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The mid-day sun beat down on James Bond as he checked his Timex watch; it was eleven fifty-eight. Sweat trickled down his brow and his mouth was parched, a rustle behind him startled him.
‘I’m not late am I?’ said the newcomer.
‘No you’re dead on time, good to see you again John,’ replied James.
John Drake smiled ‘It’s good to see you also. I’m looking forward to working with you again.’

‘The feeling’s mutual and this is the big one.’

‘Excellent, so what’s the assignment?’

‘Our intelligence tells us that a Russian spy is holding out at Leatherslade Farm’.

‘Do we know his name?’  

‘Yevgeny Ivanov,’

‘Him,’ John exclaimed ‘We’ve been after him for years. What are our instructions?’

‘Simple, locate and eliminate.’

‘Understand; how far away is the farm?’

James took out his compass ‘About half a mile North-East.’

John looked at James ‘This is it James, we’re doing it for England’

‘Death to all Ruskies, this will be another nail in the coffin of communism.’

They looked at each other, stood to attention, saluted and said together ‘For England.’

Leatherslade farm was situated off the B4011 near Oakley in Buckinghamshire. James and John jogged along the track that led up to the farm. As they approached the farm buildings they crawled through the hedgerow so that their approach would not be noticed. John took out his binoculars to get a better look. There seemed to be a lot of activity around the farm. They saw a Land Rover and men carrying out bags from a badly painted yellow lorry. 

James and John observed for a while before John said ‘There’s more than one James, should we abort?’

‘Not sure’ replied James ‘Obviously our intellegence was flawed. I think we need to have a closer look and then call for back up.’

‘Do you think this could be a KGB training ground?’

‘It certainly looks like it, but we need to be sure.’

‘A closer look then.’

‘Absolutly, are you armed?’
‘Of course, are you?’ 

James pulled out a catapult. ‘Made this one last week.’

‘Whow’ said John ‘what wood did you use?’

‘I found a nice forked branch in a Holly tree and I used a tongue from an old shoe my dad threw out.’
‘Nice job, I’ve got my trusty pea shooter.’

‘There’s no-one better than you with one of those.’

‘Thanks’

Just as they started their approach they heard a twig crack behind them.


‘And what do you think you are doing?’ A voice bellowed behind them.

The two boys turned, looked up at the rough looking stranger; he looked about thirty, short stocky, maybe done a bit of boxing.
‘Nothing’ they said together.

‘This is private land and you are trespassing.’

The boys just starred.

‘Cat got your tongue. What’s your names’

‘I’m Nick Allen and this is Don Patrick. We didn’t know we were trespassing we thought the farm was empty.’

‘Well it’s not as you can see, my friend has just bought it.’

‘We didn’t mean any harm, we’re just playing’ pleaded Nick.

‘Okay lads’ said the stranger smiling ‘I didn’t mean to frighten you, it’s just that we’re on some important government mission. You know Top Secret.’

‘We understand’ said Don ‘So are we. We’re looking for a top Russian spy’.

‘That is a coincedence, so you understand that it is important that you tell no one what you have seen today.’

‘Haven’t seen a thing all day’ said Don ‘Have you Nick?’

‘Not a thing, bloody boring afternoon.’

‘That’s good lads’ said the stranger fishing in his pocket ‘take these, call it expences. I’m sure you find something to spend it on.’ The stranger gave them each a grubby one pound note.

‘Thanks mister’ the boys said in unison.

‘By the way’ said Nick what’s your name?

‘My friends call me Buster.’

‘Like the comic’  said Nick
Buster laughed ‘Yeh, just like the comic, but my surname ain’t Capp’

The boys laughed. 

‘Well we’ll be on our way’ said Don ‘nice to meet you.’

‘Okay’ replied Buster ‘ and remember Mum’s the word.’

‘Never heard of Leatherslade Farm Nick, have you?’

‘Where?..... Bye Buster’

The boys ran as fast as they could back to the road. They stopped when they reached Thame Road. They looked at each other and Nick said ‘He’s a crook’

‘Absolutely’ replied Don ‘Let’s tell my uncle and he can call the police.’ 

Nick and Don returned to Don’s uncle’s home, a small cottage on a farm adjacent to Leatherslade farm. Don’s uncle Fred and his auntie Betty had invited the boys to stay for a few days during the summer holidays. Uncle Fred was a farm worker and rented the cottage from the farmer. Nick thought they were  a lovely couple and they treated the boys as if they were their own. Unfortunately they hadn’t been blessed with any children of there own, so they always made a fuss of them when they came to stay. 
Uncle Fred had promised to take the boys to the cinema to watch The Great Escape, but said ‘I’ll have to nip up to the farmhouse and use their phone. I expect the police will want to talk to you, so we’ll go tomorrow. Anyway I think you’ve had enough excitement for one day. Let’s just hope they’ve gone before The Archers starts; Betty will be upset if she misses that.
The boys stayed at the farm for the rest of the week. Uncle Fred was good to his word and took them to see the film the next day. So for the rest of the week James Bond and Danger Man were forgotton as they planned their escape from Stalag Luft III. On the Wednesday day they were disappointed after reading the morning paper that their names had not been mentioned.
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Chapter 1

Nick Allen is a thirteen year old schoolboy who attends the Sandridge Grammar school. He has a mop of light brown hair, average height and build, a nice smile and twinkling blue eyes.  He is a hard working, conscientious student whose ambition is to be a professional footballer. Our story starts one Wednesday afternoon in September 1963. 
Mr Freeman, the Sports Master, a tall athletic man in his mid-thirties and although his main sport was basketball he had a great passion for football, gives a long blow on his whistle then shouts ‘that’s it lads, game over, well played. Collect in all the balls leave the nets up and don’t walk over the cricket square.’ 
It was the third year’s weekly games period and the blue team had just beaten the red team 5-2 in an extremely competitive football match. Nick Allen, who had scored a hat-trick for the blue team was walking back to the changing rooms with his friend Keith Nevin when Mr Freeman called him over.
‘Nick, can I have a word?’

