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  Expectation is the root of all heartache.


  William Shakespeare
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  Author’s Note


  As events in this book took place nearly forty years ago, I’ve had to take liberties with dialogue and the exact sequence of off-field events. Everything that could be checked has been checked and no names have been changed. The sheer ineptitude of the Bromley team that season is very real. No-one could possibly make something like that up.


  If you’d like to get in contact with the author please email dave@stripeyjumper.com


  Prologue


  The 31st of July 1969 had finally arrived. It was the day I’d been building up to since I was 11 years old. That was when I’d seen my first game against Wycombe Wanderers. That was when I started covering my schoolbooks in the names of heroes that no-one else had ever heard of. And that was when I started a lifelong love affair with a team that seemed to attract more than its fair share of eccentrics and misfits.


  Bromley Football Club.


  Back then, games like the one I would be attending today existed only in my imagination and on the Subbuteo pitch.


  And now it was really happening. I had been too excited to sleep and the morning had seemed to go on for ever.


  My Marmite sandwiches and newly cleaned football boots were already packed away in my duffel bag by 8am. It was the start of a new season and I was counting down the minutes until kick off. I left the house just after midday for the short walk to the Hayes Lane ground, where arguably the biggest game in Bromley’s history would take place at 7.30 that evening. It was a friendly against West Ham. West Ham! One of the First Division’s glamour clubs with 3 World Cup winners were coming to take on my local team of Isthmian League part-timers.


  The Isthmian League was a long way down from the First Division. To get there, you had to pass through three divisions of the Football League, the Northern Premier League and finally two divisions of the Southern League. Even then, it was by no means certain that you’d find the Isthmian League. Depending on who you asked, the Athenian League was either of a higher standard, a lower standard or around the same standard.


  Why did I take the boots? Even though I was only 14 and not a terribly good footballer, I had a fantasy that a couple of Bromley players would get involved in a non-fatal car crash on their way to the match and, for some bizarre reason, a call would go out on the PA asking if anyone could take their place.


  And the reason for leaving so early? I wanted to make sure of getting a seat, so I could one day tell my grandchildren that I was there.


  I had already decided who I was going to approach for autographs first. Obviously the World Cup winning trio of Bobby Moore, Geoff Hurst and Martin Peters would be a priority. Next up would be Billy Bonds and Harry Redknapp, both of whom I was sure would play for England one day. I was taking my A&BC Football Cards of Moore, Hurst and Peters as well as those of Robert Ferguson and Alan Stephenson in the hopes of getting them personally signed.


  When I arrived, the picture that greeted me was slightly different from the one I’d imagined. The place was deserted. I stood by the turnstiles, first in line and waited. Three hours later, I was sitting eating my sandwiches not feeling quite so pleased with myself, but still with the same levels of excitement. I shut my eyes and played out various scenarios in my mind, all of which involved an upset that stunned the world of football.


  At 6.20pm, I saw someone walking towards the ground. It was the groundsman who passed me with a quizzical glance.


  Twenty minutes later, the Bromley players started to arrive. I greeted them with a ‘Good luck today’, while simultaneously ticking their names off my mental checklist of possible non-fatal car crash victims. Obviously, I had mixed feelings about this. On one hand, they were my heroes. On the other hand, their presence meant I wouldn’t be called upon to replace them.


  Roy Pettet, the tall, elegant midfielder bustled past, looking all business. He was followed by Pat Brown – postman during the week, tough, reliable centre-half when Saturday came. And then David Jensen sauntered by. My goalkeeping idol. I always dreamed of emulating him and becoming Bromley’s (and England’s) goalkeeper. When asked my influences by Shoot! Magazine, I would simply reply ‘David Jensen’.


  Then came the moment I had been waiting for. Alan Stonebridge, last season’s top scorer and probably the greatest player ever to wear the Bromley shirt, strode confidently past me, chewing gum nonchalantly. My one fear about today’s game was that Ron Greenwood, the West Ham manager, would see how good he was and sign him. Stonebridge was the one player we couldn’t afford to lose.


