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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.
WwSIR a2YSUOKAY3I F2NJ I YAydziSZQ aKS &l ARO®
Then she disappeared into the corridor.
5l yyeé LlzZfSR I 22NIR /dzLJ 3dzARS 2dzi 2F KA A&
newsagents that morning. It had facts on all the players, the stadiums and ¢ most
importantly ¢ 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 ¢ Saturday¢9 y 3t F YR gSNB LI F@Ay3 ' {!l o !y
| S KFR FNNYYy3ISR F2NJ KAa FNASYRaz [/itKF NI 2Gi
with his dad.
.dzil 6KI G KS RARYQUO (y2¢ slta GKIFIG y2yS 27
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.
Wy dzZA SO LX SFAaS>ZQ aKS &alAR® WL KIF@S |y yy?2
The room went silent. There was something in her voice. Something that suggested
excitement.
W5 yye&sQ aKS alAR® W, 2dz KI @S G2 32 K2YS
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.
WLEQA y2U0KAY3I o0FRZQ aNBAwhishifto9NJ al AR Ay | &
W2 KIFG A4 AGKQ 5Fyye Fa]lSRe WL R2y Qi dzy RSN

2



W 2dz2NJ RFR A4 KSNB® ! yR KS KlIa a42YS ySgao
5Fyye FNRSYSR YR IFGKSNBR KA 3
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She shrugged, then smiled.
Danny started to walk across the room, edging past tables and chairs and the eyes of
his classmates.
W{KFff L (0Stf &2dz ¢KIFIiQa 3I2Ay3 2yKQ aN:a
WLQY y20 adaNBZQ 5Fyye |yagSNBERI plaghdlAt Ay 3 |
in her voice. As if she wanted to tell the class.
WLGQa dIakS &SHBOR Yy O
While&ZQ 5lyyeé &alAR®
W 2dz2NJ RFR Aada KSNX 06SOlFdzaS KS Aa (lF1Ay3 ez
Danny stopped and faced his teacher.
W52 @2dz 6yl (2 1y26 6KSNBKQ akKS |a]1SR®
The noise in the classroom had built now. Danny felt someone tapping him on the
back. He ignored it.
Y SasQ KS alFAR® Wt fSIFaSoQ
W5 yyeQa FlIUKSNI KFa 2dzald oSSy G2 asSsS GKS
Of FaaNer2yY @2A0Sd W yR KS KI& FNNIyYy3ISR F2NJ 51
{2YSK26HQ
Thenoiseinthecl 884 SELX 2RSR® 51l yye LIAO|ISR 2dzi 621
WAGQAa y20 FFEAND FNRBY GKS OF O2LXK2ye@&d
W2 KEKQ 51yyeé |aiSRo
W, SOFdzaSz 5Fyye | FNIST KS Aa (GF1Ay3a e&2dz
Danny had to put his hands over his ears, the class was so loud now.
WD23Q KA& (Sl OKSNJ Y2dzi KSR®
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 Engerland,

Engerland, Erger-land coming from the classroom.



5lyye KIR 06SSy G2 ¢ 00K F22G40Fftf FamMNRIFIR 06ST2
Russia and Ghana.

LG KIFIR KFLIWISYSR 06S0ldzaSs Ay GKS tFaid &SI N
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.

| SQR YI Yyl 3SR (2 a2t @S G§KNBS offo@rINI ONA YSa
detective.

But this was nothing to do with that.

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

5Fyye RARYQl ySSR G2 o0S I RSUSOGAQGS (G2 o2
had had his accident, he had been blinded. As a result his life had changed a lot. But ¢ also
asaresultcK SQR 0 ScBrgpenshtiodlfscfuse the accident had been to do with his
g2N] & I FANBYlIYy® | A& RIR KI Ratd@dngyéh GKI 0 2y S
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?

| S O2dzZ RyQi ¢+ A0 (2 &aSS KA& RIR® ¢2 KSI NJ

.dzi gKI G 5Fyye RARYQUO (y2¢ saltriptoSoth & G KA &
Africa to watch football. It would end up as his biggest ¢ and most dangerous ¢ case yet.

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

And it would all begin tomorrow...



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.
Wi 2g t2y3 G2 G1F1S 2FFKQ KS |a1{SR KAa RIRd
W 3545Q KAad RIR NBLXASR® Weg2 K2dzNBDQ
WDNBFdi®d ¢KS 9y3IflyR YIGOK Aa 2y | 6A3 &aoON
Wiy ¢S 3ISG I O2FFSSKQ 5FR FalSRo
W Sazy GKSNB IINB (FofSazQ 5Fyye &aFlAR® WLGC
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 factthat5  yy @ Qa RI R ¢ &

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

I NBdzYSyd KSQR &0GFNISR Ay GKS GFEA FTNRY K2YSda
W2 K2Qa I&JSy A 2dzZl) FNBRYGKQ 51 R a]1SRo®
W/ NRPdzOK YR 5S¥2S>Q 5lyye YyasSNBR®
W/ NP dzOKK 2 K&dQa KS yz2d LXlFeAy3da 1Sa1sSeKkQ
W, SO dzaS / NPdzOK A& 06SGGSNEQ 5Fyyeée alARX &
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.
Wl SQa 3J2G G2 LXreée 1Sa1sSezQ 5FR alFAR® Ww2?
Wh2 gLexQ 5Fyye alARZ INARGGAYT KAa GSSOKd
5IR fl dAKSR® Wad@FFY &@XKdzMI ENASYRSE! ¥a GKS
W2 Sffy KSQa ¢gNRBRYy3IZQ 5lyye &alFAROD
WntonA & GNRY3IK !yiu22ys K2 Aa 2yS 2F GKS 0O2d
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5l yye RSOARSR (2 alreée y20KAy3Iod dakedtt QR KI R

RARY QU aSSY 62NIK Add ' yR KS KIFIR | NHdzZSR | 02
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.
W2 Sffsx gSQfft al KAY ¢gKSy KS 3ISia KSNB:zZIQ
Danny still had nothing to say. So he looked outside ¢ 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.
W SAKQ KS &alFARI aylridOKAy3a GKS LXK2yS 2F7F
WaNJ DI g KQ
Y 93K
WL KI @S a2YS AYyTF2NXIGAZ2Y FT2N) &@2dzpQ
W SAKQ aNI DIFIgQa @2A0S 41 a 6SO2YAYy3I AYLI GA
was a senior policeman. Mr Gaw paid him good money for that information. So he wanted it
quickly.
W 2dz a1 SR YS (2 diNO/SNIA 4812 21 AYFS A YASNIGIKASY |2
Mr Gaw said nothing. He poured himself a glass of water from a jug.
¢tKS @2A0S G GKS 20KSNJ SYyR 2F (KS LK2YyS g
' YAGSNRFEY F2N) W2KI yySaodz2NBPQ
aN) D¢ Yy2RRSR® WD2ARXM AKS >3 H MR & Rt KIS WS G KKE
gy 3IfAaK LIS2LIX S 2y 062 NRKQ
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W[ SG YS OKSO1=ZQ GKS LRtAOSYlIY &l AR®

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 ¢ with the help of a boy ¢ had
stopped him making a lot of money.

Twice.

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

WaN) DIFgd L KIFEGS (G2 Y2NB ylIYSaonQ

W SaKQ
Wi aNJIFNIS® ' yR KAa a2y3> 5FyASt oQ
W5 yye | I NISKQ aNJ DIg &dK2dzi SRI RNRBLILA YA K

W SAZI BNYS SO
WIyR gKIFG GAYS R2 GKSe& fIFyRKQ
WLY G(G6St @3S K2dz2NR I Q0 dzKB LR NRIDRN®HP &l ARD WY!

aNJ D¢ Y2RRSR® eleaedkS20dzNESS Qi KKSINBA FAAYRD W! Yy R O

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.
5Flyye aYAfSR® IS ySOSNI AYIFIIAYSR KSQR 6S 13
The next time he walked on the ground it would be in Africa. Danny smiled. He

O2dzZ Ry Qld oAl (G2 3ISG 2FF GKS LXFySo



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.