‘Certainly Sir’ replied Nick.
‘The first eleven are playing Batchwood Boys School tomorrow in a friendly and I would like you to come along as a reserve. If things go okay you should get a run out in the second half
.’ 

‘Gosh’ exclaimed Nick ‘but Sir I’m only 13, I hope I won’t let you down.’

‘You won’t let me down’ laughed Mr Freeman ‘you have a lot of talent and I think you can hold your own against the older boys.’

‘Thank you Sir’ replied Nick ‘I’ll jolly well do my best.’

‘I know you will, the match kicks off at 2.30pm so I’ll see you in the changing room at 2.00pm, don’t be late.’ 

As Mr Freeman jogged back to the changing rooms Keith looked at Nick and said ‘congratulations, not many third years get picked to play for the first eleven.’
Keith was Nick’s closet friend at school and studied in the same class. He was a good two inches taller than Nick and had black hair and a slight oriental look due to his mother being Vietnamese. 
‘Thanks’ replied Nick ‘I just hope I get a run out, but I don’t want anyone to get injured’

‘I expect it will be a tactical move, he obviously wants to find his best team, a lot is expected of them this year’.

‘Who usually plays centre forward, because that is my best position.’

‘Ah’ said Keith ‘that would be Alan Prince, you know him……..the school bully. I don’t think he’ll be too pleased if you replaced him.’

‘I think he would understand if it was for the good of the team.’

‘Well I wouldn’t like to be in your shoes if it happens’

‘Spurs did well Monday night; beat Villa 4-2 away,’ said Nick, quickly to change the subject.

‘You’re avoiding the issue Nick’

‘Jimmy Greaves scored two’.

Nick and Keith walked solemnly back to the changing rooms.

Chapter 2

At 2.00pm the next day Nick walked nervously into the changing room; the rest of team were already assembled and getting changed. 

He was greeted by Mr. Freeman ‘Hello Nick’ he said ‘let me introduce you to the rest of the team. Lads, quiet please. If you don’t know him already this is Nick Allen and he will be our reserve today,’

Danny Fooks, the stocky captain of the football team, with a mass of uncontrollable curly hair, approached Nick and shakes his hand ‘welcome to the team.’

‘Thank you,’ said Nick

‘Who wants a snotty third year in our team’ said a voice from the other end of the changing room.

‘Quite Prince,’ said Mr Freeman.

‘Take no notice of him,’ said Danny, ‘if he had his way only his friends would be the team.’

‘Is that Alan Prince, the school bully?’

‘That’s right’ said Danny’ but don’t worry his bark is worse than his bite.’

Nick found himself a quite corner and changed alone. 

The game commences with Batchwood Boys having the majority of play and this was rewarded by a goal on the stroke of half-time. The second half saw an improvement in the Sandridge Grammars play, but all the good approach work was wasted by the Sandridge forward line who squandered many chances. With twenty minutes left, the Batchwood boys scored a second against the run of play. Then Mr Freeman said the words that Nick had been waiting to hear ‘Nick, get warmed up you’re going on.’

Nick started his special warm-up routine which consisted of lots of stretching and jogging on the spot.

‘Next time the ball goes out’ said Mr Freeman. ‘It’ll be a straight swap’

Nick removed his track-suit top ‘this is my big chance’ he said to himself as he bounces up and down on the touchline.

The ball goes out of play on the far side of the pitch.

‘Ref’ shouts Mr Freeman ‘I’d like to make a change’

‘Okay’ said Mr Hamilton, the music teacher who was today’s referee.

‘Prince’ shouts Mr Freeman ‘Off you come.’

The evil glare that Alan Prince, with his ginger hair and crooked mouth, gave Nick sent shivers down his spine.

Nick entered the field of play and took up his normal position of centre forward. It was a full five minutes before he touched the ball. A long clearance by the Sandridge goalkeeper Simon Francis was beautifully controlled but before he could turn he was brutally fouled by the Batchwood centre half; a free kick to Sandridge. Eddie Lee, the blonde, rat-faced Sandridge Grammar right half walked up to take the kick. Nick stood beside Eddie whilst the rest of the attacking players took their position on the edge of the penalty box.

‘Try chipping the keeper’ said Nick ‘the ball’s greasy and he’s not wearing any gloves’

‘Piss off brat’ replies Eddie ‘leave the set pieces to me’

Charming thought Nick as he walked away. Batchwood had formed a four man wall, which Eddie’s shot hit and the ball rebounded straight into the path of Nick Allen. He looked up and noticed the Batchwood keeper had strayed off his line and hit a delightful chip towards the Batchwood goal. Seeing the danger, the Batchwood keeper frantically scurries backwards towards his goal, all the players stare in anticipation. The keeper just manages to grasp the ball from under the bar but his feet get in a tangle and stumbles backwards into the goal.

Sandridge Grammar 1 Batchwood Boys 2

The school bell had sounded and a few pupils had wandered onto the playing field and formed a small crowd on the touchline.

‘Show them how its done Nick’ cried a voice from the crowd.

‘One down two to win with only ten minutes remaining’ thought Nick ‘it’s an impossible task.’