  I had nicknames for all the Bromley players. Pat Brown was Postman Pat, Stonebridge was Stoney and Phil Amato was Tomato Face. Eddie Green was Eat Your Greens, Eric Nottage was Cottage and Jeff Bridge was Tower Bridge. Some of the new signings, like Roy Pettet, hadn’t been allocated nicknames yet. Pettet’s was proving a tough challenge. Petit Pois was the current frontrunner, but I wasn’t sure that it really worked.


  My thoughts were interrupted by the West Ham coach pulling up. Grabbing the cards and autograph book from my duffel bag, I watched the players climb down the steps and walk into the ground. Excitement was replaced by confusion. I only recognised a couple of them.


  It had never occurred to me that they wouldn’t be sending their strongest team and I ended up with a book full of unidentifiable autographs. The ones I could make out were players I had never heard of.


  As I was in the process of trying to decipher some of the other scrawls, a turnstile operator arrived and I was in.


  I felt a sudden burst of happiness to see the Bromley ground again after a summer without football. It felt like coming home after a lengthy absence, even though it had only been a few months.


  The main stand (I never could work out why it was called that, since it was the only stand) had had a facelift and the large windows on either side had been cleaned, meaning goalmouth action would now be much easier to see than it had been at the end of the previous season. The picket fence surrounding the pitch had been repainted white. Even the floodlights, each of which had eight bulbs, looked in better condition than I remembered.


  By the time the West Ham team strolled out, a small crowd was scattered around the ground. Many of them were wearing long, knitted black and white scarves and were either in the main stand, or on the open terraces opposite leaning against the white barriers. A small band of optimists were sitting on the covered benches behind the West Ham goal and a bigger band of realists stood behind the Bromley goal. Altogether, there wouldn’t have been more than two hundred people there. I had apparently misread the fixture’s appeal.


  It seemed that some of the players had taken a similar attitude because two of them, Phil Amato and Graham Gaston, simply hadn’t turned up, while Postman Pat Brown had withdrawn at the last minute due to a tummy ache.


  But that didn’t matter. My heart soared as I once again saw my heroes running out, David to West Ham’s Goliath. I loved everything about Bromley and constantly fantasised about one day pulling on the famous white shirt with blue trim around the neck and wrists, stepping into the white shorts and putting on the white socks topped with blue.


  Once Bromley had kicked off, I checked my watch every few minutes. Every minute without a West Ham goal was a minute nearer an incredible shock result.


  By the time the first half was drawing to a close, I was feeling the first stirrings of a possible upset. It was still 0–0 and if they could just hold out for another 45 minutes and get a draw against one of the best sides in the country, then winning the Isthmian League had to be a real possibility.


  After an hour, something happened which would still be talked about today, if it had been against West Ham, as opposed to a team of West Ham reserve and youth team players.


  Bromley took the lead.


  A long, curling cross from Johnny Mears was poked home by the great Alan Stonebridge.


  1–0 to Bromley.


  I sat in stunned silence, unable to formulate any coherent thoughts. Was this really happening? Were Bromley really beating West Ham 1–0? A warm glow slowly came over me as I saw the referee run back to the halfway line and realised he wasn’t going to find a reason to disallow the goal. My local amateur team were a goal up against a team which had won the European Cup Winners’ Cup. I felt incredibly proud, as I left my seat and nervously paced around the ground. This was something I always did when Bromley took the lead in a big game. It usually helped to calm my nerves, but it didn’t work on this occasion. Not with Bromley a goal up against West Ham.


  It might have stayed that way, too, were it not for the somewhat unfair introduction of the Hammers’ free-scoring Bermudan World Cup striker, Clyde Best. He made all the difference, making the home team look like a bunch of hapless amateurs and by the time the final whistle went, West Ham were comfortable 3–1 winners.


