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HOW TO PLAY


Hello, Reporter. Welcome to the hallowed offices of the Weatherfield Gazette, a local newspaper with a rich pedigree. A front-page story is the ultimate accolade, but you’ve got some fierce competition for column inches.


It’s October 1998 and you are riding high on the back of a triumphant scoop. You must now sniff out the next big story to cement your position on the news team. But as you uncover the secrets of Weatherfield’s beloved residents, it’s up to you to work out which ones will lead to a sensational exclusive, and which to a dead end – literally, in some cases. That’s right, the world of criminal investigative journalism is littered with pitfalls, fraught with danger.


Depending on which path you choose, you’ll uncover different bits of information and meet with different endings. Some questions may remain unanswered, or maybe you’ll untangle every last lead.


At the end of each passage of text, you’ll be directed to the numbered section you need to read next. Many passages end in a choice. Just follow the instructions and go to the next section, using the numbers at the top of the page to guide you. Once you reach the end of your adventure, go to ‘Your Performance Review’ see here to discover how you got on, and what you can do differently next time!


And remember: in the wider world of Weatherfield, all roads lead, somehow, to Coronation Street. Can you keep yourself alive to write another day? Take care, and good luck!
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‘Leanne, come and have a look at this!’


Newsagent Rita Sullivan is peering at an outspread copy of the local paper as she leans against the counter in her shop, The Kabin, on Coronation Street.


‘You told me to put the kettle on,’ mutters Leanne impatiently, stomping in from the back room. ‘You’re always telling me to put the kettle on.’


Rita has no time for Leanne’s teenager attitude; her attention has been caught by an article in the Weatherfield Gazette, the shop’s best-selling print title and the number-one go-to source for news of the town’s latest public scandal or private tragedy.


Today’s piece falls into the former category, and recounts the sorry tale of Miss Anne Malone, area manager of supermarket chain Freshco, who developed an unrequited obsession with Weatherfield’s branch manager, Norman Watts. Stung by his rejections, she opted to frame him in an outlandish extortion plot. While skulking around the supermarket after hours trying to cover her tracks, she inadvertently got locked inside the freezer store overnight by a vigilant security guard and died from a severe case of frostbite.


Prior to her demise, Malone planted evidence on Norman Watts, so he skipped town to evade the police and hasn’t been seen since.


‘Just look at what they’ve written about poor Curly. They’ve made him sound like a right gormless no-hoper.’


‘Sounds bob-on!’ smirks Leanne. ‘What kind of bloke calls himself Curly anyway? And as for his nutjob boss, she must have been well lonely to fancy him. Ha! Anne Ma-lonely!’


Rita scowls at her young assistant. ‘Now, lady, I know your family’s had a few run-ins with Curly, but he’s lived on this street for years and we’re all very fond of him. He used to deliver papers for me when he left school, you know.’


‘And now he’s headline news! Rita, I know you lot ’round here think he’s the patron saint of shopping trolleys, but he was vile to us when we moved in next door. You don’t know the half of it.’


Rita bites her tongue. The Battersby family’s impact on the street in the year since they moved into Number 5 has been colossal. Daily confrontations with the neighbours, violent assaults, drink-driving and benefits scrounging. And that’s just Leanne’s dad, Les. Nevertheless, Rita had taken pity on Leanne after she eloped to Scotland to marry Nick Tilsley from across the street. Now both only 17, Leanne and Nick have moved out of their family homes and in with friends at Number 4 Coronation Street, a few doors down from The Kabin.


‘I’m so worried about him,’ Rita continues, refusing to engage with Leanne’s snarky remarks about Curly. ‘I wish there was a way of letting him know he’s in the clear and can come home.’


Rita’s fretting is interrupted by the sound of Leanne sniggering, having finally picked up the Gazette and started to read. ‘Oh, that headline is mint!’


‘Well, I think it’s in very poor taste,’ replies Rita. ‘Anything could have happened to him and this so-called journalist has no feeling for those of us left behind. Go and put kettle on.’


With a roll of her eyes, Leanne closes the newspaper and drops it back on the counter with the headline facing upwards, ready for the next customer.




‘DEPARTURE FROM THE NORM’







Well, your article has certainly had mixed reviews in The Kabin. What happens from now on is entirely up to you. First, check in with your editor at the Gazette to see what lies ahead on your career path. Head to 16 to test the waters.
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You have visited the Rovers Return public house before, while off duty a few years ago, and the interior has remained unchanged since then. It’s cosy but a little old-fashioned and in need of a makeover, but is nonetheless a popular spot for locals; even as the lunchtime rush dies down and a group of factory girls pile out of the door, there are still several patrons enjoying a pint of Newton & Ridley’s finest ales.


