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Chapter 1 -

A Legend Returns






8th May, 2009

The Dripping Pan, Lewes, East Sussex

More than 28 years since he last played a
competitive game for Brighton & Hove Albion, Peter Ward has
returned to Sussex to appear in the eighth annual Robert Eaton
Memorial Fund charity match.

An 8,000 mile round trip, a titanium knee and
a little self-doubt (“I hope that they aren’t too good”) aren’t
enough to stop Brighton’s all-time record scorer and Sussex’s most
popular sportsman from taking his place in the Brighton Supporters
team. The presence of Ward, a few weeks short of his 54th birthday,
has helped to draw a record crowd —double that of the previous
year— and a healthy contribution to the REMF.

Many of the spectators and a few of his
teammates are too young to have seen Ward’s skills light up the
Goldstone Ground pitch in the late 1970s. Others, including myself,
are not, and have spent the last quarter of a century hoping that
we might be lucky enough to see another player of Wardy’s calibre
don the blue and white stripes… we’re still waiting.

Between 1976 and 1980, Peter Ward gave the
Goldstone faithful the gift of expectation. If Ward had the ball,
the anticipation levels in the crowd elevated beyond anything that
I have experienced in thirty-five years of watching the Albion. For
a seven-year-old boy living in Hollingdean, Brighton & Hove
Albion made Saturdays special: Peter Ward made Brighton & Hove
Albion special. Evening games were even more exciting — the smell
of pipe smoke still evokes memories of the buzzing Goldstone
floodlights transforming the pitch into the most wonderful bright
green stage. --

I was far from alone in my adoration for the
Seagulls and their wispy, high-stepping number 8. Crowds of over
25,000 were commonplace and Ward was the main attraction.

His legacy continues and his popularity seems
undiminished: a framed picture of Wardy overlooks the desk of Dean
Harding, the owner of Hardings Catering based at Brighton
Racecourse. A similar photo adorns the office of Paul Goldsmith,
the boss of First IT fifteen miles or so up the road. There’s even
a poster of ‘The Legend’ hanging in my local fishmongers’ store,
twenty miles out of Brighton. Maybe it is, as my wife would say,
that ‘men of a certain age’ don’t want to lose touch with the days
when the goals were flying in and everything else seemed so much
simpler.

If any proof is required to confirm Ward’s
status, it is readily available: in 2005, viewers of BBC Football
Focus voted Ward as Brighton’s all-time cult-hero. Four years
later, participants in a Sky Sports survey agreed: Peter Ward is
Brighton’s All-Time Great.

* * *

Amongst the crowd at Lewes is Lisa Stevenson.
Lisa and her husband John owned Albion Gifts on Brighton seafront.
John, an avid Albion supporter, had become friends with Peter Ward
during a family holiday in Florida in early 2001.

On one of Peter’s trips to the UK, John
presented him with a gift —a seat from the late Goldstone Ground.
The gift —“the best that I’ve ever received from a fan”— is
displayed alongside Peter’s trophies and medals in the front room
of his Tampa home. Sadly, John passed away suddenly in April of
2004, leaving two sons, Jack and Harvey Albion.

In 2001, Peter had sent a signed photograph
to John’s brother’s brother-in-law in New York. The recipient of
the photograph worked in the World Trade Centre —a gentleman by the
name of Robert Eaton.

* * *

Brighton’s opponents in the REMF match are
supporters of Crystal Palace, a team whose rivalry with Brighton
helped make the glory days so much more exciting, and whose fans
sang their own edited, less-than-complimentary version of ‘He Shot,
He Scored, it must be Peter Ward’.

Palace clearly haven’t read the script and
score two early goals. What’s more, their left-back demonstrates
that old habits die hard by twice flooring Ward with crunching
challenges from behind. Maybe his tackles are a tribute to football
in the 1970s?

Any motivational half-time talk for the
Brighton team appears to have had little effect as Palace score
again shortly thereafter. A ray of hope as Albion get a goal is
quickly dimmed as Palace score a fourth. Game over? Well, not
quite: a second Brighton goal is scored; then a third, by Ward’s
ex-Brighton teammate Ricky Marlowe. Next, in true dramatic fashion,
a late far-post header makes the score 4-4.

