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HOW TO PLAY


Hello, Detective, welcome to Weatherfield.


The aim of the mission you’re about to undertake is simple: track down the writer of some nasty poison-pen letters that have been landing on doormats in Coronation Street.


You’ll be transported back in time as the residents prepare for Christmas 1983. Can you unmask the callous correspondent? Why are they targeting the locals, and just how dangerous are they? You need to make sure you survive to achieve your longed-for promotion. And, as you go undercover for the first time, you’ll have to keep your story straight and your true identity hidden.


Depending on which path you take along the cobbles, you’ll uncover different clues and encounter alternative endings. You might solve parts of the case – possibly all of it. There are all sorts of secrets and interesting characters waiting for you to discover.


Most passages end in a choice. Just follow the instructions and go to the relevant section number, using the numbers at the top of the page to guide you, to continue your investigation. That’s the easy bit. You might find staying alive is harder.


Once you reach the end of your adventure, go to ‘Your Performance Review’ on p.281 to see how well you did and get tips on what you missed, ready for your next attempt at cracking the case.


Can you unmask who’s behind the malicious corrie-spondence? Stay safe out there – sometimes the inhabitants of Coronation Street are not all they seem …


[image: An illustration of the front of the Rovers Return Inn. There are two bay windows on the. ground floor with a panelled front door to the right with the Rovers Return Inn lettering above. Two casement windows upstrairs have curtains at the windows.]
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A pained expression passes over the regal features of Annie Walker, landlady of the Rovers Return Inn on Coronation Street, as a loud chorus of raucous cheers rings out in the public bar.


The local men’s darts tournament has reached its thrilling climax, but such ebullient celebrations have no place in Mrs Walker’s idea of a civilized event, prone as she is to debilitating migraines.


‘Do you know, dears?’ she says, addressing her two barmaids, ‘I think I’m starting with a dreadful headache. I shall have a lie down, in order to preserve my strength for what promises to be an exhausting day tomorrow.’


Bet Lynch and Betty Turpin each raise a knowing eyebrow in unison. Here it comes.


‘And I should like to remind you that I expect a decision, first thing tomorrow morning, as to which of you is staying behind to help me. I simply cannot allow all three of my staff to go carousing along Blackpool promenade, leaving me to steer this ship alone. Particularly with all the unpleasantness that’s been taking place recently.’


‘Don’t you worry, Mrs Walker,’ replies Bet, ‘you’ll not be left on your tod to deal with the thrashing hordes of Weatherfield. You get off to bed.’


Bet, Betty and potman Fred Gee, arriving through the open bar flap after a crushing defeat in the darts final, have been battling it out to join a coach outing of local residents to see the Blackpool illuminations later in the week. Despite reasoning that the majority of the Rovers’ regular patrons will be absent as a result, Mrs Walker’s staff have failed to persuade her to let them all go.


‘Now look here, Fred-face,’ snaps Bet, ‘there’s no way I’m missing out on a belting booze-up on Blackpool prom. It’s your fault Lady Walker won’t let us all go, after last time.’


‘Ooh, don’t remind me,’ shudders Betty, ‘my ankles have been like blocks of ice ever since.’


‘What about my back?’ retorts Fred, earning himself a slap on each arm.


The May Day bank holiday had been memorable for all of the wrong reasons, when Fred had driven Bet and Betty out to the country for some fresh air, away from the hustle and bustle of pub life.


Fred had parked his car on a bank, unaware that it had a faulty handbrake, and had watched helplessly as it rolled down a hill into a lake, taking the two lady passengers with it. Fred had been forced to wade into the water and carry them both to dry land.


To add insult to indignity, Annie Walker had read them the riot act for leaving her at the mercy of dozens of thirsty bank-holiday revellers.


‘You don’t even live on this street, Betty. This trip’s for locals.’


‘Listen!’ Betty’s split-second transformation from matronly nurturer to snarling battleaxe is a familiar sight to customers who step out of line at the Rovers. ‘I’ve worked in this pub longer than the pair of you, there’s folks from other streets going, and I’m not going to be stuck here like cheese at fourpence, just ’cos I live a bus ride away. Any road, I reckon Mrs Walker would appreciate having a man on the premises.’


‘Nay, Betty, don’t complicate things. She’ll have to make do with Fred,’ quips Bet, as Fred’s lip curls.


The recent opening of a disco and wine bar, the Graffiti Club, yards away from the Rovers on neighbouring Rosamund Street, has been the subject of much debate and division among the residents. Naturally, Mrs Walker is vehemently opposed not only to the competition, but also to the undesirable clientele the place attracts.


