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CHAPTER 1

On the Beat

Police Constable Sanderson was feeling rather sorry for himself.

He stood on the corner of Fulton Road and watched the parade of excited football fans pass noisily by. A steady stream of people moved south along the straight, broad route of Olympic Way, and others were making their way from Wembley Park Underground station, or spilling out of bright red double-decker buses on to Fulton Road and joining the flow. It was as if everyone in north-west London was being drawn to the same spot by an irresistible force.

Everyone except me, thought PC Sanderson glumly.

The disappointed policeman knew only too well where the crowd was heading: Olympic Way led directly to the main entrance of Wembley Stadium, the home of football. And today, for the first time ever, the scene of the FIFA World Cup Final.

There was little doubt which team most fans had come to support. Saint George’s cross and the Union Jack were everywhere PC Sanderson looked – on flags, banners, clothing and faces. The air was full of patriotic chanting, excited chatter and the tatta-tatta-tatta of the fans’ wooden football rattles. English men, women and children of all ages and backgrounds had come together to cheer on their heroes of the hour.

The young constable had seen big Wembley crowds before – he had once been on duty on FA Cup Final day – but he had never seen anything quite like this. Then again, there had never been a match quite like this, either. A World Cup Final, at Wembley, with the home side contending for the trophy. It was the stuff of every England fan’s dreams.

PC Sanderson was going to miss the whole thing. Trust my rotten luck, he thought. Only I would get the Saturday shift today of all days …

He gave a weary sigh as yet more excited England fans flooded past him. Right now the rest of his family would be gathered in his neighbour’s front room, watching the pre-match build-up, while here he was, stuck on the beat – and not due to clock off until several hours after the final whistle.

Maybe a cuppa would lift his spirits. It was a sunny July afternoon and, under his black bobby’s hat and uniform, Sanderson was feeling the heat. A nice cup of tea on a summer’s day could be surprisingly thirst-quenching.

He turned away from the flow of fans and began to stroll back towards the junction with Albion Way and the police call box where he had stashed his thermos flask. It was common practice for Met officers on the beat to use the nearest call box as a base; the direct phone line to the local station gave an on-duty officer a useful link with headquarters. The dark blue wardrobe-like boxes had been introduced to London’s streets a little over thirty years ago, and there were now over 600 dotted around the city – including the one on Albion Way.

‘Do you reckon the lads can win it for us, officer?’

Sanderson broke his stride at the sound of the familiar cheerful voice. Syd Marlin, a newspaper seller and Fulton Road regular, was hailing the constable from his stand on the opposite side of the street. At least someone else was working, then.

Sanderson crossed the road; Syd was always up for a chat.

‘They’ll have their work cut out, Syd, that’s for sure,’ the policeman said as he approached the news stand. ‘The Germans have some quality players. Beckenbauer, Seeler, Emmerich – they all know how to put the ball in the net. But I’d like to think we’ll give ’em a game.’

‘Never thought we’d make it this far, meself,’ said Syd. ‘What with young Jimmy Greaves out injured an’ all. Thought Portugal would do for us in the semi. But Ramsey’s turning out to be quite some manager, ain’t ’e? Played a blinder so far. And there ain’t a better number nine in the world than Charlton, by my reckoning.’

‘We’ve got the talent, all right,’ agreed Sanderson. ‘Let’s hope Lady Luck is on our side. I guess we just have to keep faith, eh, Syd?’

PC Sanderson stepped off the pavement briefly to allow a party of young men and women to pass by. They, too, were heading for Olympic Way, and all were dressed in the very latest fashions.

Syd watched the group of youngsters move off along the street. He shook his head and tutted. ‘Look at ’em, officer,’ he muttered. ‘Right bunch of peacocks, these young ’uns, ain’t they? My missus don’t approve of them new “miniskirts”. Says they’re not decent.’

Sanderson raised his eyebrows beneath his police helmet. ‘Well, they’re certainly all the rage this summer, that’s for sure,’ he said.

Syd nodded. ‘True. There was a real pretty redhead along just a minute ago wearing one,’ he said. ‘Stopped off to buy a paper, she did – or rather, one of the two blokes with her did.’ He hesitated, frowning. ‘Funniest thing, though – not one of the three of ’em seemed to have the faintest idea ’ow to pay for it.’ He shook his head again. ‘Not a clue.’

PC Sanderson gave the vendor a puzzled look. ‘How d’you mean, Syd?’

‘Just what I say – they didn’t know ’ow to pay. The one who wanted the paper took out a handful of coins and just stared at ’em, like ’e ’ad no idea what ones to give me. ’Is mate wanted a few of them penny bubblegum specials –’ he pointed at a cardboard tray of sweets at one side of his stand that had green, black and white wrappers that bore the words BAZOOKA WORLD CUP FOOTBALLERS – ‘with three of ’em, and the paper, it came to sixpence. But when I asked the fella with the money for a tanner ’e jus’ looked at me like I was talking gibberish. Then ’e gave me a whole half crown – five times what ’e owed! And ’e wouldn’t have anything back from me – though I tried to give ’im ’is change, I swear.’