One difference that catches your eye is the addition of a jukebox on the wall. Next to it, a teenage girl is writhing around and singing along to Madonna’s latest hit, ‘Frozen’, providing much amusement to the muscly young man at the nearest table. Flicking the floppy blond curtains of his hair out of his eyes, he giggles, ‘Leanne! Show some respect, she’s only been dead a few days. She’s barely cold.’


‘Er, that’s one thing she deffo is!’ Leanne guffaws and keeps dancing. Laughing along, the young man’s appeals for her to stop are less than compelling.


‘Get back to The Kabin or Rita will sack you!’ he pleads. ‘Then how will we pay our rent?’


‘Nick, you’re supposed to be my old man, not an old woman. Let me live!’ She continues performing until the conclusion of the song and then the pair skip out of the pub, laughing together. Love’s young dream.


The greatest change since you were here before is the workforce behind the bar. You recognize only one face: a matronly woman with dark hair and glasses, who must be well over seventy, is collecting dirty plates and cutlery and heading into the back with them.


‘Thanks, Betty love,’ says a man perched on a stool at the back of the bar, studying a copy of the Racing Post and jotting down notes on it. This must be one of the bosses, for he’s too old and too inactive to be casual labour. At least sixty, he wears a smart shirt and braces, no doubt as a concession to his authority, but his demeanour is very much of the rough-and-ready charm school.


Suddenly he leaps what appears to be two feet in the air in response to a deafening shriek coming from the back hallway.


‘Jaaaa-aaack!’


The woman responsible for packing so many syllables into such a short name marches into view. Surprisingly tall and with a wavy blonde perm, she seems oblivious to the scene she’s causing in front of the pub’s customers.


‘Yes, my little cabbage patch?’ replies Jack, meekly.


‘What do you think you’re doing, sat here on your useless backside while me and Betty do all the graft?’


Hurling a wet flannel at him, Jack’s wife snarls, ‘Get them tables wiped, fetch two boxes of cheese-and-onion up from the cellar, then go look in the yard and see the mess your filthy pigeons have made! And get it cleaned up!’


‘Right away, my little sunbeam.’ Jack snaps to attention, but mutters grumpily under his breath as he goes: ‘Anything for you, mein Führer.’


Spotting you propping up the bar, the dragon-lady walks over, but you are surprised by the change in her tone when she addresses you.


‘Oh, good h’ar-fternoon, how may I ’elp yer?’ You order a soft drink and attempt some chit-chat while she pours it.


‘It’s been a while since I was in this pub. Last time, someone else was in charge. Very striking woman, with big beehive hair and bright red talons for fingernails.’


‘Aye, Bet Lynch. All show and shimmer, she was. Made a right muck-up of the business but we’ve turned things round in the last three years.’


She snaps back into her attempt at a landed gentry accent.


‘I’m Mrs Vera Duckworth, landlady of the h’establishment. What brings you back ’ere h’arfter so long?’


Stifling a smirk, you explain all about your mission on behalf of the Mayfield Court residents, and how the Weatherfield Gazette is supporting them in their fundraising efforts.


Just then, a small, bald, bespectacled, slightly seedy-looking man bustles in and heads straight behind the bar. You recognize him even before Vera Duckworth intercepts him.


‘What time do you call this, Gilroy? We’ve been run off us feet all dinner.’


There goes the accent again.


‘Vera, may I remind you that I am a partner in this enterprise, with fingers in many different pies, and in no way answerable to you? Now if you’ll excuse me …’


He attempts to dodge past her into the living quarters, but Vera bars his way, pointing over at you.


‘Wait your sweat. This is a reporter from the Gazette. Mayfield Court’s falling to bits and they need to raise cash for some repairs. They want us to host a charity do in here, with stalls and food and what-not.’


‘Out of the question,’ snaps Alec firmly. ‘We’re a business, not a charity. Leave the do-gooder stuff to Emily Bishop, you’ll find her two doors down.’


Once again, his attempts to evade Vera fail and she grabs him in a vice-like grip.


‘Look, you little worm! There’s vulnerable folk fearing for their safety. We can’t stand by and ignore ’em when it’s in our power to help. What would Cousin Charles think of me?’


You are taken aback when she turns to indicate a framed photograph of the Prince of Wales next to the till at the back of the bar. Alec addresses you again.


‘You must excuse my business partner. She’s not quite the full shilling, convinced herself she’s related to royalty. And there’s me saying I don’t do owt for charity. I work with her on a daily basis. If that’s not philanthropy, I don’t know what is.’