50yye aYAt SR 0 KAay S NI SKE RIA W5RS RR dz M K (d:

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

W{2 KIS @2dz 320 GAO01SéGa F2NJ GKS 9y3flyR
W2 SO@S 320 GKSY F2NJ ! £ 3ASNRF YR {f28SyAl >

Danny was very disappointed about this. He desperately wanted to see the first
England game. And it was only three days away.
| 2f 0 Yy2RRSR® WL aSSoddQ
Danny wanted to ask Holt if he could help. Football journalists could get hold of
tickets. Danny knew that. Buthe wasalwaysas] Ay 3 | 2f 4 F2NJ FI @92 dzNA =

push his luck.
WaledoSodpdQ |1 2f0 alARTE ad2LIAyYy3I KAYaStTo
W2 K| 0KQ

W2 Sff3y YIeoSobddQ | 2f0G LI dzZASRD Wh23 AldQa

5l yye 1ySs KAa FNASYR gl a GSFaAy3a KAY Y24

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 theywerealonS | A+ Ay ® WLQff &aSS gKIF{G L
WwSFffeKQ 5Fyye &alAR®
W Sad .dzi y2 LINRPYA&ASEADPQ

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 hadbeen 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
GK2dzal yRa 2F aKANIA gAOGK GKS LIXIF&@SNRa ylyYS
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.

WLE aYSiBARRAFAENBY2PQUIKSe GgSNB 2dziaARS®
AlGoQ

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.

9



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.

¢KS RNAGSNI agSNUSR 2yiG2 (GKS SR3IS 2F GKS N
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 ¢
moving to its left ¢ 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.
W2 KSNBQa GKS OFNKQ 5Fyyeée |41SRo®
Widg GKS 02002y 2F GKFd KAEEZIQ GKS RNRARGSNJ
9PSNE2YS Y2RRSR® . dziS NI/ 8 QRE| K SK NTIR gyl S KN
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.
WCc2fft20 URSYERYRS2d&ai ARKSNE (GKSe& |NB adal eaa
¢tKS o0fl 01 OFry RNAOGSNI a8l AR @8Sad W. dzi 6KI
WIyYRNBE A& RSIRZQ {ANJ wWAOKINR &4FAR® WIS Aa

todonextwhen hearriveswheNBE KS A& 3JI2Ay 3 dQ
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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 ¢ just two days before England took on the USA ¢ he was still
NHzy yAy3 flad yAIKGQa Oddihedhikgaiodt B thalukseted Bm. YA Y R ®
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. ¢ 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
0dzAf RAy3 GKIFIG KIFEIR 0SSy 02Y0SR® { dzNBdtagb KS g I
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 wasa text message. It was from Charlotte,

back in England.

11



HowisitinSdzi K ! FNAOFI X a]1AOSNK LGIQaA NIAYAYy3a Ay 9V

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 washere? What if he wanted to do something corrupt during the World Cup? It
would be just like him.
1S adFNISR (2 GSEG /KINI2G3GSz 2dzald a2YSiK

idea.

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

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

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.
W52 @2dz GKAY]l] KSQff 3IS0G dza GAO1S0G&aKQ 51 R
WL R23Q 5Fyye NBLIASR® W! LJJ NBydGte GKS2QN
5IR aYAf SR® WL K2LIS a2 L ¢2dAd R KIFiS (G2 K
SYR dzLJ F2ft26Ay3a (GKS FANRG YIFIGOK 2y ¢+x0Q

12



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
lyi2yQa FIL0S AT KS KIFIR YFyF3aSR G2 3SG (KS
lyi2y 22AYSR UKSY>X aK22{1 KlFIyRa ¢A0K 5l yye
W2 SftfKQ 5Fyye alARZI AYLI GASYyGo®
Weg2 GAO1SHaAatRD! WaR{ yahAaRYR®AZRKANR NRBg TN
Danny jumped up again and punched the air.
WeKIYy] @2dzHQ KS &l ARO®
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.

WaNJ DI 6KQ

W SAKQ

WL KI @S a2YS AYyTF2NXIGAZ2Y FT2N) &2dzpQ

W SAEAKQ

WL 1y2¢ GKS& IINBX adleéAay3a KSNBod® !'yR L (y26¢
England-! { ! 3 YS®Q

WRPAR>Q aFAR { AN wWAOKINR DIFIgUuK2NLIS® W. SO dz
GSNE AYLRNIIYG 220 F2N 82dzpQ
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Five

Dad was sitting in one of the hotel bars when Danny arrived to join him. Danny was
breathless, excited.
W5 R GKS K20SeQagR2PVdA ByOSNWOGAGA
W2 K4 Fo62dzi KQ

W, 2dz OLy 6AYy | FTNBS &FFINR ySEG 6SS1o Ly
3L YSaoQ

WDNBFizQ 5+FR alFlAR® W2KIG R2 4SS KIFI@S G2 R2

WeKSNBQa | 22NIXIR /dzLd ljdzAT ZQ 5Fyye yagSNES

WD2 2y UGKSy®oQ

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

Wy dzSadAazy 2ySe® 2KAOK (SFY KlFa g2y (GKS Y2a

W, NFYTAf ®Q

W/ 2NNBOUD® vdzSadAz2y (g2 2KAOK 9y3IftAaK LI |
[ dzLJ FAYFfa 3FYSKQ

Ww22ySe8sQ 5FR &l AR®

W/ 2NNBQ2¢ udkSEZEE P Ly KAOK O2dzy iNB gl a GKS

W! NXz3 dzI € ®Q

W+ SNE 3I22R® vdzSadAzy 7T2ganibstétinéBiglamdl & (GKS &
L FeSR GKS !'{! Ay GKS 22NIR [/ dzLJKQ

Wam G2 GKS | {! ®Q

YSAZQ 51Fyye &l AR de Nowyidry Asehnaf dlafers areStherp idzS & G A 2 Y
GKS 9y3tlyR aljdz RKQ

Wh2yS>ZQ 51 R alAR®

WCA@S 2dzi 2F FAPSS 5FRIQ 5Fyye akKz2dzwiSRo

W{2 ¢gKIG R2 ¢S R2 y246KQ 5IR a]1SR®

WL Lidzi Ad Ay | ©02E G NBOSLIIA2Yyd ¢KSyZ Ay

SirRichardranghismanl & GKS K20Sf o Wl I gS GKS&@ R2yS AGKC
Y SasQ 0KS YIy &alFAR® We¢KSe 2dzad Lizi GKSAN
WIyR gKSYy |NB @2dz R2Ay3 (GKS RNIGFKQ
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WLy fSaa GKIFIYy 'y K2dz2NEQ GKS YIFy NBLIX ASRO®

W 2dz 1y26 6KIG (2 R2KQ

W SaX aNIDIFIgzQ (KS Yy @& \ARZOGBYAT AyId WYL

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.

5IR gl a ftAaGSyAy3a (2 GKS ySga NBLRZ2NISND U

TLYAtASA Ydzad FSSt oQ

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 ¢ 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. Thatwas why he was so interested in crime.