‘Foreigners, maybe?’ suggested Sanderson.

‘That’s what I thought,’ replied Syd. ‘But both blokes spoke to me in the Queen’s English. And the girl was Scottish, clear as day, which is ’ardly proper foreign …’

A transistor radio – the small, portable type that almost everyone seemed to own these days – stood on a shelf at the back of Syd’s news stand. A recent Beatles hit had been playing in the background, but now a new track began with a burst of raucous, angry-sounding vocals. It was The Who, blaring out their hit ‘My Generation’. Syd reached for the radio’s tuning dial and cut the up-and-coming band off.

‘That’s enough of that racket. I don’t make much of this stuff the kids are all listening to now. Mods, they call ’emselves, don’t they? Not enough tune for my liking. I know it’s “in”, of course, but I never was one for all that fashion malarkey.’

PC Sanderson smiled. ‘Nor me, Syd.’

‘My eldest is right into it, though,’ Syd went on. He twiddled the radio’s tuning dial again, trying to pick up another station. ‘Got ’imself one of them Italian motor scooters, an’ everythin’. Wing mirrors all over the thing …’

Suddenly the crackle of static on the radio was replaced by the sound of a well-spoken male voice: ‘ … and the stands here at Wembley are rapidly filling with England’s expectant supporters. The atmosphere is truly electric. One can only wonder how Alf Ramsey’s players are feeling at this moment, as they prepare themselves in the south-side changing rooms for this historic encounter …’

‘Not long till kick-off now,’ said Syd. ‘I’d best get a move on. Me sister’s old man managed to pick up a second-hand televisual set on the cheap. I’m off to watch the match at ’er place. How about you, officer? I guess you’re knocking off, too?’

‘Afraid not, Syd. I was just going to grab a cuppa. I’m on duty all afternoon – more’s the pity.’

The newspaper seller looked horrified. ‘No! You’re missing the match?’ he hissed. ‘A game like this only comes round once in a lifetime – if you’re lucky. It ain’t right to miss it!’

‘I know, Syd. I can’t pretend I’m happy about it.’

Syd frowned. He appeared to think hard about something for a few moments.

‘Here.’ He presented the still-chattering wireless to PC Sanderson. ‘You take this, my friend. You can tuck it away in that police box of yours. Have yourself a little listen to how Ramsey’s lads are getting on.’

Sanderson shook his head. ‘That’s very good of you, Syd, but I can’t,’ he said regretfully. ‘Not when I’m supposed to be on duty.’

‘Who’s to know?’ pressed Syd, still holding out the radio. ‘You can give it me back next time I see you.’

The constable dithered.

‘Go on with yer! It’s the World Cup Final, for Pete’s sake! I’ll not tell a soul.’

Sanderson gave a sigh. ‘Ah, why not? You’re right – it might not come round again for a while, eh?’ He took the wireless and tucked it under his arm. ‘Thanks, Syd. You’re a gent.’

Syd grinned. ‘No problem, officer. Now, I best shut up shop or I’ll miss the start meself.’

PC Sanderson gave another nod of thanks. Then, leaving Syd to close up his news stand, he set off along the pavement once again. This time, there was real purpose in his stride.

A hundred paces or so brought him to the junction with Albion Way. He turned the corner briskly – and came to an abrupt halt.

Now that was odd. Very odd.

It was only just over an hour since Sanderson had last called at the Albion Way box, to park his police motorcycle beside it, and drop off his flask. But within that time there had been a very obvious change on Albion Way: there were now two police boxes.

They stood right next to one another and were more or less identical.

PC Sanderson was baffled. The second box must somehow have been put in position during the last hour. But how? And, more to the point, why? There were no plans to replace the existing box, as far as he was aware. Certainly nothing had been mentioned at the station. Besides, the newly arrived box looked in worse condition, if anything, than the original one.

The obvious thing to do was to phone in and find out what was going on. But Sanderson found himself hesitating. He looked down at Syd’s radio, which was tucked under his arm. Now that he had a chance to enjoy at least some of the England versus West Germany game, he was reluctant to draw attention to himself for the next couple of hours.

There would be plenty of time to sort out whatever the muddle was afterwards.

Having made up his mind, he opened the door of the familiar police box, stepped inside and closed it behind him.
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CHAPTER 2

The Road to Wembley

‘Yessss! Brilliant!’ said Rory. ‘I got Gordon Banks!’