Sandridge Grammar started to believe in themselves and were pressing hard for the equalizer. Nick felt he still wasn’t seeing enough of the ball, even though he was creating space and constantly calling. Andy Graham, the Sandridge Grammar outside left, a long-haired lad who styled himself on George Best, was causing a lot of problems on the left wing but his final crosses were very erratic. With five minutes remaining Graham received the ball just inside his own half by the touchline. And set off on another mazy run towards the corner flag. Nick noticed that all the other attacking players were making their way to the near post. It was a slim chance, but Nick ghosted his way to the far post. Eventually after getting in a bit of a tussle with two defenders, Graham crossed the ball. The crowd groaned as the ball sailed over the Sandridge attackers, but the groans turned to cheers as Nick stole in unmarked at the back post to head the ball firmly home. The crowd were going wild and a few players patted Nick on the back as they jogged back towards the half-way line for the re-start. Batchwood kicked off but Sandridge soon regained possession and Nick, in space received his first direct pass. He turned and made his way towards the Batchwood goal. A drop of the left shoulder and a change of pace took him passed the last defender which gave him a clear run at goal.

‘Go for it’ a voice cried from the line. This time Nick recognised the voice belonged to his friend Keith Nevin.

As Nick reached the penalty area he noticed the keeper was still rooted to the line. Time seemed to go into slow motion as Nick balanced himself for the shot, but he was rapidly brought to reality by a clumsy tacked from behind which left him face down in the mud.

‘Penalty’ the crowd roared.

‘Let Nick take it’ screamed Keith from the touchline.

Nick picked himself up and dusted himself down as Eddie Lee placed the ball on the penalty spot. All went quiet as Eddie Lee strode up to take the penalty. The kick was firmly struck, but too near the keeper who pushed the ball away. The crowd groaned but before the Batchwood defenders could clear the danger Nick, whose reactions are second to none had sprinted in to slide the ball into the net. Before Nick had time to regain his feet the final whistle had blown. The crowd, mostly Nick’s class mates rushed into the pitch and chair-lifted him back to the changing rooms. The rest of the team were jumping up and down congratulating each other. Nick noticed that one boy stood alone on the touchline, his face was very solemn; the boy, Alan Prince.

After showering and changing Nick walked home with his friend Keith Nevin.

‘That was a magnificent game’ said Keith ‘and a superb hat-trick. You certainly changed the game’.

‘One man doesn’t make a team’ replied Nick ‘we just needed a bit of luck, the team just needs to believe in themselves, and luckily I was in the right place at the right time’.

‘Three times’ laughed Keith ‘sometimes Nick you’re just too modest’.

 Chapter 3

The world was at peace as Nick and Keith walked home that evening. Late September, the sun was low in the sky and there was a chill in the air. Little did they know what effect the following events would have on their lives.

‘Who’s that little lad over there’ asked Keith ‘the one pushing the bike with two flat tyres. He looks as if he has been crying.’

‘That’s Jock; he’s in the first year. I don’t know his real name, but he lives round the corner from me.’

‘What’s up Jock’ shouted Keith.

‘Nothing,’ snivelled Jock, a chubby lad with rosy cheeks and a slight Scottish accent.
‘Two flat tyres, that’s rotten luck’ said Nick ‘have you tried pumping them up?’

Jock sniffed.

‘Where is your pump?’ asked Keith

‘Don’t know.’

‘Great conversationalist’ said Keith sarcastically.

‘Come on Jock, sit on this bench and tell us all about it’ said Nick trying to comfort the boy.

Nick opened his duffle bag and pulled out bag of crisps. ‘Here Jock, have these’ said Nick smiling at Keith and saying ‘He’ll do anything for food’. 

‘Well’ said Jock frantically searching for the little blue bag of salt, I can’t be sure, but I think it might be the same boys who wanted half of my dinner money’

‘What do you mean Jock’ gasped Nick

‘Well on Friday I had to stay behind after class to clear up all the litter off the floor, just because I dropped a sweet wrapper on the floor. A spangle wrapper I think. Anyway, when I went to get my bike from the bicycle shed, everyone else had gone. As I was unlocking the chain on my bike, three boys wearing masks approached me.’

‘What kind of masks?’ interrupted Nick.

‘Guy Fawkes masks. Anyway they said that first year students were very vulnerable to bullying and that they could provide protection. They said if I paid half my dinner money no harm would come to me. They told me to leave it in my desk after last lesson on Monday. Well I didn’t and thought no more of it; that was until today. I watched the end of your game and when I went to get my bike both my tyres were flat and my pump had disappeared.’

Nick looked at Keith.

‘Are you thinking what I’m thinking?’ asked Keith

‘I think so’ replied Nick ‘we have a protection racket in our school’

‘You don’t think it’s the Kray twins do you?’ asked Keith

‘I don’t think their operation reaches this far from the East End’

‘Thank goodness’ 

‘But it’s not going to be easy for us to crack it’

‘Us?’ 

Nick and Keith left Jock eating his crisps.

‘What do you think we should do? asks Keith

‘I’m thinking’ replied Nick

‘Well I suggest we tell the Headmaster’ interrupted Keith

‘No, we have no evidence; we need concrete proof before we report it’.

‘What do you suggest?’  

‘We’ll have to catch the villains ourselves’

‘Oh dear’ said Keith wondering what he was being conned into.

‘It’s my guess that other first year boys are also being threatened. We don’t have time to interview all the boys individually and it might look suspicious. We need to get a group of boys together. Nick pondered.