A penalty shoot-out begins to decide the
outcome. First up for Brighton, Peter Ward…












Chapter 2 -

Georgie Best Boots and Broken Windows






He would play with his mates and he would
always make them look like fools, even if they were two or three
years older. He always made people look daft with his skills: he
was very small and people didn’t believe that he could play
football until they actually saw him play.

– Colin Ward, on his son Peter.






Peter David Ward was born on Wednesday, 27th
July, 1955 at St. Michael’s Hospital in Lichfield, Staffordshire.
The first child of Colin and Mavis Ward, Peter’s early months were
spent in Tamworth, about 20 miles to the north east of Birmingham,
where his father worked as a compositor for the Tamworth
Herald.

Peter’s parents, Mavis and Colin, were
married in the May before his birth: they first met at the age of
15, as members of the Derby Serenaders Carnival band. The
Serenaders were formed by Fred Ward —Peter’s grandfather— and three
of his friends shortly before the start of the Second World War;
the band is still going strong. The band was very much the focal
point for the Wards during the 50s, 60s and 70s; just one of a
number of romances that blossomed to the beat of the Serenaders was
that between drum major Colin and solo drummer Mavis. It wasn’t
long before baby Peter was encouraged to play the music that was in
his blood, as one of Colin’s earliest memories of his son
illustrates: ‘Peter was also a drummer and, although it is hard to
believe, he was playing a miniature drum when he was sat in his
pram —it was in his genes.’

With Colin working full-time, Mavis found
life in Tamworth to be a little lonely; just two months after
Peter’s birth the family moved to Burton, within nine miles of
Mavis’ family and friends in Derby. For the next two years, the
young family lived in Burton High Street, in a flat which had been
provided by Colin’s new employers, Tresises Printers.

Mavis remembers young Peter as a well-behaved
youngster, who rarely provoked cross words from his parents: ‘A
real good little lad. You could take him anywhere: he was
marvellous.’ These sentiments are echoed by her husband: ‘He was no
trouble; always well behaved.’

By the time Peter could walk, the family had
moved again: this time, to a new council house in Chaddesden, a
suburb of Derby. This was home for Peter until he moved to Brighton
two months before his twentieth birthday in 1975. Over 50 years
after they first moved in, this remains the home of Colin and
Mavis.

The new front garden provided the perfect
venue for Ward junior to learn the skills that would see him become
one of the hottest properties in British football. Although, as
Colin recalls, the garden did need a little alteration:

Peter kicked a ball around as soon as he could walk.
From the time that he was two, we would play for hours. We used to
play in front of the window: we had specifically laid slabs for
that purpose.

We had an archway with roses which was one goal; the
end of the house was the other goal. I didn’t let him have it all
his own way. We played with a little plastic ball and he could
instinctively kick it with either foot.

In addition to providing the improvised front
garden training venue, the move to Chaddesden also situated the
family within walking distance of the home of Colin’s brother,
Maurice, and his family. Colin had always been a keen footballer,
and his older brother Maurice had been a very skilful player.
Coveted by the then top division Preston North End, Maurice
declined the chance to sign a professional contract as his wife
thought that the £8 a week on offer was not sufficient to look
after their family. Maurice’s sons, Bob and Dave, were born within
a couple of years of Peter, and proved to be ideal playmates.

Peter and his cousins were rarely separated,
progressing from the front garden to the street and then to the
local recreation field. As Peter explains, football was quickly
becoming his focus:

I was always playing football with my cousins in the
street. Then we went up the green —a little field about 10 minutes
walk from my house. From age 6 or 7 to 15, we picked two sides and
we played, every night. Homework, what was that? I never did
homework —I wasn’t thick but I didn’t care to do any. I did it when
I got to school in the morning.

I didn’t do badly at tests and exams —I’d get A’s
and B’s— but then I’d have E’s and stuff in the class because, as
the teachers said, I was a little pain in the arse.

Every break time we just played football —we didn’t
do anything else.