W/ Iy L KFE@gS @2dz2NJ FGdSyadAazys LX SIFAaSKQ
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.
W, ST2NBE (GKS 2LISyAy3d OSNBY2yeé& 06S3Ahfva
0KS yIFYS 2F GKS 6AYYSNI 2F (GKS &l FF NA®Q
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.
WeKS SAYYSNI 6Af f  Sutuyard forltwd tola faferi adie LISy a S& LI
al aKl ddz LINAGFGS 3IFYS NBaASNBSOQ
Danny sat up, grinning. He knew it was unlikely they would win.
WIyR UKS GgAYYSNI AadddQ GKS YIy LI dzaASR F2N
Danny jumped into the air. Then he grabbed hisdaR ® W2 S g2y Al®d 2 S g2
houted.
Then he noticed people looking at him. But most of them were smiling. They seemed
happy for him.
W2 Sff R2ySs a2y>*Q 5IR alAR®

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.
We¢KSe NBO12y (KA&a Aa 3F2Ay3 G2 0SS GKS fAYS
YDz 2y ®Q0
WWIE YSEDd W2KYyazyd® YAYyId ¢SNNEO® /2fSdP ¢KS 2
wW22ySgoddQ
WI yRKQ 5FR Fa1SRX ANAYYAYy3IOD
Danny frowned. His dad was going to start going on about Heskey again.
W/ NP dzOK=ZQ 5Fyyeé alAR®
WIAFNEQ 5FR ayl LIISR ol Ol @
Whiles a2 Al alea |1SaisSed .dzi GKS@QNB gNEP
W 2dzQff aSS>ZQ 5FR &aFlAR® W. dzi GKSNB Aad 2y S
W2 KIGQa GKIFIOGKQ 5Fyye |alSRo
We¢ K G G2 Y2 NNaRedoingta watch Eygland pag USA in the World Cup
finalsin South Africa¢cl Yy R ¢S T NB 3JI2Ay3 (2 KIFISBS | OoNRT ALY
5Fyye Llzi KA&d KFIYR AY KAa RIFIRQa KIFYyR® ¢KS
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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W5AR @2dz NNl y3S SOSNRUKAYIKQ { AN wi OKI NR DI
W SAa>Q GKS YlIy Ay GKS Oly@gra GNRdJzaSNAR | ya
&L FENR 2y {dzyRI & ®dQ
SirRichardf | dzZ3KSR® W[ S{iQa K2LJS KS Syeze2ea (GUKS 9
0KS 1 daKiGSN» Ww. SOlFdzaS AG Aa GKS flrad 3IrysS K
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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.
'S gl & Foz2dzi G2 3I2 Ayd2 | F220o0ltft adl RAd

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

before in his life.
5FR ANALIISR 5FyyeQa INY a GKS ONRgRa 320
WeKFEG y2A4S Aa R2AYy3 Y& KSIFIR AYyZQ 5FR ala
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 ¢ being blind ¢ 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.
W52 @2dz NBYSYOSNI Y& FANRG 3IFYSKQ 5lFyye

22f@PSaK 2Stf GKS LIAGOK f2214a 2dzad tA1S Al
WL R23XQ 5FR alyy®®@ WLG ¢l &4 ONAIKG 3INBS
WLGQa 2dzad ftA1S KFGZQ 5Fyye (2f RupKA&a RIR

¢ =
> Q¥

were listed on a giant screen. Seeing them, Danny sighed.
W{SSy GKS {(SIyYya (KSyYyKQ 5FR a{SR®
Danny grimaced. How did his dad do that? He could hear the most insignificant of
sounds Danny made and get it spoton.
W SasQ 5Flyye yagSNBR
WL G1F1S Al KSQa LhO]
Y SaopQ
Y2 K2Qa Ay 3A2Ff KQ
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5l yye AA3IAKSR [3AFAYyd WDNBSYydQ

WDNBFGiHQ 5+FR a4l AR®

WY 2dz NBEO12YKQ 5Fyye NBLIASR® WLQR KI @S 32
Wh2RF 5RR WDNBSY Aa | arF¥S LIAN 2F KIFyRAad
WLQY y20 42 &adz2NBIQ 5Fyyeée alAR® IS gl a adal

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.
l' YR 5Fyye NBIfAaSR GKSNB Ydzald 06S (K2dzal yR
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.
Y2 K2 A02NBRKQ 5FR Fa1SRX Ay I RSIRLIY @2A
WL R2Yy QU (y263Q 5Fyyeé NBLIASRI Wodzi w206 SN
WY 2dzQNBE 2dzald aleéeAy3d GKFGiZQ 5FR alFAR®
WLQY y203ZQ 5Fyye& NBLI ASR
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.

| think Sir Richard is in South AfricaCharlotte

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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Wi 2g NB @2dz FSStAYyaKQ 5FR aA1SR® W, 2dzQ0S
WDNRY>ZQ 5Fyye IyagSNBR®
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 ¢ and trying to make money out of it in unpleasant ways
Wal 80S 5IWONdRIFWISY$SESSYy | o0SGGSNI OK2A0S>ZQ 51
son into a conversation.
Wal 80SXQ 5Fyye YdzidiSNBR®
W, dzi ¢6SQ@S 3I2AN (WKAND [ANFF IINR yi2e IQ 5F R 6Syi
Wl SQa GNRBAYy3 (2 OKSSNI YS dzllzQ 5Fyyeée {K?2dz3
{ AN WAOKI NR 2y (KS &l FFINAS® LQft 3ISoowayKl NI 24 G
can bump into SirRichard ataranchA Y (G KS YARRES 2F y2gKSNB®Q
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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 Africgust 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.

WLO avyStfta o0SIHdziaTdzZ zQ 5FR &FAR®

And it did. The air was fresh and warm.

WLG t221a 3ANBIG G223Q 51yye a4l ARO®

W5SAONROGS A0ZQ 5FR |alSRo

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 silnouettes 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.

WeKSNBQa | LR2ftHQ KS aK2dz2iSRo®

Wi 6A3d 2ySKQ 5FR FaiSRo

WLGQa a2NI 2F YSRAdzYy aAl So . dzi AdQa 2dzad
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
AYYSRAFGStT@d LG 61 a GKS YIy &aSO2yR FTNRY GKS
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.

l' YR KS O2dz RyQi NBaraded ¢KAa gl a | OlFasS 7
hewould do some research online. Research to find out the information he needed for when
they arrived in Cape Town on Thursday.

l' YR GKSYK 2Stfx 5lyye glayQi ljdzAiGS &adz2NBo
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In Cape Town a telephone rang in a luxury apartment.

WaN) DFgKQ | @2A0S a1SR®

W{LISI{AYyITodQ

We¢KAA Aad YINXT RS 2SN _ 2dz tSTFd YS | YSaa
W Saz. aSINRSL KIFI@GS | 220 F2N @2dzpQ

W, dziz aNIDFgd L 'Y 6dzae& LINBLI NARyYy3I F2N 2dzN
R2 ®Q

{ANJ WAOKINR DIFglGK2NLIS aA3aKSRd ¢KSYy KS aLkR
need you to do this week. If this job is not done, the 11 July project will be under threat.
Serious threat. And | can only trust this job to you. No-one else can do it. It is too
ALISOALFEAAaSRDQ

¢CKS YIy 2y (KS 20KSNJ SyR 2F (KS fAyS LJ dz

WL R2 y23X aNJ RSRP2INRP Az { NBJ wKSOKNVBRR (i NB S)i K
dzy O2 YLINBYA&AY 3 YIYy L KIS SOSNI SYLX 28SRPQ

W2 KIG A& AG €2dz g2dA R ftA1S YS (2 R23I &aANK

WL gyl é2dzyer2flRE02 FTRNINRBSSY2SNY /Iy &2

aNJ RS .2SNIJRAR y2i0 LI dzaSe WL OFy R2 (KI (¢
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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 ¢ 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.
WLGQa | KdAS LXIFAYZQ 5lyyeée SELIXLFTAYSR (2 KAA
RA&AGIYyOS®Q
Wiye |yAYFfaKQ
Wh2GKAYy3a &8SioQ
They climbed down one of the open sides of the Land Rover. Then the game ranger
spoke. HehadaRSSLJ { 2dzi K ! FNAOIY | OOSyid (Kwak gl a az
over to the edge there, we will be able to see down to a watering hole. There will be animals
GKSNBE® 5Fyyeées gKeé R2y QU @&2dz 32 IyR 221 TFANER
5l yye KSaAdliSR® wLa AlG alF FSKQ
W SaNBS ¢KASE E 0SS y2 FYAYlFEA dzlJ KSNBE® 2SS | NB
I §KSNJI KSNB> a2 GKS fA2ya R2y Qi O02YS® b2i dzy
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
1T SONI 2NJ I FANIFFSK ¢KS fAIKG | f fligitatP dzy R KA'Y
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.

¢tKSe& 6SNB tSIHPAYyad 5Fyye O2dz RyQil 065t ASOS
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 reallywrong.

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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{2 AG ¢2dA R 06S | GgSyde YAES gltlo
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.

Aroar.

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 ¢ and he knew that there was a large creature looking straight at

him.

26

|1 S O2d



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.

5l yye KIFER FTIFIOSR GSNNRNI 60ST2NB Ay ®dha fATFS

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 wantedto try to creep away
quietly, thinkingthet A2y a YA3IKG y20 OKFaS KAY AT KS g1 a)

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 ¢ deep inside ¢ 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.