Miserly Alec looks set to put the kibosh on your plans. You’ll have to play dirty to change his mind. No problem – have a bit of fun at 83.
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Aside from Fiona, there is only one other member of staff working in Power Cuts today, and happily they are preoccupied by a young lady wanting a complete restyle. Establishing that you’re only after a trim, you are invited to take a seat and wait for Fiona. Result.


Fiona eventually appears, looking somewhat flushed, and throws a cloak around your neck. Over your shoulder, she addresses you in the mirror.


‘Are you sure you don’t want something more adventurous? I’m a lot more experienced than you might think.’


Insisting that a trim is fine, you seize that opening to enquire about her history.


‘Well, I’ve just sold my own salon,’ she begins, then lowers her voice so that her colleague won’t overhear. ‘This job’s just a bit of pin money, to keep my hand in until I set up somewhere else.’


‘What made you sell?’ you ask, fully aware of the true reason.


‘Oh, the place was turning a profit. I just outgrew the area, really, fancied a fresh start.’


Understandably, Fiona’s not going to divulge her agonizing split from love rat Steve to a perfect stranger, so you try another tack.


‘Must be nice to have so much freedom at your age. The world’s your oyster!’


Fiona’s face clouds briefly, but she deftly covers this up with a forced smile.


‘I’ve got a little boy, Morgan, so I can’t take off to the other side of the world just yet, but maybe one day …’


Fiona tails off, seemingly lost in thought, and you attempt a bold next question.


‘Is it just you and Morgan?’


‘My mum and dad help out, but Morgan’s father isn’t on the scene.’


‘I’m sorry,’ you reply.


‘Don’t be! He doesn’t wanna know and I’m at peace with that. I’ve come to realize he was a pretty nasty piece of work.’


You hope she’s going to elaborate and give you some juicy ammunition to implicate McKenna, but instead she frowns and, putting down her scissors, lifts a hand to her throat.


‘Would you excuse me a moment?’ she says, then flies behind the counter and out of sight. You can hear the sound of retching from the back, and her colleague cannily turns up the radio to drown it out.


They call over to you: ‘Sorry about that, Fiona’s not been feeling too well. If she’s not back in a sec, I’ll come and finish you off.’


Fiona does eventually come back, and apart from a reassuring, ‘Don’t worry, it’s nothing catching,’ she clams up and offers no further conversation while she completes your cut. But she definitely clocks your knowing look in the mirror.


All the signs are suggesting that Fiona’s pregnant and suffering from morning sickness. It’s barely a month since she and Steve parted ways, so he’s almost certainly the daddy. And if Alan McKenna were to hear of it, how might he react?


The poor woman’s been put through the mill by these two men, so there’s no way you’re going to blab her secret. Maybe one day, Fiona will choose to involve Steve in his child’s life.


Leaving behind a generous tip, you wish Fiona well and step outside the salon to debut your striking new look. Strikingly imperceptible, that is, just as you wished.




Fiona deserves to get on with her new life, so don’t drag her back into her exes’ bitter feud, not in her condition. Return to your car without raising the subject at 146.
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You decide to bite the bullet and share everything you know with Malcolm, on the strict understanding that you take joint credit for whatever coverage makes it into the Gazette. You banish any lingering doubt by reminding yourself that you have proof of your research, as well as tape recordings, that would demonstrate your input to Rowena, should Malcolm try to double-cross you.


Malcolm readily agrees, so you fill him in on the story so far: Tony Horrocks and his deals in alleys; Des Barnes’s torched car; the mysterious DC McKenna; Steve McDonald and his links to Fraser Henderson. Oh, and a bloke called Curly who’s on the run.


As you finish your soliloquy, Malcolm leans back in his chair and lets out a whistle of appreciation.


‘You have been busy!’ he says, impressed, and you can’t help but preen at this professional recognition, despite your past antipathy towards him.


‘What about you? What have you been able to find out?’


‘Not much,’ admits Malcolm. ‘At least, not much that made any sense before now. You remember just over a week ago, I had a tip-off about a police raid on a warehouse?’


‘Yes, you never said how that played out,’ you reply.


‘Harry and I got there, found ourselves a decent spot with a view of the back doors, and waited. But nothing happened. No coppers turned up, no vans, no dealers on bikes. Found out later from my police contact that the gang got wind of it and emptied the place, so the raid was cancelled.’


‘Bad luck,’ you say, surprising yourself by meaning it.


‘There was one lead, though,’ he continues. ‘Harry and I were just climbing down from our tree – don’t ask,’ he says quickly, noticing your look of surprise. ‘It had the clearest view – and we saw this young guy loitering at the back of the warehouse. It was obvious he was waiting for somebody and once he saw us, he scarpered.’