As captain of the Cavendish Close Junior
School football team, Peter decided that he was going to be a
centre forward:

I was always a forward —scoring goals. Dribble the
ball and score goals, that’s all I ever did —I was a greedy little
so-and-so. My teammates would say “give him a ball and we’ll have
another one.” I was hopeless at defending, though, and tried to
avoid having to do too much of that!

In the winter, football would give way to
rugby during physical education lessons, much to the young Ward’s
irritation:

I hated rugby. I used to go mad when we had to do
rugby in PE because the idiot teacher would always get me, as the
smallest, to tackle someone. I would always be the stupid hooker in
the middle as well, getting punched and kicked —I hated it. I used
to tell them, “I’m not playing bloody rugby!”

I didn’t mind playing cricket in the summer months
and I was alright, but I wouldn’t say I was any good. I just wanted
to play football.

In the Cavendish Close team, Ward was
partnered in attack by Andy Rowland. Rowland also progressed to the
professional game and went on play over 330 times for Swindon
Town.

At the age of nine, with the birth of his
sister, Gail, Peter lost his only-child status and with it the
focus of his parents’ attention. This may have been fortuitous for
Peter, as the balance between school work and football was tipping
very much toward the latter.

As Ward and his cousins grew and became
quicker and stronger, wayward shots at goal and misplaced passes
during their street soccer games became a concern for the
neighbours:

I broke many windows at home and on the street. I
remember one day when I was playing in the street: I‘d hit this
ball really hard and my shoe flew off. The ball went one way; my
shoe went the other and hit and broke my next-door neighbour’s
window. If something like that happened we’d normally run off, but
my shoe had been stuck in the window so I couldn’t plead innocent
to that one!

Another time, I was playing in a friend’s back yard.
I hit this volley straight through the next-door neighbour’s window
and the ball landed on their table as they were having Sunday
dinner. I could hear the woman shrieking ‘Peter Ward! We’re going
to tell your father!’ I got a crack around the head and we had to
pay for a new pane of glass.

* * *

Peter enrolled at Darwin Senior School at the
age of eleven, which meant the end of the prolific Ward/Rowland
partnership. Andy attended a school on the other side of the city
while Peter settled in to life at Darwin, affectionately known as
Colditz by its students.

The big star of Derby schools football at the
time was Steve Powell. Playing for Bemrose School, Powell caught
the eye of legendary management duo, Brian Clough and Peter Taylor,
who, at the time, were in charge of Derby County. Steve made his
debut in the Derby first team just 30 days after his 16th birthday
and won the league championship in his first season with the
Rams.

Ward was not given a chance to play for the
Derby Schools representative team although Powell and Rowland were
both regular members. Despite scoring goals by the hatful, Ward’s
slight frame meant that he was consistently overlooked for
opportunities beyond his school team:

I never played for Derby boys or the County
representative team because they thought that I was too small. I
didn’t complain about it at that age because I assumed that they
knew what they were talking about.

I remember going to Derby County’s camp for two or
three weeks during one school holiday. One of the trainers was Jim
Walker [Derby County midfielder], with whom I later played at
Brighton.

I won the Best Camper award in my Georgie Best
boots, but they still weren’t interested in giving me a trial for
their boys’ team.

Colin Ward agrees that his son’s small
stature made it easy for the scouts and coaches to fail to notice
Peter:

Peter was successful in both Junior and Senior
school sides but it was the big lads who were chosen to represent
the town team. He always made people look daft with his skills: he
was very small and people couldn’t believe that he could play
football until they saw him play. All the kids at school would tell
me that he should be in the Derby schools team.

Ignoring the knockbacks from the regional
representative teams, Colin was still hopeful that his son had a
chance to fulfil his dream of becoming a professional footballer
and tried to encourage league teams to take a look at him:

I wrote a letter to Matt Busby at Manchester United
telling him about Peter. The club wrote back to me and they wanted
to know in which fixtures they could come to see him play.
Unfortunately, he was at the age where there were no set fixtures,
so I couldn’t send a useful reply.

