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   Praise for Frank Paul

   ‘Frank Paul is a dazzling quizzer.’ 

   Victoria Coren Mitchell

   ‘The sultan of spoonerisms and the Aga Khan of anagrams.’ 

   Alex Bellos, Guardian

   ‘There is no other book, to my knowledge, like this one. It is weird and wonderful, bizarre and challenging and thrilling… Frank Paul has created something that defies pigeon-holing… one of the most rewarding books that you could read this year… a quiz book to cherish.’ 

   Gareth Kingston, All Things Quiz

   ‘I urge you to enter Frank Paul’s world, a more beautiful version of our own.’ 

   Alan Connor, author of The Joy of Quiz

   ‘Frank Paul’s quizzes are always a devious, diverting delight. This is his magnum opus, a fascinating web of trickery, trivia, high and low culture woven with verve and wit.’ 

   Stuart Maconie

   ‘It’s like a brilliant escape room had a baby with a cryptic crossword.’ 

   Darragh Ennis, The Chase

   ‘Twelve tales of charming complexity.’ 

   Hugh Stephenson, Guardian crossword editor

   ‘The love child of Only Connect and Mastermind, born in Discworld.’ 

   Lisa Thiel, Egghead

   ‘It’s brilliant. There is no more perfect book for the more discerning quizzer.’ 

   Emma Kennedy

   ‘I’ve no idea what is going on in the world that is Frank Paul’s brain. But I do enjoy holidaying there.’ 

   John Henderson, alias Enigmatist
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Preface

   I very much hope you enjoy this book! I realize it’s rather fiendish at times. Here are six things to bear in mind as you play:

   1. Keep a written record of your answers!  You may need to re-examine them when solving later puzzles.

   2. Do use the hints provided when you need to! They still leave you with quite a bit of puzzling to do, hopefully accompanied by a sense of satisfaction once the puzzle is finished. Attempting to complete the book without them is the equivalent of playing a video game on the hardest difficulty setting.

   3. The answers to rounds of questions are often interlinked, and may be linked to the answers in other rounds of the same quiz, so don’t despair if you can’t figure an answer out, as you might be able to piece it together from clues hidden elsewhere.

   4. If you haven’t solved enough of the ‘ordinary’ questions to decode a puzzle question, you may look up the answers to the ‘ordinary’ questions before attempting the puzzle. Obviously, you may not earn points for the questions whose answers you’ve looked up, but you may still earn points for the puzzle.

   5. You may find it rewarding to play the quizzes in this book as part of a team. The puzzles are multilayered and the questions often require diverse knowledge, which is well suited to a group all chipping in with ideas.

   6. Some puzzles involve grids, as well as other things intended to be drawn on. If you baulk at the idea of drawing on a book, consider making copies of the relevant pages.

  

 
  
   
It’s a Wonderful Multiverse

   Hint here

   Answers are here

   You are a woman named Infinity Quincunx. Your home town has been lawless and depraved for as long as you can remember. Today you compete in the trivia night at the Satan Crater. The host asks:

   1. We all love a nice, juicy human sacrifice! Amrish, whose character practises human sacrifice in Indiana Jones and the Temple of Doom, shared what surname with Om, who starred in East Is East? It’s also the name of an Indian snack consisting of deep-fried dough. 

   2. A film, where Johnny Galecki’s character is among those murdered by a mysterious hook-wielding figure, and from three years later a hit song, whose singer claims, ‘I’m not that innocent’, share which antepenultimate word in their titles?

   3. The surname of the first woman to run the Boston Marathon as a registered entrant (who was notoriously attacked by an official while participating); a red Teletubby with a circle at the tip of her antenna; a substance which may be slang for ‘kill’ or ‘diamonds’; and any one of various appendages a fish uses for swimming and balance: which four-letter word, if added to the end of each of these, makes them have something in common? 

   4. Which word, the title of Ed Sheeran’s first UK number one single, is repeated in the name of a prison in which Julius and Ethel Rosenberg were executed? 

   5. A man associated with a classic Christmas song gave this (probably false) account of how he earned his nickname: ‘I would haul out my trusty six-shooters, made of wood, and loudly exclaim, “_____! _____!” As my luckless victim fell clutching his side, I would shout, “_____! _____!”, and I would let him have it again.’ Which word fills these blank spaces? 

