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  Introduction


  MOST PEOPLE IN the civilised world have heard of Subbuteo. That is not an immodest claim. It is one of those words which for some reason seems to permeate the subconscious mind
  and become lodged there for ever. It might be known by somebody who knows of someone who owns a Subbuteo set, but has never indulged in playing the game themselves or someone who from a very early
  age spent all their spare time kneeling on the floor flicking little plastic men at a plastic football. If they are lucky, they might even have been playing on a table, thus avoiding sore knees,
  backache and having players snapped off at the ankles due to someones misplaced body part while crawling around on the floor. Every single one of these people always seems to have very fond
  memories of Subbuteo, be it friendly, or sometimes not so friendly, squabbles over a disallowed goal during their recreation of a real-life cup final, or when Accrington Stanley beat Brazil 5-0.
  These anecdotes are endless and everyone has a story to tell.


  I, too, have a story to tell, for it was my late father, Peter Arthur Adolph, who invented the game of Subbuteo in 1947, some nine years before I was born. I am not claiming, in any shape or
  form, that he was the first person to bring about the concept of table football. Of course he was not. He did, however, invent, conceive, originate, devise  whichever word you think is
  appropriate  the phenomenon known to everyone worldwide as Subbuteo, a name synonymous with a specific genre of table top football.


  It had been Dads intention to write his own very personal experiences of his life with Subbuteo, which he liked to call his memoirs rather than commit himself to the rather
  formidable intention of writing a book. It is his collection of photos, handwritten notes, press cuttings, which he intended to use for his writing but which sadly he never got round
  to, which now sits in front of me in a plain buff-coloured folder with the word Memoirs written on the front in his own highly distinctive handwriting. I am now using it as the basis
  and inspiration for this book. Over the years, many of Dads friends and acquaintances had told him that he should put his experiences down in writing, but the reply was always along the
  lines of Who would be really interested? Since his death in 1994, I have found out that the answer to that question is emphatic: many, many people across the world who have had
  Subbuteo in their lives, and still have to this day, are interested.


  A few years ago, I had a sitting with a clairvoyant who told me, among other things, that she felt very strongly that I had a book in me waiting to come out, and that, on the back of this book,
  a lot of foreign travel would be involved. I have to say that I am not totally cynical about clairvoyance and suchlike, but it is not beyond the realms of possibility that everyone has the capacity
  to write a book about something, so when the book in me was touched upon, I took it to be too much of a generalisation. I wondered what on earth my book could possibly be about, and promptly
  dismissed the notion altogether. It was only a few years later, when I started to get phone calls from complete strangers wanting information for Subbuteo websites, and collectors of Subbuteo
  needing my opinion of the value of certain rare teams and accessories, that I realised that interest in Subbuteo was still as strong as it ever was. I have even received a phone call at well past
  midnight from a gentleman from Middlesbrough informing me that he had recently purchased an old Subbuteo set at a car-boot sale for fifty pence, and did I happen to know what the true value might
  be? I am always happy to try to help in these situations, but being disturbed at that ungodly hour was really a bit much! I politely informed him that without actually seeing the set in question it
  was rather difficult to give a valuation, but assured him that at fifty pence he had, without doubt, bought an absolute bargain. So it was that I decided it might be a good idea to write a book,
  from my own very unique perspective, about Subbuteo and my father, and give a glimpse of what life was like behind the scenes of the worlds best-known and much-loved table
  football game.


  From the moment I realised it was my duty, and indeed honour, to write this book, I decided from the outset to give an accurate account, and not to write it through rose-tinted spectacles, not
  to soften any hard edges. I am sure that you, the reader, would not wish that. You want to hear it straight. And you will, I promise you.


  A common assumption, voiced by numerous people over the years, is that it must have been an ideal period for me as a youngster, and indeed for my parents, to have been surrounded and totally
  involved in the whole Subbuteo thing. This was not necessarily the case. Yes, there was an abundance of money around, but money does not guarantee that everything is rosy. This is real life after
  all. There was a lot going on under the surface that was not apparent to the casual observer. In hindsight, I am surprised that I turned out to be the reasonably normal and well-balanced individual
  that I am, although some may refute that statement! Of course, the good times counterbalanced the not so good, and I saw and did many things as a young boy which, were it not for Subbuteo and the
  lifestyle it generated, I would not have experienced. For that I owe my dad a huge debt of gratitude.


