The Stokers' 2011 Quiz - Potted Poirot
	The quiz this year follows the form of a detective story, with questions at the end.  Clues to the answer to each question can be found in this exciting yarn of a fictional favourite, together with a soupcon of general knowledge.  All money raised will go to the Wellspring - a resource centre in Stockport for homeless and disadvantaged people. (http://www.thewellspring.btck.co.uk/) (Registered Charity 1088776).
We operate a "Trust the Puzzler" policy and welcome a donation of at least £1.50 from anyone who uses this quiz.  Please make any cheques payable to "Dialstone Lane Methodist Church" and we will pass it on.  Please put your name and address at the end of the quiz, with full details if you would like Wellspring to claim Gift Aid on your behalf. 
Please send all sets of answers to us at 162 Mile End Lane, Stockport, Cheshire SK2 6BY or to andy.stoker@btinternet.com before 31st January 2012.  A gift token prize will be awarded to the best set of answers.  Feel free to use this quiz for your own purposes after this date - electronic version available.  Answers will also be available after that date (SAE please or via email).  If you would like the questions and /or answers from previous quizzes, please let us know.


The small Belgian detective smiled to himself “The Captain Hastings, he has a most appropriate telephone number, n’est ce pas?” he mused in his improbable and unnecessary blend of French and English, after asking the operator for Senlac 106.... - and one more digit.  They had just eaten lunch; the words on the lunch menu that day had been jumbled up and it appeared that they had been offered yukter, toras toopaste, aspe and torscar, followed by paelp ipe and ducrats.
Yesterday was Ash Wednesday, and a valuable jewel belonging to Lord Surly had disappeared from his home, Surly Manor, where Poirot was staying and where the jewel had been displayed in a case, near the Dining Room window.  The only clue was a splash of Worcestershire Sauce on the case, in place of the jewel.

On the day before the jewel was discovered to be missing, Miss Lemon had remarked on its beauty, while writing a shopping list for milk, flour, butter and one more ingredient she had said was essential to make the food traditional for that day.  
Poirot spoke into the telephone: “Mon cher ‘astings, we have work to do.  It is necessary you leave tout de suite and arrive ‘ere this evening exactly as the clock strikes at the hour when the tip of the minute hand and the tip of the hour hand are as far away from each other as they can be.”  Hastings agreed to leave at once.
“The ‘astings, ‘e has just 26 years of age now,” mused Poirot “... and me, I am as old as ‘is age, plus half of my age... but, enough!  To work!”  Poirot proceeded to interview the butler about the other members of staff.  “Well there’s Alice, the maid and her mother Elsie, who is the cook”, explained Mr Nestor. “Elsie has four daughters.  The first daughter is called April, the second May, the third is June, and the fourth...”  “Ah yes,” interrupted Poirot, “the little grey cells, they tell me at once the name of the fourth daughter.  But Elsie and these three oldest daughters... they were off duty last night, n’est ce pas?  What did they wear?”

“Well now,” mused Nestor ponderously, “let me see. Elsie has mousy coloured hair and the girl with black hair was wearing a green dress.  April is not blonde and May does not have brown hair, June was wearing a blue dress. The blonde girl was not wearing red and May was not wearing green. I can't remember who was wearing a yellow dress.”  Poirot smiled indulgently; “This will be a long business,” he thought.
Later that day, Hastings arrived at exactly the required time.  “I came by omnibus”, he explained. “I had to ride in two different vehicles – I remember that the number of the second omnibus route was three times that of the first, and multiplied together they came to 48 – but deuced if I can remember either number.  Anyway, a confounded nuisance, but if I had driven my car I can make an average of 30mph and I would have been here two hours ago - too early for you old man - and if I had ridden my bicycle, I can’t do more than an average of 10mph – that old war wound, you know - and I would have been two hours late.”  Poirot continued to smile, and wondered to himself how long his indulgence could be made to last. 

“Eh bien, mon ami.” continued Poirot, although able to speak English perfectly well.  “We were five people for dinner yesterday.  There was Lord Surly, Miss Helena Handcart, the newspaper columnist, Gordon Nomes, the celebrity gardener, Laura Norder, the politician, and I, myself.  When the dinner gong sounded, Miss Handcart entered the Dining Room before Lord Surly but behind Mr Nomes.  Miss Norder went in before me but behind Lord Surly.  I mixed my own drink as Lord Surly and I observed the darkening sky.  Suddenly everyone – even I, Hercule Poirot - was startled by a peal of thunder.”
“Remarkably, and somewhat conveniently for this petit histoire, we discovered that no two of us had done the same thing that afternoon, our handkerchiefs were all of different colour and we ‘ad each selected a different drink.  And, mark this most closely, ‘astings, each person took ‘is or ‘er soup differently and requested a different newspaper for the morning.”  “Remarkable and convenient indeed.” observed Hastings drily.

Poirot breathed in deeply and began. “The person who drank a gin and tonic had a plain white handkerchief, whilst the person who drank tomato juice had a pale blue handkerchief and the person who had drunk Vermouth and Lemonade had not crumbled a bread roll into their soup. Miss Norder had drunk a lime soda.  You comprehend?” Hastings nodded sagely.

“The person who had peppered their soup asked for “The Morning Globe” and the person who salted their soup had drunk a lime soda.  However, the person who had added nothing to the soup had a plain white handkerchief, whilst the person who added pepper to their soup mopped their brow with a pale blue handkerchief. Ms Handcart, meanwhile, added croutons to her soup.  Mr Nomes had asked for “The Bugle”.
“I myself had taken a short perambulation for the constitution that afternoon and the person who had read a book did not have a yellow handkerchief.  Oh, yes and Lord Surly had a beige handkerchief.”  Somewhat to his own surprise, Hastings was able to suggest who had taken the jewel.
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	What would you expect the fourth digit of Captain Hastings’ phone number to be?
	

	2
	Unscramble the names of the food items on the lunch menu 
	

	3
	On which day of the week did Poirot telephone Hastings?
	

	4
	What was the other essential item on Miss Lemon’s shopping list?
	

	5
	At what time did Poirot want Hastings to arrive at Surly Manor?
	

	6
	How old is Poirot?
	

	7
	What is the name of Elsie’s fourth daughter?
	

	8
	Who was wearing a yellow dress?
	

	9
	What colour was April’s hair?
	

	10
	Which two bus route numbers had Hastings taken?
	

	11
	How far had Captain Hastings had to travel to Surly Manor?
	

	12
	At what time did Poirot telephone Hastings?
	

	13
	In what order did the guests enter the Dining Room?
	

	14
	Hastings correctly solved the mystery. Whom did he think had taken the jewel? Why did he think that?
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