   6. Which word for a loud, low sound, when written once, is the title of an Anastacia song, when written twice is the title of a John Lee Hooker song, when written three times is the title of an Outhere Brothers song and when written four times is the title of a Vengaboys song? 

   7. Meanings of which word, which is spelt identically to a previous answer except for the insertion of an extra letter, include an alcoholic drink and a weapon used to lethal effect by a biblical character? 

   8. By what five-letter name is the American company with the motto ‘Arms Makers for Responsible Citizens’ commonly known? It may be preceded by one letter to make the surname of a psychologist known for collaborating with David Dunning. 

   The questions are worth one point each (as are all the questions in this book unless otherwise indicated). The scores are announced. Your competitors have cheated relentlessly and you finish last. Cannibal Helen, naked except for a greasy apron adorned with lewd doodles, marches slowly towards you, drool trickling from her leering lips. Every week she eats the loser with apricot chutney.

   But a man has scrambled to the stage. He is tall and gangly. He looks desperately at the crowd.

   ‘Don’t you know me? I’m your old pal Jim!’

   There are murmurs of confusion. Jim starts pointing at the crowd and yelling that instead of stranglers and cannibals, they’re all housewives and Sunday school teachers.

   While the crowd jeer at Jim, you sneak out. Snow whirls in the bitter wind. But there’s nowhere you can go where Helen won’t find you. You lurch across the icy roads to the bridge. Far below, the river froths round the rocks. You lean over the railing, wondering how it will feel to hit the water.

   Then you hear a voice. It’s a distant, frail voice but with a strange power to it. The wind’s howl seems to die down to let it be heard.

   ‘Infinity Quincunx jumps to her death now.’

   You look back. Through the snow you spot a small man, huddled in an oversized coat, his white hair glistening beneath a fedora, shuffling on the other side of the road. And there’s Jim walking next to him! Jim is agitated, striding back and forth and waving his arms.

   ‘No! No!’ Jim protests.

   The little white-haired man lays a hand on his back and guides him on.

   ‘Hey!’ you yell. You run after the pair, who don’t seem to hear. ‘Hey!’ you screech again.

   They turn.

   ‘Infinity?’ says Jim. ‘You didn’t jump! Oh, thank goodness you’re alive!’

   The little man is flustered. ‘What do you mean by not jumping? You were supposed to die – I had it figured out!’

   ‘I was going to, then I heard your voice…’ you say.

   ‘Oh, bother, bother, bother!’ mutters the little man. ‘My silly old voice!’

   ‘But this is wonderful, Milbert!’ gushes Jim. ‘She was supposed to die but she didn’t!’

   ‘It is not wonderful!’ snaps Milbert. ‘Nothing in this world is wonderful! Helen will eat her anyway. Come on.’

   He tugs Jim’s sleeve and they vanish into thin air. Not even a puff of smoke!

   You’ve got to find Jim and Milbert. Milbert seems powerful, even magical. OK, he does seem to want you dead, but maybe you can persuade him to save you? You stagger on through the storm, through street after street, hoping Helen won’t find you before you find them. Is that them in the town square, deep in the distance? Yes, yes, Jim is on his knees now. ‘Please… get me home…’

   Helen bounds from a doorway, gnawing a greasy bone and cradling an axe. ‘You’re mine, Quincunx!’ she slavers.

   You run full-pelt for Milbert and Jim. Milbert clasps his hands as if in prayer. He opens them up and dazzling lights beam from his palms. Jim clutches Milbert’s wrists. Milbert finally notices you and gives you an infuriated look.

   ‘Please go away, Miss Quincunx, this is the climax.’

   You hear footsteps crunching towards you. You shove Jim aside, sending him sprawling to the snow. You seize Milbert by the shoulders. ‘Listen to me…’ you begin, but your voice is sucked away as light engulfs you.

   The light fades.

   ‘Am I… dead?’ you ask.

   ‘No, and stop reminding me of it!’ exclaims Milbert. ‘Oh, this is awful!’

   Jim and Helen are gone. You’re still in the town square… or are you? It looks immaculately festive. A glittering Christmas tree towers before you.

   ‘Where am I?’

   ‘Reality!’

   ‘Reality? Then where was I before?’