  Still, coming that close to glory meant I approached the new season with even more optimism than usual.


  If only I’d known what was about to follow…


  CHAPTER ONE


  When England were winning the World Cup in 1966, I had been stuck on a ferry in the middle of the North Sea, bound for Sweden on holiday with my parents.


  People were being sick everywhere as the waves crashed against the hull, tossing the boat from side to side. There was panicked screaming and shouting in a variety of languages. But I wasn’t even thinking about what was going on. I was hunched by a huge radio catching intermittent bursts of commentary from Wembley, as the signal frustratingly faded in and out.


  I knew about Wolfgang Weber’s late equaliser. I knew about Geoff Hurst’s shot that went in off the underside of the crossbar to put England back in the lead. But I didn’t know about Hurst’s famous match-sealing solo effort until we reached dry land.


  When I found out, I was delirious. I had always loved football. Now my passion knew no bounds.


  Once home, I went down to the local park every Saturday afternoon and Sunday morning to watch the matches involving teams with names like The Gas Board (South Eastern Region), interrogating the few people on the sidelines about what the teams were called, what the goal-scorers names were and what league they were playing in. After the games, the players seemed surprised yet flattered to be asked for their autographs. But soon I wanted more than park football.


  Since I was only 11, my initial idea of going to watch West Ham (provider of three World Cup winners) on my own was turned down by my mum and dad. As was my compromise solution of me getting the bus and train to Crystal Palace instead, which was much nearer.


  Eventually, I was allowed to go to Hayes Lane to watch the local team, Bromley.


  My first time was a thrilling 3–2 win over Wycombe Wanderers. I loved the smell of liniment drifting up from the dressing rooms beneath the stand, blending with the harsh-smelling cigarette smoke. I marvelled at the sound of the crowd rising expectantly every time Bromley mounted an attack. The game seemed incredibly fast and exciting compared with the games at the park. There were plenty of goals and plenty of action.


  I left wanting more and knowing this was the team for me. I had fallen in love with everything about them, from the colours of white and royal blue to the spacious stadium. It was great being able to sit in the stands and get an uninterrupted view of the action taking place just a few yards away. And it felt good to be watching a winning team.


  Perhaps the win gave me false expectations – it was the only time they managed it in the first nine games that season. But it was too late. I was hooked.


  •••


  Bromley were unique. Things happened to them that didn’t happen to other teams – for example:


  •Their record crowd was for a game in which the opposition played in bare feet.


  •Their stand was hit by a hurricane. A few years later, it was burnt down.


  •They would have lost 2–1 to Kingstonian a few seasons ago, but a rabbit intervened and the game ended 1–1.


  •They somehow contrived to win the Kent Senior Cup several weeks before the final was played. Even today, I struggle to work out how they managed it.


  •The official club colours were black and white, yet they played in white and blue.


  They also had the world’s most embarrassing nickname. While other teams had intimidating sounding aliases like the Red Devils, the Gunners and the Eagles, Bromley were known as the Lillywhites.


  Yet as the 1969–70 season loomed, I was feeling confident about Bromley’s prospects. The previous season had been a pretty good one. Despite finishing a lowly 17th out of 20, there had been several highlights – a draw at the home of the perennial champions, Enfield, a win against high-flying Barking and an exciting, though goalless, draw with eventual runners-up, Hitchin Town.


  Bromley would be playing all three of these teams in the first month of the new season and similar results would set us up for a possible top-five finish. Something I was quietly confident of happening.


  Those with a more pessimistic view would have instead drawn attention to some of the previous season’s lowlights – the 9–0 defeat at the hands of Sutton United, the 7–0 FA Cup humiliation at Hillingdon Borough, the loss at Leytonstone by the same score and the 6–1 thrashing by Wealdstone. I dismissed these as freak occurrences.


