful an account as possible of the triumphs, beatings and scams that I have been involved in.
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         There is nothing unusual about the way my parents met; my dad, Andy, was a bus driver with the Glasgow Corporation, while my mother worked in the same depot as a conductress. Romance blossomed and they courted for a while before announcing their engagement. This created a stir amongst both families, who voiced their concerns and misgivings. The reason for the commotion was the fact my mother came from a staunch Scottish Protestant family, while my dad was born to Irish parents who had moved from Derry to Glasgow when he was about 10. This was 1960s Glasgow, a city divided by sectarian bigotry and religious intolerance, where mixed marriages, although not unheard of, were frowned upon.
         
 
         Despite all their problems, my parents went ahead with their marriage in 1962. The newlyweds set up home on the council estate of Castlemilk, which at the time was regarded as a modern and innovative estate which boasted such luxuries as inside toilets, with hot and cold running water in the bathroom. The reality was, Castlemilk was a sprawling neighbourhood, perched on the southernmost tip of the city boundary, which lacked the basic amenities such as shops and banks, and didn’t have a pub up until the early 1980s. Despite the apparent oversight by the city planners, families flocked to Castlemilk, often from the slum tenements that had been earmarked for demolition in places like the Gorbals.
         
 
         Not long after settling in Castlemilk, my dad gave up his job as a bus driver to take up a well-paid job as an engineer in the massive Hoover factory in nearby Cambuslang. My mum then gave up work after falling pregnant with my elder sister, Anne, who was born in February 1964. I am the youngest of three, born amazingly the same year as my brother, Andrew, who was born in February 1968 while I was born 10 days before Christmas.
 
         It is hard to imagine how my mother coped with two babies and a four-year-old all demanding her attention. She also had to attend to the usual demands of the Christmas and New Year festivities. Things were tough, but my mum and dad managed without any major crises in the first year after I was born. However, the last thing my mum needed was a visit from the police on 3 January 1970. They had called to inform her about my dad having been arrested at the Old Firm game that day. My dad was an avid Celtic fan and had gone to the traditional Old Firm New Year’s derby which was at Celtic Park that day. The policeman said my dad had been arrested along with his friend and was being held on a charge of breach of the peace for allegedly throwing a bottle at Rangers fans.
         
 
         In those days, Celtic Park was one of the largest stadiums in Europe, frequently housing crowds of up to 90,000. The stadium consisted of a grandstand with sloping terraces behind each goal and was completed by the famous Jungle, which was a roofed enclosure that ran the length of the pitch opposite the grandstand. Back in the 60s, both Rangers and Celtic fans occupied the Jungle, separated only by a small wall and a thin line of police officers. This was also the time that supporters were allowed to take their own alcohol into the stadium, which usually resulted in them tossing their empties at the opposing fans, sometimes having first pissed in them. My mother was informed by the policeman that my dad and his mate were to remain in custody until the courts resumed following the festive break.
 
         They eventually appeared at Central Glasgow Magistrates’ Court, whereupon they pleaded guilty and received a substantial fine. However, their relief at getting fined was short-lived, as the magistrate announced that he was not prepared to allow my dad and his mate any time to pay the fine, which meant they were sent to the notorious Barlinnie Prison until such time that their family or friends could raise the money to pay the fines. My mum never tired of reminding me of how she struggled on and off buses and through the snow with three young children on her way to visit my dad in Barlinnie.
         
 
         I think my dad and his mate spent a couple of nights in jail before the necessary amount was paid. I was obviously too young to remember anything about my first visit to Barlinnie, but unfortunately for me it would become an all-too-familiar place in later years.
 
         
             

         
 
         We lived in Castlemilk until I was four, when, after a fire had gutted our house, my parents decided to move to Pollok, which was a similar housing estate on the south-west of Glasgow. Shortly after moving, my parents split up. I never got to hear the full story behind the split, but I do know that my dad didn’t really want to move to Pollok as it was about 10 miles from his work, which was on the other side of the city.
 