‘Eureka’ exclaimed Nick ‘I’ve got it’

‘Well don’t give it to me’ mumbled Keith

Nick explained ‘as you are well aware, 1st year student don’t play football, they play Rugby. If we organise a first year training session, say in the lunch hour we could talk to the boys and we’ll be away from prying eyes.’

‘Excellent idea’ said Keith.

‘First we’ll need to get permission from the Headmaster, I’ll talk to Mr Freeman first, I’m sure he’ll help us swing it for us.’

‘Super’ said Keith now bubbling with enthusiasm ‘we could pin a notice on the notice board inviting all the first year students interested in football to come along’

‘That’s the way and I think we should ask them to bring a ball as well; the school is a bit short of footballs.’

‘I agree’ said Keith ‘young players need as much ball work practice as possible.’

‘Once we have gained their confidence we can probe them about the bullying. After that we’ll lay our master plan’

What’s that?’ replied Keith

‘Wait and see’ said Nick with a smug look on his face.

Chapter 4

Permission was granted from Mr Mills the headmaster for Nick and Keith to organise football training for the first years during lunchtime. Posters were placed on the various notice boards around the school inviting all first year students to attend football training this Friday lunchtime. 

Friday came and Nick and Keith took eighteen first year students onto the playing field. Nick started the session with some warm-op exercises and stretches. This was followed by a vigorous session on passing. A small game of 9-a-side followed then Nick sent the lads on a warm-down run around the pitch.

‘There are some good lads there’ said Keith.

‘Yes’ replied Nick ‘I like the look of Jock, he’s got bags of skill, but look at him now, he’s last in the run.’

‘He eats too many crisps if you ask me’ 

The boys finished their run and Nick made them sit down while he had a chat with them. After outlining his ideas for future training sessions he decided to mention the protection racket.

‘I know some of you lads are being bullied into giving up half you dinner money and we want to help you, but I need to know how many of you are involved.’

No one moved

‘Come on lads’ encouraged Keith ‘put your hands up; Jock I know you are.’

They all looked at Jock and slowly one by one the hands went up. In all twelve lads admitted being bullied. Further questions revealed a similar pattern. All the lads left half of their dinner money in their desks after the last class on Mondays.

‘Okay this is what we intend to do’ said Nick ‘On Monday leave the money in your desks as requested; Keith and I will hide in that old wooden cupboard at the back of your classroom. When the villain comes to collect we’ll nab him. Simple.’
Keith looked at Nick, shaking his head.

Nick smiled and said ‘trust me.’ 

Monday came and as soon as the classes had ended Nick and Keith crept in the cupboard and waited. After about twenty minutes the classroom door opened.

‘Someone’s coming’ whispered Keith

‘Let’s just wait a while, and then we’ll catch the red-handed’ replied Nick.

Nick opened the cupboard door just a little to see what was going on. He could see two boys but couldn’t recognise them as they both wore masks.

‘What’s happening?’ whispered Keith 

‘Quiet’ replied Nick ‘one’s coming this way’

Nick pulled the door shut as the masked intruder approached the cupboard. Nick and Keith held their breadth. There was a load click.

‘What was that?’ whispered Keith

‘I think he’s locked us in’ answered Nick

‘What’ screamed Keith as he banged on the door ‘let us out’

‘That’ll stop you interfering’ said a voice out side the cupboard.

Nick and Keith panicked, banging on the door and screaming ‘let us out, let us out’

All of a sudden the cupboard tumbled forward.

‘Ahhhhh’ cried the boys as the cupboard crash to the floor.

The boys thrashed about trying in vain to escape from the fallen cupboard.

‘What’s going on?’ said a loud voice ‘give me a hand to get this cupboard up’.

Nick and Keith lay still as they felt the cupboard being returned to its proper upright position.

‘The cupboard’s locked’ said the voice, which they now recognised as belonging to Mr Munt the school caretaker. ‘Stay here, I’ll go and get me tool-bag’.  

The boys heard him walk off and return within a minute and with the use off a large screwdriver prised the cupboard doors open. The two boys, totally distressed emerged from the cupboard. Blood was trickling from Nick’s nose and Keith was sporting a large bump on his forehead.  

‘Bloody kids, always fooling around’ said Mr Munt, a slightly built man in his late forties with fair hair recently cut in a traditional short back and sides.  He was escorted by two overweight female cleaners both wearing headscarves.

‘But we were locked in’ said Keith sheepishly.

‘Less of your lip’ shouted Mr Munt ‘I’m reporting you to the headmaster, now what’s your names?’

‘I’m Nick Allen’

‘And I’m Keith Nevin’

‘Right’ said Mr Munt ‘you’d better get yourselves cleaned up and get off home and don’t let me catch you fooling around again’

‘No Sir’ said Keith

‘Thank you Sir’ said Nick

Nick and Keith scrambled quickly out of classroom and into the toilet.

‘Well that was a brilliant idea’ said Keith sarcastically

‘Mmmm,’ replied Nick

‘I hope your next plan is better.’

‘We’ve got a mole.’

‘Don’t change the subject.’

‘Not that sort of mole stupid. They knew we were in the cupboard, one of the first years must have told them.’

‘Gosh,’ gasped Keith ‘that means we’re on our own.’

‘It looks like it.’ 

‘So what are we going to do now?’

‘If we lie low for a while, they’ll think we have given up.’

‘You haven’t got another plan have you?’

‘Afraid not.’

Chapter 5

Two weeks had passed since the cupboard incident; Nick and Keith were walking passed the school Gymnasium.

‘Look,’ said Keith ‘Mr Freeman’s putting something up on the notice board.’

‘It could be the team for the forthcoming cup match’ replied Nick rushing to have a look. ‘Hey Keith, you’re reserve.’