‘Did Harry get a photo?’ you ask.


Malcolm shakes his head. ‘He’d put his camera away. It were raining. By the time he’d opened his bag to grab it, the bloke were out of there. I decided to follow on foot, but he saw me and started to run for it. I lost him just outside that retirement place you were sent to.’


‘Mayfield Court? Wait a minute.’ The pieces begin to fall into place. ‘It was you I saw ducking into the hedge as I was driven away in the minibus!’


Malcolm nods sheepishly. ‘I’d been waiting around on the road outside for half an hour, hoping to spot him again, when I heard you chatting to that old dear in the wheelie. Didn’t fancy explaining my disaster of a morning, so I hid.’


You share a rueful smile, before asking: ‘Could you identify the man if you saw him again?’


‘Possibly, but it’s a bit of a long shot,’ admits Malcolm.


‘Have a look through these.’ You slide across the desk a pile of photographs taken by Harry Benson on the day of the fundraiser. ‘Recognize anyone?’


After a few seconds, Malcolm Bradford’s face breaks out into a broad smile. ‘Oh, yes, I most certainly do!’




Looks like you’re all-in with Malcolm now. Find out who he’s recognized at 99.
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Later that day, you knock at Number 11 Coronation Street. Having noted the grab rail fixed to the wall by the front door, you wait patiently and eventually the door is opened by a man in his forties, with a moustache and a glowering expression, who is sitting in a manual wheelchair.


It has clearly taken much effort for him to reach the door, and his breathless opening gambit is less than welcoming.


‘You here to try and sell me something, is that the craic?’ demands Jim McDonald in a strong Belfast accent.


You hurriedly drop Emily Bishop’s name to assure him of your noble motives, and explain to Jim that it’s his son you’re interested in.


‘Steven? Doesn’t live here. He’s no son of mine. The boy’s a villain, he’ll be up to something dodgy, wherever he is. Put me in this godforsaken chair, so he did. What in the name of God do you want with him, may I ask?’


Even from his lower altitude, Jim is very intimidating, and you nervously reply, ‘No, actually it’s Andy I was hoping to get in touch with. I didn’t realize you had two sons.’


‘Andrew, eh? We’ve not heard from him in months. He was in Portugal, if you please, a while back, but he’s moving around a lot so we’ve to wait for him to get in touch. Naturally, he doesn’t care that his old Da lost the use of his legs, not enough to pay me a wee visit, that’s for sure.’


It’s hard to know whether to sympathize or not, but you predict that Jim may take offence, so decide to gloss over his predicament. It’s plain that if Andy’s own family haven’t known his whereabouts for months, Curly Watts is unlikely to have tracked him down.


‘Well, I’m sure you’ll see him again before long. I’m sorry to have troubled you.’


‘Not at all, not at all,’ replies Jim, before adding in a much louder voice, ‘I just love being reminded of my buck eejit sons who couldn’t give a toss about me. You’ve made my day, so you have. Do call again sometime. Cheerio now!’


With that, Jim manoeuvres his chair backwards, far enough so that he can slam the door in your face. You are standing on the pavement, a little stunned by his outburst, when you hear a pair of heels tottering towards you. Turning around, you see a red-haired woman in a micro miniskirt approaching from the direction of the underwear factory across the street.


‘Excuse me!’ she calls, hurrying over. ‘I see you’ve met Jim. I’m sorry if he was rude; he’s struggling to adjust to his situation. I’m Liz, his wife … well, ex-wife, technically, but I don’t need to go into all that.’


Liz McDonald is a much friendlier prospect, but, like Jim, she can offer no tips for finding Andy, and you rapidly conclude that you’ve reached a dead end. Before bidding goodbye, the journalist in you can’t resist digging for a little more detail on the other boy, Steve.


Liz rolls her eyes. ‘Steve and his dad have always butted heads. Jim was away with the Army a lot when the boys were growing up, and he used to treat them like his soldiers when he came home on leave. Steve’s always felt he wasn’t good enough in his dad’s eyes, so he rebelled, I suppose. I’m afraid he’s been in quite a bit of bother in the last few years.’


‘Jim said that he blames Steve for his being in a wheelchair?’ you venture.


Liz clams up and makes it clear you aren’t going to hear anything from her on that subject.


‘Sorry, I’ve got to get back to work,’ she says, indicating the factory. ‘I only popped outside for a quick fag. If Baldwin catches me over here gassing, he’ll have my guts for garters – literally!’