  The weaker teams this season would probably be the ones who had finished below us last season: Corinthian Casuals, Dulwich Hamlet and Ilford. At two points for a win and playing each team home and away, that was an almost guaranteed twelve points.


  It was going to be a huge season. And I was determined to watch every single game, home and away – starting with the away fixture against Wycombe Wanderers.


  •••


  I was now 14, a slightly tubby child with unflattering collar-length hair and a voice that hadn’t yet broken. Outside of the house, I favoured a green anorak, which was covered with badges of all the places I’d been, most of them from the Lake District. There was also one from Aberystwyth, which I hadn’t actually visited, but had acquired through mail order. I thought it would make me look more worldly and well-travelled.


  I lived largely in my imagination, daydreaming of football glory, sometimes for me, sometimes for Bromley, but usually for both. I played out lengthy games of Subbuteo on my own, where I led Bromley to incredible last-minute victories over Real Madrid, Barcelona and Young Boys of Berne.


  I didn’t really fit in with others my age, preferring a solitary existence. My favourite times were spent sitting on the bank of the river at the bottom of the local park, staring at tadpoles and daydreaming of sporting glory.


  The only friends I had were the ones I played football with at the same park. They overlooked my lack of social and sporting skills as I was always willing to fetch the ball when it went behind the goal and into the stream. They also put up with my habit of doing commentary while I was playing and remained unpeturbed when I was bearing in on goal screaming, in my best Kenneth Wolstenholme voice, things like ‘There’s just a minute left on the clock and the crowd roar with excitement as Alan Stonebridge gets the ball outside the area, he beats the defender and hits a glorious shot beating the Leeds United goalkeeper all ends up. What an amazing goal! Sprake had no chance with that one and Bromley have won the cup against all odds!’


  Following one session, where I played way above my usual standard and re-ignited my dreams of a professional football career, I ran home and wrote down a pretend interview with Shoot! Magazine, in which I answered a series of questions they had put to Terry Hennessey of Nottingham Forest in a recent edition.


  This was the imaginary interview in full:


  Name: David Alexander Roberts.


  Date of Birth: 1 March 1955.


  Best friend: Don’t really have one.


  Car: We have a white Austin 1100.


  Favourite player: I have two – George Best and Alan Stonebridge.


  Most difficult opponent: Barry Mace (played right-back for my primary-school team).


  Best goal ever scored: In the playground, I kicked the ball on the volley from about ten yards out and it beat the goalie. It was a tennis ball.


  Miscellaneous likes: My dog and Una Stubbs, the actress who plays Rita Rawlins in Till Death Do Us Part.


  The next question was the easiest one to answer. My favourite food was Crispy Cod Fries and Chips. That was what I had for tea every night, sometimes for lunch as well. Crispy Cod Fries were chunks of succulent cod coated in crispy batter, according to the advert, and were the best things I had ever tasted. A rumour had swept school that they had to change the name to Crispy Cod Fries after printing millions of packs with the original name, Crispy Cod Pieces, which was apparently quite rude. Unlike most playground tales, this one turned out to be true.


  Terry Hennessy’s favourite food was steak, creamed potatoes, mushrooms and braised celery, all of which sounded disgusting. After wondering how he could possibly enjoy eating celery, I got back to my form filling:


  Miscellaneous dislikes: Rugby, going to school, homework.


  Favourite music: The Seekers, The Archies, The Beatles, Jane Birkin & Serge Gainsbourg.


  Nickname: The Black Cat. (This was a nickname I’d given myself and no-one had yet used. It was taken from the Russian goalie, Lev Yashin.)


  Club supported as a boy: Bromley.


  Biggest influence on career: David Jensen.


  What would you be if you weren’t a footballer: I’d just go to school.


  What advice would you give a youngster: Work hard and get qualifications.


  Favourite TV show: Dr Who, Tomorrow’s World, Junior Points of View, Crackerjack, Match of the Day.


