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PRAISE FOR FRANK PAUL


‘A 21st-century Lewis Carroll. The best quizmasters aim to delight, and Cryptic Pub Quiz does so on every page. This is quizzing where you know the answer but find it only after delicious mental contortions. Relentlessly creative, frequently hilarious and consistently beautiful’


Alan Connor, author of The Joy of Quiz and question editor for Richard Osman’s House Of Games


‘I am most impressed... the questions should offer an enjoyable challenge to those adept at cryptic crossword solving’


Tim Moorey, author of How to Crack Cryptic Crosswords


‘Frank Paul is an extremely impressive chap and a dazzling quizzer; I will be very excited to see his quiz book’


Victoria Coren Mitchell, presenter of Only Connect


‘Frank Paul’s quizzes are learning dressed up to have fun – aerobics of the mind, push-ups of the brain, and tickles of the funny bone.’


Richard Lederer, author of Anguished English and Get Thee to a Punnery and former co-host of A Way with Words


‘Dull men in pubs across the country, who downloaded their quiz for £5 that morning, will ask you the capital of Peru, or who presented The Generation Game after Bruce Forsyth. They are not worthy to lick Frank Paul’s boots.’


Marcus Berkmann, Daily Mail
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This book is dedicated to my gran, my mum,
Masha, Eve, Lawrie and Daphna, who have
always offered their immense love and support,
and also to Andrew Begg and Tom Short,
two school friends to whom, as a teenager, I
made separate promises that if ever I had a
book published I would dedicate it to them.
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I have always loved puzzles. As a child, I would draw mazes, making them as complicated as I could, filling the page with tiny paths, eager to watch my mum meander through them with her finger. She was the one I trusted most to solve my mazes, as only she had worked out my secret, never-spoken rule: that I would only be satisfied if she blundered down every single dead end before reaching the exit. I later fell under the spell of a book by one Norman D. Willis, whom I pictured as suave and heroic. His puzzles were set in enthrallingly bizarre worlds populated by people who only lied or only told the truth or alternated between truth and lies. I created my own versions, which I would spring on my mum. The more I worked on these puzzles, the more elaborate they became, until she could no longer figure them out. After gazing at the puzzle with a slightly tragic air, punctuated by marvelling at my ingenuity – as if that in itself would placate me – she would entreat me to let her give up. I urged her to persevere, to give me the pleasure of witnessing her weave together my delicately placed clues, and she would stare with a pained expression for a little longer before declaring that she was stumped. There was no one else I would have felt comfortable showing these puzzles to; if my work had been scoffed at, I would have been crushed.


I had never particularly gone in for quizzes before meeting Masha, the person I would go on to marry. But I grew fonder of them as time went on. We discovered that we enjoyed quizzes for different reasons. She liked the social aspect of quizzing, exchanging suggestions with our friends, discovering more about their experience and interests, feeling a sense of camaraderie strengthened by sharing a common goal. I thrived on the knowledge I could display and the facts that I was acquiring with each new quiz.


When Masha was planning to take up a volunteering placement, the charity asked all of their prospective volunteers to raise funds for them, and among their suggestions was to run a quiz. I’d had idle daydreams about running a quiz before but never considered it in earnest – yet as soon as I heard the suggestion, I was filled with the unshakeable conviction that this was what I longed to do.


My debut quiz as a presenter was far from a roaring success. I realised as I read out the questions that it was far too hard, showing no mercy to contestants ignorant of certain fairly obscure pieces of trivia, and I felt the jollity in the atmosphere being palpably sucked from the air. As I’d been compiling the questions, Masha had objected to their difficulty, but I’d assured her that people wouldn’t mind because they’d be so looking forward to the interesting facts I would reveal as I announced the answers. She’d been right all along! I wondered what I would change if I ever got the chance to present a quiz again.


My chance came two years later: we heard that the quizmaster at a local pub, The Mill, had retired, and I took over. This time, I made sure to write questions where the answers could be figured out even if the contestants didn’t know them at first, questions whose solutions could be deduced – in gratifying penny-dropping moments – from elaborate wordplay or hidden connections. I would be overwhelmed with nerves as I walked from my house to the pub. I would arrive half an hour early, and spend the time pacing the path by the river, dreading the inevitable moment when I would be compelled to start the quiz.


In my first season at The Mill, a girl turned up soon before the quiz was due to start. She asked if I set the quiz. Then she asked what my favourite quiz show was. She posed this second question with a suspicious air which, though tongue-in-cheek, gave the impression that a lot was riding on the answer.


‘It’s a toss-up between Pointless and Only Connect,’ I replied, apprehensive but taking solace in the fact that I had uttered a sincere opinion which I could defend if necessary. I was unused to being on the receiving end of an interrogation; there was something rather refreshing about it.