Even within school, Ward’s size led those in
a position to motivate and inspire to do the exact opposite. In his
final year of school, Peter had an appointment with one of the
teachers, Mr Kelly, who had taken on the role of career advisor for
the soon to be departing students. Asked what he wanted to do, Ward
had only one answer: “Be a footballer”. With no hesitation, Mr.
Kelly offered his advice: “No chance. You are too small.” With
that, the meeting was over. Years later, Ward resisted the urge to
say ‘Up Yours’ to Mr Kelly when he was invited back to the school
as guest of honour at an awards ceremony.

* * *

Like many boys, Peter’s football allegiance
was, and still is, firmly with Manchester United (even if he is a
little embarrassed to give any indication of this when in the
company of Brighton supporters). Much like the present day, it was
a hugely exciting time for United; league titles, European success
and the attacking trio of George Best, Denis Law and Bobby Charlton
created a combination of excitement and skill that was irresistible
to many young football fans.

Peter’s bedroom was a shrine to United: ‘MU’
was written in huge red letters across his bedroom ceiling, “so
that people in the street could see it.” The tribute was somewhat
tainted when little sister Gail decided that she wanted her half of
the room to be decorated with pictures of the children’s television
puppets, singing piglet twins Pinky and Perky.

Occasionally, Peter travelled on his own to
watch United play; one such trip occurred during a family holiday
in Blackpool. With his parents’ permission, Peter, who was only 10
or 11 years old at the time, caught the train from Blackpool to
Manchester to see United take on Newcastle in an evening kick-off.
On another occasion at about the same time, Peter travelled alone
on a train to London to see United take on Tottenham Hotspur at
White Hart Lane. Peter was kept out of trouble by an older
Tottenham supporter whom he’d met in the capital and, having
enjoyed the game, returned home safe and sound.

One United game against Tottenham remains
clear in Peter’s memory:

I was at the game when Bestie [George Best] scored
the lob against Tottenham. I was in the North Stand at Old
Trafford. I‘d gone on the train, changed at Stoke.

George was my favourite player and I used to pretend
to be him when we played in the streets as kids. Unfortunately, he
finished playing in the States before I went over there and I
didn’t get to play against him.

I’ve got one of Bestie’s shirts, though —someone
offered me five grand for it. I was tempted, but didn’t sell
it.

This game took place in February of 1971,
when Peter was 15 years old. It was George Best’s first game at Old
Trafford, following the lifting of a ban imposed by his own club.
Best had been punished for missing a training session: the result
of an extended stay in the London flat of his latest girlfriend,
actress Sinead Cusack. Back in time to face Tottenham, Best
produced a glorious display in a 2-1 win for United.

Phil Beal, one of the Spurs players who were
bested by George’s precise, gentle lob in this game, eventually
signed with Brighton in July of 1975; two months after Ward. Also
part of the Tottenham team that day were two more of Peter’s future
team-mates, Joe Kinnear and Martin Chivers, and Peter’s future
manager, Alan Mullery. Coincidently, one of Mullery’s first
decisions after becoming Ward’s Brighton manager was to terminate
the contracts of both Beal and Kinnear. Beal eventually joined the
Los Angeles Aztecs, where his teammates included none other than
George Best.

Ward was keen on seeing as many of United’s
matches as he could, but, closer to home, Clough and Taylor’s
revolution at Derby County was capturing the imagination of the
locals. Colin Ward bought season tickets for himself and his son
and these were renewed until Peter signed a professional contract
with Burton Albion. By this time, Clough and Taylor had left Derby
and taken over at Third Division Brighton. Whilst Clough had soon
moved on, this time to an ill-fated 44-day reign at Leeds United,
Taylor stayed on the south coast and was responsible for signing
Ward for Brighton.

* * *

During his final couple of years at school,
on the rare occasions that Ward’s focus veered away from football,
his attentions moved to girls. His cousin Dave was a keen ally in
this pursuit:

I would tell my parents that I was going to Pete’s
to play football and he would tell his parents that he was coming
over to mine. Instead, we would go and meet a couple of girls at
the local park. One of the girls was Julie, to whom I’ve now been
married for 30 years.