Rory, Amy and the Doctor were being swept along Olympic Way by the tide of people heading for Wembley. As they walked, Rory was investigating his packet of World Cup bubblegum. He had unwrapped the gum, popped it in his mouth, and was now admiring the sticker that had come with it. It showed a dark-haired man in a yellow goalkeeper’s shirt. The badge over his heart bore the three lions of England.

Back home in his own era, Rory was a keen collector of Match Attax footballer cards. He knew they were really meant for kids, but Amy had once bought him a pack as a joke, and that was it – he had caught the collecting bug. He now owned an impressive set of twenty-first century Premier League stars, and the chance to get his hands on an original Bazooka player sticker from the ’66 World Cup had been too good to miss. He examined the sticker happily, then looked up at Amy.

‘Who did you get?’

‘The lovely Norbert “Nobby” Stiles,’ replied Amy, holding up her sticker to show him. ‘Has a one-in-a-million smile, doesn’t he?’

The sticker showed a cheery-looking player in a white England shirt, who was missing most of his front teeth.

Rory laughed. ‘He might need a little dental work, but he’s a fantastic player. Toughest tackler we have – or had, I mean. How about you, Doctor?’

‘Hmm? What’s that?’ As he loped
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Puffin is over seventy years old. Sounds ancient, doesn’t it? But Puffin has never been so lively. We’re always on the lookout for the next big idea, which is how it began all those years ago.
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Penguin Books was a big idea from the mind of a man called Allen Lane, who in 1935 invented the quality paperback and changed the world. And from great Penguins, great Puffins grew, changing the face of children’s books forever.
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The first four Puffin Picture Books were hatched in 1940 and the first Puffin story book featured a man with broomstick arms called Worzel Gummidge. In 1967 Kaye Webb, Puffin Editor, started the Puffin Club, promising to ‘make children into readers’. She kept that promise and over 200,000 children became devoted Puffineers through their quarterly instalments of Puffin Post.
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Many years from now, we hope you’ll look back and remember Puffin with a smile. No matter what your age or what you’re into, there’s a Puffin for everyone. The possibilities are endless, but one thing is for sure: whether it’s a picture book or a paperback, a sticker book or a hardback, if it’s got that little Puffin on it – it’s bound to be good.


[image: image]


www.puffin.co.uk






BBC CHILDREN’S BOOKS

UK | USA | Canada | Ireland | Australia
India | New Zealand | South Africa

BBC Children’s Books are published by Puffin Books, part of the Penguin Random House group of companies whose addresses can be found at global.penguinrandomhouse.com

www.penguin.co.uk

www.puffin.co.uk

www.ladybird.co.uk

[image: Puffin Random House UK]

First published by Puffin Books 2012

This edition first published by Puffin Books 2016

Written by Richard Dungworth

Copyright © BBC Worldwide Limited, 2016

BBC, DOCTOR WHO (word marks, logos and devices), TARDIS, DALEKS, CYBERMAN and K-9 (word marks and devices) are trademarks of the British Broadcasting Corporation and are used under licence.

BBC logo © BBC, 1996. Doctor Who logo © BBC, 2009

The moral right of the author and copyright holders has been asserted

All correspondence to:

BBC Children’s Books

Penguin Random House Children’s

80 Strand, London WC2R 0RL

ISBN: 978-1-405-92634-8


OPS/images/titleimage.jpg





OPS/nav.xhtml


Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		CHAPTER 1: On the Beat



		CHAPTER 2: The Road to Wembley



		CHAPTER 3: The Man From FOOFA



		CHAPTER 4: Dead Lucky



		CHAPTER 5: The Russian Linesman



		CHAPTER 6: A Changed Man



		CHAPTER 7: On the Spot



		CHAPTER 8: The South Stand



		CHAPTER 9: Not Quite Butterflies



		CHAPTER 10: A Deadly Brood



		CHAPTER 11: Half-time



		CHAPTER 12: Bomb Scare



		CHAPTER 13: The Big Problem



		CHAPTER 14: Come On, England!



		CHAPTER 15: The Wrong TARDIS



		CHAPTER 16: Goalsky!



		CHAPTER 17: A Shocking Encounter



		CHAPTER 18: The Twin Towers



		CHAPTER 19: The Dying Seconds



		Epilogue



		Read More



		Puffin Web Fun



		The Story of Puffin



		Copyright Page













		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		8



		9



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		167



		168



		169









		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Begin Reading







OPS/images/puffinLogo.gif





OPS/images/img002.gif





OPS/images/img003.gif





OPS/images/img004.gif





OPS/images/img005.gif





OPS/images/9781405922548_Doctorwho_001_IMGX.gif





OPS/images/cover.jpg
Richard Dungworth

Something sfrange s kicking off at Wembley Stadium...





OPS/images/puffinLogo_small.gif





OPS/images/prhuklogo.jpg
Penguin
Random Houge
UK