   ‘In a world I created. I forged it, and all your memories, out of the worst path every one of you could have taken if you’d followed your basest desires. I got the idea soon after they made me Jim’s guardian angel. You see, Jim was in the depths of despair. He wished he’d never been born. I showed him your world – a world without him, a world of sin – to teach him the value of his life. Helen’s nasty eating habits, Julian losing his favourite hat, your suicide – all these were meant to shock him to his senses. But just as I was about to bring him back to reality, you shoved him aside and took his place! You abandoned him in your fake world, which closed around him as soon as I left! And I can’t go back there – only angels with wings can enter locked dimensions!’

   ‘My death isn’t any more shocking than Julian losing a hat?’

   ‘You’re a peripheral character, Infinity Quincunx! Oh, I’ll never get my wings now! We angels are supposed to earn them, but it’s taking me centuries.’

   ‘I need a drink.’

   You head for the Satan Crater, with Milbert following behind and murmuring wretchedly.

   But now it’s not the Satan Crater but the Prudent Clergyman.

   ‘Time for trivia, everybody!’ coos the quiz host. ‘Please get your pencils out. Be sure they’re not too sharp: we don’t want anybody getting hurt. Let’s start with a nice pious question.’ A round of applause greets this announcement.

   1. The theologian J. I. Packer wrote, ‘The _____ ethic of nurture was to train up children in the way they should go, to care for their bodies and souls together, and to educate them for sober, godly, socially useful adult living.’ Which seven-letter word, relating to a Protestant group, fills the blank space? It is an anagram of two consecutive words found within Packer’s quotation.  

   2. Another theologian, C. S. Lewis, wrote, ‘We are told that Christ was killed for us, that His death has washed out our sins, and that by dying He _____ death itself.’ The Reverend Jesse Jackson once said, ‘The white, the Hispanic, the black, the Arab, the Jew, the woman, the native American, the small farmer, the businessperson, the environmentalist, the peace activist, the young, the old, the lesbian, the gay, and the _____ make up the American quilt.’ Which word, which begins and ends with the same letter, fills both blank spaces? 

   3. Suaasat, a soup often made with seal meat, is a traditional dish of which large island? A species of shark named after this island is thought to be Earth’s longest-living vertebrate.  

   4. Which word is shared in the title of a Carry On film parodying Hammer horror films and the stage name of a musician who founded the Official Monster Raving Loony Party? 

   5. A tee, a trap and an elbow are among the items used in what? This word is ultimately derived from a Latin word for lead (the metal).  

   6. Which emotion was the subject of a namesake documentary by Canadian filmmaker Albert Nerenberg, who describes the emotion as ‘one of the key factors in relapse with people that have addictions’? The documentary inspired an awards ceremony, which named then-Prime Minster Stephen Harper as the Canadian most likely to engender this emotion. The word I’m looking for can be pluralized to make the name of an experimental Japanese band.  

   7. Which word meaning ‘asleep’ fills the blank space in this extract from the song ‘My Grandfather’s Clock’? 

   
Ninety years without _____,

(Tick, tick, tick, tick,)

His life seconds numbering,

(Tick, tick, tick, tick,)

It stopped short,

Never to go again,

When the old man died. 



   8. Finally, I’m proud to say that every one of us in this town is a stickler for regulations. Which word meaning ‘stickler for regulations’ is an anagram of ‘leg mourner’? 

   You hand in your sheet and head for the bar. You order a whisky.

   ‘This is a respectable establishment!’ shrieks the barmaid. ‘Alcohol is Satan’s dribble!’

   It takes you a second to realize, but the barmaid is… Helen. You barely recognized her in her long grey dress and pearl necklace, her sleek hair gathered in a bun.

   ‘Don’t you get all preachy when you’re a cannibal!’ you yell.

   The Prudent Clergyman’s clientele gasp in unison. Then they turn on you, shouting, ‘Bearer of false witness!’ and ‘Venomous Jezebel!’

   You scream back, accusing them of all the crimes and debaucheries they committed in your world.

   ‘It’s so dreadfully upsetting!’ weeps Helen. ‘I’ve never been treated so viciously.’

   A woman rushes to comfort her. Helen’s weeping turns to a feral snarl as she sinks her teeth into the woman’s arm. It takes ten of the bar’s clients to wrestle her away.

   ‘It’s true!’ Helen proclaims, her eyes gleaming wide, a torrent of blood surging from her maw. ‘I’ve always wanted to do that and it was more glorious than I’d ever imagined! When my secret was exposed, I realized there was no sense in restraining myself any longer!’