With a chuckle, she’s on her way back precariously across the cobbles. Reflecting that the McDonald family seems like a complicated bunch, you can’t shake a lingering feeling that you’d heard their name before Spider Nugent mentioned it earlier today. But where, and is it significant?




You don’t like avoiding hunches, so go in search of Steve McDonald at 125.
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‘How many favours do you reckon I owe you?’ says a disgruntled PC Binding, in a quiet corner of the police station car park.


‘If you get me an address,’ you implore, ‘I swear I won’t ask you for anything else. Well, not for ages, I promise.’


Binding is putty in your hands, so within a few hours he has checked the motorbike details against the DVLA database, and discovered that it is still insured to a Miss Samantha Failsworth at an address in Crewe, only an hour’s drive away.


You have to wait until after office hours before you can set off, but by early evening you are whizzing down the M6 southbound, road atlas open on the passenger seat.


As you turn onto Marcelle Road, your destination, you are pleased to spot the classic motorbike in a residents’ parking bay. The flat in which Samantha now resides is part of a large converted house, Number 49.


Due to some rush-hour delays, you have had an hour and a half on the road to ponder how to tackle this unpredictable young woman, but are still no closer to a definitive strategy. How are you going to proceed?




You haven’t time to mess about, so talk to her openly about why you are here at 54. Stop short of accusing her of arson, mind. But her reputation suggests she could turn nasty, so it’s probably worth boxing clever to try and befriend her. Give that a go at 145.
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‘I’m telling you, Dave, this drugs racket has got his name written all over it. The stuff’s being picked up at all his usual haunts.’


Your ears prick up. Is this the story Bradford was chasing when he left Rowena’s office this morning? The detective speaking has a soft North-East accent, looks about thirty, with blond, swept-back hair, quite handsome but with the smarmiest face you’ve ever seen.


His colleague, Dave, several years older with more of a world-weary disposition, listens patiently.


‘We need eyes on all his old associates, everyone he was in Strangeways with who’s been released, anybody. And I know just who I’m going to start with.’


A malevolent smirk plays on his lips.


‘Gonna be a late one, I reckon, Dave. We ought to send out for some food. Dunno about you, but I’m really in the mood for a McDonald’s.’


The conversation is cut short when his mobile rings in his pocket and he pauses to answer, ‘DC Alan McKenna speaking.’


He retreats up the staircase to take the call in private, while his colleague is summoned by the desk officer.


‘DS O’Grady? This lady has some important information about an ongoing case that I think you’ll want to hear.’ Dave duly heads over to deal with Craig’s mum.


Moments later, she’s taking the boy off you and placing him into the pram. ‘Ta for looking after him, love. Copper says I can take him to the interview room. I better be getting tea and a biccy for my trouble.’


‘They’re taking you seriously then?’ you say.


‘Why shouldn’t they? This time next week, Darryl’ll be banged up like he deserves. Nobody messes with Beth Tinker.’


With that, she wheels away gurgling Craig.


Your contact, PC Binding, eventually arrives, but can offer no assistance with your Norman Watts investigation. You’re starting to believe you’re on a hiding to nothing with that line of enquiry, whereas DC Alan McKenna’s nugget of information sounds like far more thrilling territory. If only you could execute Bradford’s usual trick of pinching a promising lead and breaking a huge story, you’d have a front-page splash that would guarantee your job.




What’s your next move? It’s getting late and you have an article to submit for tomorrow’s edition – turn to 131 to see if you make the deadline. If you want to persist with the Norman Watts case, find out who might be harbouring him by turning to 93.
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It’s Sunday afternoon, and Coronation Street is a hive of activity. Outside his corner shop stands Fred Elliott, using a loudhailer to direct visitors towards the hub of the proceedings.


‘Thank you for supporting this charity event for the old folks of Mayfield Court. Just head down to the Rovers Return public house, for a whole host of stalls with lots of goodies on sale, and some fun activities for the kiddies. All in a good cause, I say, it’s all for a very worthy cause!’


His booming voice hardly requires any amplification. Standing nearby and scowling is Percy Sugden, dressed even more smartly than when you first encountered him at Mayfield Court; in addition to a cap on his bald head, he also sports a navy-blue blazer bearing what you presume to be medals earned during World War II.


As Fred pauses for breath, Percy marches over to remonstrate, clearly unhappy at being described as ‘old folks’, and tries to seize the megaphone in a bid to correct him. From the doorway of The Kabin directly across the street, newsagent Rita Sullivan watches the squabble in wry amusement, hands wrapped around a mug of steaming tea.


‘You should get your sports reporter over here. Reckon we’ll have a boxing match on us hands before long,’ Rita jokes.


