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One 

 

There was a knock at the classroom door just as Mrs Baker was about to start the English 

lesson. Danny watched her sigh, then get up off her seat. 

ΨwŜŀŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΣΩ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨLƴ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΦ LΩƭƭ ƻƴƭȅ ōŜ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦΩ 

Then she disappeared into the corridor. 

5ŀƴƴȅ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ŀ ²ƻǊƭŘ /ǳǇ ƎǳƛŘŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǊǳŎƪǎŀŎƪΦ IŜΩŘ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

newsagents that morning. It had facts on all the players, the stadiums and ς most 

importantly ς a chart to fill with scores and other statistics. 

Four days to kick off. 

It was Monday now. The tournament started on Friday with South Africa v Mexico. 

The day after that ς Saturday ς 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ ǿŜǊŜ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ¦{!Φ !ƴŘ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘΦ 

IŜ ƘŀŘ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜŘ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ /ƘŀǊƭƻǘǘŜ ŀƴŘ tŀǳƭΣ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǊƻǳƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ǿŀǘŎƘ it 

with his dad. 

.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦ 

His friends would not come round. His dad would not be there. And nor would he. 

Nor did he know that his dad was standing in reception. Waiting for him right now. 

The noise levels in the classroom had risen as Danny was looking at the fixtures and 

wondering if England could beat USA. 

The Americans had been sounding off on the TV, saying that they had beaten 

England in the 1950 tournament and that they could do it again now. Especially as England 

had key players missing. 

Mrs Baker came back in. 

ΨvǳƛŜǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΣΩ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨL ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜΦΩ 

The room went silent. There was something in her voice. Something that suggested 

excitement. 

Ψ5ŀƴƴȅΣΩ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƘƻƳŜΦΩ 

Danny stood up, knocking his chair over. This was shock. 

It had happened once before: when he was called home because his dad had been in a bad 

accident. He felt his legs wobble underneath him. 

ΨLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ōŀŘΣΩ aǊǎ .ŀƪŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎƻŦǘ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ {ƘŜ ƪƴŜw his history. 

Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ΨL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΦΩ 
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Ψ¸ƻǳǊ ŘŀŘ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜΦ !ƴŘ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ǎƻƳŜ ƴŜǿǎΦ DƻƻŘ ƴŜǿǎΦΩ 

5ŀƴƴȅ ŦǊƻǿƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǘƘŜǊŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōŀƎΦ IŜ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǘǘŜΩǎ ŜȅŜΦ 

She shrugged, then smiled. 

Danny started to walk across the room, edging past tables and chairs and the eyes of 

his classmates. 

Ψ{Ƙŀƭƭ L ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚΩ aǊǎ .ŀƪŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ΨLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ playful 

in her voice. As if she wanted to tell the class. 

ΨLǘΩǎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦΦΦΩ ǎƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΦ 

ΨhƪŀȅΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Ψ¸ƻǳǊ ŘŀŘ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊǇƻǊǘΦ ¸ƻǳ Ŧƭȅ ǘƘƛǎ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴΦΩ 

Danny stopped and faced his teacher. 

Ψ5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜΚΩ ǎƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

The noise in the classroom had built now. Danny felt someone tapping him on the 

back. He ignored it. 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨtƭŜŀǎŜΦΩ 

Ψ5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ Ƙŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀŘΣΩ aǊǎ .ŀƪŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ 

ŎƭŀǎǎǊƻƻƳ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ Ψ!ƴŘ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜŘ ŦƻǊ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƳƻƴǘƘ ƻŦŦ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ 

{ƻƳŜƘƻǿΗΩ 

The noise in the clŀǎǎ ŜȄǇƭƻŘŜŘΦ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ΨƧŀƳƳȅΩ ŀƴŘ ΨƭǳŎƪȅΩ ŀƴŘ 

ΨƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŦŀƛǊΩ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎŀŎƻǇƘƻƴȅΦ 

Ψ²ƘȅΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Ψ.ŜŎŀǳǎŜΣ 5ŀƴƴȅ IŀǊǘŜΣ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ {ƻǳǘƘ !ŦǊƛŎŀΦ ¢ƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ²ƻǊƭŘ /ǳǇΦΩ 

Danny had to put his hands over his ears, the class was so loud now. 

ΨDƻΣΩ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊ ƳƻǳǘƘŜŘΦ 

So Danny headed for the door. He looked back at Charlotte again, who waved, but 

looked slightly sad. Danny waved back. 

Then he was in the corridor. 

And as he walked towards school reception he heard the chant of En-ger-land, 

Enger-land, En-ger-land coming from the classroom. 
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5ŀƴƴȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ Ŧƻƻǘōŀƭƭ ŀōǊƻŀŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜΦ IŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƭǳŎƪȅΦ IŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƎŀƳŜǎ in 

Russia and Ghana. 

Lǘ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΣ ƘŜΩŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ƙŀōƛǘ ƻŦ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ 

involved with football crimes. Kidnapped strikers. Russian billionaires trying to kill England 

keepers. That sort of thing. His life had been in danger several times because of his new 

hobby. 

IŜΩŘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƻƭǾŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƳŀƧƻǊ ŎǊƛƳŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǿ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦ ŀǎ ŀ ǎƻǊǘ of football 

detective. 

But this was nothing to do with that. 

 

He turned a corner in the corridor, a smile growing on his face. 

5ŀƴƴȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ŘŜǘŜŎǘƛǾŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΦ ²ƘŜƴ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘ 

had had his accident, he had been blinded. As a result his life had changed a lot. But ς also 

as a result ς ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƎƛǾŜƴ compensation because the accident had been to do with his 

ǿƻǊƪ ŀǎ ŀ ŦƛǊŜƳŀƴΦ Iƛǎ ŘŀŘ ƘŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ Řŀȅ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǎǇŜƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ that money on 

something amazing. 

This was the amazing thing. Danny knew it. 

He could feel a thrill of excitement running through him. 

Was this real? Was he really going to the World Cup finals? 

IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘΦ ¢ƻ ƘŜŀǊ Ƙƛǎ ǇƭŀƴǎΦ 

.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ŀǎ Ƨǳst a trip to South 

Africa to watch football. It would end up as his biggest ς and most dangerous ς case yet. 

One that would push his skills as a football detective to the limit. 

And it would all begin tomorrow... 
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Two 

 

Danny relaxed once he and his dad were through passport control. He always felt weird at 

airports. 

Men with machine guns. Massive scanner devices. The tension of queues and people 

with giant bags. None of it put him at ease. 

But he was happy when he saw the TV screen in one of the airport lounges. They 

were at Manchester airport. Heading for Amsterdam, en route to South Africa. 

ΨIƻǿ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƻŦŦΚΩ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘΦ 

Ψ!ƎŜǎΣΩ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ Ψ¢ǿƻ ƘƻǳǊǎΦΩ 

ΨDǊŜŀǘΦ ¢ƘŜ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ ƳŀǘŎƘ ƛǎ ƻƴ ŀ ōƛƎ ǎŎǊŜŜƴ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ tƭŀǘƛƴǳƳ {ǘŀǊǎ ƳŀǘŎƘΦΩ 

Ψ/ŀƴ ǿŜ ƎŜǘ ŀ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘŀōƭŜǎΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨLǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŦǘΦΩ 

Danny watched his dad nod, sunglasses slipping to the end of his nose. Then he let 

his dad take his arm and Danny led him across to the TV screen. Dad lifted his stick under his 

arm and let his son lead him. They were both at ease with the fact that 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ŘŀŘ ǿŀǎ 

blind. 

Once they were sat down, with drinks and cakes sorted, Dad carried on with the 

ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘ ƘŜΩŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀȄƛ ŦǊƻƳ ƘƻƳŜΦ 

Ψ²ƘƻΩǎ /ŀǇŜƭƭƻ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŦǊƻƴǘΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Ψ/ǊƻǳŎƘ ŀƴŘ 5ŜŦƻŜΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

Ψ/ǊƻǳŎƘΚ ²ƘȅΩǎ ƘŜ ƴƻǘ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ IŜǎƪŜȅΚΩ 

Ψ.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ /ǊƻǳŎƘ ƛǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΦ 

Then he watched his dad shake his head. Dad always did this. He thought he knew 

best. He was about to start going on and on about how Heskey was the best player because 

he worked well with Rooney. Danny knew it. 

ΨIŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ Ǉƭŀȅ IŜǎƪŜȅΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨwƻƻƴŜȅ ǿƻǊƪǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƻŦŦ IŜǎƪŜȅΦΩ 

Ψbƻ ǿŀȅΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎǊƛǘǘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǘŜŜǘƘΦ 

5ŀŘ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ Ψ9ǾŜƴ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ !ƴǘƻƴΣ ǘƘƛƴƪǎ IŜǎƪŜȅ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΦΩ 

Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ ƘŜΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ΨAnton ƛǎ ǿǊƻƴƎΚ !ƴǘƻƴΣ ǿƘƻ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΩǎ ōŜǎǘ Ŧƻƻǘōŀƭƭ ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭƛǎǘǎΚ !ƴŘ 

you know more than he ŘƻŜǎΚΩ 
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5ŀƴƴȅ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎ ōefore, it 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƛǘΦ !ƴŘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŀǊƎǳŜŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ !ƴǘƻƴ Iƻƭǘ ǘƻƻΦ 

Danny knew Holt because they had worked together on the football crimes Danny 

had been involved with solving. And it was true Anton was a famous journalist. But Danny 

still thought Crouch was better than Heskey. 

Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ŀǎƪ ƘƛƳ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƎŜǘǎ ƘŜǊŜΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΦ ΨIŜ Ŏŀƴ Ǉǳǘ ȅƻǳ ǊƛƎƘǘΦΩ 

Danny still had nothing to say. So he looked outside ς at the rain sweeping down 

from the hills. A plane was just coming into land and it sent up an enormous spray as it hit 

the tarmac of the runway. 

 

Several thousand miles south another plane was coming into land. But this time it was not 

coming down on tarmac, but on hard earth. A landing strip next to a ranch and a small lake, 

in the shadow of a range of mountains. 

Once the plane had taxied to the side of the ranch, parking under a tarpaulin like you 

would park a car in England, a man climbed out. He pulled his coat round himself, shivering. 

Although this was Africa it was cold. He grimaced. It was like being back home in England. 

The man pushed open the door of the ranch and headed directly towards a room to the 

right. It looked like an office. 

His phone rang immediately. 

Ψ¸ŜǎΚΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƴŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦ 

ΨaǊ DŀǿΚΩ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΚΩ 

ΨL ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦΩ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΚΩ aǊ DŀǿΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ōŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ ƛƳǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΦ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ǊŜǇƻǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ 

was a senior policeman. Mr Gaw paid him good money for that information. So he wanted it 

quickly. 

Ψ¸ƻǳ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŀƭŜǊǘ ȅƻǳ ƛŦ ŀ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭƛǎǘ ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ¦YΦΩ 

Mr Gaw said nothing. He poured himself a glass of water from a jug. 

¢ƘŜ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΦ Ψ¢ƘŜ ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭƛǎǘΣ !ƴǘƻƴ IƻƭǘΣ Ƙŀǎ ƭŜŦǘ 

!ƳǎǘŜǊŘŀƳ ŦƻǊ WƻƘŀƴƴŜǎōǳǊƎΦΩ 

aǊ Dŀǿ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ΨDƻƻŘΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǇŀǳǎƛƴƎΣ ŀǎƪŜŘ Ψ!ǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ 

9ƴƎƭƛǎƘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƻƴ ōƻŀǊŘΚΩ 
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Ψ[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ŎƘŜŎƪΣΩ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜƳŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Mr Gaw glared out of the window. He was glad to hear that Holt was coming to 

South Africa. They had some unfinished business. Holt ς with the help of a boy ς had 

stopped him making a lot of money. 

Twice. 

It was time for revenge. And Mr Gaw was going to take it. 

ΨaǊ DŀǿΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘǿƻ ƳƻǊŜ ƴŀƳŜǎΦΩ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΚΩ 

Ψ! aǊ IŀǊǘŜΦ !ƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴΣ 5ŀƴƛŜƭΦΩ 

Ψ5ŀƴƴȅ IŀǊǘŜΚΩ aǊ Dŀǿ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ŘǊƻǇǇƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƭƻƻǊΦ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣ 5ŀƴƛŜƭ IŀǊǘŜΦΩ 

Ψ!ƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ Řƻ ǘƘŜȅ ƭŀƴŘΚΩ 

ΨLƴ ǘǿŜƭǾŜ ƘƻǳǊǎΣΩ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜƳŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ!ǘ Wƻ-ōǳǊƎ ŀƛǊǇƻǊǘΦΩ 

aǊ Dŀǿ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ΨaŜŜǘ ƳŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ eleven ƘƻǳǊǎΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ!ƴŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘΦΩ 

 

Danny, his dad and Anton Holt walked onto the plane at Manchester airport. Holt had 

arrived just in time, checking in late. 

Half the people on board were wearing football shirts. Holland shirts. England shirts. 

France shirts. 

5ŀƴƴȅ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ IŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜŘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀ ²ƻǊƭŘ /ǳǇΦ 

The next time he walked on the ground it would be in Africa. Danny smiled. He 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴŜΦ 
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Three 

 

Once the plane had climbed to 30,000 feet and the seat belt signs had gone off, Danny 

leaned across the empty seat next to him and looked back three rows to where he knew 

Anton Holt was sitting. 

Danny and Holt had travelled on a plane before. To Moscow, when they had to stop 

a crazy Russian billionaire trying to murder England goalkeepers. So Danny knew that Holt 

was scared of flying. 

5ŀƴƴȅ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦ Ψ5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎƛǘ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎΚΩ 

Holt nodded and joined Danny. Dad was asleep, so they spoke in low whispers. 

Ψ{ƻ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ǘƛŎƪŜǘǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ ƎŀƳŜǎΚΩ Iƻƭǘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Ψ²ŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŦƻǊ !ƭƎŜǊƛŀ ŀƴŘ {ƭƻǾŜƴƛŀΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ.ǳǘ ƴƻǘ ¦{!ΦΩ 

Danny was very disappointed about this. He desperately wanted to see the first 

England game. And it was only three days away. 

Iƻƭǘ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ΨL ǎŜŜΦΦΦΩ 

Danny wanted to ask Holt if he could help. Football journalists could get hold of 

tickets. Danny knew that. But he was always asƪƛƴƎ Iƻƭǘ ŦƻǊ ŦŀǾƻǳǊǎΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ 

push his luck. 

ΨaŀȅōŜΦΦΦΩ Iƻƭǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ƘƛƳǎŜƭŦΦ 

Ψ²ƘŀǘΚΩ 

Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ ƳŀȅōŜΦΦΦΩ Iƻƭǘ ǇŀǳǎŜŘΦ ΨbƻΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦΩ 

5ŀƴƴȅ ƪƴŜǿ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǘŜŀǎƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ƴƻǿΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƻǳǘƘ ǎƘǳǘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

going to give Holt the satisfaction of winding him up. And just then an air steward came 

round, offering drinks, so the journalist stopped talking to him altogether. And Danny was 

left fretting whether he would get to see the USA game or not. 

Holt grinned once they were alonŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ΨLΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ L Ŏŀƴ ŘƻΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ΨwŜŀƭƭȅΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΦ .ǳǘ ƴƻ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜǎΦΩ 

 

Mr Gaw, as he called himself now, told the two men who were stood in the 

underground car park at the airport what he wanted them to do. 

Once briefed, the men climbed into two vehicles. A silver sports car and a large 
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black van. The vehicles revved their engines and moved away slowly. 

Then Mr Gaw took a lift from the car park up to the viewing area, just in time to see 

a huge KLM 767 land on the runway. 

He checked his watch and smiled. This plane was the plane carrying Anton Holt and 

Danny Harte. Now he would have his long-awaited revenge. 

Less than two years ago Mr Gaw was been known by another name. He had been Sir 

Richard Gawthorpe, owner of City FC. And things had been going well. He was making a lot 

of money. 

One plan he came up with was to kidnap his own player, Sam Roberts, and to sell 

ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǎƘƛǊǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀȅŜǊΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ Ǉƭŀƴ ƘŀŘ ŦŀƛƭŜŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ŀ 

fourteen year old boy. And that boy was on the KLM plane that had just landed. 

Sir Richard smiled. He wanted to stop this boy from coming to Africa. 

One, because of the revenge he wanted. 

Two, because Sir Richard had a plan for the 11th July. A plan that was so 

spectacular, it would go down in the history of the world as the greatest kidnap ever. 

 

Danny led Dad through customs and described everything he could. He wanted him to take 

in everything. The colours. The scenery outside. The sky. The football images everywhere. 

ΨLǘ ǎƳŜƭƭǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜΦ Ψ!ƴŘ ƛǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦ L ƭƻǾŜ 

ƛǘΦΩ 

Danny grinned. He could still not believe he was here in South Africa. Here for the 

World Cup. Just a week ago he had seen the England players pass through here on TV. 

 

Above them, on a walkway, a man was peering down. As soon as he saw Danny, his dad and 

Holt, he started keying into his mobile phone. 

 

Holt quickly found them a taxi, so they could make their way to their hotel. They climbed in, 

putting their bags in the boot. 

As the taxi moved away, none of them noticed the silver sports car come in close 

behind them. Nor the large black van tailing the car. They were on their way. They were too 

excited. 

They had been driving for an hour when it happened. 
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At first the roads had been congested. But, after a little while, the car started to 

move faster. And they were driving up a hill, the ground falling away to a steep slope to the 

left. 

The taxi driver was asking Holt about England, when he flashed his lights at a silver 

sports car, allowing it to move into the gap ahead of him. 

At the same time a black van moved in beside them in the next lane. 

Immediately as it did, the silver sports car braked violently. The taxi driver swerved to his 

right to avoid it, but he had nowhere to go, as the black van seemed to be moving across at 

the same time. 

¢ƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊ ǎǿŜǊǾŜŘ ƻƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǘŀȄƛΩǎ ǘȅǊŜǎ ǎŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǊƻŎƪǎ 

into a precipice. 

Danny stared down the hill. Everything was in slow motion. He felt sure the taxi 

would crash down into the void. He started to clench his arms and legs into his body, in 

anticipation. 

But then a miracle happened. 

The taxi driver somehow got ahead of the silver sports car. And the black van ς 

moving to its left ς hit it. 

Danny heard a crash and looked round. The silver car had disappeared. He looked at 

Holt. 

They were not moving now. The taxi driver had managed to stop. 

Ψ²ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Ψ!ǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŀǘ ƘƛƭƭΣΩ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƻƪŀȅΚΩ 

9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ .ǳǘ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŀƳƳŜǊƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦŜƭǘ ƛǘ ƘŀƳƳŜǊ 

before. 

 

When Sir Richard Gawthorpe answered his mobile phone he expected to hear that all his 

worries were over. But, as the driver of the black van described what had happened, his face 

clouded. 

ΨCƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŜƳΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨCƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜƴ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜΦ ¸ŜǎΚΩ 

¢ƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ Ǿŀƴ ŘǊƛǾŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ȅŜǎΦ Ψ.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ !ƴŘǊŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΚΩ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Ψ!ƴŘǊŜ ƛǎ ŘŜŀŘΣΩ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨIŜ ƛǎ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΦ Cƻƭƭƻǿ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΦ ²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ ŘŜŎƛŘŜ ǿƘŀǘ 

to do next when he arrives wheǊŜ ƘŜ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎΦΩ 
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Four 

 

Danny did not sleep well on his first night in South Africa. When he was woken up by his dad 

in the hotel on Thursday ς just two days before England took on the USA ς he was still 

ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ŎǊŀǎƘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ Ƙƛǎ ƳƛƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ something about it that unsettled him. 

Deeply. 

What was it? 

He ran it through his mind over and over. The car accident. That it had nearly 

happened to them. And that it had been on a tight corner, with a dangerous drop beneath. 

It reminded him of a year ago, when he saw something similar. When Sir Richard 

Gawthorpe and his crazed Russian billionaire friend had tried to kill an England keeper. It 

had been a crash just like that. 

Danny glanced at the detective novel he had been reading. He read a lot of books 

like that. It helped him to solve real crimes. And one thing that happened a lot in detective 

novels was that killers often used what was called the same M.O. ς or, Modus Operandi. In 

English that meant that killers liked to use the same method every time. It was like a 

footballer, who always fouled players in the same way. 

But Danny was pretty sure Sir Richard and his Russian friend had died in a Moscow 

ōǳƛƭŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ōƻƳōŜŘΦ {ǳǊŜƭȅ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜΦ Lƴ {ƻǳǘƘ !ŦǊƛŎŀΦ Lǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ be too 

incredible. 

Danny smiled. He was forever looking for crimes, when it was more likely no crime 

had been committed at all. He knew that about himself. 

The hotel his dad had booked them into was a posh one. It had a huge golf course 

attached to it and, when Danny looked out of the window, he saw lots of England and USA 

football fans in team shirts on the course. All walking around in the sun. 

Men and women. 

They were ten miles from Rustenberg. A short drive to the stadium where the two 

teams would meet in two days. 

Danny checked his mobile phone, hoping for a text from Anton. One that would say 

he had got hold of tickets for Danny and his dad to see the game. 

There was no text from him. But there was a text message. It was from Charlotte, 

back in England. 
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How is it in SoǳǘƘ !ŦǊƛŎŀΣ ǎƪƛǾŜǊΚ LǘΩǎ ǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘΦ / Ȅ 

 

Danny smiled. And he felt a slight feeling of homesickness. But maybe not for home. 

Maybe just for Charlotte. 

Danny was about to text back, when his mind went back to Sir Richard. What if... 

what if he was here? What if he wanted to do something corrupt during the World Cup? It 

would be just like him. 

IŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŜȄǘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǘǘŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘΦ IŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ŀƴ 

idea. 

 

Need your help. Look online for English ex-pat groups in South Africa. Try and 

find someone who looks like Sir Richard Gawthorpe in the pics. Is that okay. D x 

 

It was just a hunch. He knew it was crazy. But it would give him an excuse to get Charlotte to 

reply to him. 

 

The man who had been driving the black van was still shaken, still thinking about his friend, 

Andre, who had died the night before. 

But he still had to do what Mr Gaw had asked. Mr Gaw was his boss and had offered 

him a ridiculous amount of money for his help. 

So he sat in the hotel foyer, watching. For the boy. 

But all he had seen so far was hundreds of English and American people heading out 

to play golf. 

 

Danny and his dad walked down to the hotel foyer at midday. They were due to meet 

Anton. But when they arrived he was not there. 

Dad ordered a coffee, Danny a Coke. 

Ψ5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ǳǎ ǘƛŎƪŜǘǎΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ΨL ŘƻΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ Ψ!ǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ōȅΦΩ 

5ŀŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ΨL ƘƻǇŜ ǎƻΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǘŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ {ƻǳǘƘ !ŦǊƛŎŀ ŀƴŘ 

ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƳŀǘŎƘ ƻƴ ¢±ΦΩ 



13 
 

Danny looked around him. 

The hotel had a pond at the middle of the foyer. It was large and full of fish. There 

was also a fountain, so you could hear water splashing above the voices of the other hotel 

guests. There were more people arriving in England tops. And USA tops. 

Then Danny saw another man. He was dressed in canvas trousers and a jacket. 

Utterly unlike anyone else in the hotel. He had a beard and a hat on the table in front 

of him. When Danny caught his eye the man looked away and started to read a magazine. 

Danny shook his head. He was thinking the man could be up to something. Why did 

he have to see crime and conspiracy everywhere? He was just another hotel guest. 

Nothing else. 

Ten minutes after the drinks had arrived, Anton did too. 

Danny stood up and waved him over. Then he tried to guess from the look on 

!ƴǘƻƴΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƛŦ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜƳ ǘƛŎƪŜǘǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ¦{! ƎŀƳŜΦ 

!ƴǘƻƴ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǎƘƻƻƪ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǿƛǘƘ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ŘŀŘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǎŀǘ ŘƻǿƴΦ 

Ψ²ŜƭƭΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƛƳǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΦ 

Ψ¢ǿƻ ǘƛŎƪŜǘǎΣΩ !ƴǘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘ ƭƻǳŘƭȅΦ Ψaŀƛƴ ǎǘŀƴŘΦ ¢ƘƛǊŘ Ǌƻǿ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǇƛǘŎƘΦΩ 

Danny jumped up again and punched the air. 

Ψ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΗΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

And, as he did, he failed to notice the man in the canvas trousers taking notes, then 

standing up and heading out of earshot to make a telephone call. And why should he? He 

had a massive game to look forward to. England versus the USA. 

 

ΨaǊ DŀǿΚΩ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΚΩ 

ΨL ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦΩ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΚΩ 

ΨL ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΦ !ƴŘ L ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ 

England-¦{! ƎŀƳŜΦΩ 

ΨDƻƻŘΣΩ ǎŀƛŘ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ DŀǿǘƘƻǊǇŜΦ Ψ.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŦŀƴǘŀǎǘƛŎ ǇƭŀƴΦ !ƴŘ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ 

ǾŜǊȅ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ Ƨƻō ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦΩ 
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Five 

 

Dad was sitting in one of the hotel bars when Danny arrived to join him. Danny was 

breathless, excited. 

Ψ5ŀŘΣ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭΩǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŀ ŎƻƳǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŜƴǘŜǊΦΩ 

Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘΚΩ 

Ψ¸ƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǿƛƴ ŀ ŦǊŜŜ ǎŀŦŀǊƛ ƴŜȄǘ ǿŜŜƪΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅǎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ¦{! ŀƴŘ !ƭƎŜǊƛŀ 

ƎŀƳŜǎΦΩ 

ΨDǊŜŀǘΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΚΩ 

Ψ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ²ƻǊƭŘ /ǳǇ ǉǳƛȊΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

ΨDƻ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƴΦΩ 

Danny got a piece of paper out. Then he read out the questions to his father. 

ΨvǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƻƴŜΦ ²ƘƛŎƘ ǘŜŀƳ Ƙŀǎ ǿƻƴ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ²ƻǊƭŘ /ǳǇǎΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Ψ.ǊŀȊƛƭΦΩ 

Ψ/ƻǊǊŜŎǘΦ vǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǘǿƻΦ ²ƘƛŎƘ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘ ǇƭŀȅŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǎŜƴǘ ƻŦŦ ƛƴ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘΩǎ ƭŀǎǘ ²ƻǊƭŘ 

/ǳǇ Ŧƛƴŀƭǎ ƎŀƳŜΚΩ 

ΨwƻƻƴŜȅΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Ψ/ƻǊǊŜŎǘΦ vǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ǘƘǊŜŜΦ Lƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ²ƻǊƭŘ /ǳǇ Ŧƛƴŀƭǎ ƘŜƭŘΚΩ 

Ψ¦ǊǳƎǳŀȅΦΩ 

Ψ±ŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘΦ vǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǳǊΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ς and last ς time England 

ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŜ ¦{! ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ²ƻǊƭŘ /ǳǇΚΩ 

Ψм-л ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ¦{!ΦΩ 

Ψ̧ ŜǎΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ!ƴŘ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ŦƛǾe. How many Arsenal players are there in 

ǘƘŜ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ ǎǉǳŀŘΚΩ 

ΨbƻƴŜΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ΨCƛǾŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŦƛǾŜΣ 5ŀŘΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ 

Ψ{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ǿŜ Řƻ ƴƻǿΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ΨL Ǉǳǘ ƛǘ ƛƴ ŀ ōƻȄ ŀǘ ǊŜŎŜǇǘƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜƴΣ ƛƴ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴƴŜǊΦΩ 

 

Sir Richard rang his man ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭΦ ΨIŀǾŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴŜ ƛǘΚΩ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣΩ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ¢ƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜƴǘǊȅ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻȄΦΩ 

Ψ!ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŀǿΚΩ 
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ΨLƴ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊΣΩ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

Ψ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ŘƻΚΩ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣ aǊ DŀǿΣΩ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΦ ΨL ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ŘƻΦΩ 

 

Danny was impatient during the wait to find out if they had won the safari 

competition. He kept an eye on the entry box and saw only two other people put entries in. 

They had a good chance. It seemed like everyone else was playing golf. 

He turned to watch the TV when he realised that staring at the competition box 

might make more people want to know what was going on. There, he saw images of a road 

accident on screen. There had been a bus crash in South Africa. Some English people had 

been killed. 

5ŀŘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿǎ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜǊΦ Ψ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘŜǊǊƛōƭŜΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨLƳŀƎƛƴŜ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ Ƴǳǎǘ ŦŜŜƭΦΩ 

Danny watched Dad shake his head. 

Next, the news moved onto a story about some football journalists being robbed in 

their hotel. Then there was more about the stampede at a football ground in the country a 

few days before. Danny watched with interest ς and horror. 

And he wondered why he was always so interested in crime and disaster. 

Then he looked at his dad, who was listening to every word coming from the TV too. 

And Danny realised what it was. He was interested in crime because his dad was too. 

Since his dad had been blinded, Danny had read dozens of crime novels to him. 

That was what they did together. That was why he was so interested in crime. 

 

Ψ/ŀƴ L ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΚΩ 

Time had passed. Danny had been staring out of the window, watching the trees and 

a large bird that was hovering above the golf course next to the hotel. The bar was full now. 

It was nearly time for the South Africa v Mexico game. The tournament opener. 

Ψ.ŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ ŎŜǊŜƳƻƴȅ ōŜƎƛƴǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƭŜǾƛǎƛƻƴΣΩ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΦ Ψ²Ŝ have 

ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴƴŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŦŀǊƛΦΩ 

The speaker was the man Danny had seen in the bar the day before. The man in 

canvas trousers, with the hat. Danny realised why he had looked so out of place. He was 
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here to talk about safaris. He was nothing to do with football or England. Danny realised he 

had been wrong to think anything bad about the man. 

Ψ¢ƘŜ ǿƛƴƴŜǊ ǿƛƭƭ ŜƴƧƻȅ ŀƴ ŀƭƭ ŜȄǇŜƴǎŜǎ ǇŀƛŘ luxury trip for two to a safari at the 

aŀǎƘŀǘǳ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ ƎŀƳŜ ǊŜǎŜǊǾŜΦΩ 

Danny sat up, grinning. He knew it was unlikely they would win. 

Ψ!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴƴŜǊ ƛǎΦΦΦΩ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŘǊŀƳŀǘƛŎ ŜŦŦŜŎǘ Ψ5ŀƴƴȅ IŀǊǘŜΦΩ 

Danny jumped into the air. Then he grabbed his daŘΦ Ψ²Ŝ ǿƻƴ ƛǘΦ ²Ŝ ǿƻƴ ƛǘΣΩ ƘŜǎ 

houted. 

Then he noticed people looking at him. But most of them were smiling. They seemed 

happy for him. 

Ψ²Ŝƭƭ ŘƻƴŜΣ ǎƻƴΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 

Danny and his dad stayed in the bar as the opening ceremony started. Danny had got hold 

of an English paper and was reading it aloud. 

Ψ¢ƘŜȅ ǊŜŎƪƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜ ǳǇΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ΨDƻ ƻƴΦΩ 

ΨWŀƳŜǎΦ WƻƘƴǎƻƴΦ YƛƴƎΦ ¢ŜǊǊȅΦ /ƻƭŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ /ƻƭŜΦ [ŀƳǇŀǊŘΦ DŜǊǊŀǊŘΦ [ŜƴƴƻƴΦ 

wƻƻƴŜȅΦΦΦΩ 

Ψ!ƴŘΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƎǊƛƴƴƛƴƎΦ 

Danny frowned. His dad was going to start going on about Heskey again. 

Ψ/ǊƻǳŎƘΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Ψ[ƛŀǊΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ 

ΨhƪŀȅΣ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǎŀȅǎ IŜǎƪŜȅΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ǿǊƻƴƎΦΩ 

Ψ¸ƻǳΩƭƭ ǎŜŜΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ.ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ŀƎǊŜŜ ƻƴΦΩ 

Ψ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Ψ¢Ƙŀǘ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ are going to watch England play USA in the World Cup 

finals in South Africa ς ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ōǊƛƭƭƛŀƴǘ ǘƛƳŜΦΩ 

5ŀƴƴȅ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƎǊƛǇǇŜŘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ƭŜǘ 

go. 

And Danny felt good. Good about this trip. Good about the England match. Andgood 

about the safari. Everything was perfect. 
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Ψ5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊǊŀƴƎŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΚΩ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ DŀǿǘƘƻǊǇŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣΩ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƴǾŀǎ ǘǊƻǳǎŜǊǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ Ψ¢ƘŜ ōƻȅ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘ ǿƛƭƭ Ƨƻƛƴ ƳŜ ƻƴ 

ǎŀŦŀǊƛ ƻƴ {ǳƴŘŀȅΦΩ 

Sir Richard ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘΦ Ψ[ŜǘΩǎ ƘƻǇŜ ƘŜ ŜƴƧƻȅǎ ǘƘŜ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ ƎŀƳŜΣ ǘƘŜƴΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘƛŦƭƛƴƎ 

ǘƘŜ ƭŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ Ψ.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƎŀƳŜ ƘŜ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘ ǿƛƭƭ ŜǾŜǊ ǿŀǘŎƘΦΩ 
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Six  

 

Danny and his dad walked with the crowds as they approached the stadium. The 

atmosphere was amazing. Danny looked at his dad and saw him grinning. He could not 

believe this was happening to him. 

IŜ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ Ŧƻƻǘōŀƭƭ ǎǘŀŘƛǳƳ ƛƴ {ƻǳǘƘ !ŦǊƛŎŀΦ ¢ƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘΩǎ 

opening game. In the World Cup finals. And he felt more excited than he had ever felt 

before in his life. 

5ŀŘ ƎǊƛǇǇŜŘ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ŀǊƳ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿŘǎ Ǝƻǘ ƘŜŀǾƛŜǊΣ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀŘƛǳƳΦ 

Ψ¢Ƙŀǘ ƴƻƛǎŜ ƛǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘ ƛƴΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Danny laughed. Every other person seemed to have one of those long plastic 

trumpets. Vuvuzelas. When one of them was pointed in your direction you knew about it. 

And Danny understood that his dad ς being blind ς would feel it worse than most people. 

 

The Royal Bafokeng Stadium in Rustenberg was amazing. Huge. Packed. Colourful. Noisy. 

Danny felt a rush of adrenalin as they emerged from under the stand. The floodlights were 

on. The sky black. The pitch a vivid green under the lights. 

The feeling reminded him of his first ever game. When he was very young. His dad 

had taken him, when his dad could still see. They had come out into the stadium then, and It 

had been a night match like this one. 

Ψ5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ƎŀƳŜΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘΦ Ψ¢Ƙŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƳŀǘŎƘΚ !Ǝŀƛƴǎǘ 

²ƻƭǾŜǎΚ ²Ŝƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǇƛǘŎƘ ƭƻƻƪǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ŘƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦΩ 

ΨL ŘƻΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨLǘ ǿŀǎ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ƎǊŜŜƴΦΩ 

ΨLǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǘƻƭŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘŜŀƳ ƭƛƴŜ-ups 

were listed on a giant screen. Seeing them, Danny sighed. 

Ψ{ŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀƳǎ ǘƘŜƴΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Danny grimaced. How did his dad do that? He could hear the most insignificant of 

sounds Danny made and get it spot on. 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

ΨL ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ ƘŜΩǎ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ IŜǎƪŜȅΣ ǘƘŜƴΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΦΩ 

Ψ²ƘƻΩǎ ƛƴ ƎƻŀƭΚΩ 
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5ŀƴƴȅ ǎƛƎƘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ΨDǊŜŜƴΦΩ 

ΨDǊŜŀǘΗΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Ψ¸ƻǳ ǊŜŎƪƻƴΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ΨLΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ WŀƳŜǎΦΩ 

ΨbƻΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨDǊŜŜƴ ƛǎ ŀ ǎŀŦŜ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ƘŀƴŘǎΦΩ 

ΨLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎƻ ǎǳǊŜΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƎŀƳŜ ƴƻǿΦ 

He would have liked to see Joe Cole in the team too. Not Milner. 

 

Danny would probably remember the two main events of the game for the rest of his life. 

The first was when Gerrard scored. The noise in the stadium was fantastic. A roar. 

!ƴŘ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ ŦŀƴǎΦ !ƎŀƛƴΣ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

believe he was there, seeing what most England fans would be watching on TV thousands of 

miles away. He knew this was a once in lifetime experience. 

The second came after he had started to feel nervous. The USA were getting too 

much space. They were having attempts from long range. And then, one of the USA players 

shot and everything seemed suddenly to go into slow motion. 

The ball bounced in front of Green. 

He crouched. 

Then, somehow, he was scrambling backwards... and the ball was in back of the net. 

It felt to Danny like someone had punched him in the stomach. He looked down as 

he heard USA fans all around him. Shouting. And making whooping noises. 

Ψ²Ƙƻ ǎŎƻǊŜŘΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ ŘŜŀŘǇŀƴ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 

ΨL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ Ψōǳǘ wƻōŜǊǘ DǊŜŜƴ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƳŜǎǎ ƻŦ ƛǘΦΩ 

Ψ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ΨLΩƳ ƴƻǘΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ. 

Danny did not think he could feel much worse than he did at that moment. Then he 

felt his phone vibrate in his pocket. A text from Charlotte. 

 

I think Sir Richard is in South Africa ς Charlotte 

 

 

After the game, Danny and his dad waited for the stadium to empty before they headed 

back to the hotel. It was safer for them. 
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ΨIƻǿ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ Ψ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǉǳƛŜǘ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƎƻŀƭΦΩ 

ΨDǊƛƳΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

The 1-1 score had made him feel deflated. But the text from Charlotte had worried 

him more. 

He wanted to talk to her. He doubted she had made a mistake. She had been 

involved when Danny had taken on Sir Richard before. They both knew that he was capable 

of anything. And, if he was in South Africa, he would be planning something pretty bad. Sir 

Richard seemed drawn to football ς and trying to make money out of it in unpleasant ways 

ΨaŀȅōŜ 5ŀǾƛŘ WŀƳŜǎ would ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘǊŀǿ Ƙƛǎ 

son into a conversation. 

ΨaŀȅōŜΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ƳǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ 

Ψ.ǳǘ ǿŜΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŀŦŀǊƛ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƴƻǿΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΦ 

ΨIŜΩǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŜǊ ƳŜ ǳǇΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ Ψ!ƴŘ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ LΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ 

{ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀŦŀǊƛΦ LΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǘǘŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŘƛƎƎƛƴƎΦ !ǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ no way I 

can bump into Sir Richard at a ranch ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛŘŘƭŜ ƻŦ ƴƻǿƘŜǊŜΦΩ 
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Seven 

 

Danny gazed out of the window at the patchwork of ground and forest below. They  had 

been in the air for over an hour and he had been trying to spot animals. The pilot said that 

they may be able to see herds of elephants from the plane. But, so far, Danny had seen 

nothing like that. 

The feelings of disappointment Danny had had after the USA game were fading now. 

How could he feel miserable when he was in a spectacular place like this, about to 

see wild lions and elephants and more? 

And, anyway, he had other things on his mind: the chance that Sir Richard 

Gawthorpe was in the country too. A long shot, but it worried him all the same. 

The matches of the other so-called big teams had irritated him, though. Argentina 

and Germany had won. And no doubt Brazil and Spain would too. These were teams who 

were considered contenders for the World Cup. Just like England should be. 

The Germany game had annoyed him most. They had won 4-0. Danny had a terrible 

feeling it would be Germany v England in the first knockout round. 

 

They arrived at Safari Africa just as daylight was starting to fade. The small plane bumped to 

a stop in front of a huge building that looked like it should have been in a European capital 

city, rather than on a vast plain surrounded by small woods and long grass. 

Danny followed his dad out of the plane. 

ΨLǘ ǎƳŜƭƭǎ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

And it did. The air was fresh and warm. 

ΨLǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǘƻƻΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Ψ5ŜǎŎǊƛōŜ ƛǘΣΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Danny looked around him. He told his dad about the hills sloping to the west, long 

grass and clumps of trees fading into the distance. He described the sky, which was turning 

red; and the dark silhouettes of birds he could see drifting high over the buildings. And 

when they got to their luxury safari lodge, he described that too. 

It was amazing. A large lodge or cottage just for them. A wide balcony with a canvas 

awning. And the room was amazing too. The furniture was made of polished wood. 

There were cushions everywhere. Fans and posh lights hung from the ceiling. 
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At the back of the lodge, there was a door. Danny opened it. 

Ψ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǇƻƻƭΗΩ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ 

Ψ! ōƛƎ ƻƴŜΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ΨLǘΩǎ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ƳŜŘƛǳƳ ǎƛȊŜΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦƻǊ ǳǎΗΩ 

Danny gazed out past the pool and across the plain. The light was fading fast now. 

And he could hear all sorts of strange noises. He was used to blackbird and dog 

noises at home. But these were not blackbirds and dogs he was listening to now. 

 

The lady who had led Danny and his dad to their lodge had told them that their meal would 

be delivered to their balcony at 8 p.m. 

Danny used the time before that to go online. The lodge had a laptop with a high 

speed broadband connection. 

He checked his webmail and found an email from Charlotte. More information about 

the man she had found on the internet. The man she thought might be Sir Richard 

Gawthorpe. 

It listed his name. James Gaw. 

Danny winced. Was that a coincidence. Gaw? Gawthorpe? 

It detailed his business dealings. Diamond mining. Tourism. Nothing to do with sport. 

Then Danny found the link. The link to the picture of the man that Charlotte had 

spotted. 

When he saw the picture of seven people at some sort of posh dinner, he recoiled 

ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŦǘΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƳǳŎƘ ƭƛƪŜ {ƛǊwƛŎƘŀǊŘ 

Gawthorpe. Not exactly. But if you took away his black coloured hair andlost the sun tan and 

made him a couple of stone heavier, there was no doubt. 

Danny knew it from his gut reaction, anyway. 

Mr Gaw, of the Cape Town UK Society, was none other than his old enemy, Sir 

Richard Gawthorpe. 

Cape Town, thought Danny, that was where the next England game was, on Friday. 

!ƴŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǊŜǎƛǎǘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎŀǎŜ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ƴƻǿΦ ²ƘƛƭŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŀŦŀǊƛΣ 

hewould do some research online. Research to find out the information he needed for when 

they arrived in Cape Town on Thursday. 

!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴΚ ²ŜƭƭΣ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǎǳǊŜΦ 
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In Cape Town a telephone rang in a luxury apartment. 

ΨaǊ DŀǿΚΩ ŀ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Ψ{ǇŜŀƪƛƴƎΦΩ 

Ψ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ YŀǊƭ ŘŜ .ƻŜǊΦ ¸ƻǳ ƭŜŦǘ ƳŜ ŀ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜΦΩ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣ aǊ ŘŜ .ƻŜǊΦ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ Ƨƻō ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΦΩ 

Ψ.ǳǘΣ aǊ DŀǿΦ L ŀƳ ōǳǎȅ ǇǊŜǇŀǊƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊΦΦΦ ƻǇŜǊŀǘƛƻƴ ƻƴ мм WǳƭȅΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ 

ŘƻΦΩ 

{ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ DŀǿǘƘƻǊǇŜ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ ΨaǊ ŘŜ .ƻŜǊΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ǎƳŀƭƭ Ƨƻō L 

need you to do this week. If this job is not done, the 11 July project will be under threat. 

Serious threat. And I can only trust this job to you. No-one else can do it. It is too 

ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƛǎŜŘΦΩ 

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜ ǇŀǳǎŜŘΦ Ψ¸ƻǳ ŦƭŀǘǘŜǊ ƳŜΣ aǊ DŀǿǘƘƻǊǇŜΦΩ 

ΨL Řƻ ƴƻǘΣ aǊ ŘŜ .ƻŜǊΣΩ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ Ψ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ƭŜǘƘŀƭ ŀƴŘ 

ǳƴŎƻƳǇǊƻƳƛǎƛƴƎ Ƴŀƴ L ƘŀǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ŜƳǇƭƻȅŜŘΦΩ 

Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΣ ǎƛǊΚΩ 

ΨL ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ ŀ ŦƻǳǊǘŜŜƴ-year-ƻƭŘ ōƻȅΣ aǊ ŘŜ .ƻŜǊΦ /ŀƴ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΚΩ 

aǊ ŘŜ .ƻŜǊ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǇŀǳǎŜΦ ΨL Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΦ ¸ŜǎΣ aǊ DŀǿΦΩ 
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Eight 

 

The Land Rover drove quickly along a dusty track, passing trees and fields of long grass. The 

trees were short and stumpy. 

Danny and his dad had to hold onto the sides of the vehicle as it bumped along. And 

it was so noisy that they had not spoken ς to each other or to the game ranger who was 

driving them. It was hot and dry and Danny could taste the dust from the road in his mouth. 

After they had been travelling for half an hour, the game ranger stopped the Land 

Rover in the shade of a large tree. 

There was no one else around. 

ΨLǘΩǎ ŀ ƘǳƎŜ ǇƭŀƛƴΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘΦ Ψ¢ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǘǊŜŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƳŀƭƭ Ƙƛƭƭǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜΦΩ 

Ψ!ƴȅ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎΚΩ 

ΨbƻǘƘƛƴƎ ȅŜǘΦΩ 

They climbed down one of the open sides of the Land Rover. Then the game ranger 

spoke. He had a ŘŜŜǇ {ƻǳǘƘ !ŦǊƛŎŀƴ ŀŎŎŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ ŦƻƭƭƻǿΦ ΨLŦ ǿŜ walk 

over to the edge there, we will be able to see down to a watering hole. There will be animals 

ǘƘŜǊŜΦ 5ŀƴƴȅΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƛǊǎǘΚΩ 

5ŀƴƴȅ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘŜŘΦ ΨLǎ ƛǘ ǎŀŦŜΚΩ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ƴƻ ŀƴƛƳŀƭǎ ǳǇ ƘŜǊŜΦ ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƻƴ ŀ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ƭŜǾŜƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇǊŜȅ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ 

ƎŀǘƘŜǊ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƻƴǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜΦ bƻǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦΩ 

As Danny walked the two-hundred meters or so to the edge of a precipice to look 

down at the water hole, he felt a thrill run through him. Was he about to see a lion or a 

ȊŜōǊŀ ƻǊ ŀ ƎƛǊŀŦŦŜΚ ¢ƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘ ŀƭƭ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘƛƳ ƳŀŘŜ ƘƛƳ ŦŜŜƭ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ light at 

home. Nor was the air. It was all so different. 

On his way, Danny looked back. He had heard a noise above the conversation of the 

game ranger and his dad. A click. He gazed back through the heat at his dad. That was when 

he saw the game ranger holding his gun. A long rifle. 

But he knew it was okay. The game ranger had shown them the gun already. Told 

them it was for protection. 

So Danny started walking. To the edge. 

Then he heard the click again. The click of the gun. 
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But he kept walking. Not listening to the voices in his head making up all sorts of 

crazy crime scenarios. As if he would suddenly hear the crack of gunfire, then feel a bullet 

hit him on the back of the head. Why did he always do this? 

Danny reached the edge of the precipice and looked down. And there he saw a 

wonderful sight. A watering hole. A herd of zebras drinking. He was looking for lions when 

he heard an engine start up. Then another. 

Was someone else there too? Another group on safari? 

He looked back again. Their two Land Rovers were moving. Danny scanned the 

area for his dad. Then looked at the Land Rovers again. And, although they were over 200 

meters away, he could see two figures in the first Land Rover and one in the other. 

¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎΦ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΦ hǊ ǿƻǊƪ ƻǳǘ ǿƘȅ ƛǘ 

was. 

Seconds later, he was alone. On an African plain. And he had absolutely no idea what was 

going on. 

 

Two hours later Danny was still alone. He had decided to wait. But now, with no Land Rover 

having come back, he knew something was really wrong. 

Why had the Land Rovers gone off without him? 

Was his dad okay? 

There must have been something bad happen for them all to go. And that was the 

problem. Danny just could not imagine what that could be. 

 

Another hour later Danny had stopped worrying about his dad and the Land Rovers. 

It was getting colder now. The sun was going down. The sky was a swirl of red and grey, the 

falling sun catching the clouds. 

Last night the sky had looked beautiful from the fancy lodge that Danny and his dad 

had stayed in. Now it looked menacing. 

What now? 

Stay here? 

Walk back to the lodges? 

Danny calculated that they had been driving about 40 miles an hour for half an hour. 
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{ƻ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ƳƛƭŜ ǿŀƭƪΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻǊ ŦƻǳǊ ƘƻǳǊǎΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

too hot. He began to walk. 

And then he heard a noise. A noise that stopped him in his tracks and made him duck 

low to the ground. 

A roar. 

A low, deep, chilling roar. 

And he remembered what the game ranger had said about the lions. That they did 

not come up to this spot during the day. But that they did at night. 

It was nearly dark now. The daylight faded quickly in Africa. 

Danny looked ahead of him, hoping to see the light from the lodges. And there was 

something. 

Two red lights in the gloom. 

But Danny was pretty sure that they were not lights. Because he could see more 

clearly what was ahead ς and he knew that there was a large creature looking straight at 

him. 
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Nine 

 

Danny squatted and watched. His heart was thumping so hard he felt like he was going to be 

sick. As his eyes adjusted to the blackness, he saw that there was not just one animal ahead 

of him. There were three. And he could see what they were now. 

Lions. 

Three lions. 

One of them was moving towards him, slowly, like it knew its prey could not escape. 

And its prey was Danny. 

5ŀƴƴȅ ƘŀŘ ŦŀŎŜŘ ǘŜǊǊƻǊ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛŦŜΦ IŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎƘƻǘ ŀǘΣ ŎƘŀǎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ ŦƻǊ ŘŜad. 

But there was something about this that was different. It felt final. 

Then something happened inside him. And, before he knew it, he was running. 

Running hard. And not in the way he had intended. He had wanted to try to creep away 

quietly, thinking the ƭƛƻƴǎ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ ŎƘŀǎŜ ƘƛƳ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ŦŀǎǘΦ 

But instead he found himself running toward the edge of the precipice. Where the 

game ranger had sent him earlier. And his chest felt like it was going to explode. His legs 

were aching with the strain. Everything was on full power. 

And inside ς deep inside ς he felt a cold dark fear that he had not felt before. A fear 

that was turning his legs to jelly. But he ran on with the knowledge that at any moment he 

could be grabbed. Round the legs? Round the shoulders? By claws as big and as sharp as 

kitchen knives. By a body three times his weight. 

.ǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦ 

When he reached the edge he jumped. Down. It was a risk. Die in the jaws of a lion ς 

or break every bone in his body in a fall. Or, if he jumped right, he could sit on the ledge, 

under the precipice. And maybe... maybe get out of this alive. 

 

An hour later, the lions were still there. Danny could hear them padding around and feel the 

stones and dust that they were dislodging coming down the three metres to where he was 

sat. 

But he was alive. 

Although his heart was beating hard, it had calmed since the run. At least he was 

able to think now. Think about what he should do. 
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Wait. That was what he would do. Wait until the lions had gone. If the game ranger 

was right, they would leave just before dawn to hunt on the plain. Then he could go. 

So Danny sat and watched shapes in the darkness. A dim light reflecting off the 

watering hole. A couple of stars among the clouds. And the dark shapes his 

imagination was putting on the ledge with him. 

He tried to use the time to work out what had happened to his dad and why the 

Land Rovers had gone and why he was here alone. But, quite simply, he could not get his 

mind round it. He leaned back against the rock and closed his eyes. Still thinking. 

 

He woke with a start. There was light now, coming from the east. 

Down on the plain there was a scattering of animals. Zebras. Some other darker 

coloured ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜΦ 

And there were the lions. Hunting zebra. He saw two of them at first and frowned. 

Where was the other one? Still waiting above him? 

And then he saw it. The first two lions were closing in on a zebra. Danny watched, 

fascinated. He had seen chases like this on TV and YouTube before. But, from here, it looked 

faster. A hundred times faster. 

The third lion came in from the side. Seeing it, the zebra swerved. And that was all 

the leading lion needed. It was on the zebra now, hauling it down, tearing at its neck. 

Danny had watched every second of the chase. It was amazing and appalling at the same 

time. 

Ψ¢Ƙŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƳŜΣΩ ƘŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ 

Danny, knowing he was safe, got to his feet and started climbing. Now that he had 

no need to fear the lions, he could concentrate on his fears for his dad. 

 

Danny ran a very slow pace back to the lodges. Although it was twenty miles, it was not hot. 

In fact it was quite cold. If he ran at this pace he could do it. And he had always been fit. 

He worked out the way to go by the shape of the hills and other landmarks. 

He was tired when he arrived near the lodges. It had taken him between three and 

four hours. But he knew he had to be careful. 

IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƭƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭƻŘƎŜ ŀƴŘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǿƘŜƴ 

he had left. There was some sort of threat. He knew that. It was why he was being cautious. 
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He sneaked round the back of the main building. A back door was open. He found 

himself alone in the kitchen area. He grabbed a bottle of water and some food from a giant 

fridge and left quickly. Then he set up watch. Inside a large bush, a hundred metres from his 

lodge. 

Where was his dad? Was he okay? What on earth was going on? 

He sat for hours and saw nothing. No one coming. No one leaving. He rested. 

Night was starting to fall again. Night was when he had decided he was going to go in. Find 

out if his dad was okay. 

But just before he was about to make a move, the lodge door opened and his dad 

came out. Followed by the game ranger. Dad looked okay. He was walking normally ς and 

no-one was forcing him. That was good. 

Danny watched them both get into the Land Rover. Then, immediately, the game 

ranger climbed out and went back into the lodge. 

¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΦ 

Without thinking, he ran. He had some of his energy back now he had had some 

food and a rest. He did the hundred metres in a few seconds and jumped into the ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ 

seat of the Land Rover. 

Then, remembering everything he had learned on an off-road driving day, he slipped 

the Land Rover into gear and hit the accelerator. 

Ψ5ŀƴƴȅΚΩ 5ŀŘ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ǊŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǳŎƘƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴΩǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΦ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΦΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǿŀǎ ŀǿŀǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘΦ 5ŜŜǇΣ ƎǊƛǘǘȅΦ 

Ψ²ƘŜǊŜ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ōŜŜƴΚ ¢ƘŜȅΩǾŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ƻǳǘΚ {ŜŀǊŎƘ ǇŀǊǘƛŜǎΦΩ 

ΨLΩƳ ƻƪŀȅΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ !ƴŘ ƘŜ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻƭŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘ ǘƘat. It 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǎŜƴǎŜΦ 

ΨIŀǾŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀƛŘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ŘǊƛǾŜ ǘƘƛǎΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

And Danny started to wonder how he was going to explain everything to his dad. 

And, as he did, he caught something in his rear view mirror. 

The second Land Rover. Gaining on them. 



30 
 

Ten 

 

Danny did not change the speed of his Land Rover when he saw the other vehicle in pursuit. 

IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƘƛƳΦ 

He just drove. Drove at a medium speed. And that was good, because he knew his 

dad was about to start asking questions. He would need to concentrate on that too. 

Ψ5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

5ŀƴƴȅ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿŜŘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŜ ǎŀȅΚ aŀƪŜ ǳǇ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅ ǎƻ 5ŀŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜƳ 

on the next plane home? Ask him if he thought the safari prize was a set up? Tell him 

everything? 

But Danny knew, really. He did what he always did with his dad. Tell the truth. That 

was their understanding. 

ΨL ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻǎǘΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ ΨL ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘǊƻǾŜ ƻŦŦΦ L Ǌŀƴ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘƛǎ 

ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜƴŘ ƻǳǘ ŀ ǎŜŀǊŎƘ ǇŀǊǘȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƛŜΦΩ 

Ψ²ƘȅΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ΨL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦΩ 

Ψ5ŀƴƴȅΣ ƛǎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ Ŧƻƻǘōŀƭƭ ŘŜǘŜŎǘƛǾŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΚΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

He sounded serious now. In the past Danny had been open about his investigations. 

His dad knew pretty much everything and allowed him to get on with it. He knew 

ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴΦ aǳƳ ǿŀǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŜǊŜΦ 

ΨLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜΣ 5ŀŘΦ .ǳǘΦΦΦ ƛǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜΦΩ 

And then Danny told his dad everything. About the crash and how that was how Sir 

Richard used to operate. About them winning the safari ς and how it seemed dodgy now 

that it had nearly ended so badly. About Charlotte finding a picture of Sir Richard in Cape 

Town. The lot. 

.ǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ 

was a problem that would just go away. 

Danny checked in his rear view mirror as he was talking. The other Land Rover was 

ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜƘƛƴŘΦ {ǘƛƭƭ ǉǳŀǊǘŜǊ ƻŦ ŀ ƳƛƭŜ ƻǊ ǎƻ ōŀŎƪΣ ǘǊŀŎƪƛƴƎ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ǎǇŜŜŘΦ 

Ψ5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ƛǎ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ΨaŀȅōŜΣΩ Danny said, frowning. 

