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Elizabeth Green was born and raised in Bolton, Lancashire but now resides in North Yorkshire with her husband, two dogs and two cats.


Elizabeth wrote the original version of Detective Dopeyworth when she was fourteen years old after receiving a typewriter for Christmas. Forty years later she found the forgotten story in her parents writing desk and, after a bit of a rewrite, she decided to share it with the world.
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This book is dedicated to my wonderful Dad who loved Detective Dopeyworth and tucked him away safely until I was ready to share him with the world.


I love and miss you Dad.


It’s better than a bacon buttie…and bacon butties are good.


I hope this makes you proud.
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Last Chance


“Now just you listen to me, Dopeyworth,” boomed Mr Hart to the trembling figure who sat quivering before him. “Can’t you see that you are not cut out to be a detective? You have got to be tough, strong and willing, like me. Not a snivelling little cloth head like yourself!”


Mr Hart slammed his huge fist down on the desk, making Jim, and the desk, tremble even further.


Malcolm Hart was a very scary boss even when he was in a good mood, and today, Jim could see beads of sweat glistening on his big bald head as he got angrier and angrier. He wore a very smart pin-striped suit that was slightly too tight around the middle. His trouser button looked like it was going to pop off at any second and hit Jim straight in the eye, but Jim kept his eyes firmly focused on Mr Hart’s big, hairy, sausage-like fingers that were wagging furiously in his face.


“Okay, Dopeyworth.” Mr Hart leaned forward, a little too close to Jim’s face, and gave a very uninviting smile. “As I’m such a generous soul, I’m prepared to give you one, just one last chance. Today you will go out and solve a mystery… okay?”


“Yes, sir,” Jim said but thought Some flipping chance.
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James Augustus Dopeyworth didn’t always come out on top in life. Poor Jim had never really found his way despite his best efforts. Every job he had ever been given ended in disaster no matter how hard he tried. He was always knocking things over and found himself in the unlikeliest of unfortunate situations. Nothing ever seemed to go right, and now he really was in trouble.


It hadn’t always been this way. When Jim had been a little boy, he could do no wrong. With his mop of red curls and chubby cheeks, he was the apple of his mother’s eye. He realised from a very early age that he wanted to be a good person. He wanted to help people. Helping people and being rewarded with a big smile, or even better, a big bar of chocolate, made Jim feel all warm inside. It was the best feeling in the world.


One Christmas morning, Jim had woken up to a huge sack full of presents that Santa had delivered to his house on Sherlockton Avenue, but his favourite gift was a Secret Spy box which contained an oversized magnifying glass and a fingerprint kit. Jim would spend hours scouring the house and garden looking for anything that went missing, and it was his absolute most favourite hobby. Every time he found a missing item (a sock or perhaps one of his mother’s colourful earrings), his mum and dad would be so proud of him and reward him with a chocolate biscuit or a chocolate éclair. Jim loved it.


Over the years that followed, his mother bought Jim books about Sherlock Holmes, a full range of different sized magnifying glasses, even newspapers with holes in the middle. And the list went on and on. One day, she was sure, her James would become a national hero, just like his father. He was a natural. Jim, however, wasn’t so sure he was cut out to be a detective despite it being all he had dreamed about. Maybe he would be better off being a postman. But would Mother hear of it? No such thing.


As Jim grew older, he never gave up on his dream of being a famous super sleuth, but his first job had been a little more down to earth: delivering the local newspaper.


“Good morning, Percy.” Jim licked his lips as he walked through the door of the local bakery. “Here is the paper, and I will have one of your delicious éclairs to take away, please.”


Percy Caramel ran the most prestigious confectioners in town and Jim loved dropping in with the newspaper. He sold the most scrumptious chocolate éclairs, Jim’s favourite. They were just too gorgeous to resist!


There was quite a queue forming behind Jim, including a very tall man with greasy black hair. Jim was salivating over the thought of his mid-morning treat when he felt a sharp prod in his back. He turned around and inwardly groaned.
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