Young Ward’s courting techniques sometimes
scored more highly for initiative than for honesty…

When I was a kid, there was a girl whom I really
liked at school; unfortunately, one of my friends, Steve Hendry,
also liked her. He asked me to give her some chocolates that he had
bought for her. I said that I would and I took them ‘round to her,
but I told her they were from me! I don’t know if either of them
ever found out.

The Serenaders band was a popular meeting
point for the local youth and it was here that Peter met his future
wife, Suzanne (Sue) Shardlow:

I met Pete the day after he turned 14. On Sunday
mornings, we would practice with the band; in the afternoons, the
boys would play football and the girls would go to watch.
Sometimes, we’d be invited to Sunday tea with them and sometimes,
we wouldn’t, so we’d just go home.

Pete’s total passion was football: Manchester
United, playing football, every minute was football. I didn’t mind
because I liked football too. I was a Derby fan and Pete and his
dad used to go. Me and my friends would go and stand on the
terraces, the rowdy side, and we’d see Pete and his dad in the posh
seats.

* * *

In addition to providing a social focus, the
Serenaders —as an extended family— also provided Peter with the
opportunity to expand his football horizons beyond the school team.
Colin Ward explains:

The band led to Peter’s involvement with the local
football team. Once a year, the band would spend a weekend in
Lowestoft to compete in a contest. There would be a challenge
football match on the beach between the Serenaders and members of
the other bands. Peter would play and always excelled.

Charlie Simpson, who married Peter’s cousin Sue, was
a player with a local side. He recommended Peter to his club,
Borrowash United. Many of the players thought Peter would be too
small, but they soon realised how good a player he was.

Peter continues the story:

Until I was 14 I only played at school —there
weren’t any organised leagues apart from school. When I was 14, I
played for a men’s team, Borrowash United.

That was good: I had a couple of “uncles” playing.
Well, they weren’t uncles but cousin’s husbands, so they were
young. They were in their 20s and I was 14.

Playing on Saturdays at Deans Drive
recreation ground in sky blue and maroon striped shirts, Borrowash
United was run by Eric and Eileen Cockayne. Eric managed the first
team and his wife Eileen —being a very early trailblazer for women
football managers— took charge of the reserves. Peter became good
friends with Eric and Eileen’s sons, Dave and Mick, and was a
regular guest at the Cockayne’s dinner table.

Having quickly broken into the first team,
Ward was presented with the club’s Most Improved Player award for
the 1971-72 season. The following season, he was voted the club’s
Player of the Year as United were runners-up in the Derbyshire
Football Association Junior Cup.

By now, Ward’s talent for goal scoring was
starting to attract attention and he was approached by one of the
top local senior teams, Redfern Athletic. “I joined Redfern
Athletic, who were a very good local team in Derby. I scored seven
one day, and I’d only been there a few games.”

Sixteen-year-old Ward followed the seven-goal
haul with another five goals just two weeks later. With Ward’s
goals as a catalyst, Redfern went on to be crowned Derby and
District Senior Football League Division One champions and Cup
winners for 1972-73. They followed this with the Premier League
double the following season.

* * *

Peter left school at the age of 15 without
any formal qualifications and started a three year apprenticeship
at Rolls-Royce, one of the largest employers in the area. Life at
‘Royces’ didn’t hold huge appeal for Ward and when he left, three
years later, he vowed never to work in a factory again:

Everybody went from school to a job. I had a few
interviews at different places and chose Rolls Royce for some
reason, I don’t know why —I was hopeless. I was an aero engine
fitter and was there a couple of years— I passed my
apprenticeship.

It was near my Grandad’s house and if I was on
nightshift I would sneak out and go round to him to watch
Sportsnight or Star Soccer on telly.

I didn’t want to work — I hated it. I remember
thinking, is this it?

* * *

Ward’s goals ensured that factory life
certainly wasn’t ‘it’ and playing two or three times every weekend
didn’t slow down his progress. Three hat-tricks in a matter of
weeks, including one in a 9-0 win against Normanton Celtic, had put
Ward in the local league spotlight even if, by today’s standards,
his pre-match preparation wasn’t ideal:

I played for Redfern on a Saturday and Borrowash
Athletic on a Sunday afternoon. I also used to play for GIC
[General Industrial Cleaners] in the mornings on a Sunday and then
Athletic in the afternoon. GIC was great: I’d get 7 or 8 goals a
game. We used to play on a Saturday, go out on the piss, then play
twice on a Sunday.