There are frequent complaints of disturbances in the early hours, damage to property and intimidating encounters with youths outside the establishment. Although bespectacled and balding, Fred is nevertheless tall and portly; he’s imposing enough to sling out the occasional middle-aged drunk at closing time, but how he’d fare against a group of tanked-up yobs is less certain.


‘Quit your yakking, you two. Have you not noticed there’s a punter wants serving?’


Bet and Betty’s eyes follow Fred’s gaze towards the other side of the bar, where an unfamiliar customer is listening with interest. Bet struts over.


‘Sorry for your wait, love. Not seen your face round here before. What brings you to these parts?’




From now on, what happens next is down to the choices you make. There’s a mystery to unravel, people’s livelihoods, and possibly even their lives, could be at risk. In this seemingly tight-knit, friendly community, what secrets can you uncover? You have some hard choices ahead of you.


Jump to the numbered section that matches your decision. To get started, turn to 75.
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Thanks to some hardworking back-room staff at the station, you’ve learned that there are only two video dating agencies based in Manchester. Most of them are in London, with one in Newcastle and another in Doncaster.


You wonder about this new way of meeting prospective partners, as you arrive outside the address of the Bill & Coo Video Dating Agency, the first of the two on your list. Is it safe? What kind of information do these agencies keep on their clients?


It’s a normal suburban house in the centre of Weatherfield and it appears the owner puts would-be lovebirds together from the comfort of her living room.


‘Pop your details on the form here, love. Have you got your script sorted?’ the woman who opened the door asks. ‘Do you know what you’re looking for? Best to be prepared.’


She thinks you’re here to record a dating video. Time to flash the warrant card. She blushes as she looks at it and asks you to step into the front room.


You hope this is quick – you have the second outfit to check out too and that’s on the other side of town.




The minutes tick by, and then you start to get somewhere. See what the manager of Bill & Coo has to say at 193.
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First thing the following morning, you’re back at the station to report in. DCI Gillespie is pacing the floor of his office. He stops and looks at you with something akin to concern.


‘You out of your depth, officer?’


‘No, of course not.’ There’s no way you’re backing away from this investigation. You’re on the right track, you can feel it in your bones. The residents of Coronation Street who know your true identity can be trusted to keep your secret, for now at least. And as for the others? Well, you reckon they’ve bought your story, giving you at least the next few days to get to the bottom of the mystery.


‘Good, good. Get yourself back out there then, and keep me informed at every step. Got that?’


‘Yes, Sir, of course, Sir,’ you say, backing out of the office, practically bowing. You know you’re acting obsequiously, but that man puts the fear of God into you. He also makes you even more determined to ace your first case here in Weatherfield.


Then he calls you back.


‘Just a thought. Have you spoken to Albert Tatlock? He plays bowls with my old man. Older chap, he’s lived in Weatherfield all his life and there’s not much that happens on Coronation Street that passes him by.’


You get the sense the chief knows an awful lot about Weatherfield and its inhabitants. After all, he’s served his entire career with this force. Right then, Albert Tatlock is your next stop. You’ll find him at number 1 Coronation Street. But what can be your reason for speaking to old Albert?




It’s back to the cobbles to find out at 34.
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You turn round and think quickly.


‘Yes, I was a friend of Janice’s,’ you tell Ray. ‘I worked with her for a while. I thought I should come and pay my respects.’


You need to establish your credentials speedily before anyone from the street leaves the church and spots you.


‘That’s nice, thank you. Welcome. Are you coming to the wake?’ Ray asks.


‘No, I’m sorry,’ you say. ‘I need to get back to work.’


‘Ah okay, that’s a shame,’ Ray says. ‘I could have done with talking to people who knew Janice recently – we’d not been close for a few years, you know. And I’m only here for a day or two. I just landed last night.’


You’ll check the passenger logs with Manchester Airport, but you sense Ray is telling the truth. And if he’s only just arrived in town it’s highly unlikely he’s your culprit.


Then Ray gestures towards the entrance to the churchyard. ‘Is that another one of your colleagues over there? I don’t recognize him either.’


He points to a middle-aged man who is standing by the lychgate, lighting a cigarette. You’ve not seen him round Coronation Street.


‘Bloody hell, yes I do, actually,’ Ray corrects himself. ‘That’s Dave Smith. What’s he doing back here? Sniffing round Elsie Tanner again, I’ll bet.’