Fred is instantly distracted by the arrival of Councillor Audrey Roberts in a very eye-catching pale pink suit and a large hat that would be better suited to a wedding or Ladies Day at Aintree Races. Surrendering control of the announcements to Percy, Fred practically growls in admiration at the glamorous Mrs Roberts.


‘By, Audrey, you look a right bobby-dazzler, I say you’re the belle of the ball!’


‘Oh, Fred, you are a caution!’ Audrey coos. ‘I have to make an effort, you know. Being on the council …’


Audrey, with Fred at her heels, makes her way to the other end of the street where much of the action is focused. Outside the hair salon, in front of a large tree, is positioned a catering wagon, from which the Roy’s Rolls workforce dispenses a reduced menu of teas, coffees, bacon butties, sausage barms and even portions of lasagne. On the pavement opposite, Alec Gilroy hops about in frustration at the sight of them doing a roaring trade.


‘What’s the point,’ he asks, to no one in particular, ‘of me getting Betty in to make extra hotpot, if they all stuff themselves with Cropper’s fried muck before even setting foot in my pub?’


‘Might have known you’d have a face like a slapped backside already,’ says Maud Grimes, emerging from the pub with fellow Mayfield Court dwellers Phyllis Pearce and Lily Dempsey, plus silent warden Marco in tow. Alec smarts but recovers his composure to reply obsequiously, ‘Just keen to contribute our fair share to the repair fund, ladies. How nice to see you all looking so well.’


Alec bolts inside the Rovers, leaving the three pensioners exchanging sceptical glances.


You’re enjoying people-watching so much, you almost forget you’re supposed to be covering the event by getting a few quotes from the organizers, stallholders and benevolent members of the public. You’ve also managed to coax Gazette photographer Harry Benson from Malcolm Bradford for the occasion, and he’s busy snapping away somewhere.


Unknown to anyone else, you’re also keeping a weather eye out for Steve McDonald, although you suspect local charity isn’t really his style.


Phyllis Pearce heads over to the Roy’s Rolls wagon, where she’s immediately enveloped in an emotional hug from Gail Platt, spatula still in hand. Marco dutifully follows his purple-haired charge. Just beyond them, a stunning young blonde girl dawdles outside the salon, looking around anxiously and checking her watch.


Lily moans to Maud: ‘What a waste of time and money. The management won’t appreciate all this hoo-ha. We should just wait for them to respond to our complaints. If I’d been consulted, we’d never have gone ahead with this farrago.’


What a ray of sunshine Lily is. How odd that she’s so opposed to something that can only benefit her.


Maud brusquely orders sour-faced Lily to follow her back into the Rovers to take a closer look at the stalls.




Follow Maud into the Rovers to check out the stalls at 43, or to hang around on the street a bit longer to see if anything interesting happens, turn to 55.
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You are in a prime position to overhear McKenna’s dastardly plan for Steve McDonald, but if Alec recognizes you, you’ll be thwarted.


You spin around, facing away from Alec, and lift up the hood of your coat. It works like a dream as far as Alec’s concerned. He breezes past you without a second glance.


Unfortunately, you are now hunched over the back of McKenna’s booth with your collar and hood pulled up. It’s not quite the unobtrusive appearance of a successful eavesdropper and, sure enough, McKenna and his pal Dave stop talking and turn around to stare at you.


Unsure if McKenna knows you by sight, you have no option but to quickly move away.


Damnation! You were so close to learning something interesting then. Instead, you have to retreat to the other side of the room. Is it even worth sticking around now? You can’t risk getting too near again.


Poppy Cock finishes her routine, and Shirelle returns to the spotlight to introduce the next act.


‘Time for a bit of a spring chicken after that tough old bird,’ she says, prompting much good-natured catcalling from the departing Poppy.


‘No, honestly,’ Shirelle continues, ‘this young lady has a fabulous voice and a bright future ahead of her. She’s going to be wowing holidaymakers on her first cruise gig this Christmas, so we’re lucky to have her here tonight. Please give a warm hand on her entrance! Miss Glenda Shuttleworth!’




You’re not going to get so close to McKenna a second time tonight without arousing suspicion, so make your way to the exit at 65.
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With a lot of poorly concealed bad grace, you spend the next few days typing up an essay, detailing your movements of the last ten days or so. As if seeing each of your wrong moves set out in print wasn’t infuriating enough, every so often you are disturbed by Malcolm asking fatuous questions:


‘What was Steve McDonald inside for?’


‘Whose mother did Tony Horrocks run over?’


‘Tony’s girlfriend’s a bit of alright, isn’t she?’