5ŀƴƴȅ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘ ƴƻŘŘƛƴƎΦ Ψ!ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜΩǎ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚΩ 
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Ψ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘΦΩ 

Ψ/ŀƴ L ŀǎƪ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΦΩ 

Ψ²Ƙȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜΚΩ 

Danny had thought of this. 

Ψ.ŜŎŀǳǎŜΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ΨǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ŀ ƳŀŘ ŦƻǊƳŜǊ Ŧƻƻǘōŀƭƭ 

chairman on the loose about to do something bad ς ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŀȅ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ or 

ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ƛǎΦΩ 

5ŀŘ ǇŀǳǎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǘƛƳŜΦ Ψ{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƴƻǿΚΩ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅΦ 

Ψ9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ Ǿ !ƭƎŜǊƛŀΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ ΨYƛŎƪ ƻŦŦ ƛǎ ƛƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƘƻǳǊǎΦΩ 

His dad laughed. 

ΨL ƳŜŀƴ ƛǘΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ΨL ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΦ Ψ[ƻƻƪΦ DŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ [ŀƴŘ wƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ŀ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ŀǘ 

ƭŜŀǎǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊǊȅ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎΦΩ 

ΨLΩƳ ŀ good ŘǊƛǾŜǊΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ΨL ƪƴƻǿΦ .ǳǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƭǎƻ ŀ ŦƻǳǊǘŜŜƴ ȅŜŀǊ ƻƭŘ ōƻȅΦΩ 

ΨhƪŀȅΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

But he knew that it was not as easy as that. 

If they were going to stop the Land Rover and get a train, they needed time to do it. 

They needed to lose the other Land Rover. That was the only way he was going to 

get them away safely ς and the only way he was going to get to see the England-Algeria 

game. 

He thought as he drove. His dad seemed to understand ς because he said nothing. 

 

Danny was tiring of driving when he saw the solution to his problems: a police car half a mile 

ahead of them on the long road to Cape Town. It stuck out, a white flash amid the dusty 

roads and hills. 

He quickly formulated a plan. 

It was a risk, but he thought that, if he hit the accelerator and went over the speed 

limit, the Land Rover behind him would as well. Then the police might pull one of them over. 

So Danny pushed the accelerator to the floor. Instantly the Land Rover rocketed over 

the speed limit. Just as they were passing the police car. 
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Behind him Danny saw the other Land Rover speed up too. And behind that, as they 

passed it, the police car moving off, its lights and siren on. 

Now it was 50/50. Who would the police stop? 

Either way it would be okay. If the police stopped Danny he would tell them 

everything and ask for protection. If they stopped the other Land Rover, he and his dad 

could go and watch the England match and he could worry about everything else later. 

ΨLǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŜŜŘ ƭƛƳƛǘΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Danny smiled. He liked his dad. He was pretty cool as dads went. He made a mental 

ƴƻǘŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ CŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ 5ŀȅ ƻƴ {ǳƴŘŀȅΦ 

ΨL ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ōŜƛƴƎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ŎŀǊ 

pull the other Land Rover up, and feeling like the weight of the world had been lifted off his 

shoulders. 

Ψ!ƴŘ ŀǊŜ ǿŜΚΩ 5ŀŘ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘΦ 

ΨbƻΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ!ƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ǘǊŀƛƴ ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǳǇΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǘƻ /ŀǇŜ ¢ƻǿƴ 

ŀƴŘ ǿŀǘŎƘ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ ōŜŀǘ !ƭƎŜǊƛŀΦΩ 

Ψ{ƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ǿŜΩǊŜ ǎŀŦŜ ƴƻǿΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǿŀǊƛƭȅΦ 

Ψ²Ŝ ŀǊŜΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ Ψ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǿΦΩ !ƴŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŘƛŘΣ ƘŜ ǇǳƴŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊΦ 

But, in the back of his mind, he knew that, once the game was over, he would have 

to do some serious detective work. To find Sir Richard. Before Sir Richard found him. 

But now he wanted to think about one thing: England v Algeria. 

 

 

 

 



33 
 

Eleven 

 

The stadium at Cape Town was breathtaking. 

Approaching it from the city, Danny had not been able to make out of its shape. But, 

once he was inside, he was amazed. The roof was a huge circle, a black starry night visible 

above the glare of the stadium lights. And, unlike in the USA game, most of the people were 

there to support England. 

Danny could not help but stare in silence as he led his dad up the steps. 

Ψ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǎǇŜŜŎƘƭŜǎǎΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘΦ ΨIŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƴ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΚΩ 

Dad had said it as a joke. Danny knew that. But the thought reminded him that there 

was something going on that he needed get to the bottom of. 

In fact, he knew where and when he was going to start. At the Cape Town City 

Library, tomorrow at 9 a.m. He had seen the library as they had walked to the 

stadium. 

But tonight was about the football. He could forget everything else for now ς and 

ŜƴƧƻȅ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘΩǎ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳŀƴŎŜΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ so excited. Tonight his team were going to play 

properly and show the world that they were a true footballing force. 

 

By the time John Terry back-passed the ball, nearly letting an Algerian attacker 

score, Danny felt physically sick. He looked at his dad who had spent thousands of pounds of 

his own money on this trip. Dad looked glum. 

Ψ¢ŜǊǊȅ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ƛǘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ǎŎƻǊŜŘΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ŘƛǎƎǳǎǘΦ 

Ψ!ǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭƻǎŜ ǘƘƛǎΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ΨL Řƻǳōǘ ƛǘΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ΨLǘΩƭƭ ŜƴŘ ǳǇ л-лΦΩ IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǘŎƘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ 

about twenty minutes left. 

 

When Danny was jolted out of his misery by the booing of the England fans, he 

looked down at the pitch. It was full time. 

He spotted Wayne Rooney speaking into a camera as he marched off the pitch. He 

ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ƘŀǇǇȅΦ 
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5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ƳƛƴŘ ƘŀŘ ŘǊƛŦǘŜŘ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ Ŧƻƻǘōŀƭƭ ŘǳǊing the last few minutes of the 

match. It had been so depressing to watch, he had been trying to piece together things in 

his mind instead. 

That he and his dad had nearly been involved in an accident when he had arrived in 

South Africa. A car crash that was just the kind of thing Sir Richard Gawthorpe might have 

set up. 

¢Ƙŀǘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǘǘŜΩǎ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ /ŀǇŜ ¢ƻǿƴΣ ǳƴŘŜǊ the 

new name of Gaw. 

That there had been the weird incident on the safari, with him being left to die in the 

middle of nowhere, then the Land Rover following them once Danny had got to Dad. 

It had to mean someone had tried to leave him out in the wilds on purpose. 

And Danny was asking himself why? Why would the car crash and safari incident 

have happened? There had to be a reason behind it. 

He had tried to think of reasons that were not to do with his suspicions around Sir 

wƛŎƘŀǊŘΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ 

He had decided that tomorrow he would try to find out if Sir Richard was behind 

these strange events. And then he would decide what to do. 

 

Sir Richard Gawthorpe switched off his giant TV screen and smiled. England had been bad. 

Really bad. He started to laugh. 

Since he had been forced to leave England, he had wanted the national team to lose. 

IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƛŦ ƘŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ England to be involved in the final, anyway. Because Sir 

Richard had plans for the final on 11th July. Plans that would shock the world. Plans that 

would make his name live forever in the history of football. 

He ran through the plans in his head. 

Once both the teams were in the dressing rooms, thirty minutes before kickoff, he 

would strike. There would be no World Cup Final in 2010. And when people looked in the 

history books, they would see the gap. 

And, when they saw it they would remember the name of Sir Richard Gawthorpe. 

 

Danny and his father walked home to their hotel. There was a subdued atmosphere. 

The England fans seemed to have given up. 
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¢ƘŜƴ ŀ ǘŜȄǘ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƻƴ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ǇƘƻƴŜΦ 

 

Have you heard a man got into the England dressing room and had a go at 

Beckham? Was it you?!? Charlotte x 

 

Ψ{ƻƳŜƻƴŜΩǎ Ǝƻǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳǎΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘΦ !ƴŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ time he 

ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǘ /ƘŀǊƭƻǘǘŜΩǎ ƧƻƪŜΦ 

Ψ²ƘŀǘΚ ²ƘƻΚ ¢ŜǊǊƻǊƛǎǘǎΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ΨbƻΦ Lǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŦŀƴΦ /ƘŀǊƭƻǘǘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘŜȄǘŜŘ ƳŜΦΩ 

Ψ¢Ƙƛǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀƴȅ ǿƻǊǎŜΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ ΨLǘΩǎ ŀ ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜΦΩ 

But neither of them knew that it could get worse ς and that it would. 

And that, if Danny did not find out what he needed to find out, and soon, the World 

Cup would end badly. 

Very badly indeed. 
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Twelve 

 

Danny woke in the Cape Town hotel room to see his dad, eyes closed, listening to music on 

his ipod. So he lay there, still half asleep, thinking about the game the night before. 

He was already starting to feel better about it. He worked out the Group C table in 

his mind. Slovenia had four points, England and USA two points and Algeria one. All England 

ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿŀǎ ōŜŀǘ {ƭƻǾŜƴƛŀ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǘƻǇ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳǇΦ 9ŀǎȅΦ 

Then his mind slipped into another gear. His plans for today. The library. That was 

what he wanted to do. His dad had already said he would be having a day at the hotel. He 

wanted to sort plans for getting to Port Elizabeth for the Slovenia game ς and just chill. 

 

The Cape Town library was massive and hard to find your way around. Eventually, Danny 

was directed to the business library. This, he was told, was where he would be able to find 

out about South African businessmen and businesses. And ς he hoped ς to discover more 

about the Mr Gaw character that Charlotte had unearthed. 

He entered the library. A space so large it was confusing to know where to go first. 

He looked at miles of books and files on thousands of shelves. Now what? How was 

he supposed to find anything out in here? 

Ψ/ŀƴ L ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳΚΩ 

Danny turned round to see a girl. He took a sharp breath inwards. She was about as 

tall as he was with short dreadlocked hair and huge brown eyes. 

Ψ9ǊƳΦΦΦΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŦŀƭǘŜǊƛƴƎΦ ΨLΩƳ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴ ƻƴ ŀ ƳŀƴΣ ŀƴ 

9ƴƎƭƛǎƘƳŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƭƛǾŜǎ ƘŜǊŜ ƴƻǿΦΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǿŀǎ ŀǿŀǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƻōōƭȅΦ He triedhis 

hardest to hide it. He was feeling suddenly shy. 

¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ Ψ²ƻǿΗΩ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘΚΩ 

 

An hour later, Danny had a small file of papers about Mr Gaw. The papers had 

ŘŜǘŀƛƭǎ ƻŦ DŀǿΩǎ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎŜǎ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻƳŜ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƘŀŘ even been another 

photograph. Again it looked a bit, but not completely, like Sir Richard. 

Now he was sitting in the library café with the girl he had met. She was called 

Mafuane and aged fifteen. She was on a work-placement in the library. 
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There were several other people in the café. The nearest was a man with his back to 

Danny and Mafuane. He was wearing a South Africa football top. 

Ψ{ƻΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ /ŀǇŜ ¢ƻǿƴΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƪŜΦ 

aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ Ψ¸ŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΦ Lƴ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŀǊǘ of town. I can show it to 

ȅƻǳ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜΦΩ 

Danny smiled. He liked the idea. Since they had met they had been getting on really 

well. They liked the same things and made each other laugh. And he did want to see more of 

South Africa. What it was really like. 

Danny pointed at the papers Mafuane had helped him to find. 

ΨLǎ ƛǘ ƴŜŀǊ ƘŜǊŜΚΩ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΦ L ƭƛǾŜ ƴŜŀǊ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ƭƛǾŜǎΦΩ 

Ψ/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǿ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƻΦΚΩ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΦ .ǳǘ ǘƻŘŀȅ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ƘŜǊŜΣΩ ǎƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ Ψ¢ƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ L ŀƳ ŦǊŜŜΦΩ 

This was great. Danny and his dad were not heading on to Port Elizabeth for the 

Slovenia game until Wednesday morning. He had all Tuesday to look round Cape 

Town. With Mafuane. 

Danny decided he would go to see where Mafuane lived ς then he would go on to 

Mr DŀǿΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ 

And, when he was there, he would get to work. 

In the past, to solve crimes, he had needed to find out facts about people. People 

who he thought were going to do something illegal. One of the things he would do ς like the 

detectives did in the books he read ς was watch buildings and sometimes go into them. 

He could do that here. No problem. 

 

What was a problem was that the man directly behind them in the café ς the one in the 

South Africa football top ς had been listening. And he now knew exactly what Danny was 

planning. 

The man was a Mr de Boer, a South African who was currently being employed by a 

Mr Gaw. 

It had not taken him long to track down Danny and his father. He had seen the boy 

leave his hotel that morning and had followed him to the library He was now busy emailing 

his employer on his iphone. 
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άaǊ Dŀǿ ς The boy is coming to your home tomorrow. To pry. He will be watching your 

property. I will have three men ready. Please advise me on what you would like me to do 

with him once I have caught him. And if you want him dead ς or alive. 5Ŝ .ƻŜǊέ 

 

Dealing with the boy would be easy. Mr de Boer had hoped that leaving him to the lions on 

the bogus safari would be enough. But the boy had shown great 

resourcefulness. In fact, he was quite impressed. He was warming to him. 

But de Boer was not in this job to be impressed by fourteen year old boys. He was in 

it because he wanted money. And Mr Gaw was offering him $250,000. 

It was not a difficult choice. 
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Thirteen 

 

Cape Town was not what Danny had expected it to be. So far he had only seen the city 

centre, the stations, the football stadium. And it seemed like any other major city he had 

been in. London. Moscow. Leeds. 

Now he was on a tram travelling up the coast with Mafuane. Out into the real city.  

!ǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǳǊƛǎǘ ŀǊŜŀǎΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǊŜŀƭ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛǾŜŘΦ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ 

had expected from an African city. But it was not this. 

Beautiful sandy beaches. Harbours filled with expensive yachts. Rows of brightly 

coloured buildings, like seaside houses back home. And a spectacular backdrop. A huge 

mountain, with a flat top, against a bright blue sky. 

Once Mafuane had led Danny from the tram they walked inland. As they walked 

hecaught sight of less well-off areas. Houses made of corrugated iron, but painted the same 

bright colours as the ones on the seafront. 

Ψ²Ŝ ǿƛƭƭ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜΣΩ aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΣ ΨǘƘŜƴ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ŦƻƻŘ ŀǘ ƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜΦΩ 

Ψ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƎǊŜŀǘΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦΩ 

Eventually they reached a street on a steep hill. On the left there was a row of large 

houses that looked from a hilltop out to sea. They seemed to Danny like they could have 

been in England. Maybe the kind of thing you would get in a posh seaside town. 

Half way up the road Mafuane stopped Danny, and drew him to the side of the 

pavement, next to a small café. She pointed at the large house at the end of the road. 

Ψ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΣΩ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Danny swallowed. He could immediately feel the anxiety he had felt when he had 

come up against Sir Richard Gawthorpe in the past. The time he had been trapped by him in 

the City stadium. The time he had been chased through a Russian forest by his men. 

He started to question why he was here. 

But he told himself he was just looking. Nothing else. Sir Richard did not know he 

was coming. There was no danger. 

ΨL ŀƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƭƻǎŜǊ ƭƻƻƪΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ aŀŦǳŀƴŜΦ Ψ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƛǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ƛƴ 

the ŎŀŦŞ ƘŜǊŜΚΩ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣΩ aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 
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ΨL ǿƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǘurned and left, once he was 

sure Mafuane was in the café. 

 

From a high window at the top of the large house, Sir Richard Gawthorpe gazed down. He 

watched Danny approach through a pair of binoculars. He laughed out loud when he 

identified the boy he knew so well. 

Sir Richard had left the side gate of his property open. Also a door into an outhouse 

at the side of the main building. He had spread some papers on a desk there. 

Papers he imagined Danny would want to look through. 

He had set his trap. Now all he had to do was get downstairs and gather his prey. 

He laughed again. 

 

The house had a front gate. But Danny knew better than to look through there. That was 

too obvious. He would go round the back. See what he could see. 

At the side he found a door. Through it there was a beautiful garden, with tall plants 

and bushes. It was a risk, but he decided to go inside the garden. He just wanted to see into 

the house, maybe there would be something through a window that would give him some 

evidence. 

He pulled his mobile phone out of his pocket, so he could take a photo if need be. 

In the garden he moved from plant to plant, making sure he did not stand within the 

ǎƛƎƘǘƭƛƴŜ ƻŦ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǎŜΩǎ ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎΦ 

Eventually he saw what looked like an outhouse. A small one storey stone-build shed 

in the garden. Maybe there would be something in there? It would be no harm to look. It 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƛƴ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ 

He crept up to it and peered in through the window. 

Bingo! 

There was a desk and some papers laid out on it. Surely they would give him some 

information. 

He moved to the door. But just before he was about to push it he heard a noise. A 

rustle. He looked round wildly. Suddenly he felt very tense. 

But it was okay. It was just some sort of creature. A mouse or a bird moving across 

dry leaves. 
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He smiled. He was always jumpy like this, when he was searching somewhere that he 

should not be. 

ΨDƻƻŘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ 5ŀƴƴȅΦΩ 

For a split second Danny was about to turn round and say good morning back. Then 

he felt his heart leap into his throat and a violent nausea overcoming him. 

He turned slowly. He knew what he would see. Or who he would see. 

Ψ²Ŝ ƳŜŜǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣΩ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎǊƛƴƴƛƴƎΣ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǘǿƛǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŘŜƭƛƎƘǘΦ 

Danny said nothing. He just looked at the gun his old enemy was pointing at him and 

remembered the words Sir Richard had said to him the last time they had met, in Moscow, 

only a few months before. Something along the lines of The next time I see you I will kill you. 

 

Danny sat in the outhouse, his legs bound together and one of his hands handcuffed to the 

wall. 

The room was quite bare, except for a forty-two inch TV screen in the corner, the 

desk with the papers on and the two chairs he and Sir Richard were sitting on. 

Sir Richard gazed at him, still wearing his ugly grin. 

Ψ²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ Ŧǳƴ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΣΩ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŀƳ ǎƻ ƪŜŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ 

ȅƻǳ ŜƴƧƻȅ ǘƘŜ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ ƳŀǘŎƘΦΩ 

Danny said nothing. He had not spoken a word since he had been caught. 

Ψ²ŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘŎƘΣΩ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΦ Ψ5ƻ ȅƻǳ want to know about 

ǘƘŜ Ŧǳƴ L ƘŀǾŜ ƭƛƴŜŘ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΚΩ 

Danny still refused to speak. 

Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ 5ŀƴƴȅ IŀǊǘŜΣ L ǿƛƭƭ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳΦΩ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘΦ IŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƳŀŘƳŀƴΦ ΨIŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ Ŧǳƴ ōƛǘΦΦΦ LŦ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ lose I am 

going to let you go. If they draw I am going to let you go. But, if England win and qualify for 

the next round, I am going to kill you the minute the final whistle goes. 

²ƛǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ ƎǳƴΦ hƪŀȅΚΩ 

Danny did not answer. He just looked at the floor trying to get control of the torrent 

of thoughts running through his mind. Trying not to be overwhelmed by the panic that was 

choking him. 
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Fourteen 

 

Sir Richard Gawthorpe sat back in his chair, a TV remote control in one hand, a can of beer 

in the other. 

Danny had a coke and some nuts. He decided to eat and drink what he was given, 

not knowing where his next meal would be coming from. Even though he felt sick with 

nerves, he decided this was the right choice. 

ΨLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŜƴƧƻȅ ǘƘƛǎ ƎŀƳŜΣ 5ŀƴƴȅΣΩ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ǊŜƳŀǊƪŜŘΦ 

Danny did not reply. 

For the first few minutes of the England v Slovenia game, Danny was not sure what 

he wanted to happen. Logically he should not want England to beat Slovenia. Sir Richard had 

said he would kill Danny if England won and would let him go otherwise. 

But he knew that was nonsense, really. Sir Richard was just playing games. He 

would probably kill Danny anyway. 

And what he was really ǿƻǊǊȅƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘΦ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ǇƘƻƴŜ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ƎƻƛƴƎ 

all day, but Sir Richard had not let him answer it. His dad would be going out of his mind. 

Danny could hardly bear the thought. 

After twenty minutes, England came down the right wing and the ball flew across the 

box to Jermaine Defoe. Defoe struck. 1-0. 

Sir Richard jumped out of his seat and cheered. Then he turned to Danny. 

ΨhƘ ŘŜŀǊΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳΣ 5ŀƴƴȅΣ ƛǎ ƛǘΚΩ 

 

An hour and a bit later, Danny was watching the clock in the corner of the screen. 

Two minutes left. What did he want? Maybe it would be better if Slovenia scored: it 

could save his life. 

Slovenia packed the England box with attackers. They shot ς and England blocked. 

Then they shot again, but England blocked it again. 

Danny could feel his blood pressure rising. His face was stinging. He knew he must 

look stressed. Because now it was injury time and Sir Richard was glancing at him all the 

time. 

But he still felt glad that Slovenia had not scored and proud that, at last, his team 

were showing the world that they could play! 
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Then the final whistle went. And immediately Sir Richard switched the TV off and 

picked up his gun. 

Ψ5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƛƴ WŀƳŜǎ .ƻƴŘ ŦƛƭƳǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ Ǿƛƭƭŀƛƴ Ƙŀǎ .ƻƴŘ ǘǊŀǇǇŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘŜƭƭǎ 

ƘƛƳ ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ ǇƭŀƴǎΚ !ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ƘŜ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƪƛƭƭ .ƻƴŘΚΩ 

Danny just stared at Sir Richard. Not answering. 

Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǿƘŀǘ I am planning. Because in five minutes you will be 

ŘŜŀŘΦΩ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ǇŀǳǎŜŘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΦ Ψhƴ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ²ƻǊƭŘ /ǳǇ ŦƛƴŀƭΣ L ŀƳ going to 

ŎƻƳƳƛǘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘŜǎǘ Ŧƻƻǘōŀƭƭ ŎǊƛƳŜ ŜǾŜǊΦ L ŀƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻΦΦΦΩ 

And then it started. A sounŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŀŎƘƛƴŜ Ǝǳƴ ŦƛǊŜΦ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜΥ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƘŀŘ 

his legs bound since Sir Richard caught him. But Sir Richard could move. Danny was 

surprised to see him hit the floor. An instinctive act. 

Next, the door burst open. And five or six young men came in. In a second they were 

on top of Sir Richard and another was helping Danny to get his legs free. 

 

!ǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀōŘǳŎǘŜŘΣ ǳƴǘƛƭ ƘŜ ǎŀǿ aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ς and smiling ς 

by the café where he had last seen her. He had read a lot about crime in South Africa. He 

had been worried that this was perhaps a kidnap attempt. But he did not think that now. He 

knew he was safe. 

ΨL ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ƳŜǘ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣΩ aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ 

Ψ²ŜΩǾŜ ƴƻǘ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜŘΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

Then he made a point of thanking all five young men who had rescued him. The last 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ǇƘƻƴŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƻǳǘƘƻǳǎŜΦ 

5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ƘŜŀŘ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǎǇƛƴƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀŘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƛƴ 

there. All he knew was that he was no longer Sir RicƘŀǊŘΩǎ ǇǊƛǎƻƴŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ƻƭŘ enemy 

was now alone in his outhouse with his legs tied. 

And then Danny thought of his dad. He had to call him. 

¢ƘŜ ǇƘƻƴŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǊƛƴƎ ƻƴŎŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ƛǘ ǳǇΦ 

ΨIƛ 5ŀŘΦΩ 

Ψ5ŀƴƴȅΦ ²ƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŀŦŜΚΩ 

ΨL am ǎŀŦŜΦ LΩƳ ƛƴ /ŀǇŜ ¢ƻǿƴΦ LΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΦ !ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƛƴ tƻǊǘ 9ƭƛȊŀōŜǘƘΚ 5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

ƎŀƳŜΚΩ 
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Ψbƻ L ŘƛŘ not go to the game. I am in Cape Town looking for you. Get back to thehotel 

ƴƻǿΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎΦΩ 

Danny immediately agreed to come. After the elation of escaping from Sir Richard, 

ƘŜ ƴƻǿ ŦŜƭǘ ŀǎ ƭƻǿ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘΦ !ƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 

Disappointment. 

Danny hated disappointing his dad more than anything. He was pretty sure his dad 

was about to pull the plug on their holiday. Ending his dreams of seeing more World Cup 

football. And halting his chances of stopping Sir Richard doing whatever he was planning to 

do. 
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Fifteen 

 

²ƘŜƴ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀƴŘ aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭΣ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŦŜƭǘ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƛŦ he would 

ever see his new friend again. And, over the last two days, he had come to like her ς and he 

did have a lot to thank her for. 

But it was quite likely that his dad was about to pull the plug on their trip to South 

Africa, even though England had qualified for the next round to play Germany. So this could 

be the last time he saw her. 

As Danny was stalling, trying to decide what to say, Mafuane suddenly stepped 

forward and hugged him. So Danny hugged her back. 

ΨLŦ ȅƻǳ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ /ŀǇŜ ¢ƻǿƴΣ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƳŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛōǊŀǊȅΣΩ aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ǎŀid, pulling 

ŀǿŀȅΦ Ψaȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ƘŜǊΦΩ 

ΨL ǿƛƭƭΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ!ƴŘ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦ CƻǊ ǎŀǾƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΦΩ 

He felt a strange sadness inside as he watched her walk away. It was like he knew 

Mafuane really well, even though they had only met a day ago. 

But Danny was desperate to see his dad. He had so much to tell him. 

 

The first thing Danny did with his dad was apologise. The second thing he did was tell him 

exactly what had happened over the last few hours. 

Dad sat listening with a stony face. He did not speak at all. 

ΨLΩƳ ǎƻǊǊȅΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŦƛƴŀƭƭȅΦ 

Still Dad was silent. So Danny waited. He knew it was best not to talk. Dad was 

thinking. 

¢ƘŜƴΣ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘΣ 5ŀŘ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ Ψ²ŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨIŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǿŜΚΩ 

Danny nodded. 

Ψ[ƛƪŜ ǘhe time Sir Richard was ready to shoot you in the City Stadium. Or the time you 

ǿŜǊŜ ŎƘŀǎŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ aƻǎŎƻǿ ōȅ ŀ wǳǎǎƛŀƴ ōƛƭƭƛƻƴŀƛǊŜΦΩ 5ŀŘ ǇŀǳǎŜŘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΦ Ψ!ƴŘ ŜŀŎƘ 

time I have this problem. Do I treat you like a normal dad would treat his son ς and come 

down on you hard? Or, do I let you do what you do, because you need to do it, but will one 

Řŀȅ ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ŘŜŀŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ƛǘΚΩ 
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Danny wanted to remind his dad that, last time they had talked like this, he had said 

Danny could carry on doing these things. So long as he told his dad exactly what was going 

on. 

But he kept quiet. Instinct told him to. 

Ψ²ŜƭƭΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ΨWǳǎǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΗ ²Ƙȅ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ōŜ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƻƭǾŜ 

ŎǊƛƳŜǎ ŎƻƳƳƛǘǘŜŘ ōȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǇǇƛƭȅ ƪƛƭƭ ȅƻǳΚΩ 

Danny then decided it was time to take a risk. His dad liked truth. So now he was 

ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛǘΦ ΨL Řƻ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣΩ ƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΦ 

ΨaŜΚΩ 5ŀŘ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ ΨIƻǿΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΚΩ 

Ψ.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ȅƻǳ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƭƻǎǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛƎƘǘ ŀƴŘ 

had to give up being a fireman ς and watching football and enjoying your crime stories ς I 

would have done anything to help you. So I read your books to you... but then I realised I 

was reading them for me as much as you, because I wanted to see who did it and how, and 

iǘ ƳŀŘŜ ƳŜ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƻƭǾŜ ŎǊƛƳŜǎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦΩ 

Danny breathed out after his speech. 

ΨLǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ΨbƻΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƳƻǊŜΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ΨDƻ ƻƴΦΩ 

Ψ.ŜŎŀǳǎŜΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ΨL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǳƎǎ ƭƛƪŜ ƘƛƳ ǿƘƻ 

use football to make money, or show off, or to do mean things to other people, to do what 

they do. And because the police never believe what these people are up to. So someone has 

ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦΩ 

Ψ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǾŜǊȅ ƴƻōƭŜΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ Ƴȅ ǎƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ƛǎ Ƴȅ Ƨƻō ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ 

ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǎŀŦŜΦΩ 

Danny decided this was, again, one of the times he should not answer his dad. 

ΨLǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨhƴŜΣ L Ŏŀƴ 

take you home to England right now. Two, I can let you do what you want, 

regardless of what could happen. Three, I could make sure I am with you at all times, so I 

can help you decide whether you can do the things you choose to do. Do you agree that is 

Ƴȅ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΚΩ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
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5ŀŘ ǎƛƎƘŜŘΦ Ψ{ƻ ƴƻǿ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΦΩ !ƴŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘΣ 5ŀŘ ǎǘƻƻŘ ǳǇΦ ΨDƛǾŜ 

ƳŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƛƳŜΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Watching his dad pace the room, Danny tried to run the three choices through his 

mind. 

Choice one. If his dad said they should go home, Danny would not get to see the 

Germany game, and nor would he be in a position to stop Sir Richard doing 

whatever it was he was planning to do on 11th July. 

Choice two. If his dad said he could carry on solving crimes, he would be able to see 

the Germany game and be ready to take on Sir Richard. The only thing wrong with that was 

that he could quite easily be killed in the process. 

Choice three. If his dad was to come with him all the time, it would mean that he 

would probably not be able to do all the things he wanted to do ς and that it might place his 

dad in danger. On the other hand, his dad was really clever and together they could be a 

stronger force to stop Sir Richard. 

Danny looked at his dad again ς and saw that he was ready to make his choice. 
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Sixteen 

 

After the Germany game, Danny and his dad could not speak. They walked arm in arm away 

from the stadium in Bloemfontein. There was really nothing to say. 

Dad had still not told Danny of his decision about what they would be doing next. 

¢ƘŜȅΩŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƛŎƪŜǘǎ ŦƻǊ this match and Dad said he would make up his 

mind after that. Danny would either be allowed to investigate Sir Richard alone, with his dad 

ς or just go home. 

It was dark away from the floodlights of the stadium. Night fell quickly in Africa. 

Danny had been worried that England fans might cause trouble after the game, but there 

was nothing like that. Just English people walking in silence ς with others talking to 

victorious Germans. 

Danny assumed his dad would say it was time to go home now England were out of 

the World Cup. But he still wanted to see more football. He had dreamed about going to the 

final to see players like Messi and Kaka in real life. And he also wanted to stay in the country 

to investigate Sir Richard and whatever it was he was planning. 

But all that seemed unlikely now. 

 

When they reached their hotel in Bloemfontein, Dad announced what they were going to do 

next. 

ΨwƛƎƘǘΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƻǳŘƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭ ǊŜŎŜǇǘƛƻƴΣ ΨƎŜǘ ȅƻǳǊ ōŀƎǎΣ 5ŀƴƴȅΦ ²ŜΩǊŜ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ 

ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŦƭƛƎƘǘΦΩ 

Danny shuddered. Back to England. Back to school. Away from the greatest football 

show on earth. Away from trying to solve what could be a terrible crime. 

!ƴŘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƘȅ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘ ƘŀŘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƛǘ ǎƻ ƭƻǳŘƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭΦ 

So that lots of people had looked round. 

 

The man watching Danny and his father go through the security barriers at the 

airport smiled. He was sitting in a bar with a full view of the two figures he wanted to see 

leaving the country. 

He started to chuckle, low under his breath. 

England were out. And not just out: they had been rubbish. He had particularly 
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ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘΩǎ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƎƻŀƭΦ hǊ ƴƻƴ-goal. The one that had gone over the line. 

He had nearly choked he had laughed so much when the referee had missed it. 

And Danny Harte was on his way back to England. That was good too. 

Now he could step up his plans for the World Cup Final in the knowledge that the 

one person who could stop him was about to get on a plane that would take him 6000 miles 

away. 

 

At the airport Danny did not take much notice of what was happening. He felt sad. 

This might be the last time he saw South Africa. His dad dealt with the tickets and 

ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǎǇƻǊǘǎΦ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ƳƛƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŘǊƛŦǘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǿŜŜƪǎ of 

term. 

When they had passed through security and went to the departures gate, Danny 

came to his senses. His dad had told him to lead him to gate 11. 

Ψ5ŀŘΚΩ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΦΩ 

ΨDŀǘŜ мм ƛǎ ŦƻǊ DƘŀƴŀΦ ²Ŝ ǿŀƴǘ ƎŀǘŜ т ŦƻǊ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘΦΩ 

ΨWǳǎǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǳǎ ǘƻ ƎŀǘŜ ммΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ŘƻƛƴƎΦΩ 

What was this? Why were they going to Ghana? 

Then Danny realised. It was probably because it was cheaper to fly to Ghana then on 

to the UK. Direct flights from South Africa to England would be in great demand. 

 

On the plane, Danny gazed out of the window. He felt miserable. He kept running the image 

of German players running through thŜ 9ƴƎƭƛǎƘ ŘŜŦŜƴŎŜ ŀǎ ƛŦ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ 

Why had they been so rubbish? 

Ψ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴ ƛǎ ȅŜǘΣΩ 5ŀŘ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΦ !ƴŘ 5ŀƴƴȅ 

detected a hint of a smile on his face. 

Ψ²ŜΩǊŜ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ ΨLǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎΚΩ 

Then Dad handed Danny an envelope. 

Ψ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘƛǎΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ΨhǇŜƴ ƛǘΦΩ 

Danny tore at the envelope. He could hardly believe what he saw inside. 

¢ǿƻ ǘƛŎƪŜǘǎΦ Wǳƭȅ ммǘƘΦ ¢ƘŜ ²ƻǊƭŘ /ǳǇ ŦƛƴŀƭΦ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ŘǊŜŀƳ ŎƻƳŜ ǘǊǳŜΦ 
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Ψ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΣ 5ŀŘΚΩ 

ΨL ƳŀŘŜ Ƴȅ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ Ψ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ǿŀȅ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ 

to the bottom of what Sir Richard is up to on your own. You will put yourself in too much 

danger. So I am going to be with you. Every step of the way. Then I can decide if you are 

ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻƻ ŦŀǊΦ hƪŀȅΚΩ 

ΨDǊŜŀǘΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ¢Ƙŀǘ is ƎǊŜŀǘΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƛŎƪŜǘǎΦΦΦ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΗΩ 

Ψ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜΣ 5ŀƴƴȅΦΩ 

Ψ.ǳǘ 5ŀŘΚΩ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΚΩ 

Ψ²Ƙȅ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƴƻǘ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ {ƻǳǘƘ !ŦǊƛŎŀΚ ²Ƙȅ ŀǊŜ ǿŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ DƘŀƴŀΚΩ 

Ψ¢ǿƻ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎΣΩ 5ŀŘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ ΨhƴŜΥ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ 

ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ Řƻǳōǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǳǎ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘΦ {ƻ now he 

ǘƘƛƴƪǎ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘΦΩ 

Ψ/ƭŜǾŜǊΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ!ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΚΩ 

Ψ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŦƛƭŜ ǘƻ ƳŜ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΦΦΦΩ 5ŀŘ ƘŜƭŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƭŜ ǘƘŀǘ aŀŦǳŀƴŜ Ƙad 

ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƘƛƳ ŀōƻǳǘ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΦ ΨL ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΣ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ς or Mr Gaw, as 

he calls himself ς had a major fall out with a business partner. A Mr Annan from Ghana. 

They have both tried to take each other to court. And I thought, while wŜΩǊŜ ƭȅƛƴƎ ƭƻǿΣ ǿŜ 

ŎƻǳƭŘ Ǉŀȅ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǾƛǎƛǘΦ {ŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭ ǳǎΦΩ 

Danny smiled. He loved his dad. And he loved the way his dad was just like him. A 

detective at heart. Someone who wanted to get to the bottom of a mystery. 

And Ghana would be great. One of 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ōŜǎǘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΣ YƻŦƛ 5ŀƴǉǳŀƘΣ ǘƘŜ 

footballer, was from there. And he was visiting his parents in the country right now. 

As the plane took off, Danny closed his eyes and smiled. They were going to Ghana. 

What would they find out? And would it help them stop Sir Richard Gawthorpe from 

doing whatever it was that he was planning? 
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Seventeen 

 

Ghana was hot compared to South Africa. Very hot. The air was thick and sticky on 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ 

skin. But it was always hot in Ghana. In South Africa it was winter ς and a lot more like 

England. 

Once they had come through arrivals, Danny texted his friend, the Premier League 

City FC player, Kofi Danquah, so that they could meet. 

!ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƘƻǘŜƭ ƛƴ YǳƳŀǎƛΣ DƘŀƴŀΩǎ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŎƛǘȅΣ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ 

dad took a taxi to some offices in the centre of town. As they drove through the city, Danny 

stared out at the people there. Some in suits, going to and from offices. 

Others in older clothes, selling things like food and tools that they had laid out on 

cloths by the road side. 

Danny described it all to his dad as they went by. 

 

¢ƘŜ ǘŀȄƛ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀŘŘǊŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ aŀŦǳŀƴŜΩǎ ŦƛƭŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘǿƻ storey 

building near the Kumasi football stadium. 

They were shown into an office, where a large man sat, wearing a white suit and tie. 

Mr Annan. Former partner of Sir Richard Gawthorpe. Surrounding him on the walls 

were photos of himself standing by diggers and half constructed buildings. 

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ ΨIƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻƴŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƳŜΚΩ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ 

deep voice. 

ΨbƻƴŜΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ²Ŝ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǎƪ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƳŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ŀōƻǳǘ aǊ DŀǿΣ ȅƻǳǊ 

ŦƻǊƳŜǊ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ǇŀǊǘƴŜǊΚΩ 

ΨL ǎŜŜΣΩ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ ΨL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƳǳŎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ƘƛƳ ǘƻŘŀȅΦΩ 

For the next ten minutes Danny and his dad asked the man questions. But he would 

not tell them anything. As they spoke, Danny noticed Kofi arriving outside. He could see that 

several people were mobbing his friend. Kofi was famous in Ghana. Very famous. 