  At this stage of an introduction I should tell the story of how the name Subbuteo came about. It is a question that is constantly asked of me, and rightly so, as it is quite an unusual name. The
  question of its origin has been raised a few times on various television and radio programmes, once on the panel game QI, hosted by the comedian, author and all-round sharp wit
  Stephen Fry, and also on Radio 2 with Steve Wright in a section he likes to call Factoids. I also recall a few newspaper articles and trivia books alluding to the origins of this extraordinary
  word, but I have to say, and I admit to being extremely petty here, the pronunciation always seems to rub me up the wrong way.


  In the main, most people tend to pronounce the word Subooteo and not Subewteo which is the correct way. A small point I admit, but it never fails to annoy me.


  Anyhow, the origin of the name. When Dad conceived the idea of the game he wanted to call it The Hobby, as in a pastime, but on approaching various patent agents and offices he was
  told that the name was too descriptive and too generic to be patented; that if he wanted to protect his idea he had better go away and think of another name and resubmit it. He became very
  frustrated by this and spent many a sleepless night mulling over another name for his brainchild. And even if he did come up with one, would the powers that be at the patent office allow him to use
  it? Would he be refused for a second time?


  Ornithology, or birds and bird watching to the uninitiated (the feathered variety I might add, although the skirted variety did also feature quite prominently at times, but more of that later),
  was of great interest to Dad, and it struck him that he could still use the word hobby, but in terms of the hobby hawk bird of prey. If he could perhaps find the Latin name for this
  particular creature, it might present a viable alternative but still keep the original idea. Scouring through the numerous bird books he owned he eventually found the hobby hawk with the Latin name
  of falco subbuteo. There it was in front of him. The answer to his dilemma. His new game was to be called Subbuteo.


  Mark Adolph





  Chapter 1


  The Early Years


  PETER ARTHUR ADOLPH, my dad, was born on 7th December 1916 in Brighton, East Sussex. At 77 Montpelier Road, Brighton, to be precise, which was, and still is to this day, a
  rather unremarkable street of Victorian houses, running from the sea front uphill to what is today the main shopping area of Brighton in Western Road. He was the only child of Gladys and Arthur
  Adolph, his father being an army officer who later became the secretary of the British Medical Association and then later on Appeals Secretary at St Bartholomews Hospital. So he was born
  into an ordinary middle-class family with, for the first ten years of his life, holidays being taken on the Isle of Wight at the same time every summer without fail.


  Life for the young Peter was very much on an even keel, until 1930 when his father suddenly died at the age of fifty-two from tuberculosis. Peter was only fourteen years of age. Obviously, this
  affected him and his mother in a bad way and almost immediately his mother decided that in both their interests, to help them get over the premature death of a much loved husband and father, they
  should move away from the south coast which had been their family home for a good many years, to start a new life in the London suburb of Chiswick. This was where Gladys had been brought up as a
  child so it seemed a logical place to relocate. She knew the area and Peter was young and would adapt easily and make new friends, as most youngsters of that age tend to do. The only worry for
  Gladys was that Peter, as well as herself of course, had to cope with mourning their husband and father, as well as settling into new surroundings.


  They moved into what was then a relatively new semi-detached residence, in Abinger Road, Chiswick. Again, a very middle-class area of outer London. Peter was offered a place at Gunnersbury Roman
  Catholic Grammar School, a stones throw from his new home in Chiswick, and it was at this school that Peter really started to flourish. He found he had a natural aptitude for figures, mental
  arithmetic in particular, a flair which had hitherto been dormant. It was this complete understanding of numbers and figures which would hold him in good stead in the future.


  I can well remember as a young child, maybe eight or nine years old, watching Dad add up page upon page of columns of figures in his head, running his finger swiftly up and down the columns and
  coming up with the total at the end, and this was in the days of pounds, shillings and pence or LSD as some people used to call it. As well as using this for purely practical business purposes, it
  soon developed into a kind of party trick. He would be given a list of figures, not necessarily monetary figures, and he would add them up in his head while somebody else used the more conventional
  method of an adding machine (not a calculator in those days) and nine times out of ten he would beat them to the answer and be correct as well. I have to add this is not a skill I have
  inherited.