‘Gosh, I didn’t expect that. Are you playing?’

‘Yes, I’m inside right. Alan Prince is playing centre forward.’

‘Who are we playing?’

‘St Stephens Catholic Grammar School’

‘Doesn’t your friend Don Patrick go to that school?’

‘That’s right but I don’t suppose he will be playing, he’s only in the second year.’

‘But he’s a good player?’

‘He’s an excellent all-round footballer; but you never know they may bring him along as reserve. He’s big for his age.’

On the day of the match Nick and Keith were walking around the playground during their afternoon break. Kick off was at 3.30 pm it was now 2.30 pm.

‘I’m looking forward to this game Keith, aren’t you?’

‘Certainly, if we win this one we’ll be in the quarter-finals,’ replied Keith. ‘Do you think you’ll be alright playing along Alan Prince.’

‘I hope so, I know he doesn’t like me and he’s not keen third years playing in the school team; but he’s not a bad player and he wants to win as much as anyone.’

Their conversation was interrupted by someone shouting out Nick’s name.

‘Nick’ said Walter Roberts, a cheeky first year student who attended Nick’s lunchtime training sessions. ’Mr Bilk, the Rural Science teacher wants to see you urgently in the potting shed.’

‘Thank you Walter, I’ll be right there.’

‘What’s that about,’ asked Keith.

‘No idea, I definitely cleared up my station after re-potting those plants this morning. What were those plants?’

Keith shrugged his shoulders.

‘I’ll pop along and see him,’ said Nick ‘and I’ll meet you in the changing room.’

‘Okay, but don’t be long’ replied Keith 

Nick walked behind the Science block through the small vegetable patch to the main potting shed. Looking round he thought I can’t see anyone. He opened the potting shed and looked in.

‘Hello, Mr Bilk, are you there?’

Getting no reply he stepped into the potting shed. As he stood there he heard a small creak that made him turn round. But before he could complete the move a sack was thrust over his head.

‘Hey who’s put the light out,’ screamed Nick.

But before he could react he was forced to the floor; his hands and feet were bound together and a gag was tied around his mouth. After receiving a couple of kicks in the ribs he was dragged and dumped unceremoniously in a corner. He heard the attackers walk away and lock the door.

Someone doesn’t like me thought Nick as he struggled to make himself comfortable. After the initial shock Nick pulled himself together and started to think about what to do, and then he remembered that he always carried a penknife in his pocket. It took a while but he finally managed to extract it from his pocket. Opening the blade was not a problem but it took him at least twenty minutes to cut through the ropes around his wrist. After freeing himself from the rest of the bonds, Nick looked at his watch 3.15pm, only fifteen minutes to kick off. The door was still locked but he managed to climb through a window and ran straight to the changing rooms.

Nick rushing into the changing room, everybody turned and looked at him.

‘Nick’ shouted Mr Freeman ‘you’re late, where have you been.’

‘Sorry Sir,’ he replied ‘got tied up.’

Nick saw Keith and went to change next to him. 

‘Where have you been?’ asked Keith

‘I’ll tell you later,’ replied Nick, ‘but someone didn’t want me to play.’

It was the Second Round of the St Albans and District Benevolent Cup and Sandridge Grammar and been drawn at home to St Stephens Catholic Grammar School. The first half was a dour affair and ended 0 – 0. The attacking striking force of Alan Prince and Nick Allen was very ineffective. Nick had not received a single pass from Alan Prince and on many occasions both players had collided going for the same ball. Mr Freeman was well aware that his tactics were going drastically wrong.

‘If there isn’t a marked improvement this half’ looking at Nick and Alan; then one of you two will be dropped for the next game; if there is another game. You two must work together, like Bobby Smith and Jimmy Greaves.’

‘It’s not my fault,’ interrupted Prince ‘I can’t play with that upstart.’

‘More like you don’t want to’ interrupted Keith

‘Put a sock in it Nevin or I’ll re-arrange you features’ snarled Prince.

‘Cut that out now,’ screamed Mr Freeman ‘or I’ll put you on detention.’

‘Well’ said Prince ‘why do we have to have third years playing?’

‘Why,’ asked Mr Freeman trying to control his temper ‘because this is a school team and I pick who I consider to be the best players. What you seem to forget is that it has taken me three years to persuade the headmaster to allow us a football team. You know this is traditionally a rugby only school and he only gave us permission on the proviso we win this cup. Otherwise it’s back to rugby; if we win we can enter the league competitions and have teams at every year. So you can see how important it is that we win. Now go out there and forget your personal vendettas and play football.’

The game re-started and Sandridge Grammar settled into some sort of pattern. Alan Prince took the role of target man with Nick feeding off him. It soon became clear to Nick that Alan Prince either couldn’t pass a ball or was trying to make him look bad as every pass was either over or under hit.  With fifteen minutes left Alan Prince received the ball on the half-way line and made a strong run towards the opposition’s goal. The St Stephen’s defenders were closing in on him; Nick had an idea. He ran right across Prince’s path taking the ball with him. This sudden change of direction wrong footed the defenders and left him with a clear run at goal. The keeper tried to close him down but Nick coolly slotted the ball home.
Sandridge Grammar 1, St Stephens Catholic Grammar 0

Jogging back for the re-start Nick met Prince; ‘well done Alan’ said Nick ‘the old cross-over routine always works.’