Observing that Danny was losing interest in him, the man looked down to the street 

ŀƴŘ ǎŀǿ YƻŦƛΦ IŜ ƎŀǎǇŜŘΦ ΨLǘ ƛǎ YƻŦƛ 5ŀƴǉǳŀƘΗ aȅ ƎƻƻŘƴŜǎǎΗΩ 

ΨIŜΩǎ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƳŜΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨIŜΩǎ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΦΩ 

Suddenly the man changed. Instead of not telling them anything and asking for 

money, he was now super-friendly. 
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Ψ¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ YƻŦƛ 5ŀƴǉǳŀƘΚ /ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǘǊƻŘǳŎŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƻ ƳŜΚΩ 

5ŀƴƴȅ ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƘŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ƻŦ ǳǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ 

fame to get a favour from this odious man. 

Ψ/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ aǊ DŀǿΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

The man was rushing to the door. He seemed more interested in talking to Kofi than 

Danny now. 

Ψ¢Ŝƭƭ ǳǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΣ ΨŀƴŘ L ǿƛƭƭ ŀǎƪ YƻŦƛ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΦΩ 

Danny still felt bad about doing this, but if he could find a way of stopping Sir 

Richard, he figured it was worth it. 

ΨhƪŀȅΦΩ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ ŀǎ ŀ ǎƛȄ-year-old boy might be in meeting a 

ŦƻƻǘōŀƭƭŜǊΦ ΨDŀǿ Ƙŀǎ ǇƭŀƴǎΦΦΦ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ Ǉƭŀƴǎ ǘƻΦΦΦ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƳǳŎƘΣ ōǳǘΦΦΦ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ plans, shall 

ǿŜ ǎŀȅΣ ǘƻ ŘƛƎ ŀ ƘƻƭŜΦΩ ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŀǳƎƘΦ Ψ¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ all L ǿƛƭƭ ǎŀȅΦΩ 

5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ Ƴƛƴd was working over and over. Dig a hole? What did that mean? And then 

it struck him. That was what Sir Richard had done before in England. He had kidnapped an 

England footballer and hidden him in a secret chamber dug out beneath the City Stadium. 

So Danny decided to take a risk. 

Ψ¦ƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀŘƛǳƳΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƘŀǊŘ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 

And, as soon as he said it, Mr Annan stopped laughing. He swallowed. He looked 

ŀƭŀǊƳŜŘΦ ΨL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿƻōōƭƛƴƎΦ ΨDƻΣ ƎƻΣ DhΗΩ 

Danny and his dad left. The man appeared to have lost interest in Kofi. He looked 

scared, like he had given a very big secret away. 

 

Outside, Danny greeted his friend Kofi. They saw each other in England all the time, even 

though Kofi was a Premier League footballer. But it was good to see him here in Ghana, his 

home country. 

¢ƘŜȅ ǎǇŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ YƻŦƛ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΩǎ ŦŀƛǊ ǘǊŀŘŜ 

ŎƻŎƻŀ ŦŀǊƳΦ YƻŦƛ ƎŀǾŜ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ŘŀŘ ŀ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘΥ ŀ ŎƻŎƻŀ ōŜŀƴ ǇƻŘΦ 

ΨDƻƻŘ ƭǳŎƪ ǘƻ DƘŀƴŀ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŀǊǘŜǊ ŦƛƴŀƭǎΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǘƻƭŘ YƻŦƛ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǇŀǊǘŜŘΦ ΨbŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜ 

it is the World Cup you will be 20 ς ŀƴŘ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎΦΩ 

 

!ǎ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻŀŎƘ ŦǊƻƳ YǳƳŀǎƛ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ DƘŀƴŀΩǎ ŎŀǇƛǘŀƭΣ Accra, 

they spoke in low voices. 
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Ψ{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƪŜ ƻŦ aǊ !ƴƴŀƴΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ΨL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘƛƳΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨIŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƳƻƴŜȅΦ !ƴŘ ǘƻ Ǌǳō ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎ ǿƛǘƘ 

ŎŜƭŜōǊƛǘƛŜǎΦΩ 

Ψ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣΩ 5ŀŘ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ Ψ.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ŘƛŘ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀŎŜ ƭƻƻƪ ƭƛƪŜ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ 

ŘƛƎƎƛƴƎ ǳƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀŘƛǳƳΚΩ 

ΨIŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŀǘǘƭŜŘΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ΨIŜ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ǊŀǘǘƭŜŘΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ΨƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳΩŘ Ƙƛǘ ƻƴ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦΩ 

Danny said nothing. 

Ψ{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΚΩ 5ŀŘ ǇǊŜǎǎŜŘΦ 

ΨLΩƳ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ƛǎ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǎƛƳƛƭŀǊ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘ ŀǘ /ƛǘȅ C/ΦΩ 

Ψ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ǿƻƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƻƻΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ WƻƘŀƴƴŜǎōǳǊƎ ǘƻ find 

ƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜΦΩ 

And so the coach headed south to Accra airport, where Danny and his dad would fly 

to Johannesburg, where the World Cup Final stadium awaited. 

5ŀƴƴȅ ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƛŜŎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƨigsaw were coming together 

for him now. Sir Richard Gawthorpe was planning to do something to players before or after 

the World Cup final. Maybe. 

This was suddenly becoming very serious. 
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Eighteen 

 

Danny and his dad booked into a hotel near the airport when they arrived in 

Johannesburg. It was their first time in the city since the day they had arrived in South Africa 

ς and had nearly been run off the road by a large van. 

That had been three weeks ago. 

Being so close to the place they had flown into made Danny feel homesick for the 

ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƭŜŦǘ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘΦ IŜ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƳǳƳΦ .ǳǘ ŀƭǎƻ /ƘŀǊƭƻǘǘŜΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ long 

time to go without seeing your best friend. He wished he could see her today. 

Once they were in their room, Danny and his dad talked over their plans. 

Ψ²ƘŜƴΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƎŀƳŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀŘƛǳƳ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƴŀƭΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ΨCǊƛŘŀȅ ŀƴŘ {ŀǘǳǊŘŀȅΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

Ψ{ƻ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƻƴ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ŘŀȅǎΚΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ 

Ψ¢ƻ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴȅ ŜǾƛŘŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ Mr Annan suggested. A hole? Or something 

ƭƛƪŜ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ŘƛŘ ŀǘ /ƛǘȅ C/Κ !ƴ ǳƴŘŜǊƎǊƻǳƴŘ ōǳƴƪŜǊΚΩ 

Ψ!ƴǘƻƴ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŜƭǇ ǳǎΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΣ ǊŜŦŜǊǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ŧƻƻǘōŀƭƭ ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭƛǎǘΦ 

Ψ²Ŝ ŦƛƴŘ ƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ ŦƛǊƳƭȅΣ ΨǘƘŜƴ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜΦΩ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

 

They rested until it was time for something to eat. Once his dad was asleep, Danny texted 

Mafuane. He wanted to tell her that they were in Johannesburg. 

.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǿŀǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ she was. 

 

LΩƳ ŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ ²ŀǘŎhing. A man has just gone in to visit 

him. A fat man. From Mafuane 

 

Danny texted back. 

 

.Ŝ ŎŀǊŜŦǳƭΦ LǘΩǎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΦ ¸ƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƭŜŀǾŜΦ 

 

The next reply came quickly. 
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They are arguing. I can see them in his garden. Through the side gate. 

 

Danny stopped texting and pressed CALL. 

Mafuane answered straight away. She was whispering. 

ΨDŜǘ ƻǳǘΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ²Ƙȅ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜǊŜΚΩ 

ΨL ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΦ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƘŜƭǇ ȅƻǳΦΩ 

Ψ.ǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƛƴ ŘŀƴƎŜǊΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ƛƴǎƛǎǘŜŘΦ 

There was a silence then. 

Ψ5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ Ƴŀƴ ƛǎΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ΨL ƘŜŀǊŘ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƘƛƳ aǊ !Ƴŀƴ ς ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦΩ 

ΨaǊ AnnanΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ŀƴȄƛƻǳǎΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘǿƻ ƭƻǳŘ ŎǊŀŎƪǎ 

coming down the line. 

Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

Ψ{ƘƻǘǎΣΩ aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōǊŜŀǘƘƭŜǎǎΦ ΨaǊ !ƳŀƴΦΦΦ ƘŜΩǎ ŦŀƭƭŜƴ ŘƻǿƴΦ Iƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦΦΦ ƛǘΩǎΦΦΦΩ 

ΨDŜǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǊŜΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ 

Ψ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜΦΦΦ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜΦΦΦ hƘ ƴƻΦΦΦ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ǎŜŜƴ ƳŜΦΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜ ǇŀƴƛŎ ƛƴ 

aŀŦǳŀƴŜΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 

ΨwǳƴΣΩ ƘŜ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΣ ǿŀƪƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘΦ 

Then he heard a scuffling and hard footsteps hammering. 

Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘΦ 

ΨaŀŦǳŀƴŜΚ aŀŦǳŀƴŜΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƴŜΦ 

And then her line went dead. 

Danny redialled her number immediately, as his dad stood next to him, silent. 

But there was no reply. Nothing. 

Ψ²ƘŀǘΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ŎŀǳǘƛƻǳǎƭȅΦ Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚΩ 

ΨaŀŦǳŀƴŜ ǿŀǎ ŀǘ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƙƛǎ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǎǇƛƭƭƛƴƎ ƻǳǘΦ Ψ{ƘŜ ǎŀǿ Mr 

Annan arrive. Then he was shot. Then they saw her. She ran. Then her phone ǿŜƴǘ ŘŜŀŘΦΩ 

Danny could hardly believe what he was saying. Things had started to develop ς very 

quickly. And not in a good way. 

Mr Annan had gone to see Sir Richard. 

Why? 
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Was it to do with Danny and their meeting the day before in Ghana? 

Mr Annan had been shot. 

Why? 

And, if he had been shot, who was next? 

And, worst of all, Mafuane had been chased ς and her line had gone dead. 

What was happening to her now? 

Too many questions. With no answers. Danny held his head in his hands. This was 

becoming too much to handle. 
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Nineteen 

 

Sir Richard Gawthorpe stood gazing from the room on the top floor of his house. 

This was his office, the place from where he watched the world. The place from 

where he was preparing his greatest crime yet. 

He was watching three of his men working below. They were carrying something 

from the side garden to the garage. It was wrapped in a huge black plastic sheet. 

The men were struggling. What they were carrying was heavy. Very heavy. 

It was the lifeless body of Mr Annan, formerly of Kumasi, Ghana. 

But Sir Richard was not happy. The things that Mr Annan had told him had made him 

deeply anxious. A boy had been to see Mr Annan in Ghana. A boy and a blind man. 

Sir Richard knew that that must have been Danny Harte. 

He let a smile form on his lips. He had to admit that Danny Harte was a brilliant 

adversary. Sir Richard had seen him leave the country with his own eyes. But not for 

England, as Sir Richard had assumed. For Ghana. 

{ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ŎƭƻǳŘŜŘ ƻǾŜǊΦ Iƛǎ ŎƘŜŜƪǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊŜƘŜŀŘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀ ŘŜŜǇ ǊŜŘΦ 

Mr Annan had told him that the boy had mentioned a hole. A hole underneath the 

stadium. 

How had he known? Or did he know? Was he guessing? 

And where was he now? 

Sir Richard had his people watching all the airports, but there had been no sign yet of 

Danny Harte. 

And he had another question. The girl. The girl his men had chased. Was she 

something to do with Danny Harte? He always seemed to have girls around him. 

He had a man watching the girl too. Just in case. 

{ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ DŀǿǘƘƻǊǇŜ ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅΦ IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ him. 

He had a job to do. Tomorrow he would be attending Uruguay v Ghana at Soccer City 

in Johannesburg. And there he would run through his arrangements for 11 July. 

He knew his plan would be a success. But he would enjoy double checking 

tomorrow anyway. 

 

Danny was sitting in a cafe in Johannesburg as the body of Mr Annan was being 
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ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΩǎ ƎŀǊŘŜƴΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘ ŀƴŘ !ƴǘƻƴ IƻƭǘΦ 

Ψ{ƻ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭ ςMafuane ς ƛǎ ƻƪŀȅΚΩ !ƴǘƻƴ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΦ {ƘŜ ǘŜȄǘŜŘ ƳŜ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ψōǳǘ L ǘƻƭŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻ ƭƛŜ ƭƻǿΦΩ 

Ψ!ƴŘ ƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ Ƴȅ ƘŜƭǇΚΩ !ƴǘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ΨtƭŜŀǎŜΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

Ψ!ƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ŀŘǾƛŎŜΣΩ 5ŀŘ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘŜŘΣ Ψŀōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ safeΦΩ 

!ƴǘƻƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ΨhƪŀȅΦ ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΦ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ȅƻǳΦ 

.ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ǿƻƴΩǘΦ {ƻ ǿƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴ L Řƻ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇΚΩ 

Ψ²Ŝ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǘƻ {ƻŎŎŜǊ /ƛǘȅ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ²Ŝ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ƴŜŀǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

ŘǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘŎƘΦΩ 

!ƴǘƻƴ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ƭƻǳŘƭȅΦ Ψ¸ƻǳ Řƻ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΚΩ 

5ŀƴƴȅ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ Ψ²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Ψ5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿǎ ǘƻŘŀȅΚΩ !ƴǘƻƴ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΦ Ψ¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ Ǝƻǘ ƛƴǘƻ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘΩǎ 

dressing room after the Algeria game was in court. He was let go. But he had to pay a fine. 

And the newspaper who were maybe involved are in court too. Some people think the 

newspaper got him in there. And you want me to get you ƛƴΚΩ 

Ψ¸ƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŦƛǊƳƭȅΦ 

ΨL ŎŀƴΩǘΦΩ 

Ψ²ƘȅΚΩ 

Ψ.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƭƻǎŜ Ƴȅ ƧƻōΣΩ !ƴǘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

5ŀƴƴȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΦ !ƴǘƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘΦ 

¢ƘŜƴ 5ŀŘ ǿŀǎ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΦ Ψ5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ 5ŀƴƴȅΚΩ ƘŜ asked. 

ΨhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΦΦΦΩ !ƴǘƻƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

Ψ{ƻ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀ Ŧƻƻǘōŀƭƭ ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭƛǎǘΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘ ŀ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ 

!ƴǘƻƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅΦ Ψ.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ƭƻǾŜ ŦƻƻǘōŀƭƭΦΩ 

ΨLŦ ȅƻǳ ƭƻǾŜŘ ŦƻƻǘōŀƭƭΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ΨǘƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƘŜƭǇ 5ŀƴƴȅΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ 5ŀƴƴȅ ƛǎ doing this 

for ŦƻƻǘōŀƭƭΦΩ 

ΨL ƪƴƻǿΣΩ !ƴǘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ψōǳǘ Ƴȅ ƧƻōΦΦΦΩ 

Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ƎƻƻŘ ƛǎ ŀ Ƨƻō ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ȅƻǳ love ŦƻƻǘōŀƭƭΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ 

what you want to do to help ŦƻƻǘōŀƭƭΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ ΨaŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ƧƻōΦΩ 

Anton Holt paused. Danny was about to intŜǊǊǳǇǘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ Ƙƛǎ 5ŀŘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ƻƴ ƘƛǎΣ 

ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎ Ψ{Ƙǳǘ ǳǇΦΩ {ƻ ƘŜ ƪŜǇǘ ǉǳƛŜǘΦ 
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!ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜ !ƴǘƻƴ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ ΨhƪŀȅΦ ¸ƻǳǊ ŘŀŘΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ {ƻ LΩƭƭ Řƻ ƛǘΦ ¢ƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦ .ǳǘΣ L 

have to warn you, when we try to get you into the stadium it could end badly, really badly. 

 

But neither of them knew how badly it could end. It would be bad if Danny was 

arrested. It would be bad too if Holt lost his job. 

But it would not be as bad as if they bumped into Sir Richard Gawthorpe, who was 

scheduled to be at Soccer City for the same game ... at the same time ...in the same part of 

the stadium... 
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Twenty 

 

It was Friday morning, the day of the first World Cup quarter finals. The Netherlands had 

just kicked off against Brazil in Port Elizabeth. In less than five hours the second match 

would kick off in Soccer City, Johannesburg. 

The World Cup was about to get serious. 

Danny led his father though the corridors as he followed Anton Holt into the Soccer 

/ƛǘȅ ǎǘŀŘƛǳƳΦ IŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŦŜƭǘ ǎƛŎƪ ǘƘŀǘ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜƛƎƘǘ ǘŜŀƳǎ ƭŜŦǘ ƛƴ ǘhe 

tournament. But he had to put his disappointment to the back of his mind. He had a job to 

do. 

Anton led him up a staircase made of steel and glass. Then under the main canopy of 

the stadium, light breaking in through a huge dome above them. 

From the outside, the stadium was the most amazing Danny had ever seen. He had 

been to Wembley in London, the Luzhinki in Moscow and the San Siro in Milan. But this was 

something else. Huge. Coloured like an African pot. Reflecting the light of the sky. 

Inside it was amazing too. Everything was massive and beautiful and he really felt 

like he was in one of the great sporting arenas of the world. 

But up ahead there was a line of men. Men in black security uniforms. 

Anton had said he would try to get Danny near to the dressing rooms well before 

kickoff. But he also said it might be impossible. They may not be able to get past security. 

This was the test. They walked up to the line of men. 

Ψbƻ ƻƴŜ ƛǎ ǘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ ƘŜǊŜΣΩ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ƳŜƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘŜǇǇƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΦ 

Ψ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴΣΩ !ƴǘƻƴ ŀǊƎǳŜŘΦ ΨL ŀƳ ŀƴ ŀŎŎǊŜŘƛǘŜŘ ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭƛǎǘΦ L ŀƳ 

ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŀǊǘƛŎƭŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳǎΦΩ 

Anton showed the man a piece of paper. And the man nodded. 

Ψ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ƻƪŀȅΦ .ǳǘ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΦ Wǳǎǘ ȅƻǳΦΩ 

Ψ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ with ƳŜΣΩ !ƴǘƻƴ said. 

Ψ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǇŀǇŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǘŀȅ ƘŜǊŜΦΩ 

Danny frowned. He had expected this. He needed to get in. To see the dressing 

room. He had an idea that Sir Richard had created some sort of secret room beneath 

the Soccer City stadium. Like he had done at City FC. That was his theory. He needed 

to see the dressing rooms to help prove it. 
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But they had got as far as they could. The security men had no intention of letting 

them through. 

 

In the dressing rooms there were two men. A senior member of the security staff and a tall 

English man. Sir Richard Gawthorpe. 

Ψ[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎǊŜǘ ŘƻƻǊΣΩ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƘŜŎƪƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘǊŀƴŎŜ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘƛƳ ǿŀǎ 

closed. 