.dzii A0 RARY QO KIFLWSYyd

When he reached the edge he jumped. Down. It was a risk. Die in the jaws of a lion ¢
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
colouredd KAy 3aad | S O2dzZ RyQid o6S adaNB gKIFG GKS& 4S
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.
We¢KIFEG O2dzd R KI @S 06SSYy YSZIQ KS (K2dAK(G®
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.
| § O2dzZ Ry Qi 2dzaid ¢l t1 AydG2 GKS t2R3AS I YR
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 ¢ 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.
CtKAAa ¢l a 5FyyeQa OKIyOSo
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 R NA @S NI &
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.
W5 yY@KQ 5l REBEQRAAISR2dzi | yR (G2dzOKAy 3 KAaA
Y SAdQ 5-yye gla gl NS KAia @2A0S az2dzyRSR
W2 KSNBE KI @S &2dz 6SSYyK ¢KSeQ@S KIR (KS Lkt
WLQY 21+eXQ 5Fyye &alAR® ! yR KS @Y RSNBR ¢
RARY QU YIS aSyaSo
Wl I S GKS& &a4lFAR &2dz OFy RNAGS GKAAKQ 5FR
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.
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Ten

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

| S RARY QO o6Fyld GKS RNAGSNI G2 1y2s KS KIR

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.
W52 @&2dz ¢l yid G2 SELXFAY 6KIGQa 32Ay13
5lyye aglff2gSRd 2KI{i akKz2dZ R KS al &k
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.

WL glayQi t2aiG2Q 5Fyye SELXIFIAYSR® WL
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gl

Y2NYAYId ¢KSe RANRYKILIEANSYSRP 2ldal a4 & | ft ASPQ

W2 KEKQ 5FR a1l SRo®
WL R2Yy QU (y28®Q
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W5 yyex Aa UGKAA Yy20KSNJ 2F @2dzNJ F22001 f f

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

gKFG AG YSIyld (2 KAa az2y® adzy gl a | y2iadKSN

WLQY y20 &adz2NBX 51 R® . dziddd A O2dz R

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 ¢ 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.

.dzi KS RARY QUG YSyiaiazy GKS FIF 04 GKI G
was a problem that would just go away.

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

SoQ

AGAff OSKAYR® {UGAff ljdzZ NOSNI 2F | YAES 2N az

W52 82dz GKAY] {ANJ WAOKENR A& Ay@2ft @SR Ay

Wa | & Badhysad, frowning.
5l yye y20A0SR KA& RIR y2RRAY3ID WY! yR
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WeKFEGQa oKIG L ¢lyd G2 FAYR 2dzioQ

W/ Iy L Fal @2dz a2YSOKAY3IKQ 5FR a]1SR®
Y SaopQ

W2 K& R2y QG ¢S 2dzaid (GStf GKS LIR2fAOSKQ
Danny had thought of this.

W, SOl dza S>> WikSealgRrRzZ R YySOSNI 6St ASPS GKI

chairman on the loose about to do somethingbad¢l YR G KIF G ¢S Odry Qi al @

GKSNE KS AaoQ
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5/ R LI dzaSR F2NJ I f2y3 GAYSP W{2 gKIUG y26K

Woy3IfttyR @ WEABTSMEIRIOQ WAy e 2FF A& Ay |
His dad laughed.
WL YSIYy AGZQ 5Fyyeée alAR®

WL (y2¢ @&2dz R2ZQ 5FR ¢Syl 2y w221 DS

FS¢

fSFrald L R2y Qi KI @S (G2 62NNE | 62dzi €2dz RNRJAY

WL YYodRNA GSNEQ 5Fyye alAR®
WL | yig ® 2dzQNBE £ a2 | F2dz2NISSy &SEFEN 2fR
Whil&ZQ 5lyyéd &alAR®
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 ¢ 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 ¢ 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.
WLA GKSNB I NBlFaz2y @&2dzQNB oNBIF1Ay3 GKS &L
Danny smiled. He liked his dad. He was pretty cool as dads went. He made a mental
y20S y2i4 G2 FT2NHSGO ClFIiKSNDa 5@ 2y {dzyRlI &o
WL GK2dzZaKG ¢S 6SNB o0SAy3a F2f{f26SRZQ 5yye
pull the other Land Rover up, and feeling like the weight of the world had been lifted off his

shoulders.
WIyR INB 46SKQ 5FR 42dzyRSR g2NNASR®
Wh2XQ 5Fyye alAR® WI yR (KSNBQa | GNIXAy &i

YR gl GOK 9y3ftlryR o0StG !t ASNAF ©Q
Ww{2 f2y3 +a gSQNBE &l ¥FS y263Q 5FR &alFAR &I N
W2 S || NBEZQ 51 yyesdNd LIEYARSR dF 3W2KSS RWBR Y 2K S LJdzy
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.
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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.

W 2dzQNBE aLISSOKt SaaxQ 5FR NBYFN]J SR Wil I @S

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 ¢ and
Syeaz2eée 9y3Ifl yRQA shaScheH. ZoNighthig t€as tverelg@ng o plag

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.
W¢ SNNEA LI @aGR YR KSe ySENI e aO02NBRZIQ 51
WINB ¢S 3JI2Ay3 G2 t2aS GKAaAKQ 5FR a1SR®
WL R2dzo 0 AGZQ 51 ynydQ NISLI{A2SR A5 RV LFGIQ fKEA &S yoR (id

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
$2YyRSNBR ¢6KIG KS gla areayad |I'S RARYQl 221
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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.
CKIFIG / KFENI2G3GSQa YR KAa NBaSINOKthédz23Sad
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
WA OKINR® . dzi KS O2dz RYyQUd
He had decided that tomorrow he would try to find out if Sir Richard wasbehind

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.

1 S ¢l ay Qi & deNgind koBe inkofved in kthe/fina ayway. 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 plansin 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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Have you heard a man got into the England dressing room and had a go

Beckham? Was it you?!? Charlotte x

W{2YS2ySQa 3J20 Ayilu2 (GKS RNBaaiAy3d thrBYazQ 5y
AYAESR G /KFENI2GGSQa 2218
W2 K GK 2K2K ¢SNNBNARaAaGaKQ 5FR alSRo
Wh2d LG 2dzad az2dzyRa tA1S F FlLyd / KFENI2GGS
WeOAF QG 3ISG Fye $2NASZQ 5FR AAIKSR® WLGQ3
But neither of them knew that it couldget worse ¢ 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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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

KFrR G2 R2 ¢Fa oSG {ft208SyAl FTYyR (GKS@QR LINROI
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 ¢ 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 ¢ he hoped ¢ 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?
W/ Fy L KSfLI @82dzKQ
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.
WONNDPPDPQ 5Fyye alARI FFEHEOUGSNAYID WLQY 221
9y It AaKYly ¢K2 fAQPBS&a KSNB y2¢oetredhiyye o a | 6
hardest to hide it. He was feeling suddenly shy.
¢KSY (0KS 3IANI aAYATfSR® W226HQ 4KS &l ARD WI

An hour later, Danny had a small file of papers about Mr Gaw. The papers had
RSGFAT&a 2F DI ¢gQa o0dzaAy Said&eénbdenamthée A a K2YS | RR
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.
W{23 R2 &2dz tABS Ay /I LIS ¢26yKQ 5Flyye I aj
al Fdzr yS y2RRSR® W, S&as o6 daftovndabnsBowittd KS OA (@
@2dz AF @2dz t A1 SPQ
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.
WLaE Al YSIFENI KSNBKQ KS |a41SRo
W Sad L fABS ySINI gKSNB GKS YIy @2dz gl yi
W/ Iy @2dz aK2g YS (KIG (22 dKQ
W Sad .dzi G2RIFe& L KIFI@S (42 @¢2N] KSNBZIQ &aKS
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 ¢ then he would go on to
MrDI 6 Qa4 K2dzaSo
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 ¢ like the
detectives did in the books he read ¢ was watch buildings and sometimes go into them.

He could do that here. No problem.