   The other clients start declaring that they’ve always wanted to commit the transgressions you accused them of.

   ‘And I’ve always wanted to punch somebody!’ yells Fred McCorkenstrum, whom you’ve only ever known as a quiet man who collected stamps. He thumps the man next to him. A mass brawl breaks out.

   Once again you sneak out of the bar. Milbert follows.

   ‘We’ve corrupted the entire town!’ he wails. ‘I’ll never be able to show my face in Heaven again! The only way I can possibly redeem myself is by doing the dozen!’

   ‘What’s doing the dozen?’

   ‘The pinnacle of achievement for any Christmas angel. You know how I described this world as “reality”? Well, it’s one of many realities, and doing the dozen means bringing Christmas happy endings to twelve of them. It’s barely possible! Angels have been reduced to blubbering buffoons trying! But we have to try – it’s the only chance I have of earning my wings and breaking Jim free! I’ll need your help, Miss Quincunx. There’ll be questions and puzzles to solve. We angels aren’t supposed to meddle in such things, so you’ll have to do it for me. I’ll be beside you, but invisible, intangible and only faintly smellable. I’ll appear if you call on me for help – you’ll be docked points for it, though. Keep track of your points. In each dimension, you’ll be at the heart of a new Christmas tale. You may be plunged into a whole new body. To start the quest, I must summon up eight differently coloured lights from the palms of my hands. They’re supposed to be colours that first were absent but later appeared. 

   ‘What might they be, Miss Quincunx?’

   You recall the answers from the two trivia nights. Inspiration dawns.

   What are the eight colours? 
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   (This question, being written in bold, is a puzzle question. As indicated by the symbol on the right, it is worth two points if answered without Milbert’s help, and one point if you consult him via the ‘Hints’ section.)

  

 
  
   
Winterlude 1

   Answers are here

   You and Milbert are whisked away. You feel like you are on a rollercoaster with kaleidoscopes glued to your eyes, rocketing through a hall of mirrors in the midst of a tornado. Milbert turns towards you, his face bursting into fragments and reassembling itself every fraction of a second, while a galaxy of glittering reflections reels around him.

   ‘You are pale, Miss Quincunx,’ says Milbert, sounding like a thousand Milberts speaking slightly out of sync. ‘You’ll need your strength and your spirits if we’re to have any hope of saving Jim. Look, I have some Christmas crackers here, a joke in every one. Have you heard, “My wife’s gone to the West Indies. Jamaica? No, she wanted to go”? It’s rather amusing, don’t you think? These jokes are like that – but you supply the place name.’

   1. My husband’s gone to West London.

   ____________________?

   No, it’s constructed largely from bricks and other building materials.

   2. My wife’s going to the Republic of China to give a blood transfusion.

   ____________________?

   No, O-negative.

   3. My husband’s going to India to see a concert by the singer who released ‘Love Me Like You Do’.

   ____________________?

   No, I expect her to be fully clothed.

   4. I’m going to take the presenter of That’s Life to Hampshire.

   ____________________?

   No, I’ll transport her in a car.

   5. I’m going to Germany to address the former lead singer of The Birthday Party in a cat-like voice.

   ____________________?

   Yes, that’s exactly what I plan to do.

   6. Tipper Gore’s gone to a city in North Africa.

   ____________________?

   No, his relationship to her is friendly rather than mocking.

   7. Hello, dear friend who pronounces every second word with a lisp, my wife’s going to Merseyside to watch pigs play badminton.

   ____________________?

   No, the activity’s open to pigs of any gender.

   You have grown so absorbed in filling in the blank spaces that you don’t notice the world around you slowing, growing dimmer. You become aware that you are in a cold room and a thin sheet is draped over you. You reach out to pull the sheet up, but jump back at the sight of your withered hands, translucent skin stretched over thick veins and rugged knuckles.

  

 
  
   
A Christmas Krill

   Hints are here

   Answers are here

   In this quiz, where an item is underlined, you may take it with you as you travel through time.

   You are wearing a woollen dress over your nightgown. The wind rattles the windows. In the middle of the room a speck of white light appears, expanding and growing more dazzling. It subsides to reveal a pale young girl in a wide, frilly dress, from whom an ethereal glow radiates.