The dressing rooms were huge and light. There was a space for each player to sit and 

put all his things. Large and white, each was like a small cupboard. 

The man ran his hand along the back of one of these spaces and pulled a lever. 

Then he removed a large board from the back of the space, revealing a narrow 

corridor. As Sir Richard bent to peer in, the man flicked a switch and a string of lights 

illuminated the corridor. Beyond it there was a medium-sized room, completely hidden from 

the rest of the world. 

ΨIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΚΩ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Ψ¢ŜƴΦ !ƭƭ ŀǊƳŜŘΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳ Ƙidden next to the other dressing 

ǊƻƻƳΣΩ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

ΨDƻƻŘΣΩ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ¢ƘŜƴ ŀǘ ƘŀƭŦ ǘƛƳŜ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ²ƻǊƭŘ /ǳǇ CƛƴŀƭΣ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǘǊƛƪŜΦ 

¸ƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƘƻƳŜ ƛƴ /ŀǇŜ ¢ƻǿƴ ǎƻ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ Ǝƻ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ǇƭŀƴǎΦ¸ŜǎΚΩ 

ΨhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ aǊ DŀǿΦΩ 

 

Danny sǘŜǇǇŜŘ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴŦǊƻƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ ƳŜƴΦ Ψ!ƴǘƻƴ ƛǎ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŀǊǘƛŎƭŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ 

ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ƴŜǿǎǇŀǇŜǊ ƛƴ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘΦ ²Ŝ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ 

ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭ ǇƭŀŎŜ {ƻǳǘƘ !ŦǊƛŎŀ ƛǎΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨtƭŜŀǎŜ ƭŜǘ ƳŜ Ǝƻ ǘƻƻΦ L ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǇƻǊǘ ƻƴ ƛǘ as 

weƭƭΦΩ 

ΨhƪŀȅΣΩ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ Ƴŀƴ ǊŜƭŜƴǘŜŘΣ ǎƳƛƭƛƴƎΦ Ψ{ŜŜƛƴƎ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ 

man must stay here. 

Dad nodded. He was okay with that. 

So now Danny and Anton were rushing to the dressing rooms, following the 

directions they were given. 

When they found them they went straight in. He wondered if there would be anyone 

in there. He had thought he heard voices. 
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But there was no one. In either of them. 

5ŀƴƴȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ŜȄǇŜŎǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳǎΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ and 

elated at the same time. 

Disappointed that ς however hard he looked ς he could not find any evidence of 

anything that Mr Annan had referred to. No hole in the ground, whatever he had meant by 

that. 

Elated because he was in the same rooms where the players would be preparing for 

the World Cup Final in just over a week. 

Ψ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣΩ !ƴǘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ΨL ƪƴƻǿΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ƎǳǘǘŜŘΦ Ψ{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƴƻǿΚΩ 

ΨL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣΩ !ƴǘƻƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ 

Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ L ŘƻΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨL ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƛƴǘƻ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛƴ /ŀǇŜ ¢ƻǿƴ ŀƎŀƛƴ ς 

and find ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ LŦ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ hereΣ ƛǘ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΦΩ 

 

When Danny had gone the senior security man came back into the dressing room and 

opened up the panel. 

Sir Richard stepped out. 

Ψ¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜΣΩ ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ Ψǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ōƻȅ ƳŜŘƛǳƳ ƘŜƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƘƻǊǘ ōǊƻǿƴ ƘŀƛǊΚΩ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΣ aǊ DŀǿΦΩ 

ΨDƻƻŘΣΩ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ΨLƴ ŀ ǿŜŜƪΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ƪƛŘƴŀǇǇŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ǘŜŀƳǎ 

competing in the World Cup final. And that boy ς whose name is Danny Harte, by the way ς 

ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŦƛǎƘ ŦƻƻŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻǘǘƻƳ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ !ǘƭŀƴǘƛŎ hŎŜŀƴ ƻŦŦ /ŀǇŜ ¢ƻǿƴΦΩ 
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Twenty  One 

Outside, in a cafe that overlooked Soccer City, Danny sat frowning. However long he looked 

at the stadium in all its glory, it could not lift his spirits. 

5ŀŘ ƘŀŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ŎƭŜŀǊΦ ΨDƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛǎ not ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƻǇǘƛƻƴΦΩ 

Ψ{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎǊŀȊȅ ŀƴŘ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎ ƛŘŜŀΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ǇƭŀƴΦ 

It was simple, direct and the best plan. 

Ψ¢ƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Danny watched a large black limo drive past, then slow down and park a hundred metres 

away. Must be some World Cup dignitary, he thought.  

Ψ.ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƳΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀƴǎǿŜǊƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘΦ Ψ²Ŝ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƴƻ ǇǊƻƻŦ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

ǎǘŀŘƛǳƳΦΩ 

5ŀŘ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΦ Ψ²Ŝ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜΦ ²Ŝ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ōƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ Řƻ 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦΩ 

Ψ[ƛƪŜ ǿƘŀǘΚΩ 

Ψ²ŀǘŎƘ ƘƛƳΦ LƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘŜ ƘƛƳΦΩ 

Danny looked across at Anton. Anton was nodding. 

Ψ{ŜŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ !ƴǘƻƴ ŀƎǊŜŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

And Danny frowned. How did his dad do that? 

 

In the black limo, Sir Richard sat back and stared at the two men and the boy. After a 

moment, he turned to the two men sitting opposite him.  

Ψ¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳΚΩ 

The two men nodded. 
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ΨL ǿŀƴǘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƘŜ ŘƻŜǎΣΩ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨwŜǇƻǊǘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǳǊΣ ŜǾŜǊȅ 

ƘƻǳǊΦ !ƴŘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΣ ƪƛƭƭ ƘƛƳΦΩ 

The two men nodded again. 

 

 

Danny followed his dad and Anton out of the mobile police station that was set up in one of 

the public squares in Johannesburg. 

Danny ran through the words he had used to tell the police what he knew. 

There is a former English football chairman who now goes under the name Mr Gaw. He is 

planning something for the World Cup final. Something in Soccer City stadium. And 

something to do with a hole in the ground or a secret room underneath the stadium. 

It was no wonder they had laughed at him. He sounded mad to himself. 

They sat outside the police point in the square. The day was cooling down. It was going dark 

rapidly. 

Ψ/ŀƴ ǿŜ Ǝƻ ŀƴȅ ƳƻƴƛǘƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ nowΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ΨToo daƴƎŜǊƻǳǎΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎƴŀǇǇŜŘ ōŀŎƪΦ 

Danny wished he was doing this on his own. His dad had decided to be by his side all the 

time ς and Danny was used to working alone. Solving crimes with your dad telling you what 

was okay and not okay was not easy. 

¢ƘŜƴ !ƴǘƻƴ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ǿŜ all go? We watch the house together. I have something I can 

ǳǎŜΦΩ 

Anton drew a thin black box from his bag. It looked like an iphone. Anton drew a fine, 

almost invisible microphone from it. 

Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

ΨWƻǳǊƴŀƭƛǎǘǎ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜǎŜΣΩ Iƻƭǘ ǎŀƛŘΣ Ψōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀΦΦΦΩ 
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ΨΦΦΦ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ŘŜǾƛŎŜΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎǘǳǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ Iƛǎ Ŝȅes gazed at the small object Anton was toying 

with. 

Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦΣΩ !ƴǘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ΨǿŜ Ǉƭŀƴǘ ǘƘƛǎ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΦ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƛƴΦ ²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǉǳǘ ƛǘ 

ƻƴ ŀ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǿŜ Ŏŀƴ ƘŜŀǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴǎƛŘŜΦ Iƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘΚΩ 

Danny nodded vigorously. This was better than he expected. Then he looked at his dad. 

Ψ5ŀŘΚΩ 

Mr Harte was silent for what seemed like ages.  

Danny knew what he was thinking. Was this a risk? Would Danny be in danger? Could they 

solve whatever it was Sir Richard was up to by just planting a bug? If he said yes, they would 

have to travel to Cape Town together tonight. Danny might even get to see Mafuane again. 

Finally Dad spoke.  

ΨhƪŀȅΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ[ŜǘΩǎ Řƻ ƛǘΦΩ 
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Twenty Two 

¢ƘŜȅ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭŜŘ ǘƻ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛƴ ŀ ƘƛǊŜ ŎŀǊΦ !ƴǘƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎΦ IŜ used several 

ǘŜŎƘƴƛǉǳŜǎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘΦ ¢ŜŎƘƴƛǉǳŜǎ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ ŀōƻǳǘΦ 

Danny knew a lot about crime ς and how to solve it. 

Why? 

Because Danny had read dozens of crime stories to his dad. His dad loved detective books, 

but he usually forgot the details of each story. Danny, however,  remembered everything. 

How to avoid detection. How to follow someone without being seen. How not to be 

followed yourself.  

He realised that reading books had done him some good. A lot of good. 

When they arrived at some traffic lights near the house, Danny slipped out of the car. They 

had decided he would plant the bug. He knew what the garden was like and he was the 

fastest runner. 

!ƴŘΣ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǎƛȄǘȅ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎΣ !ƴǘƻƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ƛƴ with his camera and 

make whatever happened next was front page news. 

Running along the side of the garden wall, Danny felt sick. The last time he had been here 

Sir Richard had come close to killing him. He wanted to turn and run the other way. But 

something inside him gave him the strength to go on. He had to plant this bug: it could be 

the difference between a terrible thing happening ς or not. 

5ŀƴƴȅ ƳƻǾŜŘ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ƛƴǘƻ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΩǎ ƎŀǊŘŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎŀǘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻǇŜƴΣ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘƛƳŜΦ IŜ ǎŀǿ 

the back window of the house. Near the shed. He crept, keeping low, avoiding being seen. 

He hoped. 

Once he was there, he stuck the small plastic disk Anton had given him to the window. It 

was hard to believe that what was little more than a sticker would be able to pick up any 

conversation in the house. But he believed it would. He trusted Anton. 
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Once Danny had joined Dad and Anton in the car, the tuned in the receiver to pick up the 

conversations they were after. Then they waited, barely daring to move inside the small 

VW.  

After half an hour of silence and shuffling sounds, they struck gold: the conversation that 

ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ŀōƻǳǘ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΩǎ Ǉƭŀƴǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜŀŘΦ  

Ψ{ƻ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ǊŜŀŘȅΣ WƻǎŜǇƘΚΩ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ 

Ψ¸ŜǎΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƧƻōΦΩ !ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜΦ hōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ WƻǎŜǇƘΦ 

Ψ¢Ŝƭƭ ƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǿƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦΩ 

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ WƻǎŜǇƘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ Ψ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǇƭŀŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǾƛŎŜ ƛƴǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǇ ǎŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

trophy. It will not go off at all unless you press this ōǳǘǘƻƴΦΩ 

Danny imagined Sir Richard looking at a small handset. Maybe like a TV remote control. 

Ψ.ǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ Řƻ Ƙƛǘ ǘƘƛǎ ōǳǘǘƻƴΣΩ WƻǎŜǇƘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ΨǘƘŜ ǘǊƻǇƘȅ ǿƛƭƭ ŜȄǇƭƻŘŜΦΩ 

ΨDƻƻŘΣΩ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ  

Ψ²ƘŜƴ ǿƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ Řƻ ƛǘΣ aǊ DŀǿΚΩ WƻǎŜǇƘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ 

Ψ¢ƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴƴƛƴƎ ǘŜŀƳ ƘƻƭŘǎ ǘƘe trophy aloft. Then it will be seen on every TV 

ǎŎǊŜŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦΩ 

Danny, his dad and Anton sat staring at each other. They were too shocked to speak. Now 

they knew what Sir Richard was really up to. 

He had placed a bomb in the World cup trophy. And after the final, just as the winning 

captain lifted it above his head to celebrate, it would explode. 

It was terrible. 
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Ψ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ IŜ ƪƴŜǿ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

involve the police. This was too serious for them to prevent. 

But Dad was shaking his head.  

!ƴŘ !ƴǘƻƴ ǿŜƛƎƘŜŘ ƛƴΦ Ψ¢ƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ ǿŜ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ άŎǊŀȊȅ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎέ 

ǘƘŜȅ ǿƛƭƭ ŘŜǇƻǊǘ ǳǎΦΩ 

Ψ{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƴƻǿΚΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ Ψ5ƻ ǿŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƭŜǘ ƘƛƳ Řƻ ǘƘƛǎΚΩ 

Nobody spoke. 

And that gave Danny time to think. About whether they could do anything. And about the 

other thoughts in his head. That it had been so easy to get the information they wanted. 

That Sir Richard had not sounded like he normally did when he was explaining his plan. That 

something was not quite right. 

Whatever it was, Danny knew they had four days to sort it. Or there would be a major 

catastrophe. 
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Twenty Three 

It was the day of the first semi-final ς Holland v Uruguay ς but Danny was not at the game. 

Instead, he was locked in a hotel room. 

Danny and his dad followed the match build up on the TV all afternoon. They had decided 

not to go outside. It may be dangerous. Who knew what Sir Richard might have planned for 

them? They had to lie low. They had to think. 

Anton, however, had gone out. He had two tasks. One, to talk to the police to see if they 

would believe the story about Sir Richard planting a bomb in the World Cup trophy. Two, to 

talk to his boss to see if he would be allowed to write a story about it for the newspaper. 

This was their next move. Until it was resolved Danny could do nothing. 

Except for one thing. He had texted Mafuane. To ask if he could see her a last time. 

 

Just before kick off in the Uruguay-Holland game, there was a rapping at the door. Seven 

knocks. That was the code. But Danny still peered through the small peep hole in the door 

to check it was Anton. 

It was. 

5ŀƴƴȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŜƭƭ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭƛǎǘΩǎ ŦŀŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘǊƛǇ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ǿŀǎǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜΦ 

Ψ²ŜƭƭΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ ǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 5ǳǘŎƘ ƴŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ŀƴǘƘŜƳΦ Danny saw images 

of Robben, Kuyt and van Persie singing along.  

Ψbƻ ŀƴŘ ƴƻΣΩ !ƴǘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ¢ƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ƭŀǳƎƘŜŘ ŀǘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ōƻǎǎ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀŎƪ ƳŜΦΩ 

Danny frowned. But, secretly, he was quite pleased. This meant that they would have to 

solve the crime themselves. If his dad allowed it. 

He knew he had to change the mood to get his way. And quickly. 

Ψ¢ƘŜƴ we ǎƻǊǘ ƛǘΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛŎƪŜǘǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƴŀƭΦΩ 

ΨLǘΩǎ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΣ 5ŀƴƴȅΣΩ Iƻƭǘ ǎŀƛŘΦ 
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Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎΚΩ 

Ψ¢ƘƛǎΦ ²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ ǘƘŜ ²ƻǊƭŘ /ǳǇ ōƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

kidnap a player. There are only three of us. And no-one else will have anything to do with it 

ŀƭƭΦΩ 

Ψ9ȄŀŎǘƭȅΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ²Ŝ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ both ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƘŀǇǇŜƴƛƴƎΦ !ƴŘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻΦΩ 

ΨIƻǿΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΚΩ 5ŀŘ ƛƴǘŜǊƧŜŎǘŜŘΦ 

Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōŜ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ both ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨhƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ Ǉƭŀƴǎ ƛǎ ŀ ŦŀƭǎŜ 

ǘǊŀƛƭΦ ²Ŝ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ƻǳǘ ǿƘƛŎƘΦΩ 

And it was true. Yesterday they had heard Sir Richard explain how he was going to put a 

bomb into the World Cup trophy and set it off as the winning team lifted it in celebration. 

But, a few days before, they had been convinced that the plan was to kidnap players using a 

secret passageway in the dressing rooms at Soccer City. Mr Annan in Ghana had seemed to 

almost give that information away. 

Before he was murdered. 

Ψ{ƻ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ƻǳǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ς ŀƴŘ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇ ƛǘΣΩ !ƴǘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ΨL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ōƻƳōΣΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎǎŜǊǘŜŘΦ 

Ψ{ƻ Řƻ LΣΩ !ƴǘƻƴ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ 

5ŀƴƴȅ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊǇŜǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ ΨL ǘhink that was a red 

ƘŜǊǊƛƴƎΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨL ǘƘƛƴƪ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ ƳŀŘŜ ƛǘ ǳǇ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ǳǎ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŎŜƴǘΦΩ 

Ψbƻ ǿŀȅΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨIƻǿ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƭƛǎǘŜƴƛƴƎ ƛƴΚΩ 

ΨIƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ōƻƻƪǎ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ōǳƎƎŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǾŜ ŦŀƭǎŜ 

ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǘƛƻƴΚΩ Danny asked. 

Their conversation stopped eighteen minutes into the semi-ŦƛƴŀƭΦ IƻƭƭŀƴŘΩǎ ±ŀƴ .ǊƻƴŎƪƘƻǊǎǘ 

hit a shot from outside the area. Thirty yards out at least. It travelled like a guided missile 

into the top corner of the net. All three of them stopped talking, open-mouthed. 
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Danny sat up long after the game.  It had been a good one. Uruguay nearly coming back to 

force extra time.  

But he was not thinking about the football now: he was running through everything to do 

with Sir Richard in his mind. They had not been able to come to an agreement about what 

to do next. His dad and Anton were asleep. They would talk more tomorrow. 

One thing they had agreed was that no one should leave the hotel room. 

Danny was about to go to bed when his phone buzzed. He checked his texts. There was a 

new one from Mafuane. 

 

LΩƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭ ƭƻōōȅΦ /ƻƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ƳŜΦ a Ȅ 

 

5ŀƴƴȅ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ {ƘŜΩŘ ŎƻƳŜΦ  

He stood up, excited about seeing his new friend. And, although he knew he should stay in 

the room, he had to see her one more time. They were leaving for Johannesburg tomorrow. 

This might be the last time he was ever in Cape Town. 

!ƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƭŜŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭΦ IŜΩŘ ōŜ ǎŀŦŜ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

streets. 

Danny opened the door quietly and slipped out.  

But, unfortunately for Danny, Mafuane was not the only one waiting for him in the hotel 

lobby.  
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Twenty Four 

Mafuane was waiting at the centre of the hotel foyer. She was wearing jeans and a tee shirt, 

just like Danny. There were no hotel staff in the foyer. Only two businessmen, talking over a 

drink. 

ΨIŜƭƭƻ 5ŀƴƴȅΣΩ aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƭƛƎƘǘƭȅ ǎƘȅƭȅΦ 

5ŀƴƴȅ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΦ ΨLΩƳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎƭŀŘ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƳŜΦ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŦƻǊ ǎŀǾƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŀȅΦ  

!ƴŘ ŦƻǊ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ ǿŀǘŎƘ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΦΩ 

Ψ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜΣΩ aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ. 

Although it was great to see Mafuane, Danny sensed something uncomfortable between 

them. Kind of the same feelings he sometimes had at home with Charlotte.  

He cast his eyes around the hotel foyer, wondering what to say next. That was when he saw 

the two businessmen again. Both in black suits. A bit like the Russian bodyguards he had 

seen a few months before when he was in Moscow. 

The men both locked their eyes onto Danny. One stood. The other ran his finger across his 

throat.  And Danny realised that he had made a terrible mistake. 