You’re fully aware that he’s loving every minute of your disgrace. Nevertheless, you’re determined to remain professional, so have told him everything you know, including that your lost recording contained McKenna’s pyromania confession and his desire to implicate Steve McDonald in Fraser Henderson’s murder.


Steve was released under investigation after several hours of questioning. Malcolm doorstepped him and discovered that he was very shaken up by it, despite police having no evidence against him, beyond his knowing the victim. Malcolm reckons Liz McDonald has a stronger grudge against Henderson, as well as a fierier temper than her son.


Finally, you deliver what feels like your own death warrant to Rowena, for the document is sure to be instrumental in sealing your redundancy.


‘Thank you,’ she says. ‘I have a task for you today.’


‘Marvellous!’ you reply, optimistically. You had been sure you would be confined to the office until the axe finally fell.


‘I need you to call at Mayfield Court,’ Rowena continues and your heart sinks. Hoping your deflation comes across as concern, you ask, ‘Not another collapsed ceiling? Is everyone OK?’


‘No, it’s slightly more mysterious than that, apparently. Percy Sugden will explain it all to you. Off you pop.’ Rowena flicks her wrist to let you know you are dismissed.


Days of humiliation followed by a summons to see Percy Sugden. What has your life come to?




There’s no choice to be made. Present yourself to Percy Sugden at 92.
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You take a seat in the minibus while the driver removes the ramp and closes the back doors now that Maud’s chair has been wheeled into position and the brakes secured. As the driver climbs behind the wheel, starts up the engine and sets off down the driveway, out of the corner of your eye you spot a figure – most likely a man, you reckon – diving into the hedge as you pass. Maud Grimes seems oblivious, so you decide not to trouble her with the information and instead indulge in a spot of small talk.


‘You appear to have made a nice group of friends in Mayfield Court,’ you begin. ‘It seems a decent place, construction issues notwithstanding.’


‘I’ve known Phyllis and Percy for several years. In fact, Percy and I were engaged not so long ago, before he called it off.’


‘Cold feet?’ you enquire.


‘Least said, soonest mended,’ Maud replies enigmatically.


‘Mr Sugden mentioned that he used to live on Coronation Street. Is that how you met?’


‘Aye, our Maureen – my daughter – took over the shop on the corner and begged me to help out. Percy lived at Number 3 so was a regular customer, same time every day, same order. Then back later the same day with a complaint about something. You could set your watch by him.’


‘Is your daughter still there?’ you ask, purely out of politeness.


‘No,’ replies Maud, somewhat regretfully. ‘She’s living in Germany now. Her husband got the shop when she walked out, but I still work for him. He can’t manage without me. The man’s a buffoon, but our Maureen always did have a weakness for a hopeless case. That prize pillock Reg Holdsworth, then Curly Watts and finally Fred Elliott. I said it had disaster written all over it, but she had to know best. Still, she’s getting divorced now, and has found a decent man at last and seems happy.’


Your lack of interest in this old lady’s daughter is punctured by the mention of one of her ex-lovers – Curly Watts.


‘Curly’s an unusual name for a grown man,’ you remark, expectantly.


‘He’s really called Norman,’ says Maud, ‘which gives you an idea of the sort of man he was.’


‘Was?’ you prompt.


‘He’s gone on the run, left his house empty. Yet another disastrous romantic entanglement. I don’t know what they all see in him. You wouldn’t credit it if you saw what he looked like.’


It’s true, from the photographs you’ve seen, Norman Watts doesn’t appear to be a likely lothario, but apparently he used to be married to a model, so there’s clearly no accounting for taste. You decide not to divulge any prior knowledge of Mr Watts’s recent turmoil, and hope that Maud hasn’t read your article or, if she has, won’t remember your name from the byline. She changes the subject.


‘I’m going to spread the word among the locals about the fundraiser from behind the counter at the shop. A lot of the customers know Phyllis and Percy, so I’m sure they’ll be willing to help us set something up.’


The minibus rounds the corner from Rosamund Street and drives the short length of Coronation Street before pulling over outside the shop at Number 15, in front of which stands a pillar box. As you wait for the driver to set up the ramp to offload Maud, you have an idea for an excuse to keep the focus of both your official and secret assignments in the same location.


‘Perhaps it might be worth holding the event here. You’d be sure of a better turn-out than if you were to ask the locals to schlep over to Mayfield Court. What about that pub down the other end of the street? Would they be willing to help?’


Maud is now safely on the pavement. ‘That Alec Gilroy wouldn’t help a starving leper to peel a banana. He’s a stingy old beggar. But his partners, the Duckworths, might be open to it.’


The name Alec Gilroy rings a bell, but you can’t think why.