Touted as ‘outstanding’ in the local paper
after having scored 6 goals for Borrowash in an 11-2 win against
Sinfin United, Ward couldn’t stop scoring: 5 against Ley’s and
Ewart’s, 4 against Challeston and 2 more in the title decider
against British Celanese.

Jim Phelps, who scouted local talent in the
Derby area for Burton Albion, was well aware of Ward’s talent.
Having worked with him at Borrowash United, Phelps recommended Ward
to Albion manager Ken Gutteridge. Impressed with what he saw,
Gutteridge offered Ward an amateur contract and Ward joined the
Southern League club hot on the heels of their promotion to the
Premier Division.




Chapter 3 -

A Gem uncovered at Burton






He was sharp and bright and had an eye for
goal. Everybody, myself included, thought he had the potential to
go on and to further his career —which of course he did.

– Ian Storey-Moore






Burton Albion had just regained their place
in the Southern League Premier Division by finishing second in the
First Division in 1973-74. Managed by Ken Gutteridge, who had a
reputation as a tough disciplinarian, the Brewers team consisted of
a mixture of seasoned ex-pros, non-league journeymen and talented
local players. A few of the players had professional contracts with
the club and also worked separate full-time jobs, while many of the
other players were amateurs, playing only for expenses.

The biggest name at the club was Ian
Storey-Moore who, during 10 years with Nottingham Forest, had
become one of the club’s all-time greats. Financial problems at
Forest in early 1972 precipitated the need to balance the books and
selling 28 year-old Storey-Moore, who had been top scorer at the
club for five seasons between 1966 and 1972, was seen as a quick
way to raise much needed funds. A fee of £200,000 was agreed with
Manchester United, but after only a season and a half at Old
Trafford, Storey-Moore suffered an injury that forced him to retire
from full-time professional football. Manchester United’s loss was
Burton’s gain: Storey-Moore’s became the highest profile signing in
the club’s history.

* * *

The Southern League, a forerunner of today’s
Conference, was the highest level of semi-professional league in
England. Thirty-five years on, 64-year-old Storey-Moore, who is now
Chief Scout at Premier League Aston Villa, remembers the league as
being very competitive:






The standard was pretty good — it was a tough old
league, full of ex-pros. It was a very physical league and you had
to have a tough mentality as well as good ability. As preparation
for the professional game, it was ideal for young players.

Storey-Moore was very much the star of
Burton’s first team at the time that Ward started to make his mark
in the Burton second string under the management of reserve team
trainer Harold Bodle. Enjoying twice-weekly training sessions and
benefitting from playing with a higher standard of teammates,
Ward’s talents impressed Bodle: the trainer had little hesitation
in recommending him to first team manager Ken Gutteridge.

Ward’s chance came a mere month into the 1974
season —Monday 2nd September— when Gutteridge picked him to play
for the first team in the Birmingham Senior Cup game at Tamworth,
Peter’s place of birth.

As debuts go it was, as Peter says, ‘the
best’: he played alongside Ian Storey-Moore and Frank Wignall, two
ex-England internationals. Wignall had been Storey-Moore’s
team-mate at Forest and had also played for Everton, Wolves and
Derby.

Debutant Ward grabbed the headlines with a
spectacular hat-trick in a 4-1 win for Burton. With two
ex-internationals and one future international in attack, it was
little surprise that the Brewers so dramatically outplayed
Tamworth.

I remember every goal. The first one was a smash
from the top of the box, the second was a quick free-kick — Frankie
Wignall put me through and I placed it in the corner. The third one
was a throw-in from the left: I turned someone, cut inside and went
past two or three players then stroked it in — brilliant.

It was great: I was playing with two internationals,
Wignall and Storey-Moore, and I couldn’t believe how well it had
gone.