  Apart from the arithmetic Peter was academically quite average, with school reports stating on more than one occasion that he had this tendency to drift off into his own little world and be
  completely oblivious to what was happening around him. He also found that he was developing an interest in natural history, particularly ornithology. I suppose Chiswick was not the ideal place in
  which to be living if this interest was to blossom, but Peter read books on the subject and soon became quite proficient at recognising various types of birds and some of their Latin names. Little
  did he know at the time how useful, and of course life changing, this would be in the future.


  Again, attending Gunnersbury Grammar School brought out the sporting side of Peter which he hadnt realised existed. Perhaps it was a case of getting involved in some physical exercise to
  help him cope with the sudden change of circumstances and the loss of his father. Whatever it was that made Peter involve himself so passionately in sport seemed to work because before long he was
  playing cricket and football for the school team. He became so keen and proficient at cricket, bowling being his strong point, that he had a trial for Middlesex schoolboys, playing for them on a
  regular basis. During the winter he played football for the school, and he was picked out as a player of some potential by scouts from Brentford Football Club. Peter was offered a trial with
  Brentford and duly accepted. He played a couple of games for the reserves, but unfortunately failed to meet the required standard to be offered a schoolboy contract. Things could have turned out
  very differently had he impressed during his short spell with the west London club.


  It was at Gunnersbury that Peter had a friend by the name of Geoffrey Wirrick. He lived a few streets away and was a keen football supporter, But Geoffrey followed the other west London side
  near to both their homes, namely Queens Park Rangers. Geoffrey, knowing that Peter had just been rejected by Brentford, played on his obvious bitterness and coaxed and cajoled him to go with him to
  watch their nearest rivals play. Peter and Geoffrey cycled the two miles or so from their homes in Chiswick every Saturday to watch Queens Park Rangers at Shepherds Bush. For Peter this was the
  start of a long-term love affair with QPR, which was passed down through the generations, to me and, in turn, to my own son, Thomas. Dad had often said that if he had to support a team other than
  QPR, it would have been Brentford, despite his rejection as a potential young player with the club.


  Peter was now sixteen years old, and his mother was finding it extremely hard financially to look after them both. So Peter was forced to leave Gunnersbury Grammar School, with hardly any
  qualifications, to try and find a job to help support himself and his mother. He didnt know at all what kind of work he was suited to, but a friend of his mothers, knowing the
  situation and being aware of his flair for figures, managed to secure him a position as an accounts clerk at a firm called Vesty Brothers in London, a processed meat production company. Peter
  seemed to settle in well to his first job, thriving on the responsibility. It must also have given him a sense of being the man of the house, which I suppose quite literally he was, as he was the
  main breadwinner. After paying for all his and his mothers domestic bills, Peter found he still had a small amount of disposable income to indulge in a newly found interest in music.


  He was a particular fan of Bing Crosby and had a fondness for the big band sound of the era. He could often be found after a days work scouring the record stalls in Shepherds Bush market
  for recordings of Joe Loss and his Orchestra, Sydney Hilton, Jack Payne and his Band, and, of course, Bing Crosby, or just Bing as he affectionately called him. He would spend all evening listening
  to them on his gramophone or tuning in to a live recording of a big band on his crystal radio set.


  Such was his interest in music that by the time he was twenty-one, he joined a big band purely on an amateur basis, as a singer, or crooner as they were referred to in those days.
  The band was The Oscar Rabin Band, or Oscar Rabin and his Romany Band as they were more commonly known. They used to perform on a regular basis at the Hammersmith Palais, at tea dances or evening
  concerts, and Peters crooning experience culminated in a live broadcast from the Palais on 15th March 1939, when he sang tunes such as Tears On My Pillow, If You Were
  The Only Girl, Jeepers Creepers, and about half a dozen others. He was just twenty-two years old. I am sure that many people tuned in to listen to this broadcast on their
  crystal radio sets, just as Peter had been doing only a year or so earlier. If you scour through specialist record shops now it is still possible to buy recordings of Oscar Rabin and his Band, but
  whether they are ones with Dad singing on them, I really do not know.


  Peter was a highly thought of member of staff at Vesty Brothers, so he was given the opportunity, by way of future promotion, to study Cost and Works accountancy and Spanish. The firms
  beef cattle were reared in Uruguay and it was hoped that Peter would get his qualification and learn a smattering of Spanish, enough to get by initially, and go to Uruguay to work.