   ‘Genevieve Krill,’ she intones blankly, her voice shrill and eerie. ‘Your heart is filled with anger.’

   She extends a tiny hand. Unthinkingly you reach for it. An intense, dizzying sensation fills your head and you clamp your eyes shut.

   You open your eyes to find yourself behind a pillar in a hall. ‘This is where your bitterness begins,’ whispers the spectral girl. You peep out to see three bemused dogs perching by photographs of celebrities. An elderly man and a young woman enter; he unlocks a box labelled ‘Which dog should win?’ while she watches, shifting from foot to foot.

   The man withdraws a piece of paper from the box. Genevieve Krill’s dog is the winner and the others are drooling prats, he reads with furrowed brow. ‘But this is a forgery, Miss Krill; I know Mr Clogitt’s handwriting as well as any man. Besides, you left this envelope behind, headed, “Mind-bending master plan”, containing your plan to forge a note purportedly from Mr Clogitt if he does not turn up. Disappointing behaviour, even by your standards. As Mr Clogitt, being the only judge, has not submitted a slip of paper, I declare the contest not only null but also, I’m afraid, void.’
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   ‘This is ludicrous!’ yells the young woman. ‘My dog’s a dead ringer for Adam West – the way he sits, his resolute gaze ahead like he’s just brought the Joker to justice. Those other two wretched mutts look like they’ve entered a contest to see who least resembles Audrey Hepburn and Althea Gibson! I demand to be named the winner! What happened to Clogitt – why isn’t he here?’

   The man leads young Genevieve Krill away.

   ‘Your heart was broken that day, Genevieve Krill,’ says the spectral girl. ‘You grew paranoid that Clogitt had set up the contest to steal a pack of magical mint humbugs from your house. There are no such things as magical mint humbugs. Trust me – I come from another realm…’

   She glows brighter and is subsumed in a sphere of light, which fades to a pinprick and is gone.

   ‘Krill!’ roars a huge bearded man who has materialized from nowhere. He bounds towards you. ‘Your cruelty to Bogg Clogitt has left him poor and hungry. Tut-tut, Krill, old girl! Come with me – to Christmas present!’
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   He grasps you, burying your face in his coat, and when he releases you, you emerge, gasping, outside a cottage. He beckons you to the window.

   ‘Shut,’ commands a man within, and at the sound of his voice a compartment in the wall clangs shut.

   A woman places an envelope in a chest of drawers, which has a combination lock featuring symbols.

   ‘I’ll keep this safe and post it later, Bogg,’ she trills. ‘Lucky I always have questions on me, whose answers help me remember the combination.’ She pats her pocket.

   As they head out into the snow, oblivious to your presence, the bearded man mutters, ‘You weren’t meant to see that, Krill, old girl. Ah, well, his silly fault for not hiring the ghost of a few minutes after Christmas present.’

   ‘You were hired?’

   ‘I’ve said too much. Let’s forget all that and…’ – he throws open the cottage door – ‘behold the poverty of the Clogitts!’

   ‘Poverty, schmoverty! They were locking up valuables – they’re probably worth millions!’ You approach the compartment in the wall and say, ‘Open’. It ignores you. ‘Open up! Call yourself a door? More like a prat.’ The door responds to Bogg Clogitt’s voice only.

   ‘Come on, old girl! When I told you to forget all that, I didn’t mean forget about me saying, “Forget all that”. Look at Bogg’s Christmas shopping list – all it says is “Pot Noodles”. It’s all they can afford!’

   ‘I bet it’s those fancy king-size Pot Noodles.’

   ‘Your cruelty to the Clogitts is sickening. It means that you’ll be forgotten in the future while the Clogitts are revered! Imagine that! Give them all your money, Krill, and never think about humbugs again. Then you too will be admired by future generations!’

   He vanishes into thin air. A silence descends. A hooded figure glides towards you. It seizes your arm painfully, and after a brief feeling of being trapped in a roaring whirlpool, you lurch to the ground. A curiously dressed person hails you.

   ‘Welcome, stranger. I am Futuretron McGizmo. This cup holds all that remains of Julia Clogitt, history’s greatest sculptor. Behind me is one of her masterworks, depicting Henry Kissinger.’

   ‘What’s this?’ You fish out a note from among the bones.

   ‘’Twas found in her pocket.’

   ‘’Twas?’