¢ƘŜǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΩǎ ƳŜƴΣ ƴƻǘ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎƳŜƴΦ !ƴŘ 5ŀƴƴȅ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ōŀŎƪ ǳǇΦ 

LƴǎǘƛƴŎǘƛǾŜƭȅΣ 5ŀƴƴȅ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ aŀŦŀǳƴŜΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƘŜǊ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ŀ ŎƻǊǊƛŘƻǊΦ  

ΨwǳƴΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎƻŦǘƭȅΦ 

And they were running, bursting through an entrance, lines of hotel room doors either side 

as they sprinted the length of the corridor. 

Danny did not need to look back to know the men were coming after them. Their footsteps 

were hard and loud on the carpet behind them. 

As they ran, Danny could hear MafuanŜΩǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎΦ [ƛƪŜ ŀ ƘŜŀǾȅ ǇŀƴǘƛƴƎΦ .ǳǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

keeping up with him. And they were still holding hands. 
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The men were not gaining on them. But Danny knew he could not run flat out like this 

forever. They had to find somewhere to hide. 

But where? 

After another few seconds they reached a turn in the corridor. A right angle. Danny hoped it 

would offer options. But when they got round the corner, he saw, to his horror, that it was a 

dead end. 

A dead end with two doors. 

Danny opened the first. A staircase, with a fire extinguisher sat at the top of the steps. 

He opened the second. A storeroom with a huge vent going upwards, easily wide enough for 

ŜǾŜƴ ŀƴ ŀŘǳƭǘ ǘƻ ŎƭƛƳō ǳǇΦ {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ Řƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǘŜƭΩǎ ŀƛǊ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴƛƴƎΣ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ 

He had seconds to decide what to do. The men would be upon them by the time he counted 

to ten. 

But all he needed was one second. He had already formulated a plan. He opened the 

staircase door and pushed the fire extinguisher slowly down the stairs. There was a terrible 

racket as it hit step after step. 

Then Danny led Mafuane into the store cupboard. He pointed to the back of the cupboard 

and the vent. 

ΨDƻ ǳǇΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

Mafuane did not need to be told twice. She started to climb into the vent. Danny did the 

same when it was clear.  

They climbed for several seconds, making their way into the air conditioning system that 

squirreled through the hotel. But, once Danny heard the men coming, he stopped and told 

Mafuane to be silent. 

So they both lay in the air conditioning vent for what seemed like a lifetime.  

!ǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘΣ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜƳΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

really need to wonder. He knew. 
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They would kill them.  

That would be their orders. He had no doubts. 

Danny listened as the men went down the staircase, then come back up. He had to try to 

stop breathing to avoid being heard when the door of a storeroom opened 

So now he had a problem. A big problem. 

Would the men find them? 

 And, if they did, what would they do to him?  

!ƴŘΣ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΣ ǿƻǳƭŘ 5ŀƴƴȅ be able to get out of the hotel to Johannesburg to stop Sir 

wƛŎƘŀǊŘΩǎ ǇƭŀƴǎΚ 

5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ƳƛƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŀǎ Ŧŀǎǘ ŀǎ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀǊǘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ōŀŎƪΣ ǎƻ 

he could think more clearly. 

.ǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀƴŎŜΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ aŀŦǳŀƴŜΩǎ ŦǊƛƎƘǘŜƴŜŘ ŜȅŜǎΣ ƘŜ 

heard a scraping noise.  

!ǘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƴƻƛǎŜ ǿŀǎΦ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŘŀǿƴŜŘ ƻƴ ƘƛƳΦ 

Someone else was climbing into the air conditioning vent.  

And they ǿŜǊŜ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ 5ŀƴƴȅ ŀƴŘ aŀŦǳŀƴŜΩǎ way. 
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Twenty Five 

ΨDƻΦ vǳƛŎƪƭȅΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ 

But Mafuane was already shuffling away at speed along the air conditioning tunnel. She had 

heard the men too. When she looked back at Danny, he caught sight of her eyes. She looked 

terrified. 

And Danny felt guilty. Guilty that he had got an innocent South African girl involved with this 

life or death situation. He was used to things like this. IŜΩŘ been led to a cellar to be shot in 

England, chased through woods by a heavily-armed private army in Moscow and nearly run 

over in Ghana. 

.ǳǘΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǿŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ŎŀǳƎƘǘΦ IŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ Ǝƻǘ ŀǿŀȅΦ 

Until now. 

Because, as he moved to follow Mafuane, he felt something grip his foot. 

A hand. 

And the hand started to pull. 

Danny was helpless as he felt himself sliding back along the air conditioning tunnel. Then in 

utter panic as he found himself plunging, with his captor, down back into the store room. 

At one point in the tussle, he heard Mafuane shout his name. And, as he fell, he shouted 

ōŀŎƪΦ ΨDƻΦ Wǳǎǘ ƎŜǘ ŀǿŀȅΦΩ 

Danny landed hard on top of one of the men in a black suit. 

He looked up. The other man was standing with a gun pointed directly at Danny.  

It was the end. 

 

5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ŘŀŘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŀǿŀƪŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƘŜ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŀƳƳŜǊƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘƻǘŜƭ ǊƻƻƳ ŘƻƻǊΦ IŜ 

instinctively felt that something was wrong. Danny was not in the room. 
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He opened his door. He knew it was Mafuane.  

Ψ¢ƘŜȅΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ 5ŀƴƴȅΣΩ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎƻǳƎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ƻǳǘ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ƘŜǊ ƎŀǎǇǎ ŦƻǊ ŀƛǊΦ 

 

ΨYƛƭƭ ƘƛƳΣ tƛŜǘŜǊΩΣ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ Ƴŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ 

ΨbƻΦ Lǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƴƻƛǎŜΦ ²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƘƛƳΦ The car is at the back. We drive him 

ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻŀǎǘΦ {Ƙƻƻǘ ƘƛƳΦ 5ǳƳǇ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƻŎŜŀƴΦ 9ŀǎȅΦΩ 

¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ōƻǳƴŘ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǇƭŀǎǘƛŎ ǘƛŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ŀƭǎƻ Ǉǳǘ ŀ ƭŜƴƎǘƘ ƻŦ ǘŀǇŜ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ 

ƳƻǳǘƘΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ƘŜƭǇƭŜǎǎΦ .ǳǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘƛƴƪΦ IŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ŦƻŎus all his energy on 

trying to breathe through his nose. 

 

 

Dad and Mafuane stood at the lifts waiting. But nothing came.  

Ψ!ǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴȅ ǎǘŀƛǊǎΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

Ψ¸ŜǎΣΩ aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ 

Ψ!ƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜΩǎ !ƴǘƻƴΚΩ 

ΨL ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƻƻΣΩ aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψbƻ-one anǎǿŜǊŜŘΦΩ 

There was a door adjacent to the lifts. Beyond it you could see out into the hotel car park. 

Ψ{Ƙŀƭƭ ǿŜ Ǝƻ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎΚΩ aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ Ψ¢ƘŜ ƭƛŦǘǎ ŀǊŜ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎΦΩ 

ΨhƪŀȅΣΩ 5ŀŘ ŀƎǊŜŜŘΦ Ψ[ŜǘΩǎ ƎƻΦΩ 

But as they did, an alarm went off. 

Ψ! ŦƛǊŜ ŘƻƻǊΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƘŜǎƛǘŀǘƛƴƎΦ Ψ¢ƘŜȅ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ 5ŀƴƴȅ ƻǳǘ ŘƻǿƴǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ ²Ŝ 

ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǉǳƛŎƪΦΩ 
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Mafuane looked down the staircase into the car park. Three figures were moving quickly 

ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ǇŀǊƪ ōŜƭƻǿΦ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ŘŀŘ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ Iƻw had he known that? Then she 

remembered. Danny said his dad had read loads of crime books: he knew just how to 

second-guess what a criminal might do. 

ΨLǘΩǎ ǘƘŜƳΣΩ aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŎƭƻǎŜƭȅΦ ΨwƛƎƘǘ ǳƴŘŜǊƴŜŀǘƘ ǳǎΦΩ 

Ψ²Ƙŀǘ Ŏŀƴ ǿŜ ŘƻΚΩ 5ŀŘ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

ΨbƻǘƘƛƴƎΣΩ aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƘŜƭǇƭŜǎǎƭȅ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ 5ŀƴƴȅ ōŜƛƴƎ ƭŜŘ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ǇŀǊƪ ōȅ 

the two men in suits.  

For a couple of seconds the pair of them stood helpless. This was terrible. 

And then Mafuane saw something else happening in the car park. A car had put its lights on 

and was moving towards the three figures below. Fast. 

Ψ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ŎŀǊΣΩ aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨLǘΩǎ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎ ŀǘΦΦΦ ƻƘ ƴƻΗΩ 

Ψ²ƘŀǘΚΩ 5ŀŘ ǎƘƻǳǘŜŘΦ Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƛǘΚΩ 

aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǉǳƛŜǘƭȅ ƴƻǿΦ Ψ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǊ Ƙŀǎ Ƙƛǘ ǘƘŜƳΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦ vǳƛŎƪƭȅΦΩ  

Mafuane grabōŜŘ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ŘŀŘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŘ ƘƛƳ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎΦ {ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ ǎƛŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǿƻōōƭȅΣ 

but she knew they had to get down there. 

!ǎ ǘƘŜȅ Ǌŀƴ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊŎŀǎŜΣ aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ƛŦ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ƻōǎŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 

World Cup blowing up; and with Spanish or Dutch players being kidnapped were quite so 

important now. 

Because, quite simply, Danny might be dead. 
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Twenty Six 

 

aŀŦǳŀƴŜ Ǌŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ 5ŀŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ǇŀǊƪΦ !ǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǊŀǎƘ ǎŎŜƴŜΣ 

aŀŦǳŀƴŜ ƎŀǎǇŜŘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ Iƻƭǘ ƭŜŀƴƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ōƻŘȅΦ  ¢ƘŜn she cheered as she saw 

the journalist help Danny to his feet 

{ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǳǇŘŀǘŜ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ 5ŀŘΣ ōǳǘ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǿŀǎ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ.   

ΨIƻƭǘ ǿŀǎ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎ ςdad, he did it on purpose, really slowly, but the guys who 

kidnapped me are still dazed.  What shall we do, Dad?       

5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ 5ŀŘ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ǉǳƛŎƪ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴΦ Ψ²Ŝ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ ƎƻΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦΩbƻǿΦΩ 

¢ƘŜƴ !ƴǘƻƴ ǎǇƻƪŜΦ ΨIŜΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ƛŦ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ƻŦ ǎǘƻǇǇƛƴƎ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΦ 

The police could be here any minute. They could arrest us. Kick us out of South Africa. Any 

English people in trouble get deported immediately. 

 

Mafuane knew they had little time to spare and that it was time she left. 

She went over to hug Danny. 

ΨLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎΣΨ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ΨL Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ WƻƘŀƴƴŜǎōǳǊƎΦΩ 

Danny nodded. There was no time to disagree. Ψ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΣΩ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ΨŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦΩ 

 

Cape Town was a thousand miles from Johannesburg. Driving to Soccer City took two days.  

So for the next 48 hours they were safe and had plenty of time to agree how to stop Sir 

Richard. By the last few miles they had it sorted. 

First, they decided that Danny was right: the World Cup blowing up was a red 

herring. It was so unlike anything Sir Richard had done before.  And why else had Mr Annan 

been killed, but for giving away the secret about the tunnel hole in the ground. So they put 

all their energy into coming up with schemes to stop Sir Richard from kidnapping the players 

from their dressing rooms.  

Then they worked out an audacious plan to get into the dressing room, stop Sir 

Richard and save the World Cup from a terrible finale.  

Now they just had to put that plan into action. 
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Soccer City was an amazing sight. Although Danny had been here for a match before, it 

looked special tonight. It was, after all, the World Cup final.  He gazed around the vast bowl 

of people and colour. Amazing. Danny could not believe that was sitting in the stands right 

near the front, within a few yards of the managers. 

Ψ{ƻΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōŜŦƻǊŜ !ƴǘƻƴ ǿŜƴǘ ƻŦŦ ǘƻ ǊŜǇƻǊǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƳŀǘŎƘ ς and carry his part of 

ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴΣ ΨǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ ǎŎƻǊŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜΚΩ 

Ψо-л ǘƻ {ǇŀƛƴΣΩ !ƴǘƻƴ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ!ƴ Ŝŀǎȅ ǿƛƴΦΩ 

ΨL ŀƎǊŜŜΦ aŀȅōŜ п-лΣΩ 5ŀŘ ŀŘŘŜŘΦ Ψ{Ǉŀƛƴ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀƳƳŜǊ ǘƘŜƳΦΩ 

Ψм-л ǘƻ {ǇŀƛƴΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŜȄǘǊŀ ǘƛƳŜΦΩ  ¢ƘŜƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘ 

and Anton laughing at him, like they thought he was a fool. 

 

As half time approached, Danny was loving the football. He was quite enjoying seeing 

IƻƭƭŀƴŘΩǎ ŘƛǊǘȅ ǘŀŎǘƛŎǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōǊŜŀƪ ǳǇ {ǇŀƛƴΩǎ Ǉƭŀƴǎ ōȅ ǎǇƻƛƭƛƴƎ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ !ƴŘ ƛǘ 

occurred to him that he was a bit like Holland, trying to put a spanƴŜǊ ƛƴ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΩǎ ǿƻǊƪǎΦ 

But he knew it was time to focus. He was already changed into the Holland tracksuit Anton 

had stolen from the Dutch bench, just yards in front of them. This was stage one of the plan. 

As the half time whistle blew, ƘŜ ŦŜƭǘ 5ŀŘΩǎ hand on his shoulder and took a deep 

breath 

Then Danny crept to the front of the stand and, dressed in his Holland tracksuit, he 

ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ 5ǳǘŎƘ ǎǉǳŀŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƻŦŦΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦŀǊΣ ǎƻ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

team, pulling two small bags out ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǇƻŎƪŜǘǎΦ  IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 

happening. That he was with the players halfway through the World Cup final. . But inside 

he felt quite calm. 

aŜŀƴǿƘƛƭŜΣ !ƴǘƻƴ ŦƻǳƴŘ ŀ CLC! ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ŀ ƴƻǘŜΦ It 

suggested that terrorists were planning to attack the dressing rooms with deadly anthrax 

powder. The man was horrified and ran towards the changing area. 

In the chaos of the tunnel, Danny had run ahead and dumped bags of white dust ς 

talcum powder ς on the floor by at each dressing room door. There were so many people 

about, nobody saw what he did. 

IŜ ǎǘƻƻŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ŀƴŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜΩŘ ƘƻǇŜŘΣ ǘƘŜ CLC! ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭ ǎǘƻƻŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƻŦ 

the two squads.  

ΨwŜƎǊŜǘǘŀōƭȅΣΩ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŎŀƭƳƭȅΦ Ψ¢Ƙƛǎ ŀǊŜŀ ƛǎ ǉǳŀǊŀƴǘƛƴŜŘΦ ²ƛƭƭ the players 

ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŀƭǘŜǊƴŀǘƛǾŜ ŘǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳǎ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŦǘΚΩ  vǳƛŎƪƭȅΣ ƘŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀƭƪƛŜ-

talkie for backup.  
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Danny smiled as he saw the players trudging away from the main dressing rooms and 

dozens of armed soldiers arrive to stand outside them. There would be no secret attack or 

kidnap now. It was over. 

Whatever Sir Richard had been planning, they had stopped him. 

 

Twenty yards away a man with a fake FIFA pass stood watching through a large window. 

Nobody saw him kicking the walls of the small room he was in, making a line of holes in the 

plasterboard. Nobody heard his rage.  

That boy.  

That boy had stopped him again. 

Sir Richard exploded out of the room, almost knocking the door off its hinges. He ran 

at Danny, who was walking away to tell his Dad it had worked. He had chosen a quiet 

corridor as a route, wanting to avoid anyone associating him with the chaos. 

He heard the footsteps behind him too late. 

Before Danny could do anything, Sir Richard was on him, his hands clasped round his 

neck. Danny kicked and shouted, but he could not get the older, heavier man off him.   

Sir Richard released the pressure on his throat to move his face right up close to 

Danny.   

IŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘ ƛƴ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ŜŀǊΦ  ΨL ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŜ ƳŜǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƪƛƭƭ you. 

!ƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŀǊŜΦΩ   

5ŀƴƴȅ ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘǎ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǎƘƻǳǘ ǇǊƻǇŜǊƭȅΦ ΨI9999[[[[[[[[[[[tttΦΩ 

And it was enough. Three uniformed officers came running and pulled Sir Richard off 

him.  

Ψ²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΣ ǎƛǊΚΩ ǘƘŜȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘΦ 

The Englishman did not answer. 

ΨIŜΩǎ {ƛǊ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ DŀǿǘƘƻǊǇŜΣΩ 5ŀƴƴȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ!ƴŘ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ƛƴ 9ƴƎƭŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ 

ŎǊƛƳŜǎΦΩ 

ΨLƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀǎŜΣ ǎƛǊΣΩ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀŘ ǇƻƭƛŎŜƳŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ ΨǿŜΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŜŜǘ 

ƻǳǊ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ŎƻƭƭŜŀƎǳŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ȅƻǳǊ ƘƻƳŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΦΩ 
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It was a relief for Danny and his Dad to watch the rest of the match safe in the knowledge 

that Sir Richard Gawthorpe was being deported to England that night.   

And the second half was great. Better than the first. But, as extra time was played 

out, Danny became more and more tense about the match. He laughed to himself. It felt 

good to be worried about something that was not a matter of life and death. 

And when Inesta scored the winner, he turned to his dad and shouted above the 

ƴƻƛǎŜΦ ΨL ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳΥ м-л ŀŦǘŜǊ ŜȄǘǊŀ ǘƛƳŜΗΩ 

ΨLΩƳ ǇǊƻǳŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣ 5ŀƴƴȅΣΩ 5ŀŘ ǎŀƛŘΦ Ψ.ǳǘ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ can you stop all this detecting 

ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ƴƻǿΚΩ 

5ŀƴƴȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΦ 

Instead he described to his Dad the pictures, on the big stadium TV screen, of Spain 

walking up to receive the trophy.   

When Casillas was handed ǘƘŜ ²ƻǊƭŘ /ǳǇΣ 5ŀƴƴȅΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƘŀƳƳŜǊƛƴƎΦ IŜ ŦŜƭǘ 

more nervous now than he had when he had been eye to eye with Sir Richard.  

What if...? 

But, as you know by now, the World Cup did not blow up when Casillas lifted it.  

You also know that Spain won the trophy. 

.ǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ς on the plane back to the UK ς Sir Richard 

DŀǿǘƘƻǊǇŜ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘΦ  !ƴŘ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǎƻ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƛǎ ǇƭŀƴƴƛƴƎ ƴŜȄǘΦ 

But you can be sure that he will be back. And that Danny Harte will be the first 

person on his hit list. 

 

Tom would like to thank his wife, Rebecca, for reading every chapter ever night and 

making lots of brilliant suggestions. If you can dedicate on line books, then this one is 

dedicated to her.  

 