And all of a sudden you have another shady character on your radar, one of Elsie’s exes. Does he have reason to scare her, and the others? All your instincts tell you Ray is innocent. You’ll keep an eye on him while he’s here, but you’re fairly sure, despite his links to Len and Deirdre, he’s not your letter writer. The man’s only here to bury his sister, that’s clear.




But let’s follow this Dave Smith and find out why he’s hovering around a funeral. That’s at 105.
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You pick up your drink and sit down close to Vera, Ivy and Elsie. Elsie gives you a nod and then turns back to her friends.


‘I’d best be off after this one,’ Vera says. ‘Jack’ll be wanting his egg ’n’ chips ont’table when he gets off his shift. Mind you, I’ll get no thanks, he’s a grumpy swine at the moment.’


‘Why? What’s up wi’ ’im?’ asks Ivy. ‘At least he’s still around, unlike my Bert. You should look after him, Vera, he’s your hubby after all.’


‘He’s probably lost one of them damn pigeons,’ Vera says, adding with a chuckle, ‘As long as them’s the only birds he’s interested in we’ll be all right.’ And she casts a dark look towards Bet at the bar. Bet spots her. ‘All right, Vera? Or do you want to take a picture? It’ll last longer.’


Vera frowns and turns back to the table, then cracks a gag to her drinking pals at Bet’s expense. Does Vera know Jack’s received a nasty letter? You don’t think so. Either that, or she’s a better actress than you expected.


She stands up, downs her drink, picks up her coat and a capacious brown plastic handbag.


‘Right, I’m off. There’s a chip pan waiting for me and them spuds won’t peel themselves.’ And she raises her eyebrows to heaven, tuts and sweeps out of the Rovers.


You decide Vera has nothing to offer you on the subject of Jack’s letter – apparently he’s confided in his mates, but not his wife. That drink’s gone straight through you and the loo is calling, but as you pass Ivy and Elsie you can’t help but overhear Elsie.


‘She doesn’t know, does she?’


She must be talking about the letter. After all, Elsie is a fellow victim, but how does Elsie know if Vera doesn’t? You can’t stop walking, it would be too obvious, but as you approach the loo you determine to have a chat with Elsie Tanner.




Collar Elsie at 13.
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You’ve had some time to think about your next move, and a visit to the corner shop was the right one. As you leave the shop, a young woman enters and you hold the door open for her.


‘Gail, love, how are you?’ Alf asks kindly.


Aha, this is Gail. You loiter outside the shop and, as Gail leaves clutching a bag of shopping, you bend down and pretend you’ve dropped something, trying to work out an excuse to speak to her. Come on, you’re a member of Her Majesty’s finest, surely you can come up with a plausible excuse?


You don’t have to: Gail obviously has her mind on something else and she walks right into you, stumbling and dropping her shopping bag. The contents roll onto the cobbles and you apologize profusely and begin to gather up the items as they roll away.


‘Here you go, I’m so sorry, I was right in the way there,’ you say, handing her a jar of furniture polish, a bag of potatoes and a couple of tins of beans. You look at Gail, taking in the long, dark blonde hair, small frame and nervous smile.


‘No, it was me, can’t keep me mind where it should be at the moment. Thank you,’ she says, and turns to walk off.


You watch her hurry down the street and enter number 5. And then you spot a tin of peas rolling in the gutter. Perfect, you think, and you knock on number 5.


‘I rescued these for you,’ you offer as Gail opens the door.


‘Oh goodness, thank you,’ she says, taking the tin. She looks at you carefully. ‘Not seen you around here before?’


‘I’m staying in the area for a few days, here on business,’ you say. Your alias is beginning to roll off your tongue. If the undercover operation doesn’t work out, perhaps a life as a travelling salesperson might be a viable alternative for a failed copper, you think ruefully.


‘Well, by way of thank you, if you’ve time to pop into Jim’s Cafe round the corner there’ll be a cup of tea on the house.’


The conversation’s over, and Gail smiles shyly and closes the door. But at least you have an introduction and an invite to visit Jim’s Cafe.




It’s over to the caff at 50.
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On the wall of the corridor outside the staff room there’s a directional map for visitors, laying out the hospital departments with a red arrow showing ‘you are here’. Intensive care is apparently on the floor below. Best to take the stairs; you don’t want to encounter anyone in the lift who might ask uncomfortable questions. You realize you have no name badge.


As you reach floor two, you approach some swing doors that lead into the intensive care unit. You stand aside as a group of medics rush past pushing a trolley bearing an unconscious patient. For a second you feel guilty – you’re in the way of these people who are trying to save lives.