  For the final question, I couldn’t think of anything so just copied what Terry Hennessey had said, which was:


  Biggest drags in soccer: Players who feign injury.


  There was one question I had deliberately left unanswered. The most embarrasing moment. It had dredged up unpleasant memories of the incident I had spent the past four years trying to forget about.


  Inevitably, football was responsible.


  I always sat in the back of the class and one of the advantages of this was that I could get changed for football just before the preceding lesson – in this case Maths – had finished.


  I was in the process of slipping my shorts on when the teacher, Mr Barrett, noticed what I was doing. He immediately told me to come up to the front of the class to write the answer to a Maths problem on the blackboard.


  I tried to pull my shorts up, but he insisted I get there immediately.


  I trudged up to the front, shorts around my ankles, white Y-fronts pulled up around my waist, my face as red as a Liverpool shirt.


  From that moment on, I was marked out as an oddity.


  Girls found me odd, too. I’d joined the local youth club, specifically for the purpose of meeting them, but since I lacked the courage to speak to them, I never got very far.


  I didn’t fit in at school, either. Most of the other boys seemed assured of a successful future and knew exactly what they wanted from life, even at the tender age of 14. Some of them went on to become household names, including an Oscar winner, an England opening batsman and an obscure member of the royal family.


  The one thing that made this particular school unbearable was the fact that they played rugby. I hated rugby and still do. For two years, I lobbied for the school to put out a football team. Eventually, they agreed and I immediately appointed myself captain and sole selector.


  But the only time I felt I truly belonged somewhere was when I was watching Bromley. My love for them was so all-consuming that I had recently started a campaign to move to Downham, which was about two miles away and a far less salubrious area. In truth, it was a pretty rubbish place to live, but it had one thing Bromley couldn’t offer.


  A postman called Pat Brown.


  I could imagine no better start to the day than having one of my idols deliver the mail and maybe hang around for a kickabout afterwards.


  My dad weighed this up against having a perfectly nice house in a good area, close to the shops, park, library and schools, then decided we’d be staying put.


  I stoically hid my disappointment and turned my attention to Saturday’s start of the new season.


  •••


  Wycombe had beyond-cool shirts, made up of dark and light blue quarters, while their pitch sloped dramatically. So much so, that you had to tilt your head at a slight angle to watch the game properly.


  The coach journey typified the unusual stresses of being a Bromley supporter, by getting hopelessly lost before we’d even left town. The driver had managed to confuse High Wycombe with West Wickham and wasted a valuable half-hour before he got his A–Z out and found the right route. As we drove past Bromley South Station for the second time, I saw a couple of park friends making their way to Selhurst Park, for the Crystal Palace vs Manchester United game, which marked Palace’s return to the top flight. While they would be watching the likes of George Best, Bobby Charlton and Denis Law, I was travelling much further, just so I could watch a bunch of teachers, postmen and printers.


  As usual, I sat at the back with Derek, Roy and Peter. They were all older than me, but we somehow gravitated towards each other. Derek was short, about 5’5". He was the one we all looked up to, due to him having his own home – a three-bedroomed townhouse just around the corner from me – and a tax-consultancy business. He was in his early 20s and very serious with a habit of pausing emphatically during speech, so you could absorb what he was saying. Roy was a wild-haired dustman with the thickest glasses I had ever seen and firm opinions on everything, which were generally misguided. Peter was an enigma. He hardly ever spoke and no-one knew what he did for a living. The only available information was that he lived with his mother in a small bungalow. Maybe that was all we needed to know about him.


  Together, we made up a core group of supporters who followed the team everywhere, no matter how far we had to travel or how bad the weather. We were drawn together by an undying love for a club that rarely deserved such devotion.


  We got to the ground and I quickly took up my place behind the Wycombe goal, so I’d have a perfect view of all the action. It didn’t matter that the cold, driving rain was blowing in our direction. The atmosphere was one of anticipation mixed with relief. The three months or so between football seasons seemed to drag on for years.


  •••


  As the home team warmed up, their supporters gave them a rousing welcome, with several shouts of ‘Come on you Chairboys’ coming from the large group of Wycombe supporters. Or at least that was what I though they were saying. ‘Did he say chairboys?’ I asked Derek, who agreed that that was what it had sounded like. I felt strangely smug in the knowledge that someone had an even worse nickname than ours.


  While the announcer was running through the teams I was shocked to hear so many changes. It was typical Bromley that so many players were out for so many bizarre reasons. Eric Nottage was best man at a friend’s wedding. Postman Pat Brown had to work. Gaston, Green, Proud and Rhodes were still on holiday and Phil Amato simply hadn’t turned up.


  Amato always looked the perfect footballer. He was tall, dark and athletic. Only one thing prevented him from becoming a star: the fact that he was completely useless. He spent more time posing than defending, and was prone to temperamental outbursts which I’d put down to his fiery Italian nature and Mediterranean upbringing, until I learnt he was from Hayes.


  His absence as well as the others’, meant that a handful of hastily signed replacements like Graham Farmer and Dave Mills were drafted in alongside half a dozen regulars. The team played as though it was the first time they’d played together, which it was, and it was no surprise when they conceded their first goal of the season after half an hour and their second only three minutes later.


  At half-time, the consensus amongst the Bromley fans was that we were lucky to be just two goals down. That luck didn’t last as our makeshift defence was torn apart in the second half, with Wycombe winning 5–0 – despite missing at least four more chances that even I would have scored.


  I had fallen into a state of shock by the time I took my seat on to the coach for the long journey home. I had set out that morning convinced that Bromley would be starting the season with a win and naively hadn’t even considered the possibility of a more predictable result. I stared out of the window at the Buckinghamshire countryside feeling angry, hurt and betrayed, my ticket to the game torn up and deposited in the ash tray.


  I had spent the afternoon getting soaking wet, peering off into the distance, as all the action took place at the other end. Bromley hadn’t threatened the Wycombe goal and had played even less impressively than they had towards the end of the last season, when they had been terrible.


  Little did I know that things were about to get even worse.


  •••


  A couple of days later I lost my part-time job and watched Bromley crash to another heavy defeat. Neither of these should have surprised me.


  The Saturday morning job at the chemist was going well until the football season started and then I began making all sorts of unreasonable demands, including finishing an hour early when Bromley were playing away and a large pay rise to cover the coach fares.


  I’d been there since I was twelve and had become proficient at washing and drying old medicine bottles so that they could be reused. I’d also perfected the art of peeling off the old labels, which had taken me years to get right. I thought the job was mine for life, so wasn’t expecting them to decide it would be more prudent to replace me than to give in to my demands.


  I tried desperately to backtrack, but it was too late. They even said I could leave straight away when I asked how much notice I’d get.


  Perhaps even more predictable than this was the loss to Kingstonian. The last time the K’s (another rubbish nickname) had been to Hayes Lane, a rabbit had robbed the team of a well-deserved win, but there would be no such help for Bromley on this occasion. Back then, a perfectly good goal had been disallowed because the ball had crossed the line and gone through the net, that had been gnawed by a rabbit that had wandered onto the ground from the nearby common. The referee, who obviously hadn’t considered this scenario, decided that the ball had passed outside the post and awarded a goal kick instead.


  This led to a brief burst of national infamy for Bromley (and the rabbit), which I was convinced would be used as motivation by today’s visitors. I felt a pathetic gratitude to the rabbit and even considered lobbying my parents to get one I could keep as a pet. I had decided I would call it Nora, regardless of its gender, as a reference to it’s gnawing of the net.


  •••


  As it was the first proper home game of the season, there was almost a festive air at Hayes Lane. The crowd was big considering what had happened at Wycombe the previous Saturday, and it was a beautiful late Summer evening.


  The team, on paper at least, looked better. Postman Pat Brown, legendary striker Eric Nottage and the brilliant winger Eddie Green were all back. No-one had failed to turn up, gone to a wedding or had to work.


  Despite this, it only took five minutes for the visitors to burst the bubble, with a goal which once again exposed Bromley’s defensive shortcomings. Pat Brown fell over, allowing the Kingstonian centre-forward to make it 1–0. Twenty minutes later, home keeper David Jensen joined the party by inexplicably diving over a weak shot from 30 yards out and it was 2–0. As if the away side weren’t finding it easy enough to score, Pat Brown then took it upon himself to try and help them by heading the ball against his own post, with Jensen well beaten.


  One spectator, who was sat directly behind me, couldn’t take it any more. When former skipper Ian Wigham lost a boot midway through the game he shouted out, ‘Don’t bother putting it on again, mate. Just hang them up.’ The rest of the crowd nodded in agreement.


  It wasn’t even half-time and people were already starting to file out of the ground. They must have known something, because the second half brought more of the same: another speculative long-range shot left Jensen flapping ineffectually and another piece of comically inept defending led to an easy tap-in for goal number four. But none of this mattered when John Mears scored Bromley’s first goal of the season with a superb shot from outside the area. That was the way I saw it, anyway. A more neutral observer might have pointed out that it was almost identical to Kingstonian’s second goal.


  The final score was Bromley 1 Kingstonian 4. Only about half of the crowd were still there to witness the final whistle.


  On the bus home, I was seething with anger. I felt like Captain Hurricane, my favourite character from The Valiant comic, who would get so angry every week that he’d fly into what he called a ‘ragin’ fury’ and then destroy entire platoons of enemy soldiers single-handedly.


  The focus of my ‘ragin’ fury’ was Dave Ellis, the new Bromley manager. He was to blame for the abysmal start to the season and I was convinced that if he could be replaced, things would be different. Admittedly, this view had been strongly influenced by an article in the local paper, which blamed his lack of tactical awareness and poor selections. I took this to be gospel. After all, if it was in the paper, it must be true. And I’ve always been a bit suggestible. A few years later, I would formulate my entire political stance on Northern Ireland after listening to a Wings song.


  My parents were big on affirmative action and often took me on protest marches, so I decided I was going to take a stand on the Dave Ellis issue.


  When I got home, I got my favourite black t-shirt and a paintbrush, and using white watercolour paint, wrote the slogan ‘ELLIS MUST GO’ on it.


  I was going to wear it at the next home game, against Wealdstone on the following Saturday.


  


  ISTHMIAN LEAGUE HOW THEY STAND


  15TH AUGUST 1969
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  CHAPTER TWO


  I pulled on my ‘ELLIS MUST GO’ t-shirt, and then, despite it being a sweltering hot summer day, also wore my thickly padded anorak. I wanted to dramatically unveil the protest message when I got to the ground.


  As the stand was virtually empty when I arrived, I got the perfect spot to watch from – my seat was right on the halfway line at the front.


  There was a small crowd – significantly reduced since the previous Tuesday – and as the teams ran out, the applause was distinctly half-hearted. It was time to take my anorak off and commence my one-boy protest.


  Which I would have done, if a familiar figure hadn’t chosen that moment to sit down beside me. It was Dave Ellis, who had come to watch the game from a different vantage point. He even asked me if anyone was sitting there and I admitted that there wasn’t.


  Now I had a dilemma.


  The heat was making me extremely uncomfortable. I could feel the sweat making the nylon lining of the anorak cling to me and I was starting to feel light-headed. On the other hand, there was a man under extreme pressure sat right next to me and if I removed my coat, he would see that I wanted him to lose his job.


  The anorak stayed on.


  Because of extreme discomfort, I can remember very little about the game. Bromley lost, obviously.


  The good news was that Roy Pettet scored a great goal from
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