         The months that followed my dad’s departure were particularly hard and saw my mum finding comfort with alcohol. I was by now at the same school as my brother and sister, which was St Monica’s RC Primary School, one of the largest primaries in Glasgow. I enjoyed primary school and made it into the football team where I played in goal.
 
         Home life was chaotic by the time I had reached Primary Year 7. My brother and sister were now at secondary school, while I was alone at St Monica’s. To make matters worse for me, my brother had begun to take an interest in becoming a Jehovah’s Witness, while my sister started to attend Rangers games. She even went to Hampden for the Scottish Cup Final in 1980, which Celtic won 1–0 after extra-time, which triggered a pitch invasion by jubilant Celtic fans. The Rangers fans reacted by joining their victorious rivals on the pitch, sparking the worst riot ever seen in Scottish football. My sister was on the pitch wearing a Rangers scarf. She claimed later that she wasn’t aware of what was happening and had simply followed those around her.
         
 
         Meanwhile, my mother was virtually bed-ridden. She had been knocked down by a hit-and-run driver, breaking her hip in the process. This created a lot of tension in the house, particularly between me and my mother. As a child, I suffered from various ailments that required medical attention, meaning numerous visits to hospital. My mum was now drinking daily and would, more often than not, be in no fit state to take me to my appointments.
 
         Events eventually came to a head one day. I was due to attend another hospital appointment and, in an effort to ensure my mum wouldn’t be too drunk to take me, I took the drink from her bedside cabinet when I thought she was asleep, and began to pour it down the toilet. My mum must have heard me when I was in her room because, as I was pouring the contents of her last can of lager down the toilet, she came barging into the toilet with her walking stick raised above her head. I was trying to stand up from the kneeling position I was in at the toilet pan, but before I made it to my feet the first of several blows landed on my body. I was in a panic and knew I had to escape before I suffered a severe beating. It wasn’t the first time my mum had used her walking stick to hit me. I had required hospital treatment on one of the occasions, but there was something more sinister this time. There was nobody else in the house to stop my mum. I decided the only option was to climb out of the toilet window and into the porch at the front door.
         
 
         I scrambled over the cistern, breaking some toiletries in the process as I escaped through the window. I had managed to get into the porch just as my mum opened the front door brandishing the walking stick. I made a dash for the open door behind her, knowing that I would probably be hit by the stick again, but also knowing that if I got into the house and locked my mum out I would be safe. I managed to get past my mum and slumped to the floor as the door slammed behind me, locking my mum out. She was banging furiously on the door for a while, before all of a sudden it went deathly silent. I didn’t know what to think. I was terrified and in a great deal of pain as a result of the blows to my body.
 
         It seemed like an age had passed when suddenly there was a chap at the door. I got up rather gingerly and looked through the spyhole, where I saw one of our neighbours. He asked me to let him in, assuring me that I would not be hit again. I was apprehensive, but believed I would be OK as my mum wouldn’t dare hit me when there were witnesses there. I opened the door slowly, not knowing what to expect, when all of a sudden there was a push at the door so forceful it knocked me to the floor. The next thing I knew I was being pinned to the ground by two uniformed policemen. I was face down with my arms twisted up my back before the policemen put handcuffs on me. I was screaming and shouting for my mum to tell the police to leave me alone. However, all I got was a couple of knees in my back, which the police later referred to as ‘restraining techniques’.
         
 
         I was then dragged out of the house, down two flights of stairs and thrown into the back of a police van. I was taken to Pollok Police Station where the cuffs were taken off before I was put into a detention room. I couldn’t understand what was happening; I was only 11 years of age and had never been in any sort of trouble before. I wasn’t in the room for long before the door was opened and a policeman entered with a couple of social workers. One of the social workers I knew, as he had been involved with my family for the couple of months leading up to this incident. He explained to me that my mum had accused me of being out of her control and that I would be taken to appear at a Children’s Panel to decide what was the best course of action for the social workers to adopt in dealing with this situation. The Children’s Panel system is similar to juvenile courts and has the power to put children into care.
         