What wasa problem was that the man directly behind them in the café ¢ the one in the
South Africa football top ¢ 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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a a NJ BTh&boy is coming to your home tomorrow. To pry. He will be watching your
property. | will have three men ready. Please advise me on what you would tileeto do

with him once | havecaught him. And if you want him deaqor alive.5 S . 2 S NE

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.
g8 FTNBY GKS G2d2NRAad FNBFas gKSNB NBIf L
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.
w2 S gAaAff 3I32 G2 GKS K2dzaS @é2dz ¢l yid (G2 aSS:
g2dd R ftA1S &2dz G2 O02YS FT2NJ a2YS F22R G 2dzNJ
WeKFEG g2dzZ R 06S ANBFIGIZQ 5Fyye altARd WeKI Yy
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.
We¢KAA Aad (GKS K2dzaS @&2dz ¢l yixQ a4KS alARO®
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.
WL Y 32Ay3 G2 KFI@S | O
theOF S KSNBKQ
W SA>XQ al Fdz2ryS IyasSNBR®
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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
AAIAKGEAYS 2F 2yS 2F (KS K2dzaSQa oAyR2gad
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

glayQid tA1S KS gla 32Ay3 Ay GKS YIFAYy K2dzaSo

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.
WD22R Y2NYAYy3dS 5FyyeoQ
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.
W2 S YSSG FAFLAYZQ {ANI wWAOKIFINR alARI ANRYYA
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 | segou | 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.

W2 SONB 3J2Ay3 (2 KIFIGS a2YS Fdzy G2y A3IKIZIQ {
g2dz Syez2eée GKS 9Qy3IflyR YIGO0OK®Q

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

W2 SONB 3J2Ay3 (02 g1 G0K GKS wahtiio®iEaBout{ A NJ wA C
GKS Fdzy L KI @S fAYSR dzLJ F2NJ 22dzKQ

Danny still refused to speak.

W2 Sffsy 5Fyye | FNIST L gAaff GStt @2dzoQ { AN
fldAKAY3 a2 YdzOK® | S &2dzyRSR f A {l&elbm YI RYl y o
going to let you go. If they draw | am going to let you go. But, if England win and qualify for
the next round, | am going to kill you the minute the final whistle goes.

2 A0K GKAA 3Jdzyd h{l &8KQ

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.
WLQY 32Ay3 G2 Syecz2é (GKAA 3IFYSE 5lyyezQ {A
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.
Andwhathewasreallyg 2 NNEAY 3 | 62dzi 461 & KAA RIR® 51y
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.
WhK RSIFENX» LGQAa y2id t221Ay3 F22R F2NJ &2dz

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 ¢ 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.

W52 @2dz (y2¢ K2g AYy WIHYSa .2yR FAfYa 6KSY
KAY Fff KAa LIlyaK !'yR GKIFIG KS R2

Danny just stared at Sir Richard. Not answering.

W2 SIfGYs 32 Ay 3 (1am pladhingt Becduse dz fivé ikihutes you will be
RSIFR®Q { ANJ wiAOKIFNR LI dzaSRZ GKSy ¢ §oiigito 2y ® Why
O2YYAlG GKS INBrGSad F22d00ltf ONAYS SOSN® L |

And thenitstarted. AsounR € A1 S YI OKAYyS 3Jdzy FANBP® 5 yye
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.

4 FANRG S51lyye 0K2dzZAKO KSQR 0 S SgandbniligazO0 SR d
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.
WL &4SS &2dz2Q@S YSG Y& FTNASYRazQ al FdzZyS ay
W2 SQ@PS y20 0SSY AYUGUNRRAdZzOSRZIQ 5Fyye NBLX AS
Then he made a point of thanking all five young men who had rescued him. The last
2T GKSY NBUOUdNYSR 5lyyeQa LK2yS>I gKAOK KS Ydz
5l yyeQa KSFIR ¢gta adAtt aLAyYyyAy3a IyR KS gl
there. All he knew was that he was no longer SirRicK  NRQ&a LINA &2y é&endyl yR (K I
was now alone in his outhouse with hislegs tied.
And then Danny thought of his dad. He had to call him.
CKS LK2YyS RARYQl S@Sy NAy3a 2y0S 0STF2NB KA
WIA 5FR®Q
W5 yyed 2KSNBE INB @2dzK ! NB @&2dz al FSKQ
Wdmd I FS® LQY Ay /I LIS ¢26yd LQY &a2NNE P ! NB
A YSKQ
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Wh 2 not gdRditike game. | am in Cape Town lookingfor you. Get back to thehotel
y26® 2SQNBE S ZAyaoQ
Danny immediately agreed to come. After the elation of escaping from Sir Richard,
KS y2¢ FStG a t2¢6 a KS SOSNI KFIR® 'yR Al ¢l
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

2 KSY 5Fyye yR al FdzryS NBFOKSR (KShewald St = 51
ever see his new friend again. And, over the last two days, he had come to like her ¢ 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.
WLT @2dz NBGdzaNYy G2 /1S ¢2¢6y> @apMisg G2 &asSs
gl @8d Waeé Y2UKSN) g2dzf R aldAtt tA1S @&2dz G2 02V
WL gAffZQ 5Flyye alAR® Wl yR (GKIFy]l &2dzp C2N
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.
WLQY a42NNEXQ 5lyyeée alARTE FAylLffeo
Still Dad was silent. So Danny waited. He knew it was best not to talk. Dad was
thinking.
¢CKSy> d tflradg 5FR aLk21Se® w2SQ@8S 6SSy KSN
Danny nodded.
W[ Ah& thne Jir Richard was ready to shoot you in the City Stadium. Or the time you
SNBE OKI&aSR I NRPdzyR a2a02¢g o0& | wWAHAAWYYRASE ®
time | have this problem. Do | treat you like a normal dad would treat his son ¢ and come
down on you hard? Or, do | let you do what you do, because you need to do it, but will one

RFe SyYyR dz2zJ RSIR 0SOldzaS 2F AGKQ
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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.
w2 SEf{KQ 5FR a]l]SR® Wwdzald GSff YSH 2Keé &K?2
ONAYSa O2YYAUUSR 0@ LIS2LX S 6K2 ¢g2dzA R KI LT &
Danny then decided it was time to take a risk. His dad liked truth. So now he was
32Ay3 G2 3ISHG Ade WL R2 Iff GKA&A o0SOldzasS 2F @
WaSKQ 5FR aylFLIWISR 6101 Wl 2604 GKIFGKQ
W, SOl dzaS ¢6KSYy @2dz oSNB Ay K2AaLWAGFHE FyR @K
had to give up being a fireman ¢ andwatching football and enjoying your crime stories ¢ |
would have done anything to help you. So | read your books to you... but then | realised |
was reading them for me as much as you, because | wanted to see who did it and how, and
it YIRS YS glyid (G2 a2t @3S ONAYSa YeaStFfoQ
Danny breathed out after his speech.
WLa GKFGO AGKQ 51FR Fa1SRo®
Wh2Y GKSNBQa Y2NB:IQ 5Fyyeée &lFARO®
YD2 2y Q0
Y, SOl dzaS>Q 5Fyye alFAR F3aFAYI WL R2y Qi 41l y
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 someonehas
G2 R2 &a2YSUKAy3I®dQ
WeKFEGQa ff OSNBR y20fSZQ 5FR alFAR® W, dzi @&
82dzQNB al FSoQ
Danny decided this was, again, one of the times he should not answer his dad.
WLEG asSsSya G2 YS GKFGX 11a @2dzNJ LI NByidiz L K
take you home to England right now. Two, | can let you do what you want,
regardless of what could happen. Three, | could make sure | am with you at all times, so |
can help you decide whether you can do the things you choose to do. Do you agree that is
Y& OK2AOSKQ
W SasQ 5Fyyeée alARO®
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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 ¢ 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 ¢ 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.