But then, you think, so are you. If your culprit is prepared to poison Jack Duckworth – if that’s what’s happened – then they are clearly a danger to their other targets.


You hover outside intensive care, and a minute or so later a nurse leads Vera Duckworth out of the unit. Vera’s mopping her eyes and the nurse is saying: ‘Don’t worry yourself, love. Your Jack’s on the mend. He’ll need looking after, though, plenty of rest, and he won’t be able to work for a good while.’


After they pass by you peer into the ICU. The team is busy looking after the new patient and, in the corner bed, Jack is lying asleep. You approach, then pull the curtains closed around the bed. At the foot is Jack’s medical chart. You pick it up and read it. You have enough basic medical knowledge to understand that Jack has been seriously ill, but all his vitals are now good.


There’s a sudden noise as Jack wakes with a snort. ‘Doctor?’ he croaks. ‘Is my Vera here?’


What to do? Jack probably needs a medically qualified person to check him over, but fingers crossed that can wait a minute.




See what Jack can tell you before a real medic comes to check on him. Best bedside manner is at 82.
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‘Just on my lunchtime constitutional,’ Ken says as he smiles and sits down next to you. ‘You don’t mind, do you?’


‘Er, no, of course not.’ But your suspicions are raised. Let’s try an innocent conversation. ‘It’s nice round here, isn’t it?’


Ken surveys the broken play equipment, the weeds and the neglected tennis court, and raises an eyebrow.


‘It would be, if the council started spending our money in the right places. It’s one of the campaigns the paper is backing, actually: Renovate the Red Rec.’


‘Ah right, good work,’ you say, getting up. ‘Well, I must be off, got people to see, places to go, you know how it is …’ You tail off.


‘Letters to write?’ Ken’s answer startles you.


‘What?’


‘No one knows who you are. The minute you appear, people start getting nasty letters.’


‘Well, actually, they started before I arrived,’ you say. ‘I’m just on a stop-off before I head up to Scotland for my company.’


‘Ah yes, and that company is … ?’ Ken asks.


‘Erm, Clarke’s Cleaning Commodities,’ you say, recalling your made-up back story.


‘Yes, that’s what Mrs Bishop told me when I asked her earlier,’ Ken says. ‘But I called Companies House: there’s no such firm.’


Damn it, that’s stumped you. And to make matters worse, Ken clearly thinks you’re the poison-pen writer.


‘Look, Mr Barlow.’ You’re going to have to clear this up. ‘I’m not the letter writer, but I am involved, in a professional capacity.’


And you reveal your true identity. You’ve no choice: Ken has forced your hand, and all it took was a phone call. Hopefully, though, Ken will understand, keep schtum and let you get on with your investigation.


No such luck. Once you’ve given Ken as much information as you need to, he blows your hopes out of the water.


‘Well now, officer,’ Ken looks at you thoughtfully. ‘People have a right to know what’s going on around here. And I have a duty to inform them. I’m sorry if that curtails your activities but I will be contacting the police press office … and I will be publishing this story.’


And with that he turns and walks off, taking his copy of this week’s Weatherfield Recorder – and your hopes of success – with him.


Once Ken contacts the police press officer, you know the chief will be consulted on whether a comment will be forthcoming, and he will know you’ve been rumbled. Better get back to the station and forewarn him. It’s a shame – you reckon you were close to unmasking your letter writer, but you hadn’t reckoned on newshound Ken. He’s like a dog on a rat, that one! Sadly, it may well be time to pass on your investigation to the rest of the team.


THE END




Go to p.281 to see your performance review.
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Len Fairclough should be at the builder’s yard at this time, so you walk round to Mawdsley Street. Roy Valentine, his teenage apprentice, is there, sorting out tools in the corner of yard. You weave your way through piles of bricks and roofing tiles and Roy greets you with a friendly hello.


‘Hiya. If you’re looking for Len, he’s not here. Dunno where he is today, Ashton maybe.’


What is Len doing, you wonder.


The phone rings and Roy excuses himself and rushes into the office. After a couple of minutes, he returns frowning and shaking his head.


‘Everything all right?’ you ask.


‘That’s the third call I’ve had today asking for estimates. I’m the apprentice, I can’t go round giving out prices – that’s Len’s job.’ Roy is looking harassed. ‘I was saying to Norman the other day, I’m running this place single-handed. He said I should go and work with him, said I’d earn more too. I’m seriously thinking about it, I tell you. Anyways, what can I do for you?’