 
         I was led out of the police station, placed into a black car and taken to an office building in the city centre where the Children’s Panel hearing would be held. I was confused, feeling very alone and bewildered by the speed at which things were moving. I appeared in front of the panel, where the social worker gave an account of the events that led to me being taken from the house by the police. It transpired that my mum had accused me of refusing to go to school and smashing up the house before creating a siege situation. I was given an opportunity to explain my version of events, and I strongly denied the allegations made by my mother.
 
         The panel decided that I would have to attend a hearing at the Sheriff Court because of the differences in my account compared to that of my mother. They told me that I would be placed in Larchgrove Assessment Centre for a period of three weeks. I was then put back into the black car and driven to Larchgrove. On arrival, I was taken into an office along with my social worker where I met the manager of the centre, who explained the day-to-day routine and then gave me a tour of the premises and its facilities. Larchgrove was originally a Borstal for young offenders. It was now an assessment centre for young people with a wide range of problems, ranging from boys accused of serious crimes including murder to youngsters like me who were experiencing problems at home. It was very intimidating. Here I was, a young boy who had never been in any trouble, mixing with serious young criminals, many of them who abused solvents such as glue and gas.
         
 
         After a few days, when I had settled in, I was taken to the education department for school classes. I couldn’t believe the work I was given to complete. I had recently started secondary school, but here I was being expected to carry out school work that was designed for Primary Year 3 or 4 children. I think the centre treated all the boys as illiterate delinquents. I pointed out to the school teacher that I wasn’t happy with the lessons, prompting her to contact my school, who sent in appropriate work. Meanwhile, my three-week period had passed and I was no nearer to knowing where I would end up. This was due to the Children’s Court hearing where the judge had dropped three of the allegations my mum had made against me, having chosen to believe my version of events. Eventually, after three months, it was decided I would be going to a children’s home. This was a relief, as the alternative was a List O school, which is basically an approved school.
 
         It was on my 12th birthday – so something you never forget – that I moved into Ganavan Children’s Home, which is a big Victorian mansion in the affluent Pollokshields area of Glasgow. The children’s home was a new life for me. I got new clothes and pocket money, and I was allowed to go to the football most weeks; all things that I rarely got in my mum’s house. I think my mother, and more so my brother Andrew, resented this because when I went on home visits I always had money or new clothes, whereas he was still dressed in hand-me-downs. I also returned to my secondary school, Lourdes, which was in Cardonald, a couple of miles from Pollokshields.
         
 
         My brother was in the year above me at Lourdes, and his becoming a committed Jehovah’s Witness presented me with a few problems. Andrew was being ridiculed and having things thrown at him, and was basically a target for the bullies, but he wouldn’t react at all so the bullies decided to turn their attention to me. I reacted the only way I know how, by taking the bullies on. The first year or two in school I was constantly fighting, but I was beginning to win more than I lost and soon the bullies turned their attention to other people, knowing they wouldn’t get beaten up by them.
 
         After a couple of years in Ganavan, I was moved to another home, Park Lodge, where I met my first girlfriend, Rita, who I went out with for about three years. I was 15 and doing very well at school, where I was in the football team, playing in goal. My grades were also quite good and I sat seven O levels, receiving Pass marks in five of them. Because of my birthday falling in December, I was required to stay on at school until my 16th birthday, which meant I had to go into the fifth year. I was planning to complete the full year and was studying hard for my Highers.
         
 
         Then I received news that to this day I find hard to understand. The social workers in their wisdom decided I was to move out of the home and into my own tenancy shortly after my 16th birthday. This meant I had to leave school, as I couldn’t continue with my education once I was in my house. This decision really annoyed me, and still does, because it denied me the opportunity to gain more qualifications. The obstacle which prevented me continuing at school was the benefit system at the time, which didn’t make provisions for young householders who were also at school, meaning I had to sign on as unemployed in order to receive housing benefits.
 