‘Those are the two best answers!’ she enthused with wide eyes.


This girl was Lydia; she and her friend Natalie became regulars at the quiz. On Lydia’s birthday, the two of them came round for supper. She asked if I’d like to join her and her boyfriend Tom to apply for Only Connect. Though applying for Only Connect had never occurred to me before (and, she later told me, the idea of asking me to join her in applying had never occurred to her before that instant), I bellowed, ‘Yes!’ without a moment’s hesitation. The show had been a revelation, an inspiration to me, its questions drawn as much from the world of cryptic crosswords as from general knowledge, showing me the glittering path away from straightforward quizzing to something more creative, beautiful and eccentric. The contestants seemed to possess extraordinary reserves of knowledge and powers of deduction.


One warm spring morning, Lydia, Tom and I walked by the dock in Cardiff, asking each other questions from Thomas Eaton’s Guardian quiz. Our episode of Only Connect was to film that day. At the studio – not the gleaming, glass-fronted edifice of my imagination but a long, brown, warehouse-like building nestled in an industrial estate – our opponents’ captain regaled us with tales of reaching a record-breaking number of Fifteen to One grand finals and winning £14,000 on Eggheads. By the time we were called in, my nerves were out of control, my brain like a pinball machine gone haywire. Victoria Coren Mitchell arrived, briskly had a photo taken standing just behind each of the teams, and advised us that we shouldn’t worry about getting things wrong because no one at home knew any of the answers. And before I could say ‘Stop, I’m not ready!’, we were off.


Our opponents built a heart-sinkingly strong lead after Round 1, we clawed our way back on Round 2, and then, on our connecting wall, we were given full marks! But Tom had answered one group of clues with ‘Irish presidents’ where the correct answer had been ‘Taoisigh’; Victoria had let us have the points, but was now deep in conversation with the question-setters via her earpiece. After an agonising, stomach-twisting wait, three points were snatched from our grasp and our opponents had a commanding lead as we entered the final round.


We lost the game by four points. I’d said barely anything over the course of the match, and what I had said had been largely nonsense: I’d persuaded my team to plump for a wrong answer because I’d misheard ‘The Steve Miller Band’ as ‘Steve Miliband’, and I’d buzzed in incorrectly on a missing vowels question. I was devastated.


Lydia said after we came out that she must have had bigger disappointments in her life, but she couldn’t recall any. We took a train back. Tom was a reassuring presence, confident that we would get to return as one of the two highest-scoring losing teams. He had to change trains early on. For the rest of the journey to Cambridge, Lydia and I tormented ourselves. We brooded on the events of the quiz a thousand times, lamenting everything we should have done differently. I told her I’d wanted to yell, in defiance of all the evidence to the contrary, ‘I am good at quizzes!’ We kept vowing to change the subject, but every time we did, we found that, without even noticing, we’d immediately begun to talk about Only Connect again. She told me afterwards that she’d fallen asleep as soon as she got home; I spent an anguished night, only nodding off at six in the morning.


The next eight episodes of the series were being filmed over the following four days: if two losing teams surpassed our score, we would be knocked out. At last the call came: all the matches had been played and we were still the highest-scoring losers – what’s more, we had to leave for Cardiff within the next couple of hours!


In our next match, by the time we got to the final round, we were even further behind than we had previously been. We’d surely blown our desperately hoped-for second chance. How grim to bid farewell to the Only Connect studio, scene of my daydreams, without a taste of victory! At least I’d got some answers right this time, so I could leave with my head held – well, not exactly high, but not quite bent to the ground like an ostrich. The first category of the missing vowels round was ‘Items required when driving a UK car in France’. Tom and Lydia had recently been driving in France, and, lightning-fingered, blazed through the category, and we were back on level terms! I buzzed in on the final question and got it wrong, losing us a point – but no matter, we’d won!


Next, to my astonishment, we defeated a team containing a University Challenge champion (who had entertained us backstage with impressions of Evelyn Waugh dismissing the work of Gertrude Stein and James Joyce as ‘gibberish’), which saw us through to the quarter-finals. We won, lost and won again (the latter game a rematch against the team who’d beaten us in our opening episode) to propel us to the semi-final, where we improbably defeated a team of question-setters from The Chase.


I’d had to do last-minute shopping: I hadn’t packed enough outfits, never expecting us to get so far. The first time I tried on the glossy shirt I’d bought on the off-chance we reached the final, the final was soon to start. It was far too tight, forcing my back into a hunch, my flesh bulging between the buttons like a stress ball through clenched fingers. Tom lent me a T-shirt to wear underneath it.