  This never materialised as, having joined the RAF Volunteer Reserve in 1937, he was called up at the start of the Second World War in 1939, and posted to RAF Brize Norton in Oxfordshire. I think
  Peter was quite keen on working in South America at the time, so to have that hope dashed and be drafted to Oxfordshire to serve his country was a little annoying for him to say the least.


  Family stories have it that Peter hated flying so a posting to Brize Norton was not the most appropriate place to be doing his national service, but I know this is not the case. I dont
  believe he would have joined the RAF Reserve in the first place had he had a fear of flying. It would not have been an option.


  As it turned out, he never took to the skies and spent his time at Brize Norton driving supplies around the base and working in the stores. Not the most glamorous of jobs but someone had to do
  it. It was here that he learned to drive, on the RAF trucks, and he never passed a driving test.


  Peter was one never to take being told what to do lightly and detested any kind of authority figure. He was very much his own person. One day he was told by a very senior officer to get his hair
  cut. Peter, being Peter, turned round and in no uncertain terms told him to get your own bloody hair cut! Subsequently, he spent the next seven days in jankers as he
  called it. Jail to you and me. He never regretted his outburst and insisted he would say it again if he had to, and suffer the consequences once more. Thats how he was.


  I remember him telling me that after the war, whenever he was trying to impress the ladies, he would tell them that he served in the RAF for the duration of the war, which, of course, was quite
  correct. But instead of telling them what he really did, he said unashamedly that he, and I quote his exact words here, was a navigator in a bomber over Berlin. He even used this line
  on my mother when they first met, but I think she saw through his little lies! It became a bit of a family in joke, and because he worked in the stores I used to call him a
  potato peeler.


  When the war finished Peter was returned to civilian life, none the worse for wear after his rather cushy spell at Brize Norton. Near the end of the war his mother had moved from Chiswick to the
  little Kentish village of Langton Green which is located a couple of miles from Tunbridge Wells. It was to this new home that Peter returned. The house was called The Lodge, a single-storey
  building standing at the intersection of a main road and an extremely long driveway which led to a large private house called Ashurst Place, now used as a private nursing home. Their new home, as
  the name implies, used to be the lodge or gatehouse for this very dominating building in the mid-1800s.


  1946 was a hard time for a lot of people. Many men were finding it difficult to get back onto a pre-war footing and find their way in a much-changing Britain. Peter, of course, was no different
  and the future was looking a little bleak for him. No job and year upon year of not much to look forward to, or so it appeared. Peter never had been one to rest on his laurels, so with much
  determination and resolve he decided to use his pre-war knowledge of figures and accounts and bookkeeping to land himself a job in London as a civil servant with the Pensions Office.


  This meant many hours travelling from Tunbridge Wells to London, and I dont think that the irony was lost on him that, had he still been living in Chiswick, it would have made his life a
  lot easier. But he was living in the Garden of England, and at least he had a job with reasonable, if not fantastic, pay.


  But Peter very quickly started to get extremely bored with office life, and his enthusiasm for the job soon waned. He had started paying too much attention to the female workers and on more than
  one occasion had to be cautioned by his superiors for sitting around the typing pool with the secretaries, not doing a stroke of work. Another brush with authority was very much on the cards. One
  final caution by his bosses was too much for Peter and he told them what they could with his job and promptly left. No jankers this time, but he was out of a job and had to get himself back on
  track pretty quickly.


  It was now that the real entrepreneurial side of Peter really started to take hold, and so he grabbed the bull by the horns and decided that working for someone else was not for him. The only
  way forward in this life was to work for yourself, to be in control of your own destiny without someone constantly looking over your shoulder and telling you what you should and should not be
  doing. He decided that he would start his own natural history business from scratch, dealing mainly in rare birds eggs. He had a few contacts which he had made over the years from his
  general interest in the subject and it was now time to put these to good use. He soon found that there were many like-minded people around who shared his interest in natural history and ornithology
  in particular, and his business started to take off. But he very quickly realised that due to Mother Nature this was a very seasonal business. The spring and summer months were very good and he
  made money during these times, but as soon as autumn and winter took hold, business completely dried up and he was left wondering where the next penny would be coming from. What to do? He needed to
  be earning some money during the winter.