         I moved into my house in March 1985. It was located on the ground floor of a typical 1950s-built council tenement. I thought I would be able to cope on my own, but expected some support from the Social Work Department, if I needed it. However, my social worker moved to another post out of Pollok shortly after I had moved into my house. I wasn’t allocated a new social worker or any other type of support and was basically left to fend for myself. It wasn’t long before my house resembled a gang hut with my mates appearing most nights, drinking and playing cards into the small hours. Most of my mates were in the newly formed Pollok Bushwhackers which was the result of the amalgamation of two gangs, the Krew and the Kross. The majority of the lads in the Bushwhackers were also members of the Celtic Soccer Crew and adopted the name after some of us had gone to a Carlisle v Millwall match where we saw the infamous Millwall Bushwhackers. Gang fighting in this part of Glasgow was rife, with the Bushwhackers playing a very active part.
         
 
         This could have cost me my life one night when, following a fight with a local gang in which one of the rivals got slashed, I was attacked in my own house. After the fight, a few lads came back to my house for a drink, before leaving at about midnight. I was preparing to go to bed when I was aware of a noise at the door. Thinking it was one of my mates who had forgotten something, I went to investigate. I was just about to open the door when all of a sudden it came flying off its hinges, knocking me to the floor. There was a group of about six strangers, all armed with long knives and baseball bats, lashing out in my direction. Fortunately for me, the door was on top of me, providing me with some protection. I can’t say how long the attack lasted, but I consider myself to have been a very lucky man that night. One of my neighbours must have phoned the police, who arrived to find me sprawled on the floor.
 
         I was taken to hospital where I received stitches, mostly to my arms and to where I had been stabbed through my top lip. The police had waited for me to be treated in the A&E Department and were expecting me to make a statement once I had been attended to. I told them I couldn’t recall anything about the attack and didn’t know of any motives. The police offered me a lift home, probably expecting me to offer more information, which I never gave them. I told them to take me to my mother’s, as I didn’t fancy returning to my own house. I was shocked when, after tapping at my mother’s door, I was met with a barrage of abuse and refused entry. I didn’t know where to go; it was after 2am. In desperation, I called my dad who, without any hesitation, told me to get a taxi to his house which he would pay for at the other end. My dad lived in Castlemilk, having returned there following the divorce from my mum. I hadn’t had much contact with my dad and had only begun to see him on a regular basis after I had left the home.
         
 
         I arrived at my dad’s where I was welcomed with open arms. He had a spare room with a camp bed made up for me. Once in bed, I couldn’t sleep. I was tossing and turning and thinking about all the stupid things that I had got myself involved in over the past year or so. My dad didn’t know about my involvement with the Crew, which had begun about a year before I’d moved in with him.
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         It was near the end of 1984 and just about every other team in Scotland seemed to have a Casual following. Aberdeen and Motherwell would come mob-handed to Celtic Park and run amok. There were pockets of Celtic fans who would offer some resistance, but it was unorganised and consisted of small groups from different housing schemes in Glasgow who were probably more interested in fighting each other.
         
 
         I was part of a group that went to all the games. We originated from children’s homes and the tough housing scheme of Pollok. We were all wannabe Casuals and up for a fight but we lacked organisation and numbers. This was all to change – mostly due to a chance encounter with Aberdeen one afternoon in Glasgow.
 
         A crowd of us had arranged to meet in an amusement arcade in the city centre, under the bridge at Central Station. We were too young to meet at a pub as most of us ranged from about 14 to 17. We were milling about when we became aware of a group of Aberdeen Casuals heading towards the bridge from Buchanan Street. There were a couple of hundred of them, distinctive in their smart Pringle jumpers and red ski hats with the bobbles ripped from them.
         
 
         The younger ones came into the amusement arcade, swaggering about and looking for trouble. There were about 15 of us at this time and we were all up for a fight. Some jostling and then a number of skirmishes broke out and quickly spilled into the street. Even though we were outnumbered, we stood our ground and I remember going toe-to-toe with one guy in particular. He was a wee stocky guy with specs wearing a Burberry jacket. As we were exchanging punches, more Aberdeen appeared from the pub. They chased us to the Hope Street end of the bridge. We had a bit of luck as there was a skip lying there that contained an array of weapons. We armed ourselves with poles and bars and ran towards Aberdeen. They were taken by surprise but stood their ground. A running battle followed, but didn’t last long, as the police arrived quickly on the scene. Aberdeen, to their credit, also had a go at the cops. This deflected attention away from us and provided the opportunity for us to escape without any nickings.
 