¢t KS@QR I f NS I R &thismatdzank Dad said h®woSIdindake BipzhiblJ
mind after that. Danny would either be allowed to investigate Sir Richard alone, with his dad
¢ 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 ¢ 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.
WwAIKGZQ KS alARXE f2dzRfé Ay (GKS K2GSt NBC
GKS ySEG FtAIKGPQ
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.
YR KS O2dzZ RyQi ai2L) 62yRSNAY3I gKeé KAa RE
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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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
GKS LI aalLR2Nliaod 5FyyeQa YAYR aildlFNISRflUi2 RNRTF
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.
W51 RKQ
W SaoQ
WDI 4GS MM Ada F2NIDKIYylF® 2SS glyd 3+-aS 1t F2N
WWdza G GF1S dza G2 3AF4S mmed L 1y26 6KFG LQY
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 throughthS 9y 3f AaK RSFSyOS | a AT AL o
Why had they been so rubbish?
W 2dz KISy Qi Fa{SR YS gKIG Y& RSOAaAA2Yy Aa
detected a hint of a smile on his face.
W2 SONB fSIH@AYy3IAZQ 5Fyye | yagSNBERd® WLayQil A
Then Dad handed Danny an envelope.
W2 K 1 Qa UKAAKQ 5lyye a{i{SR®
WhLISY AlGoQ
Danny tore at the envelope. He could hardly believe what he saw inside.
tg2 GAO1SGad WdzZ & mMMIKD ¢KS 22NIR [/ dzld FAY

49



W2 K| §Qa 3J2Ay3I 2y 51 RKQ

WL YIRS Y& RSOH QUAGK/SNE 50 RA NBRLIGAISSR L ¢l a 3
to the bottom of what Sir Richard is up to on your own. You will put yourself in too much
danger. So | am going to be with you. Every step of the way. Then | can decide if you are
J2Ay3 G22 FIEN® hilleéKQ

WDNBFGZQ 5HsANS I&IPA RY RYWUKISES GAO]Siaovdd {f

W 2dzQNBE ¢St 02YSs 5FyyeoQ

W. dzi 5F RKQ

W SaKQ

W2 Kg FNB ¢S y2a adreiry3a Ay {2dzikKk ! FNAOI K

Weg2 NBF&A2YyasQ 5FR SELXITAYSR® WwhySYy 658 yS§
O2dzy GNBE® L R2y QU R2dzo0 F2NJ I YAydziBowheKl G { AN
GKAY1a ¢S INB 3JI2Ay3a K2YS (2 9y3Ifl yR®dQ

W/ £t SGSNEQ 5Fyye &alAR® WIyR GKS 20KSNJ NBI &

W2 KSy @2dz NBIR @2dzNJ FAES (2 YS @&SaldSNRIea
LINSLI NER F2NJ KAY | 062dzi { AN wAi OKcloMNRGaw, 8L NB Y S'Y
he calls himself ¢ 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 | thought, whilewS QNB f @ Ay 3 f 2 4
O2dzZA R LI & KAY I @Arairidoe {SS gKIG KS Oly GSftf

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 Ghanawould be great. Oneof 5 yy e Q& o6Said FTNASYRa> Y2TFA
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 stickyon 5 | yy € Qa
skin. But it was always hot in Ghana. In SouthAfrica it was winter ¢ and a lot more like
England.
Once they had come through arrivals, Danny texted his friend, the Premier League
City FC player, Kofi Danquabh, so that they could meet.
l FGSNI 6KSe8 KIR OKSO1SR Ayil2z I K24St Ay Yd
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.

¢KS GFEA FNNAGSR G GKS | RRNBaa (ktbrdy GKSe KI
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.
¢CKS YIy &ad0SLIISR F2NBIFINR® Wl 2¢g YdzOK Yz2ySe
deep voice.
Wh2yS>sQ 5Fyye alAR® W2 S 2dzad ¢+ yiSR (2 I a
F2NNXYSN) 0dzaAySaa LI NIYySNKQ
WL &4SS>ZQ UKS YIyYy NBLXASR® WL R2y Qi NBYSYO
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
FYR altg Y2FAD® |'S FFaLISR® WLEG A& Y2FA 51 yljdz K
W] SQa KSNB (G2 4SS YS=ZIQ 5lyyeé alFAR® Wl SQa
Suddenly the man changed. Instead of not telling them anything and asking for

money, he was now super-friendly.

51



W 2dz (Y206 KEFTALI I §8dz AYGNRRdIzZOS KAY (2 YSK
5Flyye 1yS¢e Al YAIKEG 6S 3I22R G2 R2 GKIFGZ o
fame to get a favour from this odious man.
W/ Iy @2dz y24 GStf YS 2yS GKAYy3 | o62dzi aNJC
The man was rushing to the door. He seemed more interested in talking to Kofi than
Danny now.
We¢Stf dza a2YSUKAY3IAZIQ 5Fyye ¢Syl 2ys WIYyR
Danny still felt bad about doing this, but if he could find a way of stopping Sir

Richard, he figured it was worth it.

WhidkQe ¢ KS YI y 6| &yedr-éldb& Bighkbé i Reetinga | & A E
F2200Fftf SN WDIg KIFIa LI IFyaodd KS phabsdhald | ya
gS alesz (G2 RAI || K2fSoQalltK8AVEYyaaawRISR G2 f

51 yy e wasworking 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.
W' vRSNJ 0KS adlFRAdzZYKQ 5Fyye a1SR 6AGK | K
And, as soon as he said it, Mr Annan stopped laughing. He swallowed. He looked
FfFNYSR® WL KI@S (2fR @2dz y20KAY3IZIQ KS &l ARZ
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.
¢tKSe alLlsSyid KS S@SyAy3d (23SGKSNE 0SF2NB Y
0202 FIN¥Y® Y2FA I @GS 5FlyyeQa RIFIR | LINBaSydy
Wp22R fdz01 G2 DKIYyl Ay (KSE irKSNIISNNIFIRD @
it is the World Cup you willbe 20¢lF YR LJX [ @Ay 3 dQ

14 5lyye YR KAA RIFIR (N} @StftSR 2y AwiKS 02 OK
they spoke in low voices.
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W{2 ¢gKIG RAR &2dz YI1S 2F aNI!yylyKQ 5FR
WL RARYWHEQt AL SYE &FAR® WIS 2dad sFyisSR Y2
OSt SONARGASADQ
W 2dzQNBE NAIKGZQ 5FR F3AINBSR® W. dzi 6KI G RAR
RAIIAYI dzy RSNJ G KS aidl RAdzZYKQ
WIS gla NIXraGdidft SRQ 5Fyye &lFARO®
W S az2dzy RSR NI (A(l]ESS R>2Qz(BR- RK ANIS LafyA SIRRYY SWitK A y 3
Danny said nothing.
W{2 gKIFIG IINB @2dz 6KAY{AYy3aKQ 5+ R LINBaaSRo®
WLQY GKAY1lAY3I GKIFIG {ANI wWAOKIFNR A& LIXFYYAY
WeKIFIGQa oKFEG LQY g2yRSNAY3I (22zQfildr R &l AR
2dzi0 6KIFG KS Aa 3I2Ay3 G2 R2 o0ST2NB AGQa G222 f
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.
5l yye GNASR (G2 &af SSLI 0igzaw wirécontng wzethey Qi & ¢ K
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
¢ 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
FANRG GAYS aAyOS GKS@QR STl 9y3ItlignmBd |I'S YAa
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.
w2 KSyQa G(KS ySEG 3IFHYS d GKS &iFRAdzZY 6KSN
WCNARF& FYR {lIUdNRIFIeZQ 5Fyyeé NBLI ASRO®
W{2 S ySSR G2 3ISG Ay GKSNB 2y 2yS 2F (K2
W SaszsQ 5Fyyeée F3INBSRO
We2 aSS AT UKSNSMaAnNnanguggesBdIMhBRIES grCofetting o K I G
fA1S {ANI WAOKIFNR RAR G /AG& C/ K !y dzy RSNANE
Wi yi2y gAff KSEL)I dzZa>Q 51Fyye AydSNNHzZI SRZ
W2 S FTAYR 2dzi 6KIG 6S OFysZzQ BFR al AR FANXE
W SaszsQ 5Fyyeée alFARO®

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.
dzii 6KI G KS g1 ayQishemSLI NER T2N g1 a 6KSNB

LQY i GKF G Yhing @dan Kad st gore iretd visio

him. A fat man. From Mafuane

Danny texted back.