  What Peter did not want was to work for someone else again. He was definitely cut out to be his own boss, not to pander to others. With the upsurge of interest in sports after the war,
  especially in football and to a lesser extent cricket, and on a complete whim, Peter thought that it would be a good idea to see if it was feasible to make a football game that could be played by
  all the family, especially during long winter months. After all, as with the natural history business, he would be turning an interest into something he could possibly make money from.


  Peter was aware there had been a table-top football game on the market before the war called Newfooty, but this had ceased production with the onset of hostilities although, confusingly, there
  were some people who say that the game carried on in production right through the war and never stopped until the early sixties. It is a debate which will continue for a very long time, I am sure,
  but Peter thought that he could improve on any football game on the market and it was when he was whiling away a few empty hours at home at The Lodge that he started fiddling around with an old
  blue button that had come off his mothers coat. It suddenly dawned on him that what he had in his hand could be the breakthrough he was looking for in his football game. The button had a
  flat bottom and rounded sides, but was hollow in the middle. He thought that if a washer or another type of weight was placed in this space it would give the base balance and swerve. He tested his
  theory and found it worked. It was a definite improvement on many of the other football games around.


  Peter thought he was on to something, but decided to test the market, without any product being available, before continuing any further down the line. So he placed an advert in Boys
  Own magazine which had a circulation of around 250,000. He had no real idea of how the game would eventually be presented, if at all, but more or less plucked a selling price out of thin air.
  It would cost seven shillings and sixpence (37.5p). The advertisement cost him the princely sum of two pounds and ten shillings (2.50).


  He applied for a patent and registered the game. Interestingly, no mention was made in the patent of the now famous flicking method of propulsion, or fingertip control. Instead, it stated that
  propulsion was by means of using an implement similar to the small, flat wooden spoons that were used when eating from an ice-cream tub. It just goes to show how embryonic the idea was, and that it
  was still fermenting inside Peters head. The advert was due to appear in the Boys Own in the late summer of 1946 and Peter had done all he could for the time being. The only
  thing to do was sit back and see if he got any response from his shot-in-the-dark advert.


  Meanwhile, he was to concentrate on his natural history business and out of the blue he got a call from an egg collector in America asking him if he was able to evaluate his collection. This was
  in the days when this type of collecting was perfectly legal, not frowned upon at all. Peter jumped at a trip to the USA. It would mean a boost to his business. He promptly booked himself on the
  first available trip on the RMS Queen Elizabeth sailing to New York. Although he was focused on his upcoming collection evaluation, aboard the Queen Elizabeth he still found his mind
  wandering to the advertisement and how he would proceed further if, hope of hopes, something should come of it. If it did, it would only be a few general enquires he thought, but he felt he had to
  be at least mentally prepared for any possible outcome.


  It was on the second day of his stay in New York that Peter, preparing himself for that afternoons visit to his American client, heard a knock on the door of his hotel room. It was the
  bellboy from the hotel reception, standing there with a cable in his hand which he passed to Peter. He tipped him and sat on the bed to read the cable. Could it be from his client cancelling the
  appointment? Had he made the long trip to the USA for nothing? Although he had certainly experienced an interesting and very enjoyable journey on the certainly if nothing else. On closer inspection
  he noticed the cable was from England. Something is wrong with Mum, he must have thought. Indeed, the cable was from his mother, but it informed him that she had received a total of 7,500 in
  7s.6d postal orders in response to his advert in Boys Own, each one ordering a game which did not exist. In Peters mind it did, certainly, but there was nothing of a tangible
  nature. His mother also wanted to know what she should do with the postal orders. Peter cabled back immediately with the response: Bank them. These days such an amount would be worth
  more than 200,000.


  Peter kept his appointment that afternoon and, with his mind still racing, tried to evaluate his clients egg collection as best he could under the circumstances. He had planned to stay in
  New York for a while to take in the sights of this magnificent city, but such was his eagerness to return to England as soon as possible, he cut short his trip. He could always come back another
  time, maybe even as a rich man.


  Back home in Langton Green, Peters mother was frantically doing all she could to prepare for her sons imminent return, and the production and despatch of his new football game,
  although without him actually being there to oversee proceedings her help would be somewhat limited.