         This was my first taste of football violence and I suppose it must compare with a junkie taking his first hit – the high was unbelievable! The difference with me, however, was now I was truly hooked. I would go on to experience the same level of high on many more occasions over the years, unlike the addicts who go chasing their first hit forever.
         
 
         When we got to the game, we couldn’t stop talking about the fight we’d just had. We even decided to leave the match 10 minutes from time to go to the London Road end and wait for Aberdeen on their way out. We had a mob of about 20–30 looking for a fight. This ranged from mods, punks and wannabe Casuals to a few veterans of the boot-boy era. We didn’t see ourselves as an organised mob – just a crowd of people who were up for a battle!
 
         The coppers controlled the crowd outside without giving us any chance of a fight. They escorted Aberdeen down London Road and shepherded us on to a bus. Due to the after-match traffic, the bus took ages to get along the road, allowing Aberdeen, who were walking, to get ahead of us. We were approaching Bridgeton Cross when a group of Aberdeen, who looked like they had slipped their escort, started to taunt the Celtic supporters on the bus. The bus was packed with all sorts of Celtic fans and at first they just sang loudly and banged the windows; then, all of a sudden, someone standing close to me swung himself up using the handrail and booted a window out. It didn’t take long until just about every window on the bus had been booted out and everyone was clambering out of the bus using exits they had just made for themselves. I think Aberdeen got a shock when they realised that this wasn’t just another crowd of booze-filled scarfers, but a mob that was up for a battle.
         
 
         However, they were more experienced in this type of fight, whereas we fought mostly as individuals. The police were again on the scene quickly and soon had things under control. That may have been the end of that particular fight, but it was the beginning of something much bigger. Like the helpless junkie, I had experienced this high and I craved my next hit.
 
         
             

         
 
         The next few weeks were to see the launch of the Roman Catholic Casuals. Celtic had drawn Hamilton in some Cup competition and we had to travel to Douglas Park for the midweek fixture. A crowd of about 15 of us met on the train with other lads who had heard about the fracas with Aberdeen. We decided that it was time to get our act together with this amount of people interested. We agreed to meet at Central Station the following Saturday for the trip to Paisley, where Celtic were playing St Mirren.
 
         The night before the game, I could hardly sleep for thinking about the forthcoming day. Silly things went through my mind, like what I would wear, who else would turn up, and trying to think of a name we could call ourselves. The Friday before the game, I had spent all my Post Office savings on a Tacchini tracksuit and a pair of Adidas Trim Trab trainers. I even got my hair cut into a wedge with an inch line. I thought I was the bees-knees!
         
 
         We had arranged to meet at about one o’clock in the station. Our crowd consisted of the usual 15 plus a couple of new recruits, all resplendent in our new tracksuits and Pringles. When we got to the station concourse, we noticed small groups of lads milling about. It was as if there was an air of uncertainty and a lack of leadership. We recognised a few faces among each of the groups, and called them over, where they each introduced themselves. We travelled through to Paisley with a mob of 70 for our first game together as Celtic Casuals.
 
         However, the reception we got at Love Street was unexpected and frightening. We were expecting a fight with St Mirren and we were swaggering around as though we were invincible, but what happened next was unbelievable. We were in the shed next to the fence separating both sets of supporters, taunting St Mirren and bouncing about like a bunch of excited kids when all of a sudden there was a chant of ‘Casuals, Casuals, get tae fuck!’ This wasn’t from St Mirren but from our own fans who were beginning to surround us in a very menacing way. The average age of our mob was about 16, and here we were, surrounded by drink-fuelled veterans of the terrace who apparently hated us.
 
         A couple of skirmishes broke out and we were chased on to the track by the scarfers. The police intervened and escorted us out of the stadium and to the train station, where we were herded on to the first train to Glasgow. A couple of lads were nursing black eyes and bloody noses.
         