‘Well, are you coming in?’ Maud demands, from the doorway of the shop. ‘I can introduce you to my son-in-law. Then perhaps you’ll understand why my daughter chose to live in another country.’




Is meeting Fred Elliott the best use of your time? If so, turn to 128. Or should you see if you recognize Alec Gilroy? He’s likely to be found in the Rovers Return at 2. Maybe you should head back to Mayfield Court to investigate the figure in the hedge – go to 61 for that.
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Without a moment’s thought for your own safety, you are running down the slope towards the girls. Alas, you underestimate the decline of the hill, which is much steeper than you realized, and soon a gathering momentum makes it impossible for you to slow down. You slip on a patch of mud and go tumbling the rest of the way, rolling dangerously close to the burning car when you finally come to rest.


Meanwhile, the girls have found your descent hugely amusing, and gone scampering back up to Sally, convulsed with laughter.


Calling up to Sally that you are unhurt, you climb to your feet and are taken aback to see mother and children are walking towards the gates of the Red Rec, obviously heading home without another thought for you or the smouldering wreck of a car.


Looking around for any sign of a potential arsonist, you draw a blank but are surprised to hear police sirens getting nearer. Perhaps Sally did phone 999 when she left? Even so, their arrival is implausibly speedy … almost as if the fire-starter called them the moment the spark was ignited.


The slamming of car doors on the road outside the park indicates that help is at hand, so you’d best get clear of the burning vehicle. Sure enough, what look like two uniformed officers and one in plain clothes appear at the top of the hill, just as you become aware of an overpowering smell of petrol, indicating it had been used as an accelerant.


‘Get away!’ yells the plain-clothes detective in a North-East accent, but you’re too slow. BOOM! The car explodes and the last thing you remember is an overwhelming feeling of heat all over your body, as you are caught up in the deafening blast.


THE END


Go to ‘Your Performance Review’, see here.
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‘You’ve had very little in print the last few days,’ Rowena begins. ‘I’m surprised you haven’t made more of an effort, given what’s coming at the end of the year.’


What a polite way of reminding you that either you or Malcolm Bradford is for the chop.


‘I’ve got a couple of potentially big stories I’m working on,’ you reply, not wanting to give much detail, lest Rowena deduces that you’re veering into Bradford’s territory with your drugs probe, or spending too many hours hunting for the bespectacled chain-store employee.


‘Potential isn’t going to save you at your review,’ snaps Rowena. ‘I need your name on multiple pieces. I said you could conduct your own enquiries, so long as you didn’t neglect your actual reporting responsibilities.’


You nod sheepishly; it’s true that you haven’t found time lately to sit down and convert anything into actual articles.


‘So I’m sending you to cover an event that will ensure you a spread later this week. Do you know The Hourglass?’


‘The wine bar on Albert Road? I thought it had closed down.’


‘It had, but it’s undergone a big refurbishment and is reopening under new management tonight. So I want you to go along and write about how great it is now.’


‘I see,’ you respond, unable to keep the disappointment from your voice at once again being relegated to writing a puff piece.


‘Take Harry with you, get a few nice snaps. The owner’s promised you each a free drink.’


Shoulders slumped, you exit Rowena’s office and go despondently in search of Harry Benson and his camera.




It doesn’t look like you have much choice but to visit The Hourglass. The sooner you do, the faster you can get back to more exciting matters. Turn to 90.
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You dash across the street and continue around the rear of The Kabin to where your car is parked by the loading bay of the Underworld factory. Fumbling in your pocket to retrieve your keys, you are distracted by the sound of some seriously heavy petting coming from the narrow passage between the factory building and the house next door, Number 8 Coronation Street. Not wishing to be seen and branded a pervert, you zap open the central locking, jump inside, slouch down in the driver’s seat and wait.


After a few moments, the unmistakable figure and fashion of Liz McDonald appears in your rear-view mirror, adjusting her minuscule skirt and rearranging her hair before strutting purposefully towards Coronation Street. Seconds later, a flushed man emerges from the same location. A tall, handsome man on two legs. He heads off in the opposite direction, down Viaduct Street. So, Liz McDonald is having an affair!


There’s no time to enjoy this titillating bit of scandal, so you turn the key in the ignition and set off after Tony Horrocks. You’ve only been driving for about five minutes when you catch sight of Tony walking alongside the playground of Bessie Street Primary School. It being a Sunday and the start of the half-term holiday, the place is deserted and Tony follows the red-painted railings around to the left, where a high wall blocks off a small cobbled area large enough to park a single vehicle. This dead end is set back slightly from the main road, but still clearly visible as you pull up.
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