   ‘There’s a big ’twas revival in the future. Anyway, if you can answer Julia Clogitt’s questions, I shall give you a pot of Future Ink which has the power to change words.’

   
    
     [image: ]
    


   

   1. Wayde van Niekerk broke the men’s 400 metres record previously held by Michael Johnson; both of these men represented countries whose full names end in the same four letters. Which word (which is also the surname of the founders of a British company acquired by Coca-Cola in 2019) begins the name of the only other country to end in these letters?

   2. Which word fills the blank space in these quotations, firstly from George Eliot’s Adam Bede – ‘When death, the great Reconciler, has come, it is never our tenderness that we _____ of, but our severity’ – and secondly from William Congreve’s The Old Bachelor – ‘Thus grief still treads upon the heels of pleasure: / Married in haste, we may _____ at leisure’?

   3. Daniel Defoe (writing under the pseudonym ‘The Scandalous Club’) was an early practitioner of which profession? This profession is the title of a David Hare poem denouncing Boris Johnson as a ‘straw-haired man’ who ‘gets high on repeating gratuitous advice’, and consists of two five-letter words whose letters all occur within ‘County Donegal’.

   4. Which two-word phrase precedes ‘Tour’ to make the name of a reunion tour by the Sex Pistols? It appears in the King James Bible (such as in ‘Likewise must the deacons be grave, not doubletongued, not given to much wine, not greedy of _____’), though in the New International Version it is usually rendered as ‘dishonest gain’.

   5. Which word precedes of Mystery to make the title of the first film released using a technology called Smell-O-Vision, in which odours were discharged into the cinema at appropriate moments, and of a Woman to make the title of the film which won Al Pacino his first Oscar?

   Once you have answered these questions, Futuretron McGizmo solemnly hands you the ink. You pour some over the envelope reading ‘Mind-bending master plan’. Before your eyes, the words transform. The handwriting remains the same, but ‘Mind-bending’ has become a hyphenated word meaning ‘repairing a constraint’, and ‘master plan’ has become a phrase meaning ‘fellow made from a paste which hardens as it dries’.

   A cat scurries across the floor. The sinister hooded figure, which has been beside you this whole time, chases it in rather undignified fashion, but flails in vain as the creature springs into the box at the base of the sculpture. With a flash of light, it has transformed into Henry’s Cat, the title character of the 1980s children’s cartoon. How astonishing! You remove your dress and toss it into the box, whereupon it turns into the American band Henry’s Dress, who gaze around bemusedly. Surely this could only be the work of a sculptor aided by magical mint humbugs…

   The hooded figure darts towards you, a gloved hand outstretched.

   ‘Don’t take me home yet!’ you yell. ‘I know you and your fellow ghosts were hired by the Clogitts to cheat me out of my money and distract me from the fact they stole my humbugs! I’m going to tell the ghost police!’ Is there a ghost police? There must be, for the hooded figure recoils at the threat. ‘Let me set things right,’ you continue. ‘I want to go back to the past, present and future one more time – then you can drop me off back in the present.’ The hooded figure clicks his fingers and the other two ghosts appear; they confer in animated whispers. Then the young girl approaches.

   You are back at the canine lookalike contest, at the same moment you had appeared last time. (The version of you and the ghostly girl who had previously appeared there are nowhere to be seen; it is odd how time travel works.)

   How do you ensure that your dog is the winner? 
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   The elderly man gives young Genevieve Krill the prize: an apple.

   ‘This is Bogg Clogitt’s apple,’ he explains in response to her revolted gaze, as if this is a reassuring thing to hear. ‘Everything about this apple is Bogg Clogitt’s and will always pertain to Bogg Clogitt, whatever form it takes. It will be your privilege to possess it.’

   ‘I’ll be taking that, Genevieve!’ you declare, leaping from behind the pillar and snatching the apple. ‘I’m your future self – no time to explain! Actually, there’s plenty of time to explain as I’ve got a trio of time-travelling ghosts, but I can’t be bothered to. Bye! Hey, come here, Ghost of Christmas Present!’

   The bearded man materializes, his expression suggesting that being at your beck and call is beneath his dignity.

   He grasps you painfully tight and transports you back to the Clogitts’ house in the present. You wait for them to leave and then open the door.