 
         The rest of the day was pretty uneventful and ended with a few of us going for a pint in order to discuss plans for the next game and what we had learned from the day’s events. We got knock-backs from all the pubs in the city centre so we eventually decided to try an Irish bar on the south side of the Jamaica Bridge. It was called the Country Corner and we got in without any trouble. We talked about our unexpected enemy – the Celtic support – a support that guarded its reputation and good name with a passion that we hadn’t reckoned with, even as Celtic supporters ourselves.
 
         The St Mirren game was in January 1985, just weeks after the shocking events that surrounded a European Cup Winners’ Cup match against Rapid Vienna. These were the darkest days in Celtic’s proud European history. Having disposed of Belgium’s Ghent in the first round, Celtic were paired with Austria’s Rapid Vienna in the next round. The first leg was played in Vienna in October 1984, with Rapid recording a 3–1 win. Celtic were optimistic about progressing, thanks to the away goal scored by Brian McLair. The second leg was at Celtic Park on 7 November 1984. An expectant crowd turned up in numbers and weren’t disappointed as Celtic went 2–0 ahead, with goals from Brian McLair and Murdo Macleod, in a fantastic first half.
         
 
         After the break, Tommy Burns made it 3–0 with about 20 minutes to go. The game looked a foregone conclusion when Celtic were awarded a penalty five minutes after the Burns goal. The Rapid players surrounded the referee, who was consulting his linesman on the Jungle side of the pitch. Suddenly, one of the Rapid players fell to the ground as if he had been struck by a sniper’s bullet. He lay there for over 10 minutes before leaving the field covered in bandages. Peter Grant then missed the penalty, screwing his shot wide – understandable, given he had waited 15 minutes to take the kick. Celtic held on to their 3–0 lead and were looking forward to the next round.
 
         The following day, news broke that Rapid had complained to UEFA, claiming their player had been struck with a bottle thrown from the crowd in the Jungle. TV pictures, which UEFA apparently never viewed, clearly showed a bottle landing on the pitch but nowhere near any Rapid players. Incredibly, UEFA ordered the match to be replayed with the venue instructed to be over 100km outside Glasgow. Old Trafford was the chosen venue.
 
         The largest travelling support for an away European tie, 40,000-plus, made the journey south. Celtic inevitably lost the match 1–0, with Rapid scoring from a breakaway following a Celtic corner, from which Roy Aitkin rattled the post so hard that the ball rebounded upfield to an unmarked Rapid player, who sprinted away unchallenged to score the only goal of the game. As the match passed away, tensions got to some of the Celtic fans with at least three separate people running on to the pitch in an attempt to attack the Rapid players. Celtic were punished again by UEFA and ordered to play their next European home game behind closed doors. As for Rapid, they made it all the way to the final, where they were beaten by Everton.
         
 
         The emergence of a group of Casuals was the last thing the Celtic fans wanted. They knew that any adverse publicity connected to crowd trouble could result in Celtic being banned altogether by UEFA. As the Crew developed, so did the disapproval aimed at us from the Celtic support. They made it clear that the Casuals were not welcome.
 
         I discovered how deep their feelings ran when, a few weeks after the St Mirren match, I was arrested during a Celtic v Morton match at Cappielow. The Celtic Soccer Crew had taken up position in the seated area behind one of the goals. The majority of scarfers were in the ramshackle shed that runs the length of the pitch. Every time there was a lull in the action on the pitch, the scarfers turned their attention to us, with the all-too-familiar chant of ‘Casuals, Casuals, get to fuck’. I decided to stand up amongst our Crew and reply by trying to start a chorus of a Celtic song. I had hardly completed the first few lines – ‘We are Celtic supporters, faithful through and through’ – when I was grabbed by two uniformed officers and arrested. This brought the biggest cheer of the day from the Celtic support. I was led through a gate and on to the trackside. The police gate was less than 20 yards away to the right-hand side of where we were sitting. However, the police decided to take me the long way round past the shed with the scarfers in it. As I was nearing the shed, an assortment of missiles was being thrown from the scarfers in my direction. There were half-eaten pies, coins, lighters and, worst of all, spit all coming from the shed. Fortunately for me, I was flanked by the two policemen who were taking the brunt of the barrage. They hurried me along, and we eventually reached the police gate where I was put into a waiting van and taken to the police station.
         