Just then, Len’s truck draws up outside the yard.


‘Ah, here’s the man himself. I’ll grab him now. And don’t worry, I won’t let on you’re thinking about moving on.’


Roy grins, looking relieved, and busies himself with his tools. With everything that’s going on, it appears that Len has well and truly taken his eye off the ball when it comes to his building business.




Let’s see if Len fancies a pint. Take him to the Rovers at 33.
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Today you’ve decided to take a stroll around the Red Rec – you have a lot to think about from talking to the folk on Coronation Street – and then, after a wander round the nearby precinct, you check your watch. It’s nearly noon and a respectable time for a travelling rep to pop into the pub for an early lunch.


As you round the corner from Victoria Street into Rosamund Street, close to the Graffiti Club, you mull over your morning. You mentally run through the folk you’ve met in Coronation Street and its environs, and consider whether any of them could be your inky-fingered reprobate.


From what you’ve learned already, it’s clear to you that the longstanding residents are unlikely to use anonymous slurs to wound each other. You’ve heard that any grudge or disapproval gets aired verbally and publicly.


Your anonymous scribe is likely to be a new arrival, or somebody on the periphery of the community.


You push through the green front door of the Rovers and you immediately pick up on the atmosphere. There’s not many punters in, and Bet, Betty and Fred are huddled together deep in conversation behind the bar. Mrs Walker is nowhere to be seen.


You approach the bar.


‘An orange juice, please,’ you say as Bet looks over.


‘Won’t be a minute, love,’ Bet says. She’s looking pale – something’s up.


‘Everything all right?’


‘Yes, of course, love.’ Bet smiles brightly and fixes your drink.


‘Hmmph,’ Fred mutters. ‘If you call getting burned to a crisp and losing us livelihoods all right.’


‘Shut up, Fred. Mrs Walker told us to keep quiet,’ Bet glares at him.


‘What’s up? Anything I can do to help?’ you offer.




What on earth is happening in the pub? Has it got something to do with your letter writer? Bet is keeping quiet, but can you get Fred to spill the beans? Let’s see at 36.
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At Weatherfield Police Station you open the door to the interview room.


Inside, either side of a metal table with a large tape recorder at one end, sit Graeme McGinn and his brief, and opposite, a senior colleague, one of the detective sergeants.


‘You’re not helping yourself, Mr McGinn,’ the DS says as you slide into the seat next to him. ‘We have several witnesses. Why don’t you tell me what this was all about?’


He has clammed up – the duty solicitor assigned to him has advised him to offer no comment to every question put to him, and he’s taken the advice. He folds his arms and at one point turns to face the wall. Arrogant so-and-so, you mouth to your colleague.


‘We’re speaking to your wife,’ the DS pushes. ‘We know she was seeing Brian Tilsley.’ But nothing is forthcoming from McGinn.


‘Okay, Mr McGinn, why don’t we take you back to the cells and you can have a little think about what you want to tell us.’ Glancing at the clock on the wall, he announces, ‘Interview suspended at 16:00 hours,’ and a PC enters the room to take McGinn away.


You stand up to leave the interview room too, but suddenly the walls start to close in and you stagger out through the door before collapsing in a heap in the corridor. A fellow officer props you against the wall, pats your cheek and you come round. He offers you a drink of water as the chief appears next to you.


‘You’re in a bad way,’ he kneels down next to you. ‘Stirling Moss in there must have done more harm than we thought.’


‘I’m fine, honestly.’ You struggle to your feet, before wobbling and dropping.


‘I’m sorry, Detective, I can’t let you carry on with this investigation. You’ve sustained a serious head injury and it needs checking out. It might just be concussion, but I have a duty of care to my officers. One of the team will take you to the hospital.’


Damn it! One fainting episode and you’re off the case. In truth, you do feel pretty ropey; maybe the accident did more damage than you thought.


But at least you have one collar – eventually Graeme McGinn is taken down to the custody suite and charged with attempted murder, assault occasioning grievous bodily harm and leaving the scene of an accident. With all the witnesses the CPS can call on, you bet he’s going down for a very long time.


As for your future, a brain scan beckons. It’s over to Weatherfield General Hospital for you.


THE END




Go to p.281 to see your performance review.
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The coach pulls onto the front at Blackpool and everyone busies themselves gathering their belongings and pushing to get off the vehicle.