Nick’s goal had knocked the stuffing out of St. Stephens Catholic Grammar School. Straight from the re-start Sandridge regained the ball and went in search for a second goal. A fine shot from Nick was defected for a corner. Andy Graham took the corner kick and sent a peach of an out-swinger to the far post. Both Nick and Alan went for the ball but just as Nick was about to head it he felt a push in his back and stumbled when he landed. Before he could regain his feet a knee came crashing into his face. Tears filled his eyes and blood spurted from his nose. Mr Freeman rushed on the field to attend Nick. ‘Are you alright lad?’ he asked

‘I fink my dose is broken’ replied Nick

‘Right my lad, let’s get you to hospital’

Nick walked off the pitch holding his head back, a sponge soaked in blood covering his nose. 
The St Stephen’s sports master came over to see how Nick was. ‘You can put your reserve on if you want’ he said ‘I think it’s only fair.’

‘That’s very sporting of you,’ replied Mr Freeman, ‘thank you; Keith, get ready.’

Keith looked on anxiously as he removed his tracksuit top, ’will he be alright sir?’

‘I’m sure he’ll be as good as new; now on you go and don’t let this game slip.’

Chapter 6

It was the following evening; Nick was sitting watching Ready Steady Go on television, and feeling slightly sorry for himself. His nose had been re-set and he had spent the night in hospital. The door bell rang, Mrs Allen, Nick’s mum, a petite woman in her late thirties answered it. ‘Hello Keith.’

‘Hello Mrs Allen, replied Keith, ‘how’s Nick, may I see him’

‘Of course you can, come in. Nick,’ said Mrs Allen ‘Keith’s come to see you. Go on through.’

Keith walked into the lounge. ‘Hello Nick how are you feeling?’

‘A bit groggy’ replied Nick ‘how did the match finish?’

‘We won 1-0, oh, I’ve bought you a present’ said Keith handing Nick a bag from which he looked inside and found a 7 inch single record. ‘It’s a new female singer called Cilla Black. It’s her first release; it’s called Love of the Loved. Your sort of thing, soppy music’

‘Thanks very much, I’ll play it later.’

Keith took a long look at Nick nose and said ‘nasty accident.’

‘It was no accident it was deliberate.’

‘Gosh,’ exclaimed Keith ‘who did it?’

I’m almost certain it was Alan Prince’

‘Oh dear’ said Keith as he sat down next to Nick.

‘Don’t worry Keith; he won’t get away with it.’ 

 Nick managed a smile and there was a twinkle in his bright blue eyes, even though they were surrounded by yellow and purple bruising.

‘What do you intend to do,’ enquired Keith remembering how Nick’s plans have a tendency to go wrong.

‘Listen carefully’ said Nick ‘after leaving the pitch yesterday Mr Freeman and I went into the changing rooms. He left me for a while to make a phone call. I was so annoyed at being hurt that I kicked Alan Prince’s sports bag, it went flying and all the contents fell out. I quickly calmed down and started to put the stuff back in the bag, and guess what I found?’

‘Go on’ said Keith.

‘Well it was a list of first year students with dates and amounts of money.’

‘We’ve got him’ said Keith ‘did you tell Mr Freeman?’

‘No not yet’ replied Nick ‘I want to catch him red-handed.’

‘Do you have a plan?’

‘Not yet, I want to get this one right. It has to be thoroughly thought out.’

On Saturday Nick asked his mum if he could go to London for the day.

‘As long as you’re back before it gets dark. Do you want me to make you a packed lunch?’

‘Thanks mum that will be great’ said Nick and went over and gave her a big hug.

‘I love you mum, you’re the best.’

‘Oh don’t be silly now’ she replied blushing ‘will cheese be okay in your sandwiches?’

‘Great, mum.’ 

Nick took the 330 bus to the train station, bought his ticket and made his way to St Pancras. He then took a tube on the Metropolitan line to Liverpool Street and changed to the Circle line to his intended destination Blackfriars. He always enjoyed the walk along the Thames; he found it peaceful and it allowed him to think. By the time he reached the Embankment he was feeling a little peckish and decided to find a bench and eat one of the cheese sandwiches his mum has made for him. Most of the benches were taken up by families also enjoying their packed lunches. Then he spotted a bench that was only occupied by a young woman. He approached and said ‘may I sit here?’

The woman, about twenty, pretty with long brown hair turned her head; smiled and said ‘It’s a free country’.

Nick sat down and gazed at the Thames. After about two minutes the women said ‘what happened to your nose?’

‘I broke it in a football match.’

‘It looks painful.’

‘It hurt at the time, it just aches now.’

‘How did it happen?’

‘I’m not sure, but I think it was done on purpose.’

‘Why would anyone want to hurt you?’

‘It’s a long story, but there’s a protection racket at my school. I’m trying to find out who’s running it and someone’s trying to stop me.’ 

‘Right little Inspector Lockhart
 aren’t we.’ 

‘I like him’ said Nick ‘and there will be no hiding place for those yobs when I get back to school.’

The women smiled and took off her sun glasses.

Nick looked at her and smiled back, and said ‘Hope you don’t think I’m being rude, but your eyes are red, have you been crying?’

‘You’re very observant’ she replied taking a long look at him. ‘What’s your name kid?’

‘My name is Nick Allen and I’m from Hertfordshire’

‘Pleased to meet you Nick Allen from Hertfordshire, I’m Christine from London’.

They shook hands. 

‘So’ said Nick ‘what’s troubling you?’

‘You’re not backward in coming forward are you Nick Allen?’

‘You can call me Nick’ he replied ‘my mum, she’s from the East End you know, believes in straight talking. “Say what you mean, don’t beat about the bush”.

‘Well Nick, she’s right, so I’ll tell, like you said it’s a long story, but I’m not having a very good time at the moment. A friend of mine called Stephen killed himself recently and I might have to go away soon.’