 
         I was let out later that night and appeared in court a few months later, where I was fined £20 for allegedly shouting, ‘Fuck off, we’re the Casuals, come ahead.’ It amazes me that, when the police exaggerate in court (I won’t say lie, because, as everybody knows, the police don’t tell lies), they always come up with some ridiculous chant that no one would ever shout.
         
 
         The Celtic fans kept up their display of disapproval against the Crew for a couple of seasons. However, they always seemed very quiet if they were on the football specials that used to be the Celtic Soccer Crew’s preferred mode of transport.
 
         The things we did achieve in those early days, however, would go on to play a major part in my life for the next 20 years. We had created a mob that lacked leadership and guidance. This was due to the fact that we had people from different housing schemes who didn’t trust one another because of the history of territorial gang fighting in Glasgow. It also has to be admitted that we attracted some nutters and undesirables who were only interested in robbing many of the younger well-dressed recruits of their money and belongings.
         
 
         Throughout the next couple of weeks, we grew from the initial 70 to a mob of hundreds. A group of us recognised that we needed organisation and started to produce a newsletter that we distributed among the various crews. Looking back on it now, it seems very naive and looks like jail bait, especially in the light of the undercover operations that the police had mounted in England in a bid to stamp out football hooliganism. We did, however, manage to establish a certain level of control over the Crew.
 
         The next step was to set up a base where we could meet regularly. We decided upon the Country Corner as it was close to the city centre, and meant that people from the various schemes could meet without fear of attack from rival gangs. The pub was basically a bit of a dive, but most of us were allowed to drink there, even though many of us were underage. The Country Corner would play a major part in the growth of the Celtic Casuals.
 
         We then had to decide on a name, and I hold up my hands and wholeheartedly apologise for coming up with the original title of Roman Catholic Casuals. This lasted for the first couple of months until it became apparent that half the mob was Protestant!
         
 
         We decided to change the name and a lot of suggestions were put forward for consideration. This ranged from the Celtic Soccer Trendies – which if you’d seen half our mob you’d realise how inappropriate that title was – to us toying with the name COSH – Celtic’s Organised Soccer Hooligans – which was also dismissed. We eventually decided to go with CSC – Celtic Soccer Crew – and the name has stuck with us ever since.
 
         The Country Corner was now recognised as our base to such an extent that we would continue to meet there for a drink when there wasn’t a game on. The owner was a big Irish guy who was willing to bend the rules for a quick profit. He did, however, draw the line with those among us who looked just that bit too young to be in a pub. This led to a large crowd of younger lads feeling a bit left out of things. They began to meet around the city centre and soon established the Celtic Baby Crew. Another group of lads would not be seen in the Country Corner, and they found a pub in the city centre, which led to us nicknaming them the Sylvester’s Shirties. This in effect meant that we had three separate mobs, meeting at different locations, and there was a complete lack of communication and leadership. This led to us being turned over by most that came to Celtic Park.
 
         Our trips to away matches, however, were much more fruitful. This was mainly due to the football specials that were put on for football supporters to travel to and from games at a special cheap rate. One day in particular, we were due to play Kilmarnock at Rugby Park and had arranged to meet inside Central Station. It was a week of snow and frost and inevitably the match was called off the day before. We were at a loss and wondering where to go, when someone suggested that we should head to Carlisle, who happened to be playing Millwall that Saturday.
         
 
         These were the days before mobile phones and it was quite an achievement that we managed to gather 30 lads together at such short notice. We met early the next morning and travelled first-class on the InterCity train, much to the annoyance of the middle-class businessmen who normally had the first-class compartments to themselves and who expected to have a quiet journey.
 