Blackpool is a riot of colour, and the illuminations in the distance are starting to light up, but it’s the glare of the amusements along the seafront that catches your eye. Gangs of teenagers clutching cans are laughing together, counting their coins for the slot machines, as elderly couples carry coloured windbreaks and deckchairs back to their bed-and-breakfasts after a day on the windy beach. It may be November, but Blackpool’s always busy, it seems.


You look around at the adverts for the Christmas shows in Blackpool. Blimey, The Police are playing the Opera House next month. You make a mental note to return for that – you love The Police, appropriately enough.


You breathe in the salty smell of sea, sand … and chip fat.


‘Well, let’s set off, there’s a Windmill Land tableau at the illuminations I’m very keen to see,’ says Mrs Bishop. ‘All back on the coach at 9pm.’


You exit the coach and look around. Who do you pal up with? Who looks like the best person to glean some vital information from?




Do you wander off on your own for a while, hoping to eavesdrop on some private conversations? Go to 137.


Or do you stick with people you have got to know? After all, Mrs Bishop might, unwittingly, be able to help you. Jump to 55.
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‘Pssst!’ You’ve been waiting near the loos for a little while on the off chance that Elsie decides to powder her nose, and you’re in luck. She’s pushing the door to the ladies open. She pauses, looks over each shoulder, then spots you hovering.


‘What’s up with you? Have you been caught out?’


What does she mean? Caught out by who? You start to panic.


‘No loo roll in there?’


You exhale with relief. ‘Oh no! No, there’s plenty. It’s something else, but I didn’t want to bring it up in there. Did you know Jack Duckworth’s had one of those letters? I wondered if Vera knew but it’s clear she doesn’t.’


Elsie looks at you, still wondering whether she can really trust you.


After a second, she says: ‘Yes, I knew. One of the cabbies told his brother who’s a van driver at the factory and he was telling his mate on the smoke break. Ivy overheard and she told me.’


Talk about a gossip grapevine. There’s not much goes on round here that the factory girls don’t find out about. That makes your malevolent letter writer cleverer than you thought, though–but they have to slip up some time. You only hope it’s going to be sooner rather than later.


‘What did it say? Do you know?’


‘Said he should watch what he drinks, whatever that means. Jeff, that’s who’s on the vans, well he said Jack just laughed it off. Like me, thinks it’s all empty threats. Jack’s dealt with worse than that, and Vera doesn’t need to know. She’s got enough on her plate with their Terry. Now if you don’t mind, I need to pay a visit.’


And Elsie turns and disappears into a cubicle.




You go back into the public bar. You finish your drink quickly and return to your lodgings. An early night beckons at 38.
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Close to the meeting point you find DS Goundry, who is second in command of this operation.


‘Is it a hoax, do you think?’ you ask him after identifying yourself.


‘We’re about to find out.’ He nods over toward the factory gate. An officer is walking out carrying an evidence bag.


‘All clear,’ the officer says. ‘There’s no viable devices in there, but we’ve got both the suspect packages, I’m taking them in now. We’re fairly sure there’s prints on them. Our chap hasn’t been as careful as he could have been.’


That’s hopeful, you think. If there are prints and they’re on the system, you’ve got your man.


As you’re about to leave for the station, Mike Baldwin barrels up to DS Goundry.


‘Is all this nonsense over? Can I get my girls back in there? I’ve got an order to get out.’


‘Yes, Mr Baldwin. You’re all good.’


‘About bloody time,’ and Mike Baldwin stalks off. ‘Come on, ladies, back to your machines, quick smart.’


He is so bothered about getting his workers back at their stations and stitching denim that he hasn’t noticed you talking to the officers. That’s fortunate. Let’s get back to the station and find out if those suspect packages – both packed in Kwik Save bags – can give up any clues.




Speak to the fingerprint unit at 87.
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What’s the best way to approach Jack Duckworth’s wife, Vera, and keep your alias intact, you wonder, as you stand on Coronation Street looking over at Baldwin’s Casuals Ltd.


It’s a stark grey two-storey building that casts a shadow over the cobbles, blocking out the occasional Weatherfield sunshine for large parts of the day. It has wrought-iron entrance gates which are closed at the moment, presumably to keep the machinists safely at their work stations until finishing time.


It’s approaching 5pm and you hear the chatter from a gaggle of women as they stick their cards in the clocking-off machine near the exit, pull on their coats and bid a goodnight to the van drivers and each other.


As most of the workers stream out, heading off home in the November gloom, you see Elsie Tanner standing with two women – one taller, with a light blonde perm, the other smaller and with what seems to be a permanent scowl on her face.