In the final, the subject of Mountweazels came up – fictitious entries in reference books used as copyright traps. I’d been researching Mountweazels for this very book (for a question I never used) and was able to rattle off a barrage of facts about them. It was exhilarating, the kind of moment that had hitherto only occurred in my wildest dreams. On the wall, I spotted that ‘rabies’ was an anagram of ‘Serbia’ – a fact I had discovered as a teenager when setting cryptic crosswords for my mum, a habit I’d taken up to ease my loneliness at boarding school, sending her my first cryptic crossword in a homemade letter sealed with honey.


I was sworn to secrecy about our victory. On the train back to Cambridge, I mouthed, ‘We won!’ to the cows in the fields we passed. One of the answers in the final had been ‘We Are the Champions’; I listened to the song every day for about a month, my spirits soaring. For some time afterwards, I would find myself spontaneously chuckling and shaking my head in disbelief.


One Monday in March 2020, I was planning to present my quiz as usual, but reports of the spread of Covid were increasingly alarming, the headlines ever more outraged that the government hadn’t closed pubs. I was plagued by the thought of letting down my contestants – I’d never cancelled a quiz before – but eventually called it off and posted the questions on Twitter instead. I didn’t return to the pub until October the following year. During lockdown, Tom recruited me and Lydia to an online quiz league. I’d never been part of a quiz league before. The experience proved thrilling and terrifying. It was also very useful for identifying gaps in my knowledge. In hope of improving my performances, I recorded myself reciting facts for hours and listened to them whenever I left the house alone, repeating my own words in a determined murmur. It all slipped from my mind. I signed up to more and more online quiz leagues; I would grow jaded and overwhelmed by the amount of quizzing I was doing, would cut down, would feel bereft that I wasn’t quizzing enough, and the cycle would begin again. I grew to feel part of a quizzing community vaster and more tight-knit than I’d ever imagined. It’s predominantly composed of the loveliest people, partly, I think, because to be a good quizzer it helps to leave judgment and snobbery behind, to treat all information as equal no matter whether it relates to opera or soap opera, to geometry or Gene Autry.


I created an online version of my pub quiz, using Zoom. I sent my contestants a link to a webpage containing the questions, then dispatched teams to ‘breakout rooms’ to discuss them. As my quiz was written out for all to see, I was able to craft longer and more elaborate questions without the trouble of having to circumnavigate a pub repeating them several times to each team. One question I wrote was about a paragraph long and had the answer ‘Sex and the City and King Charles II’. As well as regulars from the pub, it attracted quiz obsessives and veterans of TV quiz shows. It was wonderful to witness how the fame of my sneaky questions had spread through the quiz world. Even when the quiz returned to the pub, I kept its online equivalent going; nowadays I often present the digital version with my youngest daughter in my arms.


This quiz book is largely drawn from questions I wrote during my first two seasons presenting The Mill’s quiz. I’m rather proud of the quizzes within it and excited about springing them upon you!
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PART ONE:


ALL FUN AND GAMES
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...UNTIL SOMEONE LOSES AN ‘I’


Guess the words from their definitions. Each pair is spelt identically except that the second answer contains the letter ‘i’ at least once. For instance, ‘a small mark and a fool’ would lead to ‘dot’ and ‘idiot’. Have half a point for each word in each pair.




1. A member of an ethnic group in North Africa and a disease that affects the heart and nerves


2. Enjoy the taste or smell of and someone who brings salvation


3. A member of the Addams Family and more lively


4. The second word of the SAS’s three-word motto and places where milk products are processed


5. A palindromic word meaning ‘pertain’ or ‘turn one’s attention’ and a palindromic word meaning ‘someone who treats an abstract concept as if it had material existence’


6. A device used to hold something in position and the quality of being hirsute


7. Seize hold of by pulling and most sinewy


8. A city in the west of France and vapid things





This round is out of 8.






REBUS: GAMES


Each set of visual clues, read aloud, will combine to form the name of a sport or game. Identify the games.
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This round is out of 8.







HUNT THE SYNONYMS



In this round (one of my less fiendish ones), change one letter of each word to make pairs of synonyms, e.g. ‘Convert and gunnery’ could be changed to ‘Convent and nunnery’. Have one point per answer (half a point for each word).




1. Mistress and buffering


2. Paid and dug


3. Engage and maiden


4. Sacked and hole


5. Charm and gull


6. Aware and prime


7. Pertain and surf


8. Delicate and denote





This round is out of 8.
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IF THIS IS THE ANSWER, WHAT’S THE QUESTION?





1. Martha finally admits that she is, after she and her husband demonstrate the acrimony of their relationship in front of two increasingly uncomfortable guests.


2. It was Judge Doom, who achieved this by faking an affair between Jessica and Acme, then having Acme killed.


3. ‘Yes, unless you’re referring to the leader of either the Coptic or the Greek Orthodox Church of Alexandria,’ is one response to this sarcastic question, used to indicate that the answer to a previous question is obvious.