   Which four shapes form the combination to the Clogitts’ chest of drawers? 
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   Inside the chest of drawers you find Julia’s envelope, addressed to Eleanor Vibb, President of The Secret Sculpture Society. Within is a photograph of Henry Kissinger as well as the following note:

   
Dear Eleanor,

Now you’ve got the block of stone I sent you, which I imbued with magic powers using the humbugs in our wall compartment that Bogg stole from that frightful Jennie Crawl or whatever her name is, you must work from this photo to make a sculpture and don’t forget the box underneath! Then I’ll take the credit for it, and I’ll pay you with the cash that Bogg’s planning to wheedle out of Crawl with some scheme about ghosts.

Julia



   
   
   There is something you must do before you return to the future. In the future, you must ensure that you will be able to open the Clogitts’ wall compartment when you go back to the present, so you can recover your humbugs. What course of action do you take? 
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Winterlude 2

   Answers are here

   ‘Must… get… humbugs!’ you pant as you reach for them, but they, and the room around you, are retreating further and further away, as if whirling down an invisible plughole. Only darkness remains. Glittering fragments burst forth and form the face of Milbert.

   ‘Good work, Miss Quincunx. But your next task may be a little thornier. Listen to this poem while you change into your new body. Each line is an anagram of a film which is set (at least partly) during the Christmas period – can you name the films?’ He recites the poem in his frail, gentle voice, as if oblivious to how revolting it is.

   
Relax, prophetess,

Tart which I mess.

Mess? Stress! Crave a thin

Oily hand in

The anal wig jelly.

Stuff Rod in a wellie.

The chrome act: a rump splits

Beyond anal bits.



   You ponder this foul poem as your surroundings swirl once more.

   You begin to recite the answers, but your voice is deeper now, and this distracts you.

   ‘I, er… awfully sorry for all this bumbling,’ you say with a sheepish smile that feels rather out of character. Your hair has flopped over your eyes and you brush it away to see Milbert smiling at you adoringly. He gazes at you in dreamy silence for a few more seconds, then suddenly jolts out of his stupor.

   ‘Right, then, Miss Quincunx... or should I call you Mister? I’ll leave you to your next task, then. You do look quite charming…’

   His words fade, and his face disintegrates into a thousand dazzling lights.

  

 
  
   
Love, Factually

   Hints are here

   Answers are here

   A thousand cameras flash before your eyes. Your vision clears to reveal a room of journalists spread out before you.

   ‘Prime Minister! Prime Minister!’ they exclaim, each straining to raise their hand highest.

   ‘Are you confident of getting a good deal with the US President?’ one calls out.

   ‘Would you say this is less of a special treaty for Britain,’ interjects his neighbour, ‘and more of a special treat for—’

   ‘I was talking first, chicken-face!’

   The two journalists wrestle each other to the ground; the second journalist overpowers the first.

   ‘You’re the chicken-face, chicken face!’ shrieks the second journalist. ‘I’m gonna make you squawk! Squawk for me, chicken!’

   A short, slight young woman sitting beside you claps her hands. She wears a badge reading, ‘Carla Masquill: Press Secretary’.

   ‘Please, please, let’s have no brawling! The Prime Minister’s barely been in the job a week; the least you owe him is a little decorum.’ With a tentative finger, her skin smooth as velvet, she strokes your arm and a heady thrill surges through you. ‘Don’t worry, Henry, you’ve got this,’ she whispers.

   A middle-aged man stands up and introduces himself.

   ‘Barry Bitterbread of Bitterbread Management. My client, Juke Limburger, is soaring to the coveted Christmas number one spot with his megahit “Go Round the Big Hole”. Mr Limburger used the Bitterbread rules of songwriting – and I demand, Prime Minister, that we use them to rewrite our behind-the-times, fuddy-duddy national anthem. You see, what you need for a hit is nonsense. But catchy nonsense. Why, with the help of my rules of songwriting, Mr Limburger compiled his lyrics entirely from words on his fridge magnets. See for yourself – with these seven simple rules, you can piece together Mr Limburger’s song!’

   Juke Limburger’s Fridge Magnets

   
    
     [image: ]
    


   

   The Bitterbread Rules

   1. The last three words of the song all start with the same letter.

   2. All evenly numbered words except one have the same number of letters.

   3. The first six evenly numbered words are found in alphabetical order.

   4. Two words which share the same third and fourth letter are found next to each other.
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