Gutteridge was delighted with Ward’s display,
calling it a ‘dream debut’, and while the 489 spectators present
were no doubt impressed by the Burton newcomer, they probably would
not have believed that just three years and five days later he
would be scoring another debut hat-trick — this time for the
England Under 21 team in front of a sell-out crowd of 18,500.

The following day, the headline in the Burton
Mail read “Debut boy Pete hits hat-trick as Albion rip Tamworth
apart”. The next eight months would see many more headlines for
Burton and their new star as they headed to their highest-ever
league placing.

* * *

Ward, not surprisingly, kept his place in the
Burton side as they travelled to Plough Lane two days later to take
on Wimbledon. The Dons were on their way to the first of three
successive Southern League championships and proved a stiff test
for the Brewers.

Ward’s golden touch didn’t take long to
resurface as he scored the opening goal after just four minutes — a
goal described as “a brilliant effort” in the Burton Mail. Reporter
Dave Fern compared the striker to Leeds’ and England’s supreme
goal-poacher, Allan ‘Sniffer’ Clarke. Unfortunately, despite Ward’s
early goal, the hosts were too strong for Burton and won the match
3-2.

Gutteridge, sensing that they had discovered
a potential gem in Ward, wanted to ensure that the Brewers were in
a position to benefit from any potential future transfer. The day
after the Wimbledon defeat, Ward was offered a professional
contract which he signed readily. The contract rewarded Ward with a
basic wage of £5 per week (assuming he was playing in the first
team), which doubled after he had made 6 first team appearances.
With a win bonus adding £2, and a draw £1, Ward, who was earning
just £3 a week at Rolls-Royce, could earn £14 per week if the
Brewers won on a Saturday as well as midweek.

Ward’s productive introduction to the first
team had not escaped the attention of teams from higher up the
league pyramid and, by the end of September, scouts from Ipswich
Town, Arsenal, Norwich City and Derby County had all made trips to
watch him in action. Chelsea manager Dave Sexton travelled to
Chelmsford to watch the young striker and Blackburn manager Gordon
Lee witnessed Ward’s debut hat-trick at Tamworth. Lee, who had
recently taken over at Blackburn, had a keen eye for non-league
talent and, as Port Vale manager, had signed Ward’s future teammate
Brian Horton from the little known West Midlands League part-timers
Hednesford Town.

During the next month, Ward’s form dipped
—quite possibly as a result of pressure from the increased
attention and publicity— and his goalscoring touch deserted
him.

Gutteridge made the decision to drop young
Ward for the trip to Cambridge City in early October, but he was
retained as a substitute. An injury to one of his teammates early
in the second half gave Ward an opportunity to prove that he was
worthy of a place in the starting eleven. The young striker grabbed
the chance, scoring the first of two late Burton goals to secure a
2-0 win. Ward’s performance had ensured that his absence from the
starting line-up did not extend beyond one game.

The Southern League was no place for the
faint of heart, with its big, bruising, no-nonsense centre-backs:
this provided a real test for lightweight Ward, who weighed in at a
little over 10 stone. Regularly singled out by the opposing team’s
hatchet men, he was often given a rough ride and, in a bruising
encounter at Stourbridge in early November, stud-marks visible
above his right knee (courtesy of a high challenge from
Stourbridge’s ironically named full-back, Graham Saint), he was
substituted part-way through the second half.

The return fixture with Cambridge on 16th
November saw Ward back at his best: he scored two goals in a 4-2
victory. His display left the Burton manager raving that Ward had
played ‘one of the finest games I have ever seen by a player in
non-league soccer.’ Little did Gutteridge know that within four
days the performance that he so enthusiastically eulogised would
lead indirectly to his own departure from Burton.

* * *

Burton received the first firm offer from a
Football League team for Ward’s transfer the day following the win
over Cambridge. Third Division Brighton & Hove Albion made a
combined bid of around £2,000 for Ward and teammate Frank Corrigan.
Under the management of ex-Burton boss Peter Taylor, Brighton were
desperate to bring new players into the club, following a
disappointing start to a season that Taylor had proclaimed would
see his team win the Third Division championship.