4. It was the latter, geneticists have concluded, though Aristotle believed that both had always existed.


5. No answer is provided to this riddle, found in a novel of 1865, though it has been suggested that ‘Poe wrote on both’ would be a valid response.


6. The answer to this question, asked in 1981, depends on whether you stop giving mixed messages and say you are mine, but trouble will ensue whatever the outcome.


7. It was behind a mail truck all along, after a search for it culminated in a confrontation with a giant alien.


8. According to an environmental conservation officer in America, the solution to this tongue-twister is ‘about 700 pounds on a good day with the wind at his back’.





This round is out of 8.




DOCTOR, DOCTOR



I’ve selected eight real and fictional people who are all known as ‘Doctor’ and imagined what they might say to you if you consulted them for medical advice. Identify the eight people.




1. ‘If you wish to remain healthy, on no account visit a city twenty-two miles south of Worcester and thirty-two miles north-east of Bristol. I caught hypothermia there after being submerged up to my waist in water, and I shall never return.’


2. ‘I’m afraid I can’t treat you now as I’ve just been woken by a call from four Scandinavians who want me to return and resume the love affair we engaged in during summertime.’


3. ‘How sweet to be a medical practitioner, with the power of life and death over any man. I confess to having a mania for power, and mania is as priceless as genius. You must forgive me if my examination of you feels somewhat exotic. I have steel pincers instead of hands.’


4. ‘Of course it’s no problem you’ve called me out at three a.m. – I’m here for anyone in need at any time. Now, are you feeling down? If so, let’s pick you up. I’ve brought my special cup for you to take a sip from.’


5. ‘This medicinal omelette will cure your cold, and there’s no reason to imagine it’ll turn you into an evil brainwashed ninja obedient to my every whim! What the heck? Someone’s dashed in and stolen the omelette! I hate that hedgehog!’


6. ‘Now, my good fellow, you are suffering from nothing more than – but I am seized by nausea! Leave my sight, for I feel myself transforming without the aid of the draught I concocted, and my soul is boiling with causeless hatreds!’


7. ‘I can’t hear myself think with your snuffles and sniffs


And your ningle-nose nurgles and puff-peffer-piffs!


Take this puckberry pill and your nose and your chest


Will be clear north and south! Will be clear east and west!’


8. ‘I see you suffer from a neurological disorder. I have some sympathy for your situation as I myself am affected by alien hand syndrome. But such trifles will be easily overlooked in the mineshaft in which we and future generations will prosper to avoid the impending radioactivity.’





This round is out of 8.




WHAT’S THE DIFFERENCE? (NO. 1)


The questions in this round come in the form of jokes where the answer involves a spoonerism. For instance, if the question were ‘What’s the difference between a lovely glove and a small, silent cat?’, the answer would be ‘One’s a cute mitten and the other’s a mute kitten.’




1. What’s the difference between a martial arts star and unpackaged French cheese?


2. What’s the difference between completely false information and no filled pastries?


3. What’s the difference between an intrigued visitor to our shores and someone angrily holding an inquest into a death?


4. What’s the difference between a polymath and every dis-reputable woman’s path?


5. What’s the difference between what may be Metallica’s most celebrated album and someone who preaches to Kermit and Miss Piggy?


6. What’s the difference between the jewellery of a painted girl and an aristocratic Peeping Tom?


7. What’s the difference between a comedy starring Diane Keaton and Bette Midler and the most incompetent group of players of a sport associated with public schools?


8. What’s the difference between an eighteenth-century novel and many sets of little stones belonging to the heroine of The Mill on the Floss?





This round is out of 8.
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ROUND THE WORLD TRICK OR TREAT



Identify these countries from the descriptions of their supernaturally themed festivals and traditions. But beware – you must also identify which four of the questions are ‘tricks’, where the described festivals or traditions are fabrications and belong to no country at all.




1. The Bon Festival, also known as the Obon Festival, is an annual Buddhist festival in this country, during which it is believed that the spirits of one’s ancestors return to visit their relatives. Those celebrating may perform a traditional dance around a specially erected tower called a yagura.


2. In this country, Halloween celebrations traditionally involve theatre and dance performances themed around cricket, playing on the fact that the most widely spoken language uses the same word for ‘vampire’ and ‘umpire’. The most popular drama is a re-enactment of the country’s famous 1976 victory over Australia, with the home team bravely defending themselves not only against the Australians’ spin bowling but the attacks of the vampiric umpire.


3. Barmbrack is traditionally served on Halloween in this country, which is said to be the birthplace of Halloween. It is a fruit cake which may have various objects baked inside it, which supposedly foretell the future of those who discover them. A coin symbolises wealth, a ring symbolises marriage in the near future and a thimble symbolises spinsterhood.
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