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Tomorrow’s newspapers would get it wrong as usual. It wasn’t
a

deafening explosion, except for those who were close enough. And
for

them suddenly being deaf was the very least of their problems. No,
it

was more like a dull thump. The sort of noise you get when you
use

your fist to plump up your pillow.



I heard it just as I was tuning out some bloke who was trying
to

convince me that a time-share in Alicante would fulfil all my
dreams.

He couldn’t be more wrong. Kiera Knightley with no clothes on and
an

insatiable lust for my body is a lot nearer the mark.



It was about a quarter to eight and we were watching you know what
on

the haunted fish tank. I remember some Russian bloke saying
religion

was the opium of the masses. He obviously hadn’t been round my
house

when Coronation Street was on. The first half had closed on a
typical

Corrie cliff hanger. Gail in close up staring off camera and
looking

as though she had just had a wet fart. The Ads had started and
my

beloved had left my side with the immortal words ‘I’m busting for
a

pee’. She hadn’t got out the door when we heard this thud and then
a

few moments later a tremendous crash as our front room window fell
in.



‘Goodness, what was that?' I said, or words to that effect while
my

missus shrieked ‘It’s a bomb!’

I could hear something dripping on the Axminster and for a mad
moment

I thought Brenda had wet herself and then I realised I had
knocked

over my can of Tennant’s.

‘Barry!’

Just then my pager started tweeting and I recognised my cue to
leave

the scene of the crime.

‘Sorry love, gotta go, it’s a ‘Shout’.’

‘BARRY!’



When I got to the Station five minutes later, both the main
tenders

had already left. The ancillary support vehicle was fired up and
just

waiting for us part-timers to arrive. Twenty seconds later we
were

kitted up and on our way.



Davey, our full-time Leading Fireman and crew boss, had grabbed
the

print-out with the details of the incident from the Control Room
and

was calling out the lefts and rights to Johno who was taking
us

through the back doubles like we were a greased pig with its arse
on

fire.



We could see the smoke and the flames and there was rubble all
over

the road but could we find the right street? Some bureaucratic
burke

had recently re-named all the roads in the area, but we hadn’t got
the

up-dated maps.



Davey got on the ‘net. ‘Fire One report your location, over.’

There was a brief pause and then ‘In what’s left of Dante Drive,
over.’

‘Where? Over.’

‘Dante Drive, used to be Wall Street. Second left off Stockton
Road

and then down to the 'T' junction and turn right.’

‘Got it’ grunted Johno, blasting a dawdling bus with the
bull-horn

before overtaking on the inside.



There were no prizes for guessing what the headline would be
in

tomorrow’s paper. A photographer was already crouched in the road
at

the end of the street framing the scene with the street name
hanging

from a shattered post in the foreground. Dante Drive was an
inferno

alright, with what remained standing of four of the six
terraced

houses well alight and the rest just rubble. The next street,
Gabriel

Grove was badly damaged, but remarkably apart from broken
windows,

dented cars and some shocked and disorientated residents Rosetti
Road

had got off quite lightly.



On instructions from Fire One, the Regional Fire Officer, we
were

deployed to search and rescue duties. Indentify the outer perimeter
of

the incident and then work inwards.



Johno found the old lady in a hedge at the back of Rossetti Road.
Her

one remaining leg was almost severed at the knee and she was head
down

in the privet; buried up to her hips. Davey called for the police
and

ambulance and between us we got her out, 'bagged' her, and
then

cordoned off the area. One of the ambulance guys recognised her,
he’d

been taking her to the hospital twice a week for the last six
months



‘That’s Mrs Morris, from number four.’

The way the policemen exchanged looks we knew that the information
was

significant.

‘She must have been blown through the roof.’

‘Number 4, that the incident centre?’ asked Davey.

‘Yeah. Looks like another ‘Corrie Connection’ said one of the
coppers.

It was our turn to exchange looks. The phrase ‘Corrie Connection’
was

well known within the Brigade. It wasn’t always ‘Coronation Street’
of

course, ‘Emmerdale’ brought it’s fair share of ‘Shouts’, as did
other

shows, but the ‘Corrie Connection’ had sort of stuck as the
generic

term for all incidents that were related to people falling
down

stairs, setting the kitchen alight, or suffering injury or even
death

as a result of trying to do something or other in the 150 seconds
or

so of a commercial break.



The official report would probably cite a faulty gas appliance or
an

old lady who shouldn’t have been on her own, but the end result
was

the same. Four dead, twelve injured and a whole terrace of
houses

destroyed. Dante Drive, or Wall Street as it had been was not
so

different from Coronation Street and like Coronation Street had
had

its fair share of crises, but seldom anything as dramatic as
this.



When I got home there was a fella screwing a bit of plywood over
the

missing front room window. His mate was throwing broken glass into
our

wheelie bin.

‘You were unlucky, mate.’

‘Yeah?’

‘Yeah. Show him Kev.’

Kev delved into the bin and hauled out a dead sea-gull.

‘We found that in your front room’

I poked at a piece of bent metal buried in the bird’s chest.

‘What’s that?’

‘Well’, said Kev, thoughtfully, ‘looks like the cap off a whistling
kettle.’
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