Taylor’s link with Burton and the
semi-professional scene in the Midlands ensured that the impact of
Ward’s arrival had not gone unnoticed. Having just signed another
non-leaguer, right-winger Gerry Fell from Long Eaton United of the
Midland Counties League, Taylor turned his attention east and
approached Ken Gutteridge about signing Corrigan and Ward, the
latter of whom had already notched 10 goals.

Burton chairman Tom Bradbury’s handling of
the interest from Brighton enraged Gutteridge. Displaying little
understanding of the protocol in dealing with potential transfers,
Bradbury disclosed details of the offer to a local sports reporter:
the headline, “Cash Offer,” sat above the full story in Monday’s
Burton Mail.

Gutteridge felt that the premature and
unprofessional release of information to the press had broken the
code of confidence expected when the managers of two teams are in
discussions about a potential transfer. The manager decided that
his position had been undermined to such an extent that he resigned
a day later, citing that the administrative side of the club had “a
gross lack of professional expertise.”

Burton rejected Brighton’s offer on Tuesday,
19th November, and Ward remained a Burton player for the time
being.

A little over a week after walking out on
Burton, Gutteridge ventured south to join Brighton, becoming a
trainer for Peter Taylor’s side. Despite the fact that the catalyst
behind Gutteridge’s exit had been the handling of his potential
transfer, Ward was not particularly troubled by the manager’s
departure:






Me and Frankie (Corrigan) didn’t know what was
happening. We didn’t know any more than anyone else and only found
out what was happening from the paper or when we went in for
training. It wasn’t like now, when the players have power: we just
did as we were told and got on with it.

* * *

Back on the pitch, the team enjoyed a
comfortable, if physical, 2-0 win at Barnet but followed that with
a disappointing 3-1 defeat at Grantham. With the club chasing their
highest ever league position and in the midst of a run in the
Football Association Trophy, concerns that the proverbial wheels
could fall off following Gutteridge’s departure were not completely
allayed when news of the his replacement were announced.

Harold Bodle had been an inside left for
Birmingham, Bury and Stockport during the 1940s and ‘50s and was
briefly Accrington Stanley manager before being sacked in 1960.
Following his time at Accrington, Bodle spent the next fourteen
years away from football, running a grocery shop. He had only
returned to football a few months earlier when he was appointed
reserve team boss at Burton. When news broke that 54 year-old Bodle
was Gutteridge’s successor, his long absence from the game was a
concern for the Brewers’ supporters.

However, under Bodle, Albion maintained their
strong start to the season and the players found the managerial
change to be an easy transition. Ward remembers his new manager,
who died in 2005, as ‘a nice guy, a really nice guy’, and Peter’s
first wife Sue shared his sentiments:

I didn’t have a car, so when Pete was at Burton I’d
go with the manager, Harold, and his wife, Audrey, to watch the
games. I’d go to their house after work and get a lift to the
games. Harold and Audrey were both really nice people.

At the turn of the year, Burton were still
favourably positioned in the top half of the table and had reached
the third round of the FA Trophy (the top knockout competition for
non-league clubs) with victories over Yorkshire side Mexborough,
Southern League rivals Atherstone Town and South Bank of the
Northern League.

The good results continued but inconsistency
started to creep into Ward’s own performances; he was dropped for
the second time in the season for a game against Atherstone.
Playing instead for the reserve team, Ward trained hard and
performed well, taking the disappointment on the chin. He regained
his place in the first team for the FA Trophy tie against Mossley
AFC. An impressive 2-1 win for the Brewers against the strong
Manchester-based club from the Northern Premier League put them
through to the quarter finals and a trip to Isthmian Leaguers
Dagenham.

The trip to Essex in early March and Ward’s
performance in that game still linger in Ian Story-Moore’s
memory:

I remember playing with Peter in the quarter-final
of the Trophy at Dagenham. It was a tough game and Dagenham was a
difficult place to play.

We played really well, winning 3-1. Peter was very
impressive that day and scored two goals.

The confidence from the cup run transferred
to league performances and Ward scored the first goal in a superb
2-1 victory at title chasing Kettering.
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