.S OFNBFdzf @ LGQA RIY3ISNRdDzA D 2dz aK2dzZ R €SI @S

5

The next reply came quickly.
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They are arguing. | can see them in his garden. Through the side gate.

Danny stopped texting and pressed CALL.

Mafuane answered straight away. She was whispering.

WDSG 2dzizQ 5Fyyeée aFAR® W2Ke | NB @2dz G4KSNEB

WL gl yaGdSR (2 SS gKIG ¢la I2Ay3 2y L

There was a silence then.

a 0 K2
W, dzi @2dz O2dz R 6S Ay RIYISNEQ 5lyyeé Ayaia

B2 282dz (y29 oK2 (GKS 20KSNJ YlIYy A&KQ 5lyye
WL KSIENR { AN wA QENNR2UYBUOKAKAYf ANS! ¥KYVY (i oQ

WaMhhaK Q 51 yyé | a1 SR &dzRRSyté& | yEA2dza ®
coming down the line.

W2 KIG gta GKFEGKQ 5Fyye a1lSR 3FAyo®

Ly F

W{KakFIdDyS aFARI ONBFIGKISaad WaN ! YIyodd

WDSG 2dzi 2F GKSNBZIQ 5lyyeé aKz2dziSRo®

WeKSEQONBdPd GKSBQNBPPD hK y2ddd (KS&QOS

al Fdz ySQa ©@2A0So

Wwdzy > Q KS aK2dziSRX ¢l 1Ay3 KA& RIR®

Then he heard a scuffling and hard footsteps hammering.

W2 K § A4 AG0KQ 5FR a1SR:E O2yTdzaSRo®

Wal Fdzr ySK al Fdzr ySKQ 5lyye aK2dziSR R2gYy
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.

W2 K §KQ 5 R a1SRXE OldziA2dzated W2KI G Aa

~

a

i K

A

Wal Fdzr'yS 61 a ad {AN wiOKIFNRQa K2dzM6>Q 51y

Annan arrive. Then he was shot. Then they saw her. She ran. Thenherphone ¢ Sy & RS R®Q

Danny could hardly believe what he was saying. Things had started to develop ¢ 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 hehad been shot, who was next?

And, worst of all, Mafuane had been chased ¢ 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.

{ ANJ wA OKI NRQa Tl OS Of 2dzRSR 2SN | Aa O

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.

{ ANJ WAOKINR DIFglK2NLIS ai2LIISR (Kt vl Ay 3

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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NEY2ZSR FTNBY { AN wiOKINRQa 3IFNRSy®d IS gl a oA
W{ 2 (c&Guar@dMNE 21+ eKQ !'yiz2y a1SR®
W, Sad {KS GSEGSR YS ftlaldizyXxRASiI@osyye &t
WIyR y2¢ @2dz ¢lyild Y& KSELKQ !yiz2y &l AR®
Wt £t SIFaAaS>Q 5Fyye NBLI ASRO®
WIyR &2dzNJ  ROAOSIQ 5 IsRePQy 0 SNNHzLIG SR> Wl 62d
lyi2y Yy2RRSR® Whi{iléo ,2dz2Q@8S G2fR YS SOSNE
.dzii GKS LRt AOS gy OKISK RO g KIF G Oy L R2
W2 S gLyl (G2 3ISG Ayia2 {200SNI/ A& G2Y2NNRG
RNBaaiAy3a NR2Ya o0STF2NB YR FFTGSNI GKS YI O0K®Q
lyi2y fFdAKSR f2dzRfed W, 2dz R2 (y2¢6 OGKFG A
5l yye aKz22]1 KAa KSFIR® Ww2S ySSR (G2XxQ KS &l
W5 ARSB2d2KE8 ySsa (2RIFE@KQ !yiaz2y 6Syild 2yo W¢
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 youA y K Q
W 2dz KI @S (G22Q 5Fyyeée alFAR FANXYieE&®
WL Ol yQioQ
W2 K& KQ
W, SOl dzaS L O2dz R f2aS Yé 2203xQ !yaz2y &l AR
5Fyye RARYQUO (y2¢ oKIG G2 ared 'yaz2y o1l &
¢KSy 5IFR ¢+a GFftl1Ay3d Wasked 82dz 6l yid (G2 KSf
WhT O2dzNESPPPQ !'yizy | yasSNBERD
W{2 gK& RAR &2dz 60502YS | F2260ltft 22dNyI f
lyi2y | yasgSNBR ljdziOlfteéd WwW. SOIFdzaS L t20S ¥
WLT @2dz f 20SR F2200lffXQ 5FR &lddingthis YiKSYy
forF22001ff ®Q
WL 1y263Q !yi2y &l ARI Wodzi Y& 220900Q
W2 K4 322R A& | 22dovefRRU O 2dz>RD dad S OIKEANS &
whatyouwanttodotohelpF 22 ol f f KQ 5FR 41 SR® Wal &@6S @& 2dz
Anton Holt paused. Danny was about to intS NNXzLJG = o6dzi KS FStd KAa
YSFEYAYy3 W{Kdzi dzZLJ®Q {2 KS 1SLI ljdzASGo
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I FGSNI I YAYydziS !''yviazy aLkR21Se® Whilteéeo | 2dzNJ

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

I/ AG& adl RAdzYo® IS adatt FSt4G aro| bBeKrd 9y3IAfly

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.

Thiswas the test. They walked up to the line of men.

Wh2 2yS A& (2 LI aa KSNBZQ 2yS 2F GKS asSod
W2 S KBSES [ LISNX¥AEZAA2YZQ !'yiz2y | NHdZSR® WL
GNAGAY3I Yy NGAOES o62dzi GKS RNBaaAyd NR2Yad

Anton showed the man a piece of paper. And the man nodded.

We¢KAE Aa 21teéd .dzi y2d (GKS o62@& |yR GKS
We K SBttONESs Q shig/ G 2 Y

We¢KSe KIFI@S y2 LI LISNA® ¢KSe gAff adlre K
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.
W[ SG YS 4SS GKS aSONBG R22NEQ { ANJ wi OKI NR
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.
Wi 2g Ylye YSy gAatf &2dz KIS Ay GKSNBKQ { A
WeSyd 'ff I NYSR® ! yR ({idded nedt to hSothyrdrdssing NJ Ay
NE2YZQ GKS YIy NBLX ASRO®
WD22RXQ {ANJ wWAOKINR &FAR® WeKSyYy +d KFEF
,2dz Ydzad O2YS G2 Yé K2YS Ay /[ ILIS ¢2py az
WhT O2dz2NESZ aNJ DI goQ

Dannysi SLILISR F2NBFNR (G2 O2yFNRYy(d GKS aSOdzNAGe
OKAf RNBYQa ySgall LISNIAY 9y3aAflyR® 2SS gyl GKS
$2YRSNFdzf LI+ OS {2dziK ! TNAOI AazQ KkS a4l AR® Y
wef £ ®Q

While&zZQ GKS aSOda2NAGe YIyYy NBfSYiGdSRI aYAftAy
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.
5Fyye RARYQO 1y2¢ 6KIG G2 SELSOG FNEY (KS
elated at the same time.
Disappointedhat ¢ however hard he looked ¢ 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.
Elatedbecause he was in the same rooms where the players would be preparing for
the World Cup Final in just over a week.

WeKSNBEQa y20KAYy3IZQ !'yiz2y &l AR®

WL 1yde>sdNBIKWSRY Fdzid SR W{2 gKII y26KQ

WL R2y Qi 1y263Q !yi2y IyasSNBR®

W2 Sffsy L R2XQ 5lyye &alAR® WL KIFI@Sciuz2 3Si

andfindd KS | ya oSN h&KSENB® NEzaKi0d YEKENBEQ

When Danny had gone the senior security man came back into the dressing room and
opened up the panel.

Sir Richard stepped out.

WeSttf YSZIQ KS Fal1SRY Wgla GKIGO 62& YSRAdzY

W S&X aNJ DIFgoQ

WD22RXQ {ANJ wWAOKINR &aYAfSR® WLY | ¢gSS1Q

competing in the World Cup final. And that boy ¢ whose name is Danny Harte, by the way ¢

a

gAftf 0SS FAAK F22R |G GKS o02GG2Y 2F GKS !Vafly
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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.

