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LIFE

		  Across
	12	 Sun ruined helter-skelter 

without cover (9)
	13	 Lizard found in 

Wagamama! (5)
	15	 Screen role I  

transformed into (9)
	16	 Rabbit’s discovered in 

delay at terminus (6)
	20	 Quietly thatched house 

and made watertight (7)
	21	 Oddly, his leg is pulled  

by Cupid! (6)
	22	 Location of small storm (6)
	26	 In with ugly bruiser (4)
	27	 Recalled child’s little 

digits (3)
	28	 Are offstage? (3)
	29	 Attitude of disheartened 

gang (4)
	32	 Melon is a messy thing 

to eat (8)
	34	 Woman from New Zealand 

overwhelmed by wah-wah 
in England (6)

	35	 Weavers weaving without 
a weave (6)

	37	 Shed in dodgy street 
changing hands (7)

	39	 Hound sometimes follows 
this blanket (6)

	42	 Weird dilemma leaves 
damage limitation in 
turmoil (9)

	43	 Girl in expensive car 
locates position (5)

	44	 We hear badly off and 
messy artist painted mugs? 
(9)

	45	 1000 Danes organised 
massages (6)

	46	 Losing tip of plimsoll, gets 
wet feet and goes off (6)

		  Down
2	 On and on about 

entertaining baby food 
documentary (2,5)

3	 Bits of fabric landed over 
pole (4)

4	 Bony old Sue’s so flexible 
(7)

5	 Cross and curt about 
endless party (8)

6	 Oystered offshore, 
discovered another mollusc 
(6)

8	 Perjurer beset by inner 
turmoil in retreat (4)

9	 Islanders’ first class gratin 
dish fills empty hampers (8)

	10	 Surrounded by leaders of 
angry mutiny, our Nancy 
grimaced (5)

	17	 Abstain from drugs and 
meditate (6)

	18	 Henry’s holding skirt and 
scarf for spiky sorts (9)

	19	 Origins of Sir Keir 
Starmer’s esoteric way of 
showing emphasis (6,4)

	23	 Rewrite of Spies receives 
Oscar and flowers (6)

	31	 Slow movement beginning 
to annoy Northern poet (7)

	33	 It came up in midday 
thought (6)

	38	 Poet banned on radio (4)
	40	 Ice bucket gets hot when 

pressure dropped (4)
	41	 Head in four directions (4)

A first prize of a £30 John Lewis 
voucher and two runners-up 
prizes of £20 vouchers for the 
first correct solutions opened on  
14 April. Please scan or 
photograph entries and email 
them (including the crossword 
number in the subject field) to 
crosswords@spectator.co.uk,  
or post to: Crossword 2696, 
The Spectator, 22 Old Queen 
Street, London SW1H 9HP. 
Please allow six weeks for 
prize delivery. 

Crossword 
2696: It’s better 
up north!  
by Fire 

Your boy child will grow to think he’s a lass
Your girl child’s skin will be covered with tats
Your best friend will run away with your wife
Family gatherings will bring only strife
Your allotment will grow nothing but slugs
You’ll have no money for your weight-loss drugs
The team you’ve supported for forty years
Will lose every match, with booing and jeers
AI will soon leave you out of a job
That gout in your toe will endlessly throb
Your regular pub will close down for good –
You’d reseal my tomb, if only you could.
Joseph Houlihan

You who come to disturb my rest, beware! Do not 
take even a pebble from my tomb, let alone my intes-
tines from Qebehsenuef’s canopic jar. May you be 
miserable for eternity, but while you live that upstart 
Jehovah has given me a few ideas. The water in 
your well will turn to blood, there will be frogs in 
your bed, lice in your pubic hair, maggots in your 
crocodile kebabs. Your goats will be infected with 
something nasty, hailstones will smash your grapes, 
locusts will devour your millet, and you will be cov-
ered with boils the size of large scarabs. After that 
darkness will envelope the world for three days, and 
your children will turn pale and weedy. If you steal 
my shabti figures, which are there to serve me in the 
afterlife, may your own servants contract rabies and 
bite you. Death will follow on swift wings.
Elizabeth Kay

Embalmed and wrapped for eternity
By dozens of gentler hands,
I’ve been disinterred in modernity
Where you, from foreign lands,
Inquisitive and acquisitive,
Appear to be robbing my tomb.
However long dare you expect to live
Invading my sacred room?
Entwined betwixt bandage and unguent,
My Curse, long coiled, is thrown
At you who connive at a vile affront
To a Pharoah and his throne.
Cessation and cremation
Will expunge you from history:
Thutmose II will not suffer curation
By you who cannot leave be.
Adrian Fry

Disrupt eternal rest? Then feel my curse
that all you think you know will yet be worse.
You thought your lives were fixed, and all was sure:
but nothing’s safe and set-in-stone secure.
Your language slithers, robots rearrange
the messages you send and make them strange.
Your mind is in a Cloud, that Cloud grows thick.
You’ll struggle but there’s no way to unpick
this airy nothing, and the real world
slides out of touch, its signifiers furled.
Its passwords fail. Identities? – corrupt,
the cup of human pleasure rarely supped.
My story, carved in stone, will still survive
while you are floundering, only half-alive.
This is my curse on everything you planned. 
Sealed, Thutmose the Second, by my hand.
D.A. Prince

NO. 3395: COMRADES

You are invited to rework Animal Farm as a 
satire of office politics (150 words maximum). 
Please email entries to competition@spectator.
co.uk by 9 April. Apology: the closing dates for 
the past two comps were out by a week.
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SOLUTION TO 2693: SUMMER DRESSES 

The unclued lights were odes by Keats and Shelley. 
The title could sound like ‘Some Addresses’.

First prize Peter Wreford, Cambridge
Runners-up Angela Tebbutt, West Caister, Norfolk; 
Anthony Harker, Oxford 

Name 	

Address 

The unclued lights are of a kind.
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