‘Right, Vera, Ivy,’ says Elsie, ‘It’s not my round, must be your turn to get your purses out.’ They walk off towards the Rovers. Mrs Bishop hurries past them and crosses the street, entering number 3.




It’s off to the Rovers for you too, then. That’s at 39.
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Eccles is not far from Weatherfield, and you’re there in 20 minutes in a patrol car. You ask the officer, PC Pimblett, to park round the corner from the address Mrs Kapoor gave you for her brother-in-law Anil. You don’t want to spook Raj if he’s there.


Anil Kapoor’s house is a smart semi-detached on a pleasant modern housing estate on the outskirts of the town. You walk up and down the road, trying to suss out if there’s any movement inside the house. There are two cars on the drive, so it’s a fair bet someone’s at home.


Your fellow officer is waiting for a sign to accompany you to arrest Raj Kapoor, if he is indeed there. You want to get the lie of the land first.


From your vantage point you see a man opening the front door. From Mrs Kapoor’s description, it’s her husband. He approaches one of the cars in the drive, key in hand. You step into the driveway. PC Pimblett appears behind you; he’s taken the initiative to leave the patrol car – good man.


‘Mr Kapoor.’ You show him your warrant card. ‘I need to ask you some questions, about Baldwin’s Casuals in Weatherfield?’


‘Baldwin? I don’t have time to talk about that scoundrel. I have somewhere I need to be.’ And he opens the car door and moves to sit in the driver’s seat.


‘Not so fast, Mr Kapoor. That wasn’t a request.’ But he starts the engine and revs up, places an arm around the passenger seat and looks behind him, preparing to back out of the drive.


You lean into the car, pull the keys out of the ignition and haul Mr Kapoor out of the car, pinning his arms behind him and grappling for your handcuffs.


‘Don’t make this more difficult, Mr Kapoor. Your wife is worried about you: she asked us to find out where you’ve been.’


‘Take your hands off him at once!’ A man in a tracksuit rounds the corner, looking furious – and sweaty. He’s just finished a run, it seems.


PC Pimblett steps in, sensing trouble.


‘All right, sir, please step back. This is a police matter,’ he says, holding his hands up to stop the sweaty man coming any closer.


‘This man is resisting arrest, I have every right to cuff him,’ you bark, as Raj struggles to get out of your grip. ‘Who do you think you are?’


‘I’m his brother, and I’m also a solicitor, so I know the law as well as you do, officer. Probably better.’




Uh-oh, this could get tricky. Can you talk Anil down and take his brother in for questioning? Find out at 186.
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‘You can go straight in, he’s waiting for you,’ WPC Rikki Hornby nods towards the DCI’s office at Weatherfield CID.


Update time. Your heart’s in your mouth – you haven’t got nearly as far as you’d hoped with the investigation. You’re going to be honest, though, and perhaps the chief will give you some pointers.


You enter the office, sit down opposite the boss and outline your progress to date.


‘Bloody hell, I thought you’d’ve got further than this,’ he growls. Oh dear, he’s not happy.


‘It’s only been a couple of days,’ you reason.


‘Yes, but it’s hardly the great train robbery. It’s a few dodgy letters. I gave you this job as a test, and you appear to be failing. You’ve got a week.’


‘From now?’


‘No, in total.’


‘That only takes me to the weekend!’ you protest, even though you know it’s in vain. Detective Chief Inspector Gillespie is an impatient man, who often makes unreasonable demands of his staff. But he gets results, you know, even if he sometimes turns a blind eye to some underhand tactics that sit just this side of legal.


The boss picks up some papers and starts flicking through them. He looks back up at you, irritated.


‘Off you go then. I want you back here next week and then I’ll decide where you’ll go, to that nice desk out there as a potential Detective Sergeant – or back to traffic reports!’


It’s time to get back out there. And with those few words of – pretty harsh, in your opinion – warning in your ear, to head back to Coronation Street.




What’s your next port of call? Back to the Rovers? Go to 10.


Or perhaps it’s time to pay that visit to Jim’s Cafe at 50.
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As luck would have it, Hilda is due in to start work on the cloakroom in about half an hour. You spend the time talking to Don about the gossipy cleaner. Your probing suggests that he seems to be certain Hilda is nothing more than a nosy busybody, with no real malice in her.


‘Hilda’s harmless,’ he assures you. ‘Yes, she’s got a lot to say about everyone on this street but she’s no more likely to be calling in bomb threats than Annie Walker. Doesn’t have it in her. You’re on the wrong track if you think she’s got anything to do with all this.’