5 R KIFIR YIRS Al Of SI N novDRS yyAS Eie X LAUNA amA DX | NR

W{2 MXKKG 5Fyye Fa]1SRo® 1S 1ySs Al 6+a F ONIT @

It was simple, direct and the bestplan.
WeKS LREAOSZIQ 5FR alAR®

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.

W, dzii GKSNBQa y20KAy3a G2 GStf GKSYZIQ KS &l ARZX

w

A0 RAdzyroQ

5l R aK221 KAad KSIR® WwW2S 32 (G2 (GKS LIRftAOSD 2 S
a2YSUKAYy3IDQ

WIA1TS 6KIOGKQ

W2 | OKYKRBEOAIAI 1S KAYDQ

Danny looked across at Anton. Anton was nodding.

W{SS> S@PSy !yi2y | INBSa gAGK YSZIQ 5FIR a4FARO®

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.
W 2dz 4SS KAYKQ

The two men nodded.
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WL gl yld &2dz 62 6 OK SOSNRBOKAY3I KS R2SazQ {A

K2dzNX» ! YR ¢gKSy @&2dz 3SG GKS OKIyOS> {(Aff

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 underdame 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 himselt

They sat outside the police point in the square. The day was cooling down. It was going dark
rapidly.

W/ Iy ¢S 32 | yeénoWwkey AGi2Wy K Alaa K2Rz S
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Danny wished he was doing this on his own. His dad had decided to be by his side all the
time ¢ and Danny was used to working alone. Solving crimes with your dad telling you what

was okay and not okay was not easy.

¢CKSY ! yiz2y a L3l joSWe whteh thé hdusekogethér.$have something | can
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Anton drew a thin black box from his bag. It looked like an iphone. Anton drew a fine,

almost invisible microphone from it.
W2 K § Aa AGKQ 5Fyye FaliSRo
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Danny nodded vigorously. This was better than he expected. Then he looked at his dad.
W5 RKQ
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.

WhilézQ KS alAR® W[ SiQa R2 AGdQ
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Twenty Two

¢ KS

Danny knew a lot about crime ¢ 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.

l' YR AT KS RARY QU O02YS 2dzi 2 FwithiKsSaBa ardy

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 ¢ or not.

5Flyye Y2@0SR ljdzAO{t& Ayid2 {AN wiOKINRQA
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

GdzNyY SR Fff GKSANI GK2dAKGa Fo2dzi { ANJ wi OKI NRQ
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trophy. It will not go off at all unless you press thiso dzii G 2 Y @ Q

Danny imagined Sir Richard looking at a small handset. Maybe like a TV remote control.
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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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involve the police. This was too serious for them to prevent.

But Dad was shaking his head.

YR !'yiz2y 6SAIKSR Ayd WeKS LIRfAOS &l AR
GKSe gAff RSLIENI dzaoQ

W{2 gKIO y26KQ 5Fyye |a1SR® W52 gS 2dzai
Nobody spoke.

And that gave Danny time to think. About whether they coulddo 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 ¢ Holland v Uruguay ¢ 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, hadgone 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 onething. 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 wasAnton.
It was.
5l yye O2dzZ R GStf o6& (GKS 22dz2NylftAadiQa FI 0SS (K

W2 SffKQ 5FR a]1SRZ Gdz2NYyAy 3 T NDainybalinag&Sy Ay 3 G 2

of Robben, Kuyt and van Persie singing along.
Wh2 YR y23ZQ !yiz2y alAR® W¢KS LIRtAOS I dAKSR

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.

We K@ 2NI AGXQ KS alFAR® w2 S ff KI@S GAO1SGa
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kidnap a player. There are only three of us. And no-one else will have anything to do with it
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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.
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Their conversation stopped eighteen minutes intothesemi-F Ay € & | 2t f I Y RQA& Y
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 hadagreed 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.
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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.

YR AG 6FayQid tA1S KS 41& tSH@PAy3 G(KS K238t ¢

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.
Wl Stf2 5FlyyezQ al Fdz2yS alARXI atA3akKite akKefed
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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.
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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 MafuanS Qa O NBIF G KAy 3Id [A1S || KSI @@
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 roundthe 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
SOSY |y FRdz G G2 OfAYO dzZlp {2YSUKAYy3 (2 R2 ¢

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 onesecond. 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.
WD2 dzL)ZQ KS al AR®

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.

& GKS® RARI 5lyye g2YyRSNBR 4oKIG GKS YSy g2d
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?

Il YRZI AT (KSe& mhdabBlgtegétbutaf thedzbtdkto BHanyigsbiirg to stop Sir
wA OKI NRQa LI I yak
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he could think more clearly.

.dzi KS RARY QG 3SG GKS OKGgO&sWTdSYEaAa SENKAKKS

heard a scraping noise.
g FANRGE KS RARYQUO 1y2¢ oKIFIG GKS y2AasS gl aa
Someone else was climbing into the air conditioning vent.

Andtheys SNB O2YAy3I 51 ywae FyR al Fdz2 ySQ4&
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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. Hewas used to things like this. | S @eBn 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.

. dziz 6KFEG KS ¢l ayQid dzaSR G2 ¢l a o0SAy3a OFdAKIG
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
ol O01® WD2d Wdzad 3ASH I gl @adQ

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.

5lyyeQd RIR 61a FENBIRe F6F1S8 6KSy KS KSI NR

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.
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trying to breathe through his nose.

Dad and Mafuane stood at the lifts waiting. But nothing came.
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There was a door adjacent to the lifts. Beyond it you could see out into the hotel car park.
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But as they did, an alarm went off.
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Mafuane looked down the staircase into the car park. Three figures were moving quickly
FONRP&aa GKS OF NJ LI NJ 0Sf 2whdad h&khoylytBaQ shenRe R K| R 6
remembered. Danny said his dad had read loads of crime books: he knew just how to

second-guess what a criminal might do.
WLEQAa GKSYZQ al FdzryS &l AR t221Ay3 Oftz2asSteo
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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.

WeKSNBEQa | OFNEQ al FdzZlryS alFAR® WLGQA RNAGDAY 3
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but she knew they had to get down there.

a4 0KS@ NIy R2gy GKS aidlFANDIaAS> al Fdz2ryS KIR
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
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the journalist help Danny to his feet
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Wl 2f G ¢ kdad, hRdidit Ghvpyfdse, really slowly, but the guys who
kidnapped me are still dazed. What shall we do, Dad?
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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.
WLQY 3J2Ay3IZY¥Y aKS aAFAR® WL Olyy2i 32 G2 W2

Danny nodded. There was no time to disagree. W¢ K y1 &2dzZ Q KS &l ARZ

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.
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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

| 2f 1 yRQa RANI&@ GFOGAO0ad ¢KSe& gSNB GNRBAy3 (2
occurred to him that hewas a bit like Holland, trying to putaspany SNJ Ay { ANJ wA OKI N
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, K S ¥ S thand of hisRn@uider and took a deep
breath

Then Danny crept to the front of the stand and, dressed in his Holland tracksuit, he
22AYSR GKS 5dziOK &aljdZaZz R a dKSe& gl f{1SR 2FFo L
team, pulling two smallbagsout2 ¥ KA a LI2O1Sidao | S O2dz Ry Qi 0!
happening. That he was with the players halfway through the World Cup final. . But inside
he felt quite calm.
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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 ¢
talcum powder ¢ on the floor by at each dressing room door. There were so many people
about, nobody saw what he did.

1S ad22R 01601 YR 6FA0SR IYyRZ a KSQR K2L
the two squads.
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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.
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And it was enough. Three uniformed officers came running and pulled Sir Richard off

him.
W2 K2 | NB @2dzZ AANKQ (GKS@& |a1SR { AN wiOKLI N
The Englishman did not answer.
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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
y2A4S0 Wwp GFOHBNES&Y NM GAYSHQ
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Instead he described to his Dad the pictures, on the big stadium TV screen, of Spain
walking up to receive the trophy.

When Casillaswashanded i KS 2 2 NI R / dzZLJx 5FyyeéeQa KSINI 4
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.
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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.
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