‘And I take it you don’t want to go away’.

‘You’re right there. Anyway it might only be for a few months.’

They sat there for a moment, both gazing at the Thames when Nick heard the familiar sound of an Ice Cream Van. ‘Oh look’ he said ‘a Tonibell van, can I by you an ice cream?’

‘You certainly know how to treat a lady, yes I’d love one’

‘Great, what would you like?’

‘Surprise me’

Nick ran over to the van and purchased two ninety-nines at a cost of one shilling and six pence. He returned to Christine and gave her the ice-cream.

‘Thank you kind Sir’ she said

‘My pleasure’ replied Nick.

They sat there eating their ice-creams taking in the last of the autumn sunshine. 

‘Do you have a girlfriend’ asked Christine

‘Not yet’ replied Nick ‘I’m not really into girls; I don’t think I’m ready for a girlfriend. Can’t really see the point of one; I mean, what can you do with them? Apart from a bit of kissing; you can’t really talk to them. They just giggle all the time. I mean, it would be nice to get a female point of view on the proposed changes to the L.B.W rule or the like. But when I do get a girlfriend I hope she looks like you. You know you are very pretty, you should be a model and you’re easy to talk to.’

‘Well Mr Smoothie, when you are eighteen come and look me up and we’ll go for a drink.’

‘How will I find you?’

‘I’m sure you will have no problem’ 

She opened her handbag and look out a photo.

‘You’re right; I have done a bit of modelling’

She wrote on the back of the photo and gave it to him.

‘See you in a few years’ she bent down and kissed him on the cheek. 

Nick looked down at what she had written. To my favourite boy Nick. All my love Christine
 xx. When he looked up she had gone. He turned the photo over and thought, that’s different. He put the photo carefully in his duffel bag and pulled out his sandwiches. As he sat there eating his cheese sandwich with Daddies sauce he thought if that’s all there is to getting a girlfriend, I can’t see what all the fuss is.
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When he had finished his sandwich he took a deep breath, smiled and said to himself ‘Alan Prince, I’ve got you.’
Chapter 7

Nick returned to school on Monday wearing dark glasses to hide his black eyes. Keith was waiting at the school gates when he arrived.
‘How are you feeling today?’ enquired Keith

‘Not to bad,’ replied Nick.

‘That’s good, so have you thought of a plan yet?’

‘As it happens I have. This is what I want you to do. I spent yesterday typing up some affidavits for the first years to sign, stating that they have been bullied into paying protection money. All you have to do is quietly see each of the kids individually and get them to sign them, simple eh?’

‘What happens then?’ asked Keith

‘Well I needed them signed before Friday’s lunchtime training session, then I’ll reveal phase two.’

By Friday Keith had obtained signatures from of all the boys they knew to be paying protection money. During the training session Nick sent Walter Roberts back to the changing rooms to collect the training bibs. When he was out of sight he called the boys in and sat them down in the far corner of the field.

‘Right lads,’ said Nick ‘I think you should know what is happening. As you know you have all signed an affidavit. I have put them along with some other evidence into an envelope and given it to the headmaster, so now all you problems are over.

‘But the Headmaster’s been away all week’ said Jock as he opened another packet of crisps.

‘Ah yes’ said Nick ‘I knew that. That’s why I gave the packet to his secretary who will give it to him first thing Monday morning.’

At that moment Walter Roberts came back carry the training bibs.
‘Right lads,’ said Nick ‘get yourselves sorted onto two teams and let’s get a game going.’

The boys obeyed without question and soon the red team was attacking the yellow team. Keith approached Nick with a confused look on his face. ‘I thought you wanted to catch Prince red-handed.’
‘That’s right’ smiled Nick

‘Come on Nick, you haven’t told me everything.’

‘Alright’ laughed Nick ‘listen carefully, if things go according to plan Alan Prince will try to retrieve the evidence this weekend. I’ve phoned the police and told them to expect a break-in at the school this weekend. With any luck they will catch him red-handed.’

‘But how will Prince know the secretary has the evidence?’
‘The mole will tell him.’

‘But I thought Walter Roberts was the mole’

‘No’ laughed Nick ‘he’s a red herring; I want the real mole to think we suspect someone else. Trust me.’

Nick felt excited as he made his way to school the following Monday morning. As usual Keith was there waiting for him.

‘Do you think your plan worked Nick’ asked Keith.

‘I do hope so, I haven’t slept a wink all weekend thinking about it’ replied Nick.

‘Well we’ll soon find out.’

They walked through the school gates in complete silence, both deep in deep thought. Nick, ever the optimist, was thinking that he’ll be hailed a hero. Keith the pessimist was thinking about all the trouble they could get in. They didn’t have to wait long; their tranquillity was broken by Graham Brett, editor of the school magazine. Graham was in the 5th form and one of the school’s brightest students, everyone expected in to go to Cambridge.
‘Nick, have you heard?’ gasped Graham holding a notebook in one hand and a pencil in the other.

‘Heard what?’ replied Nick expectantly.

‘There was an attempted break-in at the school, the police were here and everything’ said Graham bursting with enthusiasm, ‘would you like to comment?’

‘Did they catch them?’ asked Keith.

‘I think so,’ replied Graham ‘rumour has it they had a tip-off and caught the villains red-handed.’

‘Anyone we know?’ asked Nick casually.

‘No names at present, but I’m working on it’ said Graham, ‘I’ll keep you informed.’

Nick smiled at Keith as Graham rushed towards a group of boys talking to the Science master.

‘He’ll make a good journalist one day’ stated Nick.

‘I never thought it would work’ said Keith ‘you’re a genius.’

