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LIFE

		  Across
	 8	 Wearing medal one 

accepted (5)
	 9	 Estate in Albania 

attracting hatred (7)
	10	 Into toads? Wrong –  

I’m into dragonflies (9)
	12	 Gosh, old Oscar gains 

medal! (4)
	14	 Girl runs in sandals (5)
	15	 Novelist in court getting 

large fine (5)
	16	 Fourth man to mount  

horse (4)
	20	 Island graduate arrived in 

(5)
	24	 Pigeon avoids master 

gardener (4)
	25	 Heartless fanatical attack 

(4)
	27	 Grunter doesn’t start row (3)
	28	 Not very excellent bank (4)
	30	 Rounds of gammon (4)
	31	 Some queans give birth to 

poet (3)
	32	 Sorrow due to cycling (4)
	33	 See hard stone and rough 

rock (4)
	34	 Plump tenor after work (3)
	37	 Sound of dated plane (4)
	39	 Jack Absolute and 

Scarlett’s place (4)
	40	 Germ’s right inside 

medicine bottle (5)
	41	 Rake imbibes good  

French wine (5)
	43	 A singer amorously 

engaged (4, two words)
	44	 Line in score duo added  

(9, hyphened)

	45	 Townsman visits honest 
relation (7)

	46	 Brilliant poem’s inside 
writer (5)

		  Down
	 1	 Where to go that’s beset  

by dashing men (6) 
	 2	 Merry goey poet’s past (4)
	 4	 Within Antrim upset 

maiden hid (5)
	 5	 Empty street crossed by  

sad Scots (5)
	 6	 No yawner goes off like 

Fortinbras (8)
	 7	 Phantom fish in Spain 

worried loon (7)
	11	 Onan’s wife accepted  

old buffalo (7)
	13	 Most crafty son changing 

style (6)
	18	 Seaman stripped bare (3)
	19	 Scrap involving female 

rural dean (5)
	21	 Old gun held by one old 

gnome (5)
	22	 Tomboy pictures abatis (7) 
	26	 Skilful mediator worked 

without me (6)
	27	 Bone of swab (deceased) (8)
	29	 Fancy better grass (7)
	31	 I say nothing (3)

	36	 Bishop propels boat over 
English surf (6)

	37	 Pig the French pull by the 
ears (5)

	38	 Lass a long time cuddling 
knight (5) 

	39	 As far as that shrub (5)
	42	 East-ender’s weapon (4)

A first prize of £30 for the first 
correct solution opened on 
13 June. There are two runners-
up prizes of £20. Please scan or 
photograph entries and email 
them (including the crossword 
number in the subject field) to 
crosswords@spectator.co.uk. 
We will accept postal entries 
again at some point. 

Crossword 
2557: Heroes
by Pabulum

Much have I travelled round in search of gold
And many an empty rainbow’s end I’ve seen;
In countless cruel casinos I have been
Hoping to have a win of wealth untold.
But fortune never came; however bold
My bids to be as wealthy as the Queen,
My greatest efforts left me poor and lean
Till Mammon lost its lustre and its hold.
Then felt I like a sinner freed from sin
Washed clean of lust and longing for excess,
And fate at last no longer seemed unfair.
Contentment with my lot counts as a win
And now when life awards some small success
I feel I have become a billionaire. 
Frank McDonald

The avaricious race on vicious loops; 
The more they get, the more they fret for loot –  
Yet if their income droops, like nincompoops  
They feel oppressed and think they’re destitute. 

Though Adam Smith dispelled the myth that lust 
For heaps of pelf is in itself a sin,  
When grabby heirs of billionaires go bust  
We’re not devoid of schadenfreude’s grin. 

Rapacity’s capacity is vast;  
It’s everywhere that laissez-faire exists.  
You think you’ve got it vanquished? Not so fast;  
Cupidity’s stupidity persists. 
	 And so a poet pens inchoate bosh 
	 In hopes his wit will bag a bit of dosh. 
Alex Steelsmith

Mammon is at Cambridge too, although
I never see him sweating in the stacks.
He’s not so energetic as to row,
but prowls in punts for hours along the Backs.
He sears a swath through every May Week ball:
gorges on oysters and champagne till dawn,
rampages round the silent-disco hall,
then pukes kaleidoscopes on Fellows’ Lawn.
It somehow never seems to make him fatter.
Mammon always gets the pretty girl
though she looks dazed and teary in the morning.
He’ll scrape a third. It doesn’t even matter.
He bridles at the mildest hint of warning.
Mammon knows how soon he’ll rule the world.
Mary McLean

When I consider how my loot is spent
the boomers make an oligarch look cheap:
we maxed the gilts out so the debt’s waist-deep,
and scraped the barrel clean in Brae and Brent.
We bought the houses up and charge you rent
our ops-and-drugs bill makes its annual creep;
a gold-plate pension would make Midas weep,
and now inflation’s touching ten per cent.
The post-war babies had a Mammon tree
with double Miras off the mortgage rate;
our parents’ lolly came to us tax-free –
we sent their care bill to the nanny state;
the feckless and the work-shy old agree:
we all deserve who only stand and wait. 
Nick MacKinnon

NO. 3253: ME TIME

You are invited to provide a poem entitled 
‘Song of Myself’ in the style of a well-
known writer. Please email entries of up to 
16 lines to lucy@spectator.co.uk by midday 
on 8 June.

SOLUTION TO 2554: GOING, GOING... 

The unclued lights were all extinct species. PTERODON 
was an acceptable variation at 5 Across. DODO was to be 
deleted from the final grid.

First prize Jason James, Cambridge
Runners-up Ian Shiels, Leeds;
Hugh Schofield, Paris, France
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Clockwise  round  the  gr id 
from a point to be determined 
run the names of four knights 
(2,5,5,5,5,8,5,3) followed by what 
they are (two words). A clued 
light tells how many 35 they have 
amassed between them, while a 
pair of unclued lights indicate a 
17 linking all four.
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