         There were about 30 of us on the train, but others had decided to make their own way to Carlisle by car and bus and meet up with the rest of us there. We hadn’t left Glasgow unnoticed, though, and were greeted in Carlisle by the local constabulary. We got off the train and were lined up against a wall where we were all searched and had our carry-outs confiscated. Me and my mate Joey were arrested because we only had children’s tickets. We were given the option of either paying for full adult tickets or being charged with fraud. We didn’t have enough money between us to pay for the tickets, so it looked like we were going to miss out on the day’s fun, but then to our surprise one of the officers who had been searching the others came into the office and said that our mates had had a whip-round and paid for our tickets.
         
 
         We were soon on the streets of Carlisle causing mayhem. We found a pub on the main street and quickly had it under control. A few Carlisle lads were soon on the scene to check us out. They were more inquisitive than threatening. Carlisle told us that Millwall were due in at about 2pm and asked us to team up with them and have a go at the Londoners. There was an uneasy truce established but we could already sense that it wasn’t going to last.
 
         The numbers on both sides grew steadily as more lads arrived. The pub was absolutely mobbed and it wasn’t long before the police arrived to take up positions outside. This was a new experience for the Celtic boys. In Glasgow, the police would have entered the pub and arrested anyone that even looked at them the wrong way. The Carlisle cops seemed more content to contain us in a large crowd without risking confrontation.
 
         Our mob now numbered about 40, because a few of the Shirties had made their own way down after hearing about our trip. At 2pm, both mobs left the pub and attempted to get to the train station, but the police had every move covered. A group of about 50–100 Millwall had travelled by train and were escorted on to buses waiting for them at the station. We had no chance of a pop at Millwall, which was probably just as well, as they looked old enough to be our dads!
         
 
         Our disappointment was to be short-lived, as we decided to have a go at Carlisle instead. The tension had been building all day and it didn’t take much prompting for us to kick it off. I think we took them by surprise as they were quickly on their toes. The police were also taken by surprise as they had been concentrating on keeping us away from Millwall. A couple of Carlisle did try to stand but they were easily dealt with – and Celtic’s first victory on English soil was won. None of our lads was injured or lifted in the fight.
 
         The police were uncertain about what to do with us. If they’d had any brains, they would have put us on the first available train back to Glasgow. But what they did next was unbelievable. For some unknown reason, they decided to open a terrace behind one of the goals – just for us! What followed is one of the most bizarre things I have ever experienced in a football stadium. Carlisle were in the shed to our left, with the tartan-rug brigade in the main stand to our right. I can’t remember where the small pocket of Millwall were put in the stadium.
 
         We decided that, as we were there, we might as well enjoy ourselves, so we started a lung-bursting rendition of ‘You’ll Never Walk Alone’. A couple of lads had brought banners with them and some had scarves. I don’t know what the locals made of us, but I could safely say that anyone who was at the match would most likely have forgotten the score by now, but will still be able to recall the antics of the Celtic lads that day. The craziest thing we did was when we all stripped to the waist and performed a conga up and down the terrace. This was met with rapturous applause from all the other fans in the ground.
         
 
         At the end of the match, the police held us in the ground until the rest of the crowd had left. When they eventually let us out, the escort outnumbered us! We were entirely surrounded by police and had no chance of sneaking away. When we got to the city centre, we noticed large groups of Carlisle milling around, but they made no attempt to attack us. We were escorted all the way to the train station and on to the platform. The majority of the police escort, however, remained at the entrance to prevent us from slipping back out and into town.
 
         We were just standing around feeling quite pleased with the day’s events when suddenly a crowd of Carlisle came charging towards us from the car-park exit ramp. After the ease of our previous victory, we were well up for it and steamed right into them. Carlisle made a better attempt this time, but were nothing much. We soon had them on their toes again and heading back out of the station.
 
         When we returned to the platform, we were met with applause and chants of ‘Bushwhacker, Bushwhacker’ coming from the adjacent platform where Millwall were waiting for their train back to London. After a few minutes, our train arrived and we were on our way back to Glasgow with plenty of back-slapping and bragging to keep us going all the way home. We were all on an incredible high after what we had achieved that day.
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