He waited for a reply but one never came, he turned to look at Nick who had turned as white as a ghost. ‘Nick, talk to me’ said Keith.

‘Look’ replied Nick, struggling to get his words out, ‘its Prince and he’s coming this way.’

‘Hello Nick’ said Prince ‘how’s the nose, it’s looking better. Are you alright? You looked surprised to see me.’

‘Don’t know what you mean; it’s always a pleasure to see you Alan.’

‘Of course it is. You heard about the break-in then, a couple of local villains trying to steal the petty cash. Apparently they have done a few other schools, but the strange thing is, the police had a tip off about this one. Can’t imagine who would have done that.’
‘And how come you know all this then?’ asked Keith.

‘The school secretary told me. She’s my aunt, didn’t you know?’

Alan Prince walked back towards the school leaving Nick and Keith standing there, stunned.

Keith was the first to move putting an arm around Nick shoulder and saying ‘Don’t worry Nick, it will soon be over. Once the Headmaster sees the envelope you left him with the affidavits and the other evidence your troubles will be over.’
‘Afraid not; I didn’t leave any envelope with the headmaster. It was all a bluff; I have no evidence to connect Prince with the crime.’
‘Oh dear’ said Keith as they walked to their classroom.

Chapter 8

After school on Mondays Nick and Keith normally went for a 5 mile run. But this Monday Keith told Nick that he was going straight home as he was behind with his homework. Nick was not too disappointed as he was in no mood for company and was glad to run alone. So Nick set off on his own, running at a faster pace than normal, making his limbs hurt to take away the pain from the disappointment of failure. How could he have been so stupid, what made him think that his silly plan would work? Why didn’t he just report what he knew; was he getting to big for his own boots. He returned back to the school in record time, covered in mud. Mr Munt the caretaker always left the dressing rooms opened on a Monday so that Nick could take a shower. After removing his muddy clothes he stepped into the shower. Nick loved showers, at home like most houses they only had a bath. He found them so refreshing and he usually stayed there for about fifteen minutes allowing the hot water to caress his body. On this occasion he felt he could stay there forever but his mum will have his tea ready and he didn’t want to be late. Stepping out of the shower he reached for his towel. I’m sure I put it there he thought.
‘Lost something?’ a voice asked

He couldn’t see anything because of all the steam, but as he stepped out of the shower he could see four boys standing there, each was wearing a Guy Fawkes mask and wielding a rounders bat.

‘You’ve caused us enough trouble’ said the boy in the front, it’s about time we taught you a lesson.’

‘Come on lads’ pleaded Nick as he stepped back into the shower ‘let’s talk about this.’

‘Nothing to talk about.’

‘A beating won’t stop me talking, I know all about your little racket and I know who your leader is.’
‘You know very little and even if you did it wouldn’t stop us giving you the beating you deserve.’

Nick was corned in the shower and the boys were getting closer.

‘Okay, but before you start, just one question,’ asked Nick

‘Make it quick.’

‘Who’s been telling you my movements?’

The four boys started laughing.

‘Don’t you know?’ said the leader.

‘No’ replied Nick with a puzzled look on his face.

‘Well we’re not going to tell’ said the second boy taking a swing at Nick and just missing him.

‘That’s enough’ said a loud voice behind them.
All the boys turned around; standing there was the headmaster Mr Mills, a tall authoritarian looking man, with a neatly trimmed moustache, the sports master Mr Freeman and the caretaker Mr Munt.

Mr Mills was the first to speak ‘I think I’ve heard all I need to hear. Now take off those silly masks and let’s see who we’ve got.’

The first boy to remove his mask was Eddie Lee; Nick didn’t recognise the next two boys, as they were not Sandridge Grammar students. As expected the last boy to remove his mask was Alan Prince. 

‘Right, you four follow me to my office, and Prince take a last look at these changing rooms because it’s the last time you’ll ever see them,’ said Mr Mills as he lead the four culprits away. 
‘Put some clothes on Allen’ said Mr Freeman to Nick who was standing there in all his glory.

‘How did you know they were coming to get me?’ enquired Nick as he frantically rubbed himself dry with a towel.

‘Your friend Keith told me everything,’ replied Mr Freeman.
‘But how did he know they were coming?’

‘I think you better ask him’ said Mr Freeman as he turned and walked out of the changing room.
As he left Nick noticed Keith standing outside looking very sheepish. Keith stepped into the changing room.

‘So you are the mole’ said Nick trying to control his anger.

‘Sorry,’ replied Keith.

‘And I thought you were my friend.’

‘But you don’t understand’ interrupted Keith ‘I had to tell them.’

‘Oh yeh’ said Nick who had finish dressing and was putting the last of his muddy clothes into his duffel bag.

‘Listen Nick, this protection racket is being run in other schools as well, even in the Girls Grammar. They threatened to hurt my sister Anna. What could I do?’

‘Whatever’ said Nick as he walked out of the changing room leaving Keith standing there alone?
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� Substitutes weren’t introduced until 1965, but changes were allowed in friendlies.


� No Hiding Place was ITV's best known early police drama series and starred Raymond Francis as Detective Chief Superintendent Tom Lockhart with Det. Sgt. Baxter (� HYPERLINK "http://www.guardian.co.uk/Archive/Article/0,4273,3939913,00.html" \t "window" �Eric Lander�), Det. Sgt. Russell (Johnny Briggs), Det. Sgt. Perryman (Michael McStay) and Det. Sgt. Gregg (Sean Caffrey).


� Christine Keeler was convicted of perjury in December 1963 and sentenced to 9 months in prison.
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