To your mind, he’s probably right, but you need to find out what Hilda did with her cash from the club. You hear tuneless whistling as she bustles in.


‘Evening, Mr Watkins,’ she chirps as the two of you emerge from the office.


‘Could you step in here for a moment, Hilda?’ She looks worried and follows you into the office.


‘Is there a problem, Mr Watkins? I’ve done nowt wrong, ’ave I?’


‘No, Hilda, but the officer here would just like to ask you a couple of questions.’


‘Officer? What, the police? If this is to do with my Stan claiming the social, he’s entitled to it.’


‘No, Mrs Ogden,’ you reassure her. ‘It’s nothing like that. I was wondering if you can remember what you did with your pay from two weeks ago.’


Hilda thinks hard and then says: ‘Well, I put some in the tin for the electric as I always do, that’s still there. I give my Stan his beer money – of course he spent it all in one night – but two weeks ago I remember I had to pay a tradesman. Oh yes, I bought some raffle tickets from Percy Sugden too, for the Christmas Fair on Saturday. Only 50p worth, mind, I’m not made of money, but I had to use a fiver and he gave me the change. I’ve got me eye on the Christmas hamper from Bettabuys. It’s got a turkey crown AND a bottle of sherry. Why? What’s all this about?’


‘Who was the tradesman, Mrs Ogden?’ you ask.


‘It was Norman Harper, he sorted out me ballcock. Our toilet hadn’t flushed properly for months and my Stanley tried to fix it but he’s no plumber: to be honest I could have done better meself.’




So the banknote might have gone into the Rovers’ till, in which case there’s virtually no chance of tracking it down. It’s worth a quick livener, though, just to see if they remember who else was in the pub the night recently when Stan was flashing the fivers. Call in to the Rovers at 194.


Or it was paid to Percy Sugden or Norman Harper? Let’s have a word with Norman at 195.


Or is it more important to check in with Percy first? You’ ll find him at the Community Centre at 157.
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There’s no time to lose. No sooner has Elsie reached the top of the stairs than you’re on your feet. Elsie hasn’t gone to the police about the letter, and from what Fred said in the pub, it seems she’s been coy about the contents. Given her warning about neighbours always coming and going, she’s not likely to have left it lying around, so you have approximately 30 minutes to search the ground floor of the house.


It seems possible: aside from this rear living-room and kitchenette, there is just the newlywed lodgers’ room at the front, and a small outside yard at the back.


Sneaking into the hallway, you decide to chance entering the lodgers’ room first. It seems freshly decorated and cosy enough, but the lack of space is unlikely to suit a married couple for very long. What furniture there is doesn’t match, and seems to come from various second-hand sources.


A quick rifle through a small chest of drawers and a wardrobe reveals nothing and, with no further hiding places leaping out, you slip back into the hall. Hearing Elsie cheerfully humming away to herself upstairs, it’s time to check the back yard.


Emerging via the kitchen, you find a very small paved area with a washing line strung across it and, tucked away in the corner by the back gate, an outhouse. Ah, there’s a place to stash a secret away from prying eyes. The door is padlocked but looks quite rusty, and a bit of encouragement might loosen it. You rattle the handle a few times, but suddenly hear a sash window flying open, and an accusatory voice yells: ‘What the devil do you think you’re doing?’


Turning sheepishly to see Elsie Tanner leaning out of the upstairs window holding a small rug and a carpet beater, your mind races to form an explanation when she suddenly lets out another laugh.


‘You daft thing! We haven’t used the outside lavvy in donkeys’ years. We’re all mod cons round here. Get yourself up these stairs and I’ll show you. Typical, you southerners think we live in the dark ages!’


Obeying your new landlady, you pay a fruitless visit to her smallest room, but make a mental note to try again to find out what’s behind that locked door.


‘I’m nearly finished up here, love, make yourself at home,’ trills Elsie as you return to the living room. Your eyes rest on the sideboard. It’s now or never. Dashing over, you fling open the cupboard doors and start rummaging through various shoeboxes and biscuit tins stuffed with paperwork, more than one wedding album, and – success! – a stash of letters.


‘Find what you’re looking for?’ challenges Elsie, noiselessly arriving in the doorway. ‘I think you’ve got some explaining to do, dear.’


This time, there’s no sign of a laugh or even a smile.




Yikes, that’s torn it. Is your investigation over before it’s begun? You need to come up with a plausible excuse to get Elsie back on side. See how you do at 40.


Or perhaps you need to confide a secret of your own to distract her. Give that a try at 31.
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