  She did manage, however, to enlist the help of a close friend of Peters, Jim Murphy, who lived in Tunbridge Wells. Everyone called him Spud for some reason, probably a cross between the
  Irish surname and the Irish Potato Famine of 1845. In later years he was just plain old Uncle Spud to me. Having had the situation about her sons activities explained to him,
  although I think he already knew about the advert, Spud was very sceptical about whether they could actually produce and despatch a game in a reasonable amount of time to those who had parted with
  their hard-earned cash. With a great deal of persuasion and positive talking she managed to win Spud round and by the time Peter had arrived back from his trip to the USA, the orders had been
  systematically filed and the postal orders counted and banked, ready for the important part of the operation  producing a football game.


  They had turned an unused spare bedroom at the rear of the house into something resembling a command centre, from where all the games were to be produced, assembled and despatched. The main
  problem was the post-war lack of raw materials, so they had to make the best of what was available at the time. Having the bases moulded would have been a very time-consuming process under the
  circumstances, so Peter decided that his best bet would be to revert to his original idea of using buttons. He made a bulk purchase of plastic buttons from Woolworths, similar to the one
  from his mothers coat, which would then be cut to shape and lead washers used to add ballast and balance.


  Wire goals with paper nets were made and acetate balls were sourced quite quickly. There was to be no pitch for these early games, instead a packet of chalk was included in the sets with the
  suggestion that the pitch be marked out on an old army blanket. What Peter did not anticipate was that this did actually prove to be very popular with customers as they could determine their own
  size of playing pitch, which meant playing on a table was easier than having a regular-sized pitch which was likely to mean playing on the floor. The texture of the army blanket was also ideally
  suited for playing the game as it gave purchase when flicking the figures. There was no research done into the army blanket: it was just plain good luck that it happened to be so perfect. And in
  those days most households had one.


  The cardboard playing figures which were to sit on top of the bases proved a sticking point  no pun intended. There was no quick method of having these produced. A great deal of searching
  led to a firm in Leeds by the name of Petty and Company who were able to print the figures in the fastest possible time. They were to be printed in basic red shirt, white shorts and blue shirt
  format. These were the quickest and cheapest colours to print at the time and by now every second counted.


  Peter, his mother and Spud spent every available hour cutting bases, assembling goals, but they were still awaiting the arrival of the elusive printed figures from Petty and Co. which were
  taking longer than expected. By the early part of 1947 Peter was receiving letters from customers who had paid their money only to find no game was forthcoming. A few people even accused Peter of
  being a conman such was the delay in fulfilling the orders in a reasonable amount of time. To this end Peter placed another advert in the magazine, apologising profusely for the delay in the
  despatch of the games, explaining that a delay in manufacturing was to blame and orders would be sent out as soon as possible.


  This appeared to appease the anxious customers, the letters of complaint died down considerably and all three of them were able to tackle the task in hand. The printed figures had arrived and
  they all breathed a sigh of relief for they could now finalise the orders, assemble the boxes and despatch the games to their rightful owners.


  This had taken around six months from the time of the first Boys Own advert. A new patent had been applied for, and subsequently granted, incorporating the fingertip control method
  rather than the spoons idea.


  I believe that having capital in the bank from advance orders on a product that had yet to be produced is a unique situation for any new enterprise. All the while further orders for the game had
  been flooding in on the back of the original advert, but at least now the original ones had been dealt with and something resembling a system had now developed, making the processing of the
  subsequent orders a lot easier to handle.


  Peter was by now in a buoyant mood over the initial response to his game, and he sent a note, together with advertising leaflets, to a good friend of his in ornithological circles. It was
  handwritten on headed notepaper which had printed on the top, P.A. ADOLPH, DISTRIBUTOR OF TABLE SOCCER (patent applied for). The note read as follows:


  
    
      
        To. Major W. M. Congreve


        You may be interested to see


        What I have been doing in my spare


        Time (between 3&4 am in the morning!)


        p.a.a. 11/3/47


        Somehow I think my boys will go


        For it as a winter occupation. Has CHG


        Still his magazine going?

      

    

  


  Not one to let a situation rest, Peter decided to advertise again in Boys Own magazine, and the Eagle comic, and presumably he was after some information from his friend
  Major Congreve about other magazines in which to advertise. Once again the response was overwhelming with many thousands of customers sending in their money for this new table football game. The
  game was becoming self-capitalising because it was only available by mail-order.


  Until 1948 all leaflets and adverts simply had the words Its a Sports Game printed on them as a basic description, but Peter wanted to create a more substantial identity for
  his new game and applied to register the trademark as The Hobby. As we know, this was thought of as too generic and a now famous and recognisable name was born, one which would be
  associated with a specific type of table football all over the world.


  It was now that Peter tried some very underhand tactics. The rival Newfooty game had been using endorsements by Stanley Matthews, so without hesitation Peter set about getting printed thousands
  of leaflets for Subbuteo stating that Stanley Matthews also endorsed his new game. Of course, he had no permission from the great man himself. Peter spent a fortune on these leaflets, knowing full
  well there might be some comeback, either from Newfooty or more likely from Matthews. He was chancing his arm here and not surprisingly it was well and truly bitten. He received a letter from
  Stanley Matthews personally stating in no uncertain terms that if Peter did not destroy these leaflets straight away he would sue him up to the eyeballs. Peter, of course, did not have a leg to
  stand on and grudgingly withdrew the leaflets, burning every one of them. All that money up in smoke, but it was certainly cheaper and less hassle than being taken to court. I think Peter learned
  his lesson on this occasion.


  It soon became very apparent that the spare back bedroom at The Lodge was just not able to cope with the influx of orders. The lack of space was starting to have an effect on the system used to
  deal with orders. More space was definitely required so Peter started making enquires about a property in the centre of Langton Green which had suitable outbuildings. The cherry on the cake as far
  as this potential property was concerned was that it was right next door to the village post office, which would be beneficial as far as mail-order was concerned.


  He viewed other properties in the area but none were as suitable as the one in the village centre. So Peter decided to go for the property which was called Upper Birchetts. It was a three-storey
  building, large enough for him and his mother to live in. To the rear was a double garage with enormous storage rooms above. It had been a stable and a hayloft many years previously.


  Having moved in, Peter found he had too much space at that time. He soon realised he had to justify the financial outlay on the new premises, that each square foot had to be paying its way.


  The cut-down buttons were soon to be a thing of the past and the bases were now to be moulded in Maidstone, Kent, giving the game a much more professional feel, both visually and when playing
  it. Toy shops and sports shops were being targeted by Peter as potential retail outlets for the game, but for some strange reason, at that moment anyway, none of the shops were remotely interested
  in taking Subbuteo. Peter tried to get them interested in a sale or return scheme, but again no one was interested. So the business was forced to keep operating on a mail-order basis only for the
  time being.


  Peter had by now been receiving many letters from customers wanting to know if they were able to purchase teams in their favourite club colours, instead of playing with the red and blue shirted
  figures and just using their imagination. Of course, this was to be the way forward. Purchasing their first set would be just the start of their involvement with the game and they would want to
  collect more teams and accessories. Peter could see straight away that this was more or less a licence to print money. First, get them hooked and then reel them in was how he used to describe this.
  Mercenary for sure, but business is business!


  Buoyed on by this early success, Peter thought it would be beneficial to take his game to a toys and games convention in Brussels, Belgium, to see what response the Europeans would have to it,
  and also to find out the logistics of expanding the game into mainland Europe. On his arrival in Belgium, it suddenly occurred to him that, of course, he would have to present the game in French,
  of which he had just a smattering. For some reason, it never entered his head that this would be the case. He thought that everyone would understand it in English. A typically English attitude!
  However, French it had to be and so to give himself a little courage he started to hit the complimentary alcohol a little too vigorously. He managed to present his game to the convention 
  just  but later on had to be carried back to his hotel room to sleep it off.


  When he returned to Langton Green after the convention a letter was waiting for him from a Belgian solicitor. It stated that Peter had paid far too much attention to the wife of one of the
  delegates, while being the worse for wear following his alcohol consumption, and that this particular man would be challenging him to a dual with swords! Peter took legal advice on the matter and
  agreed to pay the offended delegate a sum that would satisfy his dignity. A sum he later agreed would have satisfied anyones dignity!


  The Subbuteo machine was now on a roll and to celebrate he went out and treated himself to a brand-new car  a Bristol 400 series (OPJ 6); the first of three Bristol